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  What’s the greatest video 
game of all time? Zelda?  
Call of Duty? Mega-Man? 
Well, the Smithsonian Amer-
ican Art Museum wants to 
know. Video games have en-
compassed the lives of mil-
lions of people around the 
globe for the past 40-some 
years. Starting with a small 
screen and two simple pad-
dles with a ball, video games 
have since then become a 
permanent staple in Ameri-
can culture. 
  Video games are adventures 
and stories that are created 
in the hands (literally) of the 
players, who choose how 
the game and story are told. 
Just like your favorite movie 
or play, video games act as 
pieces of visual and narra-
tive art, put together by the 
player. 
  Beginning in March 2012, 
the Smithsonian American 
Art Museum will open a new 
exhibit on the third floor of 
the museum labeled The Art 
of Video Games. The exhibit 
is set to last all the way to 

September 2012. According 
to the Smithsonian American 
Art Museum’s website, www.
americanart.si.edu, “The Art 
of Video Games” is one of the 
first exhibitions to explore the 
forty-year evolution of video 
games as an artistic medium, 
with a focus on striking visual 
effects and the creative use of 
new technologies.” 
  The Art of Video Games 
will be composed of 80 dif-
ferent video games displayed 
through still images and video 
footage. There will also be five 
games available for visitors to 
play, such as Pac-Man, Super 
Mario Brothers, The Secret 
of Monkey Island, Myst, and 
World of Warcraft. The exhi-
bition will also feature various 
game consoles from the past, 
interviews with game devel-
opers, and screen-shots of 
various games.
  Featured as well in the exhi-
bition will be video game de-
velopers, such as Dave Crane, 
Warren Robinett, Kellee San-
tiago, and David Jaffe. In addi-
tion to video game developers, 
the exhibition will investigate 
the influence and impact video 

games have instilled 
in contemporary pop-
culture. Only 80 video 
games, completely 
chosen by voters, will 
be displayed in The 
Art of Video Games. 
Beginning from Feb. 
14 through April 17, 
2011, the public will 
be able to vote for 
their favorite video 
games from a bucket of 240 
choices. There will be vari-
ous categories, divided up 
by era, game type, and plat-
form. Voting takes place 
at www.artofvideogames.
org. The only requirement 
for voting is a valid e-mail 
address. Only one vote in 
each category will count 
and the winning game from 
each genre on each system 
will get placed in the ex-
hibit. 
  The idea behind this ex-
hibit really captures Ameri-
can culture and pastime. 
Video games have become 
such a huge part of peoples’ 
lives of all ages. With the 
development of new tech-
nology, video games have 

changed overtime from real-
like graphics to the point 
where they almost simulate 
all aspects of life. It’s easy to 
say it’s only right that video 
games get the credit they de-
serve by being put into a mu-
seum, especially the Smith-
sonian. 
  Growing up, I was com-
pletely taken over by video 
games, but the urge to play 
has somewhat worn off with-
in the past four years. The 
most recent game console in 
my house is a PlayStation 2. 
At the time of its debut, the 
PlayStation 2 was something 
everyone had to have. Now, 
it’s just a piece of junk sitting 
on a table at a garage sale 

down the street. 
  Thinking back to what con-
soles I had growing up and 
which video games really 
became the nicotine to my 
addiction, there are some 
games I would like see in the 
exhibit. First and foremost, 
Sonic the Hedgehog 3 goes 
for the Sega Genesis Super 
Mario Brothers for Nin-
tendo. That was pretty easy. 
For the original PlayStation, 
I have to go with Mega-Man 
Legends. Talk about ad-
diction! For the Game Boy 
Color, Pokémon Yellow Ver-
sion was just about the only 
game that held a permanent 
position in my Game Boy. 
And finally, for PlayStation 

2, Grand Theft Auto III gets 
then spot. There probably is 
no other game that I have 
spent so much time playing 
over and over again, beat-
ing the game multiple times. 
There are even times when 
I’m at home where I’ll pop 
it in and spend hours playing 
it, reliving my teenage years. 
  The choice of which video 
is the best is obviously open 
for discussion and argument. 
Choosing 80 games out of 
240 may seem like an easy 
thing to do because of vot-
ing for such a large number 
of games, but it will be dif-
ficult to compare games that 
you grew up on for years to 
games that just came out. 

When I tried to think of 
where to write about, nothing 
immediately came to mind. 
It’s not for lack of travel. 
In fact, just in the past two 
weeks I have been through 
seven different states. I think 
it is more that while I love 
to travel, it is difficult for 
me to write about it immedi-
ately. Even more difficult is 
writing in a journalistic way 
that gives only facts. I don’t 
even enjoy reading travel 
pieces like that—pieces that 
are good for simple informa-
tion, but give no soul to the 
destination, no reason for 
going, no details that make 
you long for the experienc-
es that the writer had. Why 
do people travel in the first 
place? Is it for trying new 
foods? Meeting new people? 
Shopping for exotic wares? 
Or is it more than that? For 
me, it is a strange combina-
tion of the actual experience 
combined with the memories 
of the trip that I recall after-
ward. There isn’t one place 
that I’ve visited that I can say 
was my favorite, because ev-
erywhere I go has high points 
and low points. But there are 
certain aspects of each trip 
that make it a destination in 
itself, and it is these aspects 
that I want to share, to show 
people that each city, town 
and country is more than 
just a vacation, it is an end-
ing and a beginning, a place 
to see something new and a 
place to find the old things in 
yourself that you have for-
gotten.

Central Park, 
new York CitY 
I would go to New York just 
for this park. I’ve only been 
there twice, but it is amazing 
to me that in a city so large, 
there can be so much to do 
in its most famous park. I 
enjoy visiting New York, but 

it is so huge that I feel over-
whelmed. But for me, Central 
Park has all of the positives 
of a big city and none of the 
negatives. There are people 
everywhere playing with their 
kids, riding bikes, running, sit-
ting on benches, climbing on 
rocks, eating ice cream, and 
walking dogs. The best part is 
that even as a tourist I could 
participate. On the streets, 
people push past you, hurry-
ing to their destination. But in 
the park, people slow down. 
They talk. They smile and 
look around and enjoy them-
selves. My absolute favorite 
part of this park, the part that 
made my trip the most memo-
rable, was Strawberry Fields. 
Strawberry Fields is the me-
morial field dedicated to John 
Lennon, who was killed near 
there in 1980. This memorial 
is a gathering place for Beatles 
fans, artists and peace lovers, 
and has a beautiful mosaic 
that says “Imagine”. When I 
visited, there was a musician 
sitting on a bench near the 
mosaic, playing Beatles songs. 
Everyone around him was 
listening and singing along, 
while people took pictures of 
him and the mosaic. There 
was a spot open on the bench 
next to him, so I sat down and 
started singing as well. It was 
an escape from the rush of the 
city, to sit in a community of 
people who love music and 
who all know the same song, 
people from all over the world. 
It felt to me exactly what John 
Lennon would have wanted as 
a memorial, a moment where 
everyone was in agreement 
and harmony. 

VeniCe, italY 
Although this is one of the 
most well known cities in the 
world and is often seen as a 
tourist hot spot, I don’t think 
anyone can ever visit there 
without being affected by its 

magic. Venice gave me a 
sense of incredible mystery 
and urgency, paradoxically 
combined with a slowness 
that hearkened back to the 
Renaissance. When I took 
my first step onto its damp 
cobblestone streets, I felt as 
if I was going back in time. 
Though the people are mod-
ern, wearing today’s styles, 
holding cameras, and talk-
ing on cell phones while 
rowing gondolas, it still 
feels incredibly old. The 
only motors to be heard are 
the humming of the sleek 
wooden speedboat taxis 
that glide through the green 
canals. I still have trouble 
processing all the decay-
ing beauty that I saw. Front 
doors open onto soggy 
decks, or onto water, mak-
ing me wonder how people 
get into their houses when 
it is flooded. The town is 
small, and there are people 
everywhere, but it is still 
possible to be completely 
alone, especially when you 
lose yourself in the wind-
ing alleys that often dead 
end into an unexpected ca-
nal. And the shops—even 
though I couldn’t afford a 
single piece of jewelry or 
intricate mask displayed 
in the windows, it was a 
delight to simply walk by 
and soak up the sparkle. 
Venice made me want to be 
an artist. I think it just has 
an ambience that gets under 
your skin, and it is for the 
atmosphere of that city that 
I would tell anyone to go, 
before it is too late. 

wildwood MetroPark, 
toledo, ohio 
I was born and raised in 
Toledo, so it may seem silly 
to say that this is one of my 
favorite destinations, but 
what could be a better place 
to describe to people than a 
place you are very familiar 
with? Wildwood Metropark 
is in a central part of Toledo, 
which, surprisingly, is not 
downtown, but near the uni-
versity and the shopping cen-
ters. I am not a huge fan of 
my hometown. It is so spread 
out that it doesn’t have the 
exciting vibes of a big city, 
yet it still has all the crime 
and problems that large 
populations bring. There 
are, however, a few places in 
Toledo that I wouldn’t trade 
for any place in the entire 
world, and this park is one of 
them. Wildwood is like a hid-
den forest right in the middle 
of suburbanized material-
istic America. My house is 
two minutes from Westfield 
Shopping Town, a huge mall, 
five minutes from about 
twenty different restaurants, 
and surrounded by little 
pockets of neighborhoods. 
There is nothing to do but 
spend money or sit in your 
house and think about how 
to spend money. Sometimes I 
feel trapped by it, and when I 
do, I go to Wildwood. There 
are walking trails, a manor 
house from the 1900s com-
plete with lovely manicured 
gardens, a nature center, a 
huge playground, and my fa-
vorite spot, a covered bridge 
that crosses the Ottawa 

River. The Ottawa River is 
very small in this area, about 
thirty feet wide, and maybe 
three and a half feet deep. It 
is brown and murky and ex-
tremely polluted, but when 
I am sitting on the railing 
of that bridge, that river is 
mine. Maple and oak trees 
line the banks and create an 
archway all the way down 
the river, and logs and leaves 
and small fish bob around 
in the muddy water. I know 
that I can always go to the 
bridge, climb up on the wide 
wooden ledge, lean against 
the supports and enjoy the 
sound of running water and 
woodpeckers. I don’t have 
to worry or even think; I just 
am. And that is why this park 
is a place to travel to—be-
cause it calms the soul. 

GlendalouGh MonasterY, 
dublin, ireland 
The more ancient the place, 
the more interesting it is 
to me. Glendalough is old. 
Really old. For someone who 
comes from a country that 
has had only a few more than 
200 birthdays, Glendalough 
seems ancient. And not only 
is it old, it is beautiful and 
full of history. As I walked 
through the gateway that was 
built between 900 and 1200 
A.D., and into the monastery, 
which now resembles a gar-
den and overgrown grave-
yard, I was struck with how 
quiet everything was. Quiet, 
but still full of life, which is 
ironic for a graveyard. All 
of the stone was in varying 
shades of gray and white, 
and it was covered with grey 
green lichen and deep green 
mosses. The stone crosses 
seemed to grow out of the 
ground and the intricate 

carvings were worn by the 
wind and weather so that 
their stories were indecipher-
able. When I walked through 
the doorway of the ancient 
cathedral, I had to stop and 
catch my breath. It is not 
fancy, just rough-hewn rocks 
with mortar. There are no 
towering stained glass win-
dows or beautiful carvings. 
But as I walked through the 
door, and stared up into the 
sky, it seemed that I could 
see into heaven. There was 
no line between the end of 
the church walls and the be-
ginning of the grey expanse 
above it. I know that when it 
was built it was probably dark 
and chilly. I know that it was 
meant to have a roof. Now I 
also know that a place with 
hundreds of years of spiri-
tual background retains its 
solemnity and beauty, retains 
its ability to fulfill its wor-
shipful purpose, even when 
the roofs are fallen and the 
gardens are overgrown and 
moss and ivy has overtaken 
its foundations. Traveling to 
Glendalough gave me a new 
perspective on history. It 
made me see how the ancient 
can and should still affect the 
present. These are only four 
places that have changed my 
life. There are so many more 
because every time I travel, 
it is the process of getting 
there, the arrival and the 
new experiences that affect 
my world. It is never just the 
place, just the ending desti-
nation. It is the time I spend 
becoming a different person 
through the cities I visit and 
the people I meet, and it is 
the recalling of those places 
and the memories I make 
that actually give me purpose 
in traveling.

the ruins of the Cathedral in GlendalouGh

A wooden speedboAt taxi in VeniCe, italy 


