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Young ladies, young gentlemen welcome to something we're 
called Imagination Celebration. 

This is a two week festival fo the arts «hich offers 
over 5 0 free performances to more than 25,000 children and 
their families. 

Why have an Imagination Celebration in 1976? When Saul 
Bellow was awarded the Nobel Prize for literature he urged 
his fellow writers with "elegant simplicity" to return from 
what he called the peripheries of Life. 

This evening -- with this celebration of the Arts we 
moved from life's periphery to the center. Our goal is to 
share universal feelings and to affirm that we eomunicate 
not just with speech, written symbols but we communicate 
through theatre and dance and music and through the visual 
arts as well. 

Last year -- here at the Kennedy Center -- I heard Linda 
Bove speak. Linda is a strong Sesame Street Star. She 
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cannot speak -- using voice and tongue and teeth. But she 
can communicate magnificantly -- using the very special 
language of the deaf. When Linda spoke -- last year -- she 
quoted Robert Frost -- who wrote Two Paths Diverge in a Wood 
and I took the one less traveled by and that has made all 
the difference. 

As I "listened" to Linda with my eyes and "understood" 
her with my imagination and my heart I was deeply moved. 
In fact --as Linda spoke -- the person who interrupted who 
"auditorily" communicated become -- almost --a noisy, irri-
tating interruption. 

It was Linda -- through the symbols of her language who 
said it best and so this evening -- this -- Imagination 
Celebration is dedicated to the idea that we communicate 
magnificantly through the arts. But this Celebration is 
also dedicated to the joy of children. 

I often recall -- beautiful story -- Lowell Russell 
Ditzen -- Granddaughter, House to the Bam. On the way she 
stopped to pat the dog goodby, broke away to catch a 
butterfly, paused under the cottonwood tree to watch the 
wind shake the leaves and studied the caterpillar that 
humped its way across the path. 
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Ditzen then asks rhetorically when and why do we let 
living stop being fun? Why do we quite observing and asking 
questions? How can we permit the precious powerful self 
within us -- that wonders and ponders -- to be so suf-
focated . 

Regardless of our age --we cannot shake that central 
question. Why do we make "the dreadful transition" from 
creativity to sadness , from sensitivity to harshness, from 
beauty to grim survival. This evening we have come to 
celebrate the joy of children. 

Finally -- this celebration is dedicated to the convic-
tion that education and the arts belong together. 

It was Vachel Lindsay who wrote. 
Let not young souls be smothered out before 
They do quaint deeds and fully flaunt their pride. 
It is the world's one crime its babes grow dull, 
Not that they starve, but starve so dreamlessly; 
Not that they sow, but theat they seldom reap; 
Not that they serve, but have no gods to serve; 
Not that they die, but that they die like sheep. 

The human tragedy is not death. The tradv is to die 
like sheep. 



I'm suggesting that -- through the arts our schools can 
help each student achieve what on another occasion I have 
called the educated heart. The educated heart means to me 
an expectation of beauty, a tolerance of others, a reaching 
for excellence without arrogance, a courtesy toward opposing 
views and a love for graceful expression -- and audacious 
intellect. These may be lofty goals but I'm convinced they 
are within our grasp. 

Carl Sandburg in his poem The People, Yes said if: very 
well when he wrote: 

Once having marched 
Over the margins of animal necessity, 
Over the grim line of sheer subsistence, 

Then man came 
To the deeper rituals of his bones . . . 
To the time for thinking things over, 
To the dance -- the song -- the story 
Or to the hours given to dreaming, 

Once having so marched, 
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This then is what Imagination Celebration is all about, 
A time to rejoice in the beauty of the arts. A time to 
reaffirm the imagination of our children. A time to 
strenghten the partnership between the arts and education. 

A time in short to move from the pheriphery of life and 
come to the deeper ritual of our bones. 


