Story of Theseus

It was by lifting a boulder that Theseus, grandson of the king of Troezen, first proved himself a hero. Theseus was sixteen at the time. He had been raised by his grandfather and his mother, Princess Aethra. One day the princess called Theseus to her side. It was time, she said, that he learned of his father, who was the ruler of a mighty kingdom. This was news to Theseus, who had been under the impression that his father was one of the gods. "Before I divulge his identity," said the princess, "you must meet the challenge your father has set you." Years ago, the king had hefted a mighty stone. Underneath he had placed something for his son to find - if he could lift the weight. 

	Aethra guided Theseus to a forest clearing, in the midst of which was a boulder. Theseus proceeded to
 lift the stone easily, or so the myth is often told. Beneath the stone Theseus found certain tokens 
left by his father. His name, Aethra now revealed, was King Aegeus of Athens. Prompted by 
a sense of heroic destiny, Theseus set out forthwith to meet this parent he had never known. 
He determined to journey to Athens by land, although his mother argued for the safer route by sea.
 And in fact the landward route proved to be infested by an unusual number of villains, thugs and 
thieves. Theseus quickly adopted the credo of doing unto these bad guys what they were in the 
habit of doing to others.


	


Excerpt from THE NEW BLACK AESTHETIC 
By Trey Ellis 
Callaloo, 1989
I now know that I'm not the only black person who sees the black aesthetic as so much more than just Africa and jazz. Finally finding a large body of the like-minded armors me with the nearly undampenable enthusiasm of the born again. And my friends and I -- a minority's minority mushrooming with the current black bourgeoisie boom -- have inherited an open-ended, New Black Aesthetic from a few Seventies pioneers that shamelessly borrows and reassembles across both race and class lines. This muscley combination of zeal, Glasnost and talent is daily commanding ever-larger chunks of the American art worlds.
I grew up in the predominantly white, middle and working-class suburbs around Ann Arbor, Michigan and New Haven, Connecticut, while my mother and father worked their way through the University of Michigan and Yale. At public elementary school in Hamden, Connecticut, my sister and I were the only blacks not bussed in from New Haven. It wasn't unusual to be called "oreo" and "nigger" on the same day. After going to private junior high and high school in New Haven I transferred to Phillips Academy, Andover, in the eleventh grade. At Stanford I majored in creative writing. I won't pretend to be other than a bourgie black boy, now 25-years-old, who hadn't lived around a lot of other black people beside my own family until I moved into Ujamaa, Stanford's black dorm, my freshman year. When a white friend I've known since the fifth grade heard I was writing this article and said, "What do you know about black culture?," I realized I was a cultural mulatto. He didn't know I was reading Soul on Ice, The Autobiography of Malcolm X and listening to Richard Pryor's That Nigger's Crazy after school. I didn't share them with him, one of my best friends.
Just as a genetic mulatto is a black person of mixed parents who often can get along fine with his white grandparents, a cultural mulatto, educated by a multi-racial mix of cultures, can also navigate easily in the white world. And it is by and large this rapidly growing group of cultural mulattoes that fuels the NBA. We no longer need to deny or suppress any part of our complicated and sometimes contradictory cultural baggage to please either white people or black. The culturally mulatto Cosby girls are equally as black as a black teenage welfare mother. Neither side of the tracks should forget that. Edmund Perry, bouncing from Harlem to Exeter and on his way to Stanford, might have been shot by that white police officer because the old world, both black and white, was too narrow to embrace a black prep from Harlem.
