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On Monday November 14th  2005 I injured my knee during my morning run.  I 

had already run half of that days 5.4 mile workout when I came across an intersection 
where the light was not in my favor to cross. Not having any formal cross country 
training and fearing that I would begin to cool down and lose momentum I thought it a 
good idea to stretch and keep myself moving. I stretched for the duration of the green 
light. When the light turned and I resumed my running I felt a subtle pain under my left 
knee.  Thinking that it was nothing or that I could run it off, I continued pushing my knee 
to do what it at this point had clearly stated it did not want to do.  The pain in my leg 
gradually became worse until I gave in and walked the rest of my route home  
 The next day I attempted a shorter run that ended in a further aggravation of the 
previous days knee irritation. Later at work, I consulted my primary care physician, Web 
MD, to get a diagnosis. Typing in “knee, running” in the search bar produced several 
articles that pointed to a similar diagnosis: recalcitrance and fear. On WebMD,  Dr. Marc 
Darrow, author of The Knee Sourcebook put it this way,  

“One of the most difficult concepts to impart to an athlete is Einstein's definition 
of crazy: doing the same thing over and over and expecting different results. 
Athletes want to keep doing their sport with the same intensity in the same way. 
Their method of performance is to do the same thing over and over, and injury is 
the result.”  

It turns out, one week prior to that I had increased my running from 3 to 5 miles and had 
already begun to feel the negative effects of that increase, but I was determined to not let 
it put a dent in my exercise program. You see, at this point, I had been running every 
morning, 7 days a week for the last ten months.  This exercise regiment coupled with 
changing my eating habits had rewarded me with a loss of over eighty pounds and going 
from an extra large to a medium in shirts and pants. Although I don’t particularly enjoy 
running I certainly have become addicted to the benefits of these small, daily workouts. 
Every day I give up 2 to 3% of my time in exchange for a smaller body, a clearer mind, a 
more patient temperament and more energy, all of which I believe allow me to do my 
work in this world  more efficiently.  

 I became afraid at the first sense of  being  injured because I thought that all of 
the results of this running would begin to reverse instantly. I had missed days of running 
before, but all of a sudden the projected days of non-running threw me into a 
psychosomatic panic. For me, this daily exercise had become a type of artwork. I had 
become invested in the discourse of sowing and reaping that all this work was producing.  
Exercise became a performance, altering my body through the consistent shift of one type 
of decision making to another. What occurred was my education about the  body by being 
fully involved with the body,  led to a series of choices that transformed one body into a 
new body 

Whenever I’m invited to give a presentation, be it a lecture, exhibit, performance, 
or to write an article, I try to put myself in a position where I can collate all the different 
things I’m currently working on and collecting into something that can address the needs 
of that particular work. In thinking about how I could incorporate my running learning 
into one of my works, a reoccurring motif kept emerging and it was the image of a man, 
most likely myself, running on a treadmill while trying to accomplish the task of giving a 



lecture.  Essentially, the challenge in this image, both for presenter and audience, is that 
the conditioning of the runners physical body and circumstances of the run would dictate 
the rhythm of the runners speech, but the metaphor that intrigues me most here is that of 
the stationary traveler, who is in motion yet is only echoing the machinery of that 
treadmill by moving from “nowhere toward nowhere”.  This idea of “nowhere toward 
nowhere” I first came across while reading The Labyrinth of Solitude by Octavio Paz. 
Talking about what happens to the Mexican, who he states is innately a detail oriented, 
laboring, lover of original object making,  when he becomes an “industrial wage earner”; 
Paz says that the worker gets reduced to “an element in the work process, i.e., to an 
object…who can be bought and sold.” Somebody who makes things that he has no 
ownership over. 

 The abstraction that characterizes him- work measured by time- does not 
separate him form other abstractions.  On the contrary, it binds him to them. This 
is the reason he is lacking in mystery, in strangeness. It is the cause of his 
transparency, which is no different form that of any other instrument.   

…. It is said that we live in a world of techniques. Despite the differences 
in salary and way of life, the situation of the technician is essentially like that of 
the worker: he too is salaried and lacks a true awareness of what he creates. A 
government of technicians- the ideal of contemporary society- would thus be a 
government of instruments. Functions would be substituted for ends, and means 
for creators. Society would progress with great efficiency but without aim, and the 
repetition of the same gesture, a distinction of the machine, would bring about an 
unknown form of immobility, that of a mechanism advancing from nowhere 
toward nowhere. (p.68) 

Although the physical body running in place appears to not be advancing, although the 
collaborative worker seems to not be making and has become a type of gear, the moment 
to moment running that literally goes to no new place does however produce a change in 
the body. The collaborative effort does make new in the collaborator. That change, that 
alteration of the physical being, of the mental being, of the spiritual being is somewhere.  
 For many years I used to believe that there was no way to get to anywhere as an 
artist if it wasn’t through doing the specific thing I designated to myself when I became 
art conscious. There is an unwritten law that states that artist must make their art to 
validate their claim to the professional title.  I was trained as a studio painter and I felt 
that if I stopped painting or dedicated less time to my studio practice that it would 
disqualify me as an artist.  Making paintings taught me to construct puns. Puns taught me 
that everything was two things. The omnipresence of double meanings gave me a 
generous filter to look at the world with. However the necessity of engaging in a studio 
practice in order to nurture this filter was so ingrained in me that I would have been 
willing to work myself into injury rather than allow myself to lose momentum. 
 All I wanted to do when I started teaching in 2000 was quit. I wanted to be in the 
studio. While working as a teacher, I would daydream about the studio, not about the 
work I was making in the studio, just about the chance to be in the studio. I suppose I 
thought that if I was in the studio I would make more work, which would lead to more 
ideas, which would lead to more work, which would validate me as the artist I went to 
college to become! Teaching, a profession that puts a heavy demand on a persons time 
demanded that the best hours of my days be sacrificed to it. Despite the strain that 



teaching had become on my studio practice I tried to resist it altering my course as a 
studio artist, regularly reminding my students and their parents that I was an artist and 
had quick intentions to move along. As the old saying goes, “those who can, do. And 
those who can’t, teach.” 
 To cut this part of the story short and to recognize that many of us have a similar 
yet individual story to tell, I’d like to jump ahead six years to now. It’s not so important 
how I got to this point because I suppose it’s different for everyone, all I can say about it 
is that it was a switch I made in my mind that allowed me to retain the integrity of my 
artistic pursuits. Meaning, I’m still looking for the same things, I just have a different 
medium.  I currently spend the first eight to nine hours of the weekdays at Northside 
College Prep High School, where I have taught for six years, then I spend the remaining 
hours of the day outside of school, mostly with my wife and three small boys. On the 
weekends, we visit with friends, or extended family, watch sports and movies and go to 
church.  I do not make work in the studio anymore. Somewhere along the way I imagined 
a painters body with eyes that couldn’t see and a body that had no ability to hold or 
manipulate tools, like brushes or paint. Would this type of paralysis stop the artist from 
working? It occurred to me that becoming a teacher and having a family created a similar 
type of stillness in the body that made the work. It incapacitated the self determination of 
my times use. It made me do what I could never do in the studio; live with others. All of 
this seems bad if the assumption is made that the work happens in the studio. I’ve come 
to the realization that in the studio is not where it happens, but what makes the work 
happen is when I am playing with my children, when I eat my dinner, when I am going to 
the bathroom, reading,  driving, shopping at the  grocery store. In other words, the work 
happens when I am in the world. Although some would say that this is merely where the 
work originates, I would like to propose that the origin of the work can also be the work, 
even if the artist had no hand in its inception. Matthew Goulish, a teacher of mine begins 
to answer the question “what is a work?” in his book 39 Microlectures,  like this: 
 

A work is an object which is infinite and singular. By infinite, I mean that the 
singularity of the work, which allows us in fact to refer to it as a work, is itself 
comprised of infinite events. We can divide those events into two kinds of 
infinities: first the infinity of microevents  on a molecular, atomic, and subatomic 
level, because anything which is noticeable must be made up of parts which are 
not; and second the infinity of macroevents, that are happening in our present, and 
that have happened in our past, and clearly define a work, and temper and shape 
our perceptions of it and our responses to it. (p.99) 
 

So if the origin is the work; playing blocks with my kids, buying unfamiliar beets at the 
grocery store, going for my morning run are my work. And if those are my work, then I 
need not be desperate that my teaching practice does not allow me the time to create in 
the studio because I can also say that the classroom can be the work. I’ve gone from 
working in the studio for eight to ten hours to working outside of the studio sixteen to 
seventeen hours a day. And if you count sleep, which I do (Sleep is the equivalent of 
priming canvas.), then 24 hours a day. In someway this makes me feel like the most 
powerful artist on earth.  



 Ironically, having understood my place outside of the studio, has actually 
strengthened my studio practice. Occasionally, without me looking for it, I have an 
opportunity to be in the studio. When this chance is afforded to me I find that I don’t 
linger in the studio the way I used to. I work non stop, strangely enough there is no 
shortage of ideas, I make work in the studio that is related to the work I make in the 
world, not the other way around. It’s like I’ve been conditioning my artbody, for a 
marathon. Post working in the studio, I don’t usually suffer from an emotional or spiritual 
letdown, as a matter of fact, at that point it’s time to get back to work.  
 This article, which you are reading, is my art practice. It isn’t a testimony or 
philosophical declaration anymore than an object made in the studio could be. It is a thing 
that is the thing now. It is a thing that hopefully will mutate. It is a thing that I would 
hope to see your response to, and that response need not be written.  I would like this 
work to contain the elements of the work that I’m currently making. Lately, it’s just been 
self imposed rules that set up parameters in which larger things could happen. Although 
the rules are always changing depending on the needs of the work let us suppose that I 
currently work with these three: 
1) The rules and the works must produce more rules and works. There’s no 

indication as to how quickly this has to be done or whether or not the consequent 
production has to come from me. The original does not have to metamorphosize into 
new things. This rule embodies the life of its purpose. The rule could have read, “do 
something with this, two times.” It just presents the opportunity to initiation of 
action.  When I worked in the studio all action had a goal, it was working toward the 
displaying of certain key monuments of the studio practice. These works were the 
end of a long process. They were the evidence of process. The objects that 
summarized.  Unfortunately the actions that led up to the studio work were many 
times ignored, taken for granted, accepted as the labor at the service of the work. 
Why can’t the labor, and the service, and the work, be the work?  

2) To fearlessly allow the thing at hand to  feel slightly wrong. To allow the subject 
under action to feel slightly larger than what can be handled, to allow the confidence 
you feel in your handling of the thing at hand to feel slightly precarious, to feel 
uncertain about the outcomes, to treat it like a performance which depends on 
circumstances, audience, health and all sorts of other things that are out of ones 
control, to allow failure, failure without learning, dumbness, anxiety, lack of skill, 
lack of longlastingness, invention of definitions, illogic, copying, unartness, run on 
sentences, abrupt endi 

3) The work must never be harmful to others or to yourself. A very famous artist 
who has been working on a project for many years was asked in an interview how 
much it had cost to take on such an endeavor. To which he responded, “it cost me 
two marriages and a relationship.”  Art can’t possibly be worth that much. The thing 
is truly worthless if there is no one, besides yourself, for whom you are making it for. 
Because in everything we make we change and that is for the benefit or detriment of 
others. Ultimately the way that the work can be most harmful is when it is time 
consuming. Not to be confused with time wasting which indicates a deliberate 
investment of ones time towards non productive behavior. I’d like to offer up the 
thought that life (which is by choice), not death (which is inevitable) generate life. 

 



At this point I would like to offer up a rest for one part of the brain and an activity for 
another. This image: 
 

 
 

 
 
 



 The fact that my teaching practice is my artistic practice relieves the pressure off 
my time and my relationships. It also enhances my teaching experience and makes 
tolerable the bureaucratic aspects of being a teacher. I would go as far as saying it makes 
them productive.  It makes all the vernacular things spiritual things. Not because they 
have spirits, but because I do. My reaction to the living and inanimate has a deep 
repercussion and reproduction in me. A community, be it students, coworkers, or a family 
is a mirror in which the performer can truly see the body. This mirror allows me to be the 
critic and critiqued simultaneously, which leads to duel fruits, one: the fruit from the 
critique on the critiqued and two: the fruit from the critique on the critic1.  
 I’m not interested in doing work that is a divergence from my goal, that would be 
a consumption of my time. My goal is for the work to be a work that teaches. I would like 
the work to teach me at some point and also others. I don’t mean teaching as a didactic 
attempt to address specific needs or purposefully fill gaps that need to be filled. I stand in 
a position, much like my work where I can’t seem to speak to situations in their entirety, 
so I’m not able to make too many pronouncements with a lot of confidence. Teaching is 
not the practice of showing someone where they are wrong, or showing something in its 
entirety, but leading an individual to an experience. The individual will then address the 
thing with their own knowledge base and create synthesis with other things, ideas, and 
experiences that will then birth new things into the world. This newly improved 
individual will be able to say, “look at this collection of things that I have experience, 
together they are something new”. Teaching is to show individuals elements of the world 
without giving away the mystery.   Teaching is trusting that that person will have the 
capacity of mind and drive of spirit to be able to look at the thing and either store it for 
later use, use it then, for later storage, or resist it.  Teaching is finding the thing that is full 
of latent and trust that it’s secrets will reveal themselves.  In this same way I don’t think 
that the work is about the artist as much as it’s about the looker. And I don’t think that 
my work is that much about the teacher as much as it is about the student. Not because I 
concentrate on the student, I certainly concentrate on myself, but because I offer the 
student the opportunity to be with me, look at me, and take me as a work that they can 
then experience, store, synthesize, or discard at their discrepancy.  
  I’d like to end this work by quoting one of the six  beginnings I composed for this 
work before I messed up my knee: 
 

What new medium is teaching? What is the history of teaching as a creative 
process? How is teaching in 2006 an art practice that contributes to the discourse 
of Contemporary Art? How is my teaching an artwork? I am an artist. I make 
work. I rarely make objects, despite having been trained as a painter. I do not 
consider myself a failed painter. I’m always thinking about painting. I feel 
tremendous loyalty to the history and current practices of painting. I exist as an 
artwork. I live as an artwork. I work as an artwork.  

                                                
1 To read more about this critique changing the critic business, take a look at Matthew Goulish’s 
Microlecture on Criticism.  Pages 43 to 47 in 39 Microlectures. It’s awesome!!! 


