
DO YOUR WORK

Over the course of my short career I’ve been given a lot of advice about art. 
I’ve noticed that the world is not lacking in people willing to tell me what it 
is I have to do. I’ve received advice from seasoned professionals, critics, 
peers, anonymous strangers, my family, my friends, well-meaning 
bystanders, ignorant know-it-all blowhards, and everyone in between. 
Pretty much all of it has been proved to be totally useless, except for one 
piece. Weirdly, I don’t remember who said it to me. It’s possible I said it to 
myself. It is this: Do your work.

It’s elegantly simple and seems obvious, but is the crux of discipline and 
persistence that is so essential if you lose your mind and decide to be an 
artist for a living. I’m always amazed at how much time I can spend doing 
anything BUT my work: there’s always laundry that needs doing, films that 
need watching, day job that needs attending, boys that need dating, rent 
that needs paying, bacon sandwiches that need eating, books that need 
reading - a million legitimate excuses to get away from work that, usually, 
is not very much fun. Eventually the weeks start to run into each other, the 
months get away from you, and dates that once only appeared as expiration 
dates on tins are suddenly zooming in fast. 

The hard truth is that doing one’s work is most essential when it’s a colossal 
pain in the ass. It’s no fun to work on ideas you don’t like for lack of any 
good ones, when the critics hate you and nobody cares what you’re doing 
anyway, but this is the moment when it’s most easy to give up and most 
essential to keep going and get on with it.

The reason for all this distraction and excuse-making is, of course, that 
“work” is supposed to be a magical ingredient that turns time into money, 
and Doing One’s Work doesn’t necessarily immediately make any. When 
the rent is due and the fridge is full of nothing but condiments, spending 
time making art tumbles to the bottom of the priority list, a million other 
more important money-making tasks and obligations cluttering the land-
scape.  Doing your work starts to feel like a waste of time and energy
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because it won’t necessarily have any immediate monetary reward, and 
you can’t eat genius ideas. Then the self-doubt starts - surely if you’re as 
good as you think you are you’d be selling regularly, right? Why carry on 
doing work when it does nothing but make you tired and miserable and 
makes your family roll their eyes and makes you have to field questions like 
“So, what have you sold?” at parties as if convincing some wanker you don’t 
know that your career is legitimate is suddenly the goal of your life? But 
don’t even  think of making art for money’s sake, you fucking sellout. Art is 
above all that! This isn’t about money!

But, despite all the denial, yes it is. It’s also about discipline and persis-
tence and strength of ideas and commitment, but it’s also about the rela-
tionship between time, work and money, and how money affects the way 
art’s quality and legitimacy is viewed. If i make a ton of work and sell it all, 
does that makes me successful or just some hack? If I don’t sell anything 
am I a failure or do I somehow have more artistic integrity? Does any of it 
matter? This performance is not about providing answers; it’s about doing 
my work and seeing what happens. The point is simple: Do your work. 
Nothing happens otherwise.

SO HEREôS THE PLAN:

From February 5 – 15, from 5 – 11pm I’ll be here, in this vault, making 
work, as much as I can. Doing nothing but pushing myself to produce. (The 
irony, of course, being that I rarely, if ever, work in two-dimensional medi-
ums, so this should be interesting.) No excuses, no bullshit. I’m bringing a 
few supplies with me, and will find or get anything else that I decide I need. 
You can visit, hang out, bring me stuff to make more stuff (everything most 
welcome), contribute ideas. As work is finished, up on the wall it goes with-
out judgment of its worth or quality. There’s no “theme” or “vision” here, 
except full walls. The point is to see how much I can produce in ten 
evenings, by being here and being focused. Maybe a theme will emerge, 
maybe not.

On Saturday, February 16 at 8pm, another performance event starts: 
everything goes on sale, regardless of size or quality, for £20. No more, no 
less. Price negotiation will not be tolerated. You can buy as many pieces as 
you like. First come, first served. No pre-sales. You have to take it off the 
walls as soon as you buy it. Work goes down, and a square of paper reading 
“£20” goes up in its place. By the end of the night the work is gone and the 
squares of paper represent the monetary value of ten nights’ work and 
production. At 11pm it’s all over.


