
One doesn’t arrive—in words or in art—by necessarily knowing where one is going. In 
every work of art something appears that does not previously exist, and so, by default, 
you work from what you know to what you don’t know. You may set out for New York but 
you may find yourself as I did in Ohio. You may set out to make a sculpture and find that 
time is your material. You may pick up a paint brush and find that your making is not on 
canvas or wood but in relations between people. You may set out to walk across the room 
but getting to what is on the other side might take ten years. You have to be open to all 
possibilities and to all routes—circuitous or otherwise. 
. 
But not knowing, waiting and finding—though they may happen accidentally, aren’t 
accidents. They involve work and research. Not knowing isn’t ignorance. (Fear springs 
from ignorance.)  Not knowing is a permissive and rigorous willingness to trust, leaving 
knowing in suspension, trusting in possibility without result, regarding as possible all 
manner of response. The responsibility of the artist…is the practice of recognizing. 
 

~ ~ ~ ~ 
 
A life of making isn’t a series of shows, or projects, or productions, or things: it is an 
everyday practice. It is a practice of questions more than answers, of waiting to find what 
you need more often than knowing what you need to do. Waiting, like listening and 
meandering, is best when it is an active and not a passive state. 
 

- Ann Hamilton 


