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The following is a series of writings using alternate forms to describe the nature of a number of 
artworks created by Nancy Murphy Spicer between 2001 – 2016.  
 
******* 
 
Title of Exhibition: The Floor in the Floor 
Written Form: Text Message Exchange (between gallery visitor and the work of art) 
 
Where are you? 

 I’m right here. 

Where I don’t see you 

Which room are you in? 

 I’m not that familiar with this place but it feels like I’m in all three rooms. 

What?! How is that possible?  

You gotta be more specific or I’ll never find you. 

 Are you here? 

Almost. 

  

(a few minutes pass) 

 

There I just walked in the door. Okay…where? 

 In that first room 

 Look down 

Huh? You playin’ with me? 

 No seriously 

Okay. Looking down. All I see is the floor. 

  

(a few minutes pass) 

 Hey…are you still there? 

Oh sorry! I got distracted. Saw some friends 

 Focus! 

Okay, I’m looking down at the floor. 

It’s just this weird old wood floor with a loud pattern 

Of wood going at an angle. It’s pretty crowded in here  

To be honest. A little hard to see.  

 Okay just go into the gallery more.  

 And notice the floor 



Oh wait a minute! It changed! 

How’d you DO that!?  

 Hehe 

It looks much nicer over here 

Smooth satin finish, darker. 

  

Okay, following the floor patterns now 

 Head into the second room 

Ohhh so there’s this whole section of floor that’s been 

Refinished! Cool. And it glides under the walls into each room 

Wild.   

 That’s it! 

Pretty freakin’ subtle 

  

How’d you come up with this? 

Are you sure this is art? 

 Not my business to decide! 

 I AM the thing (cracking up laughing emoji) 

Well maybe but you’re hardly a thing.  

More like an idea, right?  

 True. The artist was noticing how the three 

 rooms of the gallery each have very different connotations 

 in terms of status. 

 She made me to defy those presumed hierarchies. I think 

 It’s pretty funny, actually. And smart.  

 

 I define the configuration of the space from an earlier 

 time. I’m a reminder that this gallery, just like the former use, 

 is temporary. I think it speaks to the fleeting nature of the  

 communities and institutions we constitute. And also the 

 arbitrariness of boundaries.  

Oh listen to you…the work of art getting’ all self-reflective! 

 Yeah well I spent a lot of time in the mind of the artist so now 

 that I’m material, I’m pretty excited to be experienced. If you think  

 about it, I’m the most intimate work in the whole gallery. Every person  

 who comes in here has to touch me (finger touching emoji, shoe emoji) 

That’s true but don’t you think most of them will have no idea 



you’re a work of art?  

 Again…not my business. I’m just manifest here in the world.  

 What people make of me, notice, experience, has no bearing 

 On my materiality or presence.  

OMG you’re getting’ heavy 

 Just sayin’ 

What name do you go by? 

 The Floor in the Floor 

Nice! I like it. Simple but accurate 

 Okay thanks for hanging out. See you! 

Yeah, I gotta get around and see the rest of the work at the openings. 

I doubt I’ll see anything even remotely like this! Tell the artist I said “Well 

Done!” 

 Will do! Ciao! 

 

	
The	Floor	in	the	Floor,	2007	
 

Inventory Description:  
Provisional, Solo exhibition of works by Nancy Murphy Spicer, Bernard Toale Gallery, 450 Harrison 
Avenue, Boston, Massachusetts, September, 2007 
Works on view included: 
The Floor in the Floor, 2007, selectively refinished floor, approximately 23’ x 18’ 
 
 
 
 
  



Title of Artwork: Cardboard Actions 
Written Form: Material, Emotions and Actions Inventory Lists 
 
Material Inventory: 
38 pieces of recycled cardboard ranging in size from 24” to 7’ 
Three plastic coated metal cables, approximately 9’ long 
Six U clamps  
Six eye hooks 
3 “toaster” style video screens measuring 4” x 5” 
Opaque white Plexiglas cover to house the three screens 
3 videos approximately 6 minutes each in duration 
Events depicted: artist’s investigation of the sculptural and drawing potential  
of the material in relation to the body 
Location of video shoot: Artist’s studio, Vernon Street Studios, Somerville, MA 
Installation: Bernard Toale Gallery, Boston, MA 
Date: 2006 
 
Emotional Inventory (in chronological order): 
Curiosity 
Vagueness 
Confusion 
Intentionality 
Purposefulness 
Earnestness 
Embarrassment 
Annoyance 
Determination 
Shame 
Panic 
Peacefulness 
Ease 
Commitment 
Comfort 
Relaxation 
Pride 
Anticipation 
Worry 
Shame 
Embarrassment 
Joy 
Contentment 
 
 
Actions Inventory 
 
Become curious about cardboard as a material 

Notice its ubiquitous presence on the street, behind stores, in recycling/trash containers 

Notice leaning gesture of cardboard in factory part of studio building 

Begin to collect cardboard piles with clear intention 

Drag material into studio, cardboard sits around studio 

Realize need to find a place to put the cardboard to get it out of the way 

Design simple sling 



Set up hardware for sling 

Notice one box is almost exactly the dimensions of my body 

Set up video camera  

Record action of walking into the frame, slipping body into box, hanging out in the box,  

sliding out of the box, cutting the box down to flat, use step ladder to place flat cardboard into sling 

Make a short video called “Box” 

Decide to clear space for a “stage” area in front of camera. Keep camera set up for shoots every day.  

Need floor space so I plan to take all of the cardboard and place it on top of the sling. Turn on the 

camera.  

Sling fails halfway through the process of placing the cardboard in the sling.  

Everything is caught on video…surprise and cardboard everywhere. 

Regard the fallen gesture of the cardboard.  

Devise a task each day related to the cardboard.  

Enact tasks daily. 
Notice the sculptural situations that result from those actions.  

Notice the nature of the material. Its smell. Its texture. Its weight. Its properties.  

Act in relation to the material. Lay inside it, push it, lean on it, stack it, walk on it.  

Collect images, still and moving, of the actions.  

Edit compilation of actions into three channel video. 

Recreate sling in the gallery with video underneath.  

Securely install sling so it doesn’t fall on viewers. 

Stand at a distance and notice the public interacting with the work.  

Recycle the cardboard after the exhibition. 

  



 

 
Inventory Description:  
Cardboard Actions, Solo exhibition, Bernard Toale Gallery, 450 Harrison Avenue, Boston, 
Massachusetts, 2006 
Works on view included: 
Cardboard Actions, 2006, hardware, cardboard, three-channel video 6 minutes each, dimensions variable 
  



Title of Performance: X for Yes, O for No, 1989 
Written Form: Script as Recalled from Memory by the Artist 28 Years Later 
 
 
(Artist walks out onto stage wearing large white sweatshirt and black trousers, no shoes) 
 
Hello. (nervous) 
Um…before we start…I have a request of you…the audience.  
I know it’s customary to clap at the end of the performance… 
But I think it would work better for me if you could clap at the beginning.  
Would you be up for that?  
 
(Audience bursts into enthusiastic clapping and a few yelps) 
 
Thanks! That was just great.  
 
(Artist sits down on chair at center of stage on same level with audience. Chair is surrounded by strips of 
fabric, some pieces of wire, an odd wooden frame thing and a partially deflated red rubber ball.) 
 
When I was a kid I always wanted to be a boy. It seemed like they had it better than us girls. More 
freedom. And what they did was considered important.  
 
We had a skating rink back behind my house. A homemade one. The neighbors got together and made it. 
I guess the closest neighbors offered their hoses and it was cold enough in Chicago that there was never 
a problem keeping it good and solid throughout the winter. I can remember messing around on the ice 
with my girlfriends and just enjoying being out on a winter day. Then a whole pile of boys arrived and their 
coaches came along as well. ‘Everybody off! It’s time for hockey!’ And that was it. We just had to leave.  
 
Boys could walk around without their shirts on. They could mess around in class and be forgiven because 
they were boys. So I asked my Mom to cut my hair really short. And I started sleep without a shirt. And I 
wore my brothers striped t-shirts sometimes. Just to get a feel for what it was like to be a boy.  
 
But then sometimes I missed girl stuff, like having long hair. So I would take strips of cloth, scraps from 
my sewing projects… 
 
(Artist reaches down to pick up a few strips of cloth, while continuing to talk, artist lays one strip on lap 
then ties other strips onto it, eventually lifting it up to tie it around her head.) 
 
and I would make a kind of headpiece of pretend long hair. Just one strip to circle my head then the other 
strips tied to it around the back of my head. Instant long hair! I would fashion it into pigtails or braid it. I 
can remember getting dressed up with my pretend hair to go downstairs and watch television with my 
brothers and sisters. I don’t remember anyone ever making fun of me.  
 
(Artist sits wearing pretend fabric hair and looks out to the audience for a moment 
then pulls it off her head and drops it to the floor) 
 
I think about that boy thing now…as a grown woman…and an artist. And I’m wondering is it the same for 
artists?  
 
(Artist picks up wood dowel structure, red ball and wires, starts to work them together.) 
 
Louise Bourgeois was interviewed by Donald Kuspit in 1988. One question stood out for me. The 
interviewer asked her about the art world, about her lack of recognition. Her response was something 
like…’Oh they had no need for me…a woman with two children…they have no need for me at their 
parties, in their conversation…I just do the work…’ 
 



(Artist finishes assembling the wood frame/red ball/wire structure and now lifts the sweatshirt and straps it 
onto the front of her body. When she pulls the sweatshirt down we see she appears to be pregnant. She 
walks over to the wall where there are two large pieces of paper. As she continues to speak about 
Bourgeois, she draws a sketch referring to Bourgeois’ sculputure entitled Fragile Goddess then she 
moves awkwardly wearing the ball structure on her body over to the other piece of paper and draws a 
rough version of Bourgeois’ Femme Maison, which depicts a woman with a house for a head, concealing 
her identity.) 
 
(Artist walks back to the center of the stage and stands before the audience for a moment in her pregnant 
state. Then she reaches down and picks up several pieces of charcoal.) 
 
So what I want to know is…Can a woman be an artist and be a mother?  
 
Please mark my shirt with your response… X for Yes and O for No. 
 
(After some hesitation, audience members come forward and take the charcoal and draw on the artist’s 
shirt. One makes a large X right over the belly. Another comes and encircles it with an O. One person 
goes around the back and carefully makes a hybrid letter incorporating both the X and the O. Eventually, 
every one returns to their seats. The artist stands silently covered in the marks/judgements/opinions the 
audience has placed on her body signifying a wide range of responses. After about a minute, the house 
lights fade.)  
  



 
 

 
Femme	Maison	by	Louise	Bourgeois,	1946,	that	was	part	of	the	inspiration	for	the	performance	work,			
X	for	Yes,	O	for	No 
 

Inventory Description:  
X for Yes, O for No, performed at Mobius Performance Space, Boston, MA, 1989 
20-minute solo performance culminating in participatory action with the audience 

 
  



Title of Artwork: Disrupted Drawings 
Written Form: Personals Ad 
 
 
Seeking LTR 
Seeking long term relationship with someone who wants to start a new life with me. Am playful and full of 
color. May appear broken but am fully repaired and it just gives me more character J 
Friends call me fun, quirky, funky and even beautiful…in a unique way. What I want is a relationship 
where there is openness, curiosity and sustained attention. Please be ready to engage deeply. Stay away 
if you are thoughtless and just want a quickie. If you are the right one, I will be there for you every day. 
Let’s meet up at the gallery and see if we can make something happen.   
 

 
 
Inventory Description:  
Disrupted Drawings, Solo exhibition, Carroll and Sons, 450 Harrison Avenue, Boston, Massachusetts, 
2015 
Works on view included: 
Disrupted Drawing 3, 2014, rice paper, gesso, gouache and acrylic, 36” x 46” 
 
 
 
 
  



Written Form: Art Review (positive) 
Title of Exhibition: Provisional  
 
“I wasn’t even sure it was an exhibition but it was the best thing I’d seen all day.”  

That was the succinct assessment by one critic of the recent show by Nancy Murphy Spicer at Bernard 

Toale Gallery in Boston. Being a lover of both minimalism and conceptual art, my curiosity was piqued. I 

didn’t know what to expect but I approached the exhibition with anticipation. Curious, actually, to be filled 

with anticipation for an exhibition that seemed to have the characteristic of not fullfilling the expectations 

of even being an exhibition.  

 

The show was billed to be in the middle room at Bernie Toale Gallery but, in literal fact, one of the works 

in the show, The Floor in the Floor, slyly traversed all three galleries. This piece is comprised of a section 

of floor which is demarcated by a distinctly different pattern in the wide floorboards dating from an earlier 

use of the building indicating a different room configuration. Here Murphy Spicer highlights that earlier 

iteration of the space by professionally refinishing just that section of the floor so it appears slightly darker 

and with a velvety satin finish. Gallery visitors may miss the piece completely yet it is the work which is 

most intimately connected to us via touch. We are literally standing on the work.  

 

As I enter the middle room, it does indeed look fairly empty. Except against the left wall is a neatly piled 

array of boxes, sawhorses, a fan and some odd bits of wood. These items are stacked in a clearly 

circumscribed area which seems quite intentional. Is this art? Or is the gallery in the midst of a clean out 

or some kind of inventory? Since it’s a gallery, I feel compelled to assume it’s art and regard it through 

that lens. Is it beautiful? Is it meaningful? What does it mean? There is a snug intentionality about this 

collection of objects which calls me to regard it and wonder about its utility or origin.  

 

Now that I’m in the room, next my attention goes to my left to a slender black line hanging on a single 

hook in the wall. Hanging Drawing, as it is titled, is draped in an abject gesture like the aftermath of 

something which happened here earlier. Actually, the whole room has the feeling of being after the fact 

but I’m not clear what that fact was. Moving closer, I see that this three dimensional line is comprised of 

three loops of varying sizes and there are many tiny hooks scattered across the wall. There are also faint 

wispy black marks presumably left by the movement of the line against the wall. There is a sense that a 

performance of some kind has occurred here and we are witnessing the after effects. There is also a 

feeling of invitation, like perhaps this piece is participatory. But, given the formality of the gallery, I don’t 

presume to interact with it. This work appears as related to Fred Sandback’s line drawings in space but in 

this work the taut lines have been set free and allowed to sensually operate in the three dimensional 

space of the gallery.  

 



I turn around to see if there is anything I’ve missed. The rest of the space seems empty, the other two 

walls blank white. Then I notice the wall opposite to the Hanging Drawing and there is a subtle shift in the 

color of the white paint about 6 feet up the wall. The lower white is somewhat brighter. Consulting the list 

of works, I learn that this is a piece. The title is Painting and the only material listed is latex paint. It’s not 

immediately clear what this work means but I do note that the height of the shift is just about the reach of 

an average person’s arm up the wall. I later learn from the gallerist that this work also has a performative 

quality. Murphy Spicer is making a commentary about the ubiquity of paint and painting in the daily 

workings of the gallery in renewing the walls for each exhibition. The Provisional exhibition is the result of 

an ongoing residency Murphy Spicer has engaged with the gallery over the past two years called After 

Hours. The artist is given access to the gallery during holidays when the space is closed to the public and 

she uses it like a studio, creating physical drawings, performances and various investigations into the 

physical as well as social space of the gallery.  

 

I think I’ve completed my consideration of the Provisional exhibition when I notice just to the left of the 

painted wall there is a very narrow opening to a closet. The door is open and there is a small light 

emanating. As I walk through the door my shoulders brush each side. This is a space for one. At the other 

end of the 7’ deep closet is a small video monitor. I walk up close to it and peer in. Here I see the artist in 

the gallery making a series of drawings with the Hanging Drawing line. She steps up to the wall matter-of-

factly and places the line on a set of two or three hooks and steps away. Gravity takes over and a very 

satisfying drawing emerges falling in elegant catenary arches. It recalls the models made by Antoni Gaudi 

in designing the Sagrada Familia in Barcelona. Then the artist reappears and shifts one end of the line 

onto another hook and the whole thing changes. She steps out of the frame so we can have a moment to 

regard the drawing before repeating the process over and over. Twenty times to be exact. The full title of 

this piece is instructive: Hanging Drawing (20 successive drawings, unique and unrehearsed). The artist 

has created an edition of fifteen Hanging Drawing kits that are available for purchase so you can have a 

performance such as this on a daily basis in your own home. With this work, Murphy Spicer seems to 

point us to the everyday mundane work of the artist that can wondrously result in beauty with only the 

slightest effort. It also seems to speak of the never ending search for that sense of rightness or 

completeness which keeps us going back over and over for one more try.  

 

Re-emerging from the closet, the whole thing looks different to me. I now suspect that the collection of 

items stacked along the wall are the contents of the closet as their square footage would fit snugly in that 

space in which I was just standing. And when I consult the list of works this is confirmed by the title of that 

work, simply “Contents” And I now see the whole of the middle gallery as a performative space inhabited 

with the spirit of studio.  

 



In this exhibition, Murphy Spicer has tested our notions of what to expect from art and created an 

exhibition that is at once funny, intelligent and intimate. If art is meant to call us forth to be more alive to 

the world we inhabit, I would say the artist succeeds brilliantly. While the artist may lose many who 

cautiously step into the gallery and mistake the situation as not being art, those who enter Murphy 

Spicer’s world of subtle elegance and play will be quietly rewarded.  

 

 

Written Form: Art Review (negative) 
Title of Exhibition: Provisional  
 
 
“I wasn’t even sure it was an exhibition but it was the best thing I’d seen all day.”  

That was the succinct assessment by one critic of the recent show by Nancy Murphy Spicer at Bernard 

Toale Gallery in Boston. Reading that evoked curiosity but also prepped me to be annoyed. Not another 

smug minimalist exhibition! I had to check it out for myself. Coming into the middle space of the gallery, I 

could see why the reviewer wasn’t sure it was an exhibition. And, after seeing the whole thing, I’m still not 

sure. A pile of boxes and stuff along one wall. An abject line weakly hanging on one hook in the wall. 

Many other ordinary small hardware hooks in the wall. Very light black marks, presumably left by the line, 

appear randomly on the wall. And that’s it. The rest of the space is empty. Two perfectly good walls in 

one of the most visible galleries in Boston - empty. What a waste!  

 

Eventually I looked at the list of works and found out that there were three works of the five in the show 

which were basically invisible to me. Again, I don’t appreciate this kind of cleverness in art. First invisible 

work: The Floor in the Floor. This is actually a really smart work. The artist had a portion of the floor 

professionally refinished to highlight the fact that this part of the floor describes an earlier use of the 

space. With this slight gesture, we are reminded of the fleeting nature of the current configuration of this 

space, and all other spaces…and basically everything. Once noticed, I have to say this work graces the 

gallery in a powerful way.  

 

The next invisible piece is less successful. Painting is the direct and explicitly descriptive title of this work. 

The “work” consists of an action the artist took in repainting one of the gallery walls. She did so 

repeatedly, over 10 times, rolling the paint onto the wall only so high as her arm could reach without 

assistance of a step ladder. The demarcation of the border between painted and unpainted is so faint as 

to be unrecognizable. The artist was perhaps making a commentary on painting? On the workings of the 

gallery? On whiteness and race? We don’t really know. There is not enough substance in this work for us 

to chew on and interrogate.  

 

Unlike the previous two works which were hidden in plain sight, the final work was literally hidden. In the 

closet. Hmmm…is there some deeper meaning there? I could have easily missed it if I had not read the 



works list provided by the gallery. The viewer must enter a very narrow closet (think shoulders grazing 

either side). Not for the claustrophobic! At the other end of the closet is a small video monitor where we 

see the artist intermittently stepping into the frame and moving the line which we saw in the gallery. Now 

we understand that the artist did a kind of performance in the space and the line and hooks are what we 

see that is remaining. Why in a closet? Why the hiding? It was not clear to me at all and it was hot in 

there so I didn’t stay to see the end of the video.  

 

All in all, I appreciate that Murphy Spicer is attempting to present an unconventional exhibition but the 

whole thing collapses for me due to its opacity either via meaning or simply by being not visible enough.  

 

My advice to the artist: If the work is about nothingness, go further and really give us emptiness. If the 

work is about presence, bring the live performance into the gallery. If the work is about beauty, start over 

and try again.  

 

 

	

	
The	Floor	in	the	Floor,	2007	
	
	



	
Contents,	2007	
	

	
Hanging	Drawing	(20	successive	drawings,	unique	and	unrehearsed),	video	still,	2007	
	



 
Inventory Description:  
Provisional, Solo exhibition of works by Nancy Murphy Spicer, Bernard Toale Gallery, 450 Harrison 
Avenue, Boston, Massachusetts, September, 2007 
Works on view included: 
The Floor in the Floor, 2007, selectively refinished floor, approximately 23’ x 18’ 
Contents, 2007, complete contents of gallery storage space in exact configuration, approx. 28” x 7.5’ x 8’ 
Painting, 2007, one gallery wall repainted in six layers to the height of the artist’s reach, 10’ x 6’4” 
Hanging Drawings (20 successive drawings, unique and unrehearsed), 2007, stripped and plied electrical 
tape, hardware, 20 minute video, performance, edition of 15 kits with HD line, hardware and instructions 
in archival box 
  



Title of Artwork: Poured Paint, 2003 
Written Form: Conversation with My House Painter 
 
 
Eoin: So what are you up to today?  

NMS: Oh I’ve got to get a bunch of work done for my graphic design clients. When do you think your crew 

will be done with the house?  

Eoin: We’re thinking it should be around middle of next week. Sound good? 

NMS: Great. Although it’s not a problem, it’s been a pleasure having you guys around. And the house is 

gonna look beautiful. Love the color. It took so long to choose but so worth it.  

Eoin: Yeah, I’ve had people stop by and ask for the name of the color. They love it.  

NMS: Hey, I’m doing some work in my studio with house paint. What do you do with your leftover paint 

when you’re done with the job? Do you leave it with me? Or do you take it?  

Eoin: Oh, well, I’m happy to leave it with you. But most people just ask me to take it away. I’ve got 

shelves of it in my basement.  

NMS: So what do you do with it?  

Eoin: Well, we wait till the end of the season. You know you have to dispose of it properly. It’s not 

allowed to just chuck it in with the trash. I got a fella…a friend…he owns an appliance business. He saves 

up a big pile of cardboard for me. We go over there with some of the guys and we lay the cardboard all 

over his parking lot and then we pour out the paint and let it dry. That’s the only proper means of disposal. 

Once it’s dry it can’t contaminate anything.  

NMS: What!? So you take loads of cans of house paint and just dump them all out?  

Eoin: Yup. That’s exactly what we do.  

NMS: (laughing) I guess you better make sure it’s not a rainy day.  

Eoin: Oh, for sure. Yeah, we just let ‘em dry for a few days then we pile ‘em up and haul ‘em off.  

NMS: Okay, what would you think of passing off some of that paint to me so I could do the pouring out of 

the paint?  

Eoin: Oh, really!? What you wanna do that for?  

NMS: Well, I’m thinking this could be an art work.  

Eoin: Really?? Pouring out paint? Art?  



NMS: Yeah, I think so. I’d like to try it out.  

Eoin: Well, you are welcome to take as much paint as you like. You’d be doin’ me a favor, to be honest.  

NMS: Okay, excellent. I’ll be in touch. How many gallons do you think you’d have? 

Eoin: Oh geez, I’d say it’s easily 35 or 40, maybe as many as 50!  

NMS: Whew! Okay, I’ll see how many I can haul. I’ll give you a call to arrange the pickup.  

Eoin: Excellent!  

 

 
Poured	Paint,	2003 
 

Inventory Description:  
Poured Paint, installation in group show Surrounded, Brickbottom Gallery, Somerville, MA, 2003, 
thirty gallons of poured latex house paint, installed 10’ x 8’ gallery 

 

  



Title of Work: Seep  
Written Form: Missing Person Report 
 
 
This report is filed on June 15, 2004, in Memphis, Tennessee. The subject was last seen at the Memphis 

College of Art Gallery in an exhibition entitled Seamless. The exhibition included works by Nancy Murphy 

Spicer, Chris Nau, Dan Devening, Amy Sillman, and James Sienna. 

 

The subject is described as a large work which filled a central area in the very public gallery space. Many 

people saw this work and could be available to provide a further description. The subject is comprised of 

9 pieces of fine Baltic plywood leaning against the wall casually at various angles. Each piece of wood is 

a varying size from 1” x 1” x 6’ to ¾” x 8’ x 4’ The tops and bottoms of the pieces of wood are cut precisely 

to be perpendicular to the floor. So while the appearance is at first casual, this collection is actually very 

carefully considered. One member of the community described the work as “convincing.” Other witnesses 

report that emanating from each piece of wood was what appeared to be a puddle of a red thick dried 

substance. We can’t say for sure that it was blood but it was noted that the color did resemble blood and 

many assumed as much. While the substance had a gloss as if wet, it was in fact dried to a plastic-like 

mass. Some puddles were relatively circumscribed and some flooded across the floor moving out into the 

gallery space some seven or eight feet. Those using the space had to walk around the substance which 

appeared to have dried on the floor.  

 

The piece was seen on a daily basis for a month, after which it was no longer present in the gallery. 

Some of the wood members have been spotted in the woodshop scrap bin but the red, blood-like material 

is nowhere to be found.  

 

When interviewed, students recalled a woman with salt and pepper hair of indeterminate age interacting 

with the work for a period of time over a week to ten days. They noted that while she seemed to be 

mature, her taste in music was quite hip. Then she was gone and not seen again.  

 

If anyone has any information about the missing subject, they should contact us at once. We are grateful 

for your engagement with art and your concern for its appearance and disappearance. If you are one of 

the individuals who experienced the work firsthand, please note that if we do not succeed in locating the 

work, you can still enjoy the memory of your experience. 



 
 
Inventory Description: Seep, 2006, plywood, vinyl flooring, latex paint, 12’ x 14’ x 10’, installation at Memphis 
College of Art Gallery as part of Seamless exhibition, curated by Cynthia Thompson including artists Amy Sillman, 
Dan Devening, James Sienna and Chris Nau.  
  



Title of Work: more than momentary: ENJOY  
Written Form: Letter to a Lover 
 
Dearest Darling,  

I am so grateful that you want to spend more time together. I too feel that our brief meetings have been 

unfulfilling. There is a certain excitement to the newness of it all each time we meet. I know you love to 

see the freshness of how I present myself each time. But I long for a deeper connection and I know you 

do as well.  

 

So let’s try this and see how it goes. I’ll share my understanding of what we agreed to. I’ll come to yours 

and stay for at least four weeks or maybe a bit more. You’re in charge. You get to curate our time 

together. I am happy going anywhere or residing anywhere you choose. I encourage you to be playful 

with me. Let’s try different things throughout the time.  

 

And we’ll document as we go because that is the contemporary way of life, isn’t it? Document everything. 

Because I do think there is richness in the process of documentation and how and what we choose to 

document. I’d like a record of how I resided in your world. I wonder if you will feel differently about me if 

you see me every day, in your space, through the changes of the light of the day. Maybe you’ll grow tired 

of me? Or find me superficial after all? Or, conversely, perhaps our relationship will deepen and become 

more nuanced and complex.  

 

At any rate, something is sure to happen and let’s both just be curious and see what that is.  

 

I wonder if we’ll be changed by this? Or if we’ll let the experience glide along and just be numb throughout 

or somewhere in between.  

 

I long for you to truly see me. And I want to be able to experience your changing relationship to what I 

represent. Will you want to own me somehow? Or will you be happy to let me go after this extended 

engagement? You know I am not agreeing to any kind of commitment. This is just an experiment.  

 

At the heart of it, I just believe that cursory engagement is ultimately lacking and unsatisfactory. And a 

deeper, more extended connection gives us both time and energy to release more of our essence to one 

another and have a more real and sustained understanding.  

 

Thank you so much for agreeing to this arrangement. Be sure to fill out the contract which outlines our 

relationship and I will come winging my way to you.  

With anticipation,  

The Work 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Inventory Description: more than momentary: ENJOY is a participatory, curatorial project created in 

relation to the 2015 solo exhibition at RaumX London. Murphy Spicer invited 25 individuals to request a 

drawing, signing a contract to live with the drawing for 4-6 weeks and mail it to London in time for the 

exhibition. Participants were given free rein to curate the work into their lives in any way they wished with 

a request to document their curation with a photo and text. The resulting responses were collected into an 

artist’s book which became part of the exhibition.  

 
more than momentary: ENJOY, 2015, artists book, 88 pages. Available for viewing at the Joan Flasch 
Artist Book Collection, School of the Art Institute of Chicago and online at the artist’s website.  
 
  



For Reference: 
 
more than momentary: ENJOY Participation Contract 
 
Please fill out the Participation Contract below to express your interest in participating. I cannot promise I 
will be able to send work to every person who responds but I will do my best.  
 
The Participation Contract includes your commitment to care for the work, photograph the work as you 
have situated it in your life and email the photograph(s) to me, and, finally, to mail the work back to me by 
January 15, 2016. Your postage cost will be between $10-15. 
 
Here's how it works: 
1. COMMIT. Read the Participation Contract below and complete it. 
2. RECEIVE. I will send you a work from the Disrupted Drawings series. 
3. ENJOY. Curate the work into your life in any way you desire. Note the origin of the word 'curate' is "to 
care for.' Enjoy the work over an extended period of time. 
4. DOCUMENT. Photograph the work (SQUARE format, please!) as you have situated it in your life. 
Email a 300dpi digital version of the photo to my email:  nancy at murphyspicer dot com. Optional: I would 
also welcome your thoughts in writing about the work and/or this project. (200 words max) 
5. RETURN. Carefully repackage the work in the original packing material and mail it to me by January 
15, 2016, using the mailing label provided.  
6. CONNECT. Follow on Instagram (murphyspicer) and/or Facebook to see how the project evolves. The 
works and a resulting artist's book will be part of an Open Studios exhibition in my studio in 
Charlottesville, Virginia, USA.  
 
I look forward to sharing my work with you and hearing about your experiences! 
 
	
 

 
 

  
	


