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Eating Jesus: Into the heart of the relational; art, pedagogy, and the feast.  
Jorge Lucero for Alberto Aguilar’s White Dinner, Hyde Park Kunstverein, July 15, 2012 

 
Here’s a story: 
 “Jesus ate nothing for forty days and nights. After this, he was hungry. The devil came to 
Jesus to tempt him, saying, ‘If you are the Son of God, tell these rocks to become bread.’ Jesus 
answered, ‘It is written in the Scriptures, ‘ A person does not live by eating only bread, but by 
everything God says.’” (Matthew 4: 2-4). 

 
*** 

 
I listened to songs by Morrissey the whole time I wrote this. I was thinking that it might be nice, while 
having a thought about the themes in this essay, if there was a serendipitous overlap between the words 
of my favorite lyricist and this lecture. To be honest, I’m not sure if it will happen, since I’ve also 
decided not to go back and proof read this lecture. That is, at least not for this particular reading.  
 
You could say that this presentation is a collection of scraps—crumbs if you will. You see I’ve been 
having a lot of thoughts about dinners lately, and eating in general. What I’m thinking about is 
predominately about eating and pedagogy. I’ve been thinking about Jesus actually.  
 
A few months ago I saw a call for white papers in the newsletter of the National Art Educators 
Association. The call was for a new book that a group of editors was putting together in regards to the 
intersection of what they called spirituality and art education. By all means a marginalized topic. I 
skimmed through to the bottom of the call to see that the date for application was past and proceeded to 
put the newsletter to the side. But I kept thinking. Thinking about Jesus. Thinking about how Jesus was 
once called a glutton and a drunkard and that this insult was hurled at him by the religious establishment 
of the time. I’ve heard many preachers rebuff any implication of Christ’s criminality when it came to the 
accusations made in regards to what eventually led to his execution. He’s painted as a lamb to the 
slaughter in all of those recountings. That is, the power of Christ’s death sentence comes from his 
obvious innocence. This other thing though, the thing about him eating and drinking to the point where 
he was perceived as “out of control” is never challenged. In fact, it is posited as an entry point. It is a 
moment—a clear moment—in Christ’s humanness that allows the rest of us in to his experience. It 
makes incarnation believable.  
 
Anyway. I kept thinking about this after seeing the call for papers on spirituality and art education. To 
top it all of, I had already thought up a really good title for my contribution: Eating Jesus. This awkward 
title would be followed by some byline about relationality and participatory art or art and art’s education 
turn towards the social. The “eating Jesus” part would be a play on words that would point first to the 
actively eating Christ, meaning the Jesus that ate and did it like a glutton; and the eating of the Christ, 
which has become one of the most significant of the sacraments—at least in Catholicism—that of eating 
the body, the bread, the Eucharist, the cracker, the matzo bread or pita, depending on what kind of 
church you “receive” in. So I sent an email to the editor and told her about this idea, apologizing for not 
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having met the deadline and for not even sending the submission through the proper means or in the 
proper format.  
 
To my surprise she wrote back and said, “you could still send it, your concept sounds interesting, but 
don’t tell anyone we gave you an extended deadline”.  She sent me some forms with specifications 
that—after I read them—made me not really want to be in the book any more. It didn’t have to do with 
the book’s content or editorial vision, it had to do with what the editors wanted me to do in terms of 
form. I was not that interested in a portion of the criteria that asked me to formulate ideas for classroom 
activities on the subject of my essay. To be honest, I just wanted to theorize the “eating Jesus” within the 
context of relational practices by artists and pedagogy; I didn’t really want to attempt to show how it 
could be implemented in the classroom. It just seemed like too sticky of a problem to get into, plus I was 
feeling particularly lazy that week.  
 
I decided not to submit anything.  
 
Later, even after the extended deadline, a friend of mine scoffed at my complaint about having to add 
this “implementation” part of the paper and told me that I should have made it like this “directives” 
game that I do with my students when I help them to develop curriculum. The “directives” game that my 
friend alluded to is a simple process by which I help my students to develop ideas for art activities that 
aim for heterogeneity and individual development of student’s visual vocabularies. It is a process that 
aims to infuse the art curriculum with unpredictability. Doing this part of the chapter through the 
“directives” task was a really good solution and frankly after I spoke with that friend I felt bad about not 
having submitted a chapter, but it was too late.  
 

*** 
 
Earlier this week I received a surprising email from the editors of the book, letting me know that my 
“proposal” had been accepted. I was surprised because, as I just mentioned, I never submitted a 
proposal, just a title and a brief brainstorm of what I was thinking. So now they want me to write it and 
truthfully, I’m ready. I wasn’t just a few months ago when this back and forth started. I had a nice idea, 
but not really anything concrete. Now, the idea is truthfully not that much more concrete, but my 
intentions and desire to produce this work are. And as many of you who make “things” know, 
sometimes it is in the making that you find the thing itself.  
 
So here I am. Fresh off having been given an assignment of sorts and I’m putting the first effort of this 
on public display, at this intimate dinner, this “white” dinner.  
 
You know, a white paper in academia is seen as a sort of “ authoritative report or guide that helps solve 
a problem”. A white paper in many ways is a proposal. Not the kind that is seeking to get approval, 
although, in some ways that is exactly what it is trying to do. It is putting a researched idea into the 
world and hoping that the backlash isn’t to harsh, or at least that it is constructive and that maybe in 
some ways one’s own research will influence someone else’s work. A white paper is a thing of 



	   3	  

generativity. It is a lot like an artwork. A white paper is meant to produce more life, slowly. It is a 
synthetic attempt at doing something that happens in nature, incremental growth.  
 
Before moving to the crumbs—or tidbits—of research that I’ve assembled for your sampling today, I 
thought it would only be fair to share with you the initial email I send to the editor of the book. This is 
my shot in the dark, which actually managed to land, and in a very direct way it is connected to Hyde 
Park.  

 
 May 2, 2012   
 
Dear Susan,   
 
I understand that I am late for this and may no longer qualify. Unfortunately I missed the 
deadline for the "Call for Proposals" because I have been traveling quite a bit lately and 
thought I had more time. I'm wondering if I could still get you a proposal by this afternoon? If 
yes, can you please send me the "proposal summary requirements". If not I understand.  
 
The chapter I was going to submit is on a consideration of the pedagogical implications of the 
New Testament's eating narratives, Jesus's in particular. With this heightened awareness of the 
"relational" in art and art education, my essay proposes that in a pedagogy of caring, social 
justice, and spiritual "re-birth", one must start from a moment of closeness, physical closeness 
and a certain "down to earth-ness". That closeness is triggered by the communal act of 
"breaking bread" something that many contemporary artist are capitalizing on and making 
integral parts of their work. This current trend has reached its curatorial nexus and is best 
exemplified in the exhibition of "eating" related works at The Smart Museum of Art at The 
University of Chicago called Feast: Radical Hospitality in Contemporary Art. These works will 
be the starting base for the comparison.  
 
 Either way, I'm looking forward to hearing from.  
 
take care- Jorge 

 
*** 

 
If I try to think of them chronologically I first think of the wedding. The wedding in Cana I believe. 
Jesus, with his mother and other relatives are at a wedding. The wine runs out and the host of the 
celebration is due for some embarrassment. What a trivial thing right? So this is where it starts, not only 
the first example of Jesus living it up, but also the first reported miracle, and what’s more—a snippy 
exchange between the Virgin Mary and the Messiah. Mary turns to Jesus and pretty much says, “Do 
something!” What is that? What prompted Mary to make this request of Jesus? What prompted her to 
say, “Hey, the wine is all gone. Use your super powers to fix this menial problem.”? What must she—as 
his mother—have seen him do, that made her think that he could take care of this? The recorded 
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response, by Christ is a surprisingly snarky, “Woman, what business is this of mine?”. But then, of 
course, like any insecure (and maybe even socially awkward) young man, first he says “no”, then he 
does it and does to the best of his abilities, which in Jesus’s case—is pretty darn good. The host of the 
wedding—who at first was trying to avoid the scourge of having run out of wine—was now being 
chastised by his guest for having saved the best wine for the end of the wedding. Just like a cheapskate.  
 
Before we get to the scene immortalized by Da Vinci’s last supper, let’s just see if we can recall a few 
more. There’s Jesus eating with tax collectors and dignitaries. Religious zealots and prostitutes; 
lawmakers, politicians, fishermen, and physicians. There’s the famous, yet rarely captured in 
Renaissance painting, moment when Jesus feeds a multitude with just some boy’s lunch. Bread and fish 
for everyone and basketfuls to spare. There’s Jesus eating at the infamously corrupt Zacheaus house. His 
mere presence propelling the tax collector to not only reinstate what he had stolen from the people who 
he cheated, but also give an addendum on top of what he had wrongly taken.  
 
Jesus of Nazareth, walking around a small region in the Middle East with what many would call a band 
of misfits, telling people to love God with all their heart, their mind, and their soul; and then simply to 
love one another as they would want to be loved. Two easy rules—or what Christ at another point 
referred to as a light load—being taught over and over again by this homeless man who was claiming to 
be the Son of God. This man though—if in fact he was the son of God—repeatedly enacted the most 
human of activities by sitting down, maybe even reclining, while simultaneously shoving his face full of 
grape leaves, olives, pieces of lambs, broiled fish, hummus, bread, and on occasion—when things were 
particularly celebratory—a hearty bowl of St. Andrew’s special lentil soup.  
 
I can’t really imagine it. What I see is myself eating some at Turkish restaurant in Lakeview or 
Andersonville. But there he is, Jesus Christ—the savior of humanity, washing away that uniquely 
Mediterranean salty aftertaste with gallons after gallons of red and white wine, enjoying the company of 
his friends. 
 

*** 
 
Jesus was a teacher, but he wasn’t religious—at least not anymore than what was customary during his 
time. He practiced the holidays, but frequently is seen breaking the rules. He put relationships above 
man’s dictums, because he knew that that was God’s dictum; and he understood that in the end, it was 
only God’s approval that he was after. If I recall correctly there are really only three moments in the four 
Gospels where Jesus demonstrates utter vulnerability and surrender. When he is awash by John the 
Baptist’s immersion, God speaks and says that “this is his beloved son, in whom I am pleased”.  When 
Jesus is being transfigured, prior to his arrest—while he is standing there aglow, covered in what I 
presume to be God’s energy—God again says “this is my son, who I love and I am very pleased with 
him”.  And finally when Jesus is about to give up his last breath, hanging on the cross after having 
endured unspeakable torture and abandonment by those he loved, he recognizes that God is not palpably 
present and calls out, “God, why have you abandoned me?”, evidently proving that it was only in God’s 
adulation and approval that he truly rested. Everyone else, just like in his singularly most powerful and 
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still resonating teaching, was second. God first, with all his heart, mind and soul, and then other’s has he 
would want to be loved. 
 

*** 
 
My favorite of the eating Jesus stories is found in three of the four gospels, Matthew 12; Mark 2; and 
Luke 6. Permit me to read to you the three accounts, paying close attention to the differences—they are 
subtle, but nevertheless important. It is actually in these differences that we can pick up a pedagogy of 
closeness. The same kind of closeness we see in many works of social and participatory art today.  

 
 

Matthew 12:1-8 
New King James Version (NKJV) 
12 At that time Jesus went through the grainfields on the Sabbath. And His disciples were 
hungry, and began to pluck heads of grain and to eat. 2 And when the Pharisees saw it, they 
said to Him, “Look, Your disciples are doing what is not lawful to do on the Sabbath!” 

3 But He said to them, “Have you not read what David did when he was hungry, he and those 
who were with him: 4 how he entered the house of God and ate the showbread which was not 
lawful for him to eat, nor for those who were with him, but only for the priests? 5 Or have you 
not read in the law that on the Sabbath the priests in the temple profane the Sabbath, and are 
blameless? 6 Yet I say to you that in this place there is One greater than the temple. 7 But if 
you had known what this means, ‘I desire mercy and not sacrifice,’ you would not have 
condemned the guiltless. 8 For the Son of Man is Lord even of the Sabbath.” 
 
Mark 2:23-28 
New King James Version (NKJV) 
23 Now it happened that He went through the grainfields on the Sabbath; and as they went His 
disciples began to pluck the heads of grain. 24 And the Pharisees said to Him, “Look, why do 
they do what is not lawful on the Sabbath?” 

25 But He said to them, “Have you never read what David did when he was in need and 
hungry, he and those with him: 26 how he went into the house of God in the days of Abiathar 
the high priest, and ate the showbread, which is not lawful to eat except for the priests, and 
also gave some to those who were with him?” 

27 And He said to them, “The Sabbath was made for man, and not man for the Sabbath. 
28 Therefore the Son of Man is also Lord of the Sabbath.” 
 
Luke 6:1-5 
New King James Version (NKJV) 
6 Now it happened on the second Sabbath after the first that He went through the grainfields. 
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And His disciples plucked the heads of grain and ate them, rubbing them in their hands. 2 And 
some of the Pharisees said to them, “Why are you doing what is not lawful to do on the 
Sabbath?” 

3 But Jesus answering them said, “Have you not even read this, what David did when he was 
hungry, he and those who were with him: 4 how he went into the house of God, took and ate 
the showbread, and also gave some to those with him, which is not lawful for any but the 
priests to eat?” 5 And He said to them, “The Son of Man is also Lord of the Sabbath.” 
 
Again, the subtle differences between the stories told by Saints Matthew, Mark, and Luke are 
what make this story priceless in terms of demonstrating Christ’s presence pedagogy—that is 
the way he taught by merely being, as opposed to talking. This is an important distinction that I 
will return to in a minute because—if we think about teaching in general we understand it to be 
a top-down dictated practices, one who’s counterposition is not only co-constructed but also 
not spoken, rather shown.  

 
At this point I want to stop to say that there is something to be addes about the construct what it means 
to be a disciple because I think that will give us a wider understanding of what it might mean to be a 
presence pedagogue, but first I want to point to the distinctions in the three tellings in order to see if 
there is something worthwhile here.  
 
Pretty much this eating narrative follows the same arc, Jesus and his disciples are hungry, they begin to 
pluck the grain and eat it. The Pharisees quickly identify this as “work” and since it’s the Sabbath, this 
act is quickly pointed out as unlawful. This is obvious, but for those of you who don’t know the Sabbath 
was meant to be a day of rest and in the eyes of the Pharisees—this, and many other rules, was meant to 
be carried out to the extreme—even if it created all sorts of social, emotional, and even spiritual havoc. 
Plucking a head of grain was harvesting and unlawful. In the Matthew and Mark narrative, the Pharisees 
tell Jesus, “look at what your students are doing!” In the Luke narrative they tell the disciples, “what are 
you doing?”, going directly after the students. The other distinction here is that in the Luke narrative the 
disciples are also said to have been “rubbing [the grain] in their hands”. So not only were they 
harvesting the grain, they were essentially “cooking it”—that is processing it so they could eat it.  
 
Other differences can also be pulled from the three passages and the most significant of the distinctions 
is in the way the three narratives get wrapped up. Although the story follows the same trajectory in the 
all three, it is at the conclusion wherein the teaching moment enters, and it’s three different lessons. In 
the first one—the Matthew one—Jesus tells the Pharisee’s that he prefers “mercy over sacrifice”, 
essentially saying that to him it was more important that his disciples break the rule, eat, and be quelled 
instead of going hungry for the sake of appearances. In the second narrative found in the gospel of Mark, 
Jesus explains that although the law about the Sabbath is a legitimate law, it is a law that was made for 
man and not the other way around. In other words he was demonstrating the capacity that laws have to 
free us and how the Pharisee’s had managed to turn them into something that bound the people—not 
only uselessly—but possibly even capriciously. In both the Mark and the Luke illustration, Jesus tells 
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the Pharisee’s that “the son of man is also the lord of the Sabbath”, a complicated and nuanced statement 
which takes for granted that the Pharisees’ accepted this claim that Jesus was—in fact—the “son of 
man”, that is, the Son of God.  
 
There is something in this type of proclamation that Jesus continuously made which makes him, what he 
himself called both a cornerstone to build from, as well as a rock of contention. This self-identifying 
statement about his own ability to be the foundation of some people’s lives, while simultaneously being 
a controversial figure was at the heart of what I understand to be Jesus’s recognition of his own creative 
potential.  The sermon on the mount itself—the most famous of Jesus’s teachings—is an uninterrupted 
litany of admonitions, tips, proverbs, prophesies, and philosophical musings—at the end of which the 
Pharisee’s are left baffled and are said to not have questioned him anymore after that because of the 
authority with which he spoke. Although Jesus and the Pharisee’s go back and forth continuously for the 
rest of the gospels, the Sermon on the Mount can be understood as Jesus’s initial “white paper”, his first 
work if you will. He put it out there and for more than 2000 years everyone has taken it to task. His 
tenuous relationship with the Pharisees was only the beginning; it was a means through which Jesus 
enacted a certain criticality, which I—as a practicing Christian—have learned to not be afraid of.  
 
Yes—it is true that his adversaries called him a liar and Jesus in turn called them a brood of vipers, 
stumbling blocks, and dirty vessels. They wanted to kill him.  And yet Jesus is continuously shown 
sitting, mainly with them. Eating, conversing, posed riddles for them to solve; doing many of the things 
that we have done this evening—talking, chit chatting, yielding to each other, listening. For all intents 
and purposes, a deep reading of the gospels doesn’t uncover Jesus as a preacher—especially not the kind 
of pontificator the West recognizes as a proponent of Modern Christianity. The gospel shows Jesus as a 
dialoguer, a term that connotes not only talking, but listening—co-constructing together and for the 
mutual benefit of every stakeholder or participant.  
 

*** 
 
We’re headed towards the last supper, but before we get there let us look at one other example. Jesus 
was having dinner at the house of a man who had a skin disease. Why the Apostle Mark chooses to drop 
this little detail is unexplained in the text, but nevertheless it may prove to be important—please 
remember that these words that I’m sharing with you today, are scraps, crumbs, tidbits.  
 
Anyway, they’re all sitting there talking and eating and a woman comes in with a perfume that 
apparently was worth a full year’s salary; she pours it on Jesus’s head. Some of the people at the 
dinner—Judas, the group’s accountant being one of them—were livid that this woman would perform 
such a wasteful gesture. Their gripping noticed by Jesus is quickly silenced, when Jesus—again with a 
bit of mystery—tells them that she is preparing him for his burial. Although most of the complaints 
about the perfume’s apparent misuse had at their base the possibility that the fragrance’s worth could be 
swapped for a significant contribution to the poor, Jesus tells them that although it is true that the 
perfume could have been sold and the proceeds donated, he makes a clear underlining of the 
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significance of his presence in their midst. He basically says “you’ll have the poor with you a lot longer 
than I’ll be around”.  
 
I want to use this particular story to talk a little bit more about presence pedagogy, something that many 
of us are familiar with and frankly have been affected by—but frequently leave it unnoticed, particularly 
because—unlike many of schooling’s other structures—presence is difficult to quantify. Also, you 
probably don’t call it presence pedagogy—that’s a term, which I thought I made up when I wrote my 
master’s thesis, but now I see it pop up a lot in other peoples writing, namely in performance theory—
most notably in the publication of a recent anthology called Archaeologies of Presence (2012). 
 
In that text’s introduction, the editor’s posit presence through a phenomenological lens, explaining that 
presence is “that which persists” (p. 10). It’s true, presence is what persists, what lasts, what remains, 
what is remembered. The editors go on to also position this presence as something that “occur[s] in the 
traversal of the live to the mediated, of the simulated to the real, each of which ‘settles face to face with 
the other’”. This last little bit, comes from Martin Heidegger who essentially introduces difference into 
the equation. So presence here is that which persists, that which goes between the real and the mediated 
(or art and life, if you wish) and finally is confronted with the tangibility of difference.  
 
Jesus understood that a pedagogy of closeness (or presence) is by definition filled with friction. It is 
contentious because of difference. It is a space where intimacy can quickly become vulnerability. This 
point can’t be more strongly made then with the attendants at his last supper. The very man who 
betrayed him, was fed by him only a few hours before. And in the case of the woman who showered him 
with perfume, after Jesus sanctioned her actions in the face of opposition, he then also declared that 
what this woman had done would persist. He said, “ Assuredly I say to you, wherever this gospel is 
preached in the whole world, what this woman has done will also be told as a memorial to her” (Mark 
14:9). 
 
Think of a significant teacher or mentor that you’ve had. Without presuming too much about your 
relationship to this person, I would venture to guess that—although this person may have taught you 
content or techniques in whatever you were learning—it is most likely that their impact on you had to do 
with who they were when they were with you, and more importantly who you became because you were 
them. It is something indescribable, sometimes that sometimes is called chemistry, aura, energy, 
personality, or attraction. Qualified in teachers—from your parents to your best friend—as love, caring, 
sacrifice, sustenance, support, or simply being there. It is like a year’s worth salary perfume that you’ve 
been anointed with.  
 
“He/she/they were/was there for me”.  
 
This is mere presence and it has emerged as a material in creative practices. It’s not a new material, but 
recently it is getting heavy traction amongst curators, critics, art historians, social theorist, educators, 
artists, and other types of social practitioners. SHoP is an outlet of this type of conversation. If you 
would allow me to make a preachy pronouncement: We want to be near each other and we want it to 
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count as our work, our most legitimate, sophisticated work. We want to make it our ministry, if we 
understand “ministry” not as the work of the clergy, but rather the work of the proletariat—the work of 
the people. The term ministry comes from a Latin derivative meaning servant. It is a term that shares a 
word root with minus, meaning lesser or subservient to others.  It is a vocation that lacks glamour, book 
deals, large crowds, respect, or speedy growth of participation (such as the kind sometimes seen in mega 
churches). Its quick appeal to things like relational aesthetics, participatory art, and other social practices 
has to do with its connection to duration, particularly long durations. The ministry unfolds, it takes 
years, sometimes outliving any single individual. The ministry can be a task of reformation or even 
reconciliation. 
 
Jesus asked that the woman pouring the perfume on his head be allowed to do it. Here he was in this 
situation that frequently found himself in: in a dignitary’s home, eating, some random person comes off 
the street and wants to be near him. They want him to heal them, they want to pour perfume on his head, 
they want to clean his feet, they want to sit on his lap, they want to ask him a question, they want him to 
make more wine. And Jesus yields—he ministers— often times using his openness as an opportunity to 
demonstrate an inclusive, topsy-turvy politic which tends to floor those sitting around him. His disciples 
were shocked to see little kids crawling all over him. Judas couldn’t believe this woman was wasting the 
perfume. The Pharisee’s snickered as they saw a “sinful” woman touching his feet and washing them 
with her own tears. Jesus ministered, he made himself lesser. 
 
No more was this the case then when he—just hours before his execution—gathered his twelve dirty 
apostles and washed their feet. Performing this servant’s task before the most famous meal Jesus ever 
partook in. I purposefully limited by research within the Bible for many of these “eating Jesus” 
narratives—and as you may notice, many details may be missing or incorrect due to my faulty memory. 
I did this because I didn’t want to get bogged down by how the text—and particularly the reading of the 
Bible—get’s confounded with religion. What I’m pointing to in this research is the aura of Jesus, an aura 
that created a presence for the people of his time, but which continues to influence hundreds of 
Christians and non-Christians alike today. It’s an irresistible presence, it’s a real person not hundreds of 
years of losses in translation. 
 
It's true that my reading of the New Testament narratives is colored by many troubling and untruthful 
images of Christ. Or simply it is colored by the myster of Christ. Here it may seem like I'm speaking 
blasphemy, but in truth I'm actually thinking of all those Western and Westernized constructions of the 
pale skinned, slender, gentle Christ that is an ever-present ghost of pre-, immediately post, and high 
renaissance representation. Besides images of Christ's passion or other moments of drama during the life 
of Christ, portrayals of the last supper potentially stand as the most famous images of Christ in repose or 
conducting a moment of leisure.  There have been many who have attempted to dramatize the image of 
Christ outside of the white, slender archetype of 15th century Europe or even played with that particular 
caricature as stand in for an honest portrayal of Christ aura. Examples of this are famously Andrew 
Lloyd Weber and Martin Scorsese; and possibly less notably Ann Rice (yes, the vampire novelist) and 
more recently the theatre director Peter Sellers. Peter Seller’s Jesus is anyone, it could be him—meaning 
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Peter Sellers. It could be you, or me, or anyone who attending Peter Seller’s staging of Bach’s St. 
Matthew’s Passion in Germany a few years back.  
 
In a recent review of that performance of St. Matthew’s Passion, Lloyd Schwartz, the Classical Music 
Editor for the Boston Phoenix points out a moment where one of the soloist in the opera “sings an aria 
that is almost the moral of the whole [passion] story.” The singer belts, ‘I will entomb Jesus in myself, 
so that in myself he may forever take his sweet rest’”.  It actually sounds like this (play MP3).  
 

*** 
 
There is another story, an eating Jesus story that takes place after the resurrection, but I think it is best to 
just leave it here. There is a folding that occurs in the thought of Jesus Eating and of Eating Jesus. It is 
like a Mobius strip, continuous inside and outside at the same time. It’s a complicated ecological gesture 
that resist complacency. It is hunger, but also satisfaction. It is generosity, but also pure fulfillment. It is 
action and also rest. It is public but mostly unseen. In this way, it can really be art, if art is—what Alan 
Kaprow (1993) once stated—“that act or thought whose identity as art must always remain in doubt…as 
soon—and it is usually very soon—as such acts and thoughts are associated with art and its discourses, it 
is time to move on to other possibilities of experimentations” (p. 249). 
 
I would then just add, that the trick then is to keep our activities from becoming art for as long as 
possible or as Jesus put it, “when you a do a charitable deed, do not let your left hand know what your 
right hand is doing, that your charitable deed may be in secret; and your Father who sees in secret will 
Himself reward you openly” (Matthew 6:3-4). 
 
Postscript 

Such a little thing/ such a little thing/ but the difference it made was grave. There you go/ 
wielding a bicycle chain/ oh, why won’t you change?/ change and be nicer. Such a little thing/ 
a gentle tone of kindness/ or written words on paper, can you write? How I love all of the very 
simple things of life/ God’s good air/ How I love all of the very simple things of life. Such a 
little thing/ A fumbling politeness/ the difference saved me. Wielding a bicycle/ why won’t you 
change?/ “I will not change and I will not be nice”. Most people keep their brains between 
their legs, (don’t you find?). Leave me alone, I was only singing/ leave me alone because I was 
only singing/ leave me alone, I was only singing/ leave me alone, you have just proved again. 
(Morrissey, Such a little thing makes such a big difference, 1989). 
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