Jogging in Infinity – A Search for Sensuality and Humour

First Question - The Obscurity of the Law
When you look at the surface of the calm sea, you see a seemingly infinite mirror. It is impossible to imagine all the wonders that hide below its surface. There is everything from plankton to giant squid that live in the unfathomable ocean and they share that with enormous resources of minerals, oil and gas. Similarly when you look at a law book or a courthouse it is impossible to imagine everything that lies hidden below the surface of respectability. Both are filled with enticing paradoxes and latent potential for financial gain (and loss). There is hypothetical power to re-create lives of humans or to squash their pride into pulp.  Still, the image of the endless sea inspires us with a will to discover while second (mostly) make us turn away in boredom.
 
Why is the law boring? Crime is after all titillating. But more importantly, why do we abide by the law? What is in us that make us respect the rules that are set up for us? Are we afraid of punishment? Do we fear being socially ostracised? Do we even ask ourselves the question - or do we simply do like the person next us? Is it just habit? Do we follow the law out of self-love or out of self-preservation? Or are we simply too proud to go against the fabric of society?

It is a well-known fact that in antiquity the law was connected to an ideal good. It is maybe less evident that it was also connected to a certain irony or humour. In order to see this, we only have to think about the famous trial of Socrates to find proof. His punishment was voluntary. He was asked if he wanted to ingest the poison and he proceeded to willingly do so. The guilty was allowed to choose his punishment. What would happen to American prisons and life on death row if lethal injections all of a sudden became voluntary? Can you imagine a situation where every inmate could choose when and if to die?

It can equally and easily be proven that with the modern conception of law that its rule has been separated from any idea of good. (When I say this to my friends, they all burst out in long tirades about why the law is indeed based on the good. Why do they feel obliged to defend the law? It hardly needs our moral support. While there are plenty of unfortunate people who are unjustly imprisoned who do.) The only thing that remains constant about the law is the specificity of the punishment. Kafka shows this with all desirable clarity both in the Trial and the less known Before the Law.  In both cases the legal system remains something elusive and impossible to grasp. The only thing that the law can do is to add mystery. There are no logical justifications for the law outside of itself. It is a game that perpetuates itself simply because it works and because we all accept its primacy. 

Second Question - Sensuality and our Bodies
We all know that our bodies hold potential for infinite pleasure. We know that the bliss that our senses can bring us remains beyond intellectual comprehension and will never be described in a text or on celluloid. Look at a human being at the height of sexual bliss. Look at a person carried away on the wings of a drug. Let your eyes feast on the insanity of a dancer carried away in trance of musical frenzy. Watch a connoisseur taste a rare wine. Watch an ornithologist discover a rare bird. Watch a mother’s eyes follow her child as it learns how to walk.

So, what are the pleasures of your life? When did you indulge in something truly mind-blowingly enjoyable? When was the last time you really surprised yourself? When did you last attend an orgy? When did you last live truly profound and earthshattering bliss? When did your body last tremor with life-affirming pleasure? When did you last close your eyes and enter into sleep tired, but deeply and profoundly satisfied in body and soul? When did you last laugh so hard that your body ached for days after?

Maybe none of these pleasures appeal to you. So, when was the last time that you were really angry? When did you last express your deep-rooted rage? When did you throw a real tantrum? I am not talking about anger towards something or someone, but a divine rage where your muscles and sinews were pushed to their maximum.  Can we see a connection between divine rage and the will to climb mountains, dive deeper than anyone has ever done before or to run further than your body would normally allow you to? Are the pleasures of running connected to an inner battle and every time we overcome our own limitations our pride gets a boost? Can we strengthen our dignity by overcoming our mental and bodily limitations? Is that something that makes our lives more worth living?

The Law and Desire
It has been suggested that the law is the same as repressed desire and that the object of the law and the object of desire is one and the same and that they remain equally obscure. It has equally been suggested that both the one who breaks the law and the one who abides by it are both haunted by guilt – in other words to live by the law does not mean that we escape guilt. (Is that why Narcissus falls in love with his own reflection? Simply by desiring himself, he short-circuits this idea about the law?) 

So what to do? Are we really so cornered? Is life really an un-ending negotiation with a guilt that never can be escaped? Or can we literally run away from the law? Can our bodies and the pleasures they offer be a way to escape this bleak vision? Can the boost of our own self-respect offer a way out of this downward spiral of guilt?

Or maybe the question needs to be reformulated? How far away from yourself can you run? Can you outrun the ghosts that haunt you? How far away from your own culture can you travel? Which fears do you confront? What mountains do you choose to climb in your life? What laws do you choose to break? Where do you find peace in you existence? 

We can never outrun the law. And still, the jogger, the Gypsy, the nomad and the warring tribe all offer ideas that can allow us to confuse the law by continuing to move. Let us all, like Odysseus, call ourselves ‘nobody’ in order to trick our way from our own limitations - just like the Greek hero tricked his way out of the Cyclops’s cave. Let us keep running, zigzagging like hares chased by predators until traces become confusing to anyone who tries to follow. Let us leave too many traces that cannot be pieced together, so that administrators across the globe give chasing us. Let their infinities become their own traps by creating mazes rather than labyrinths for them. Let us finally love ourselves and accept the pleasures of life. Let us be like Lotus flowers that grow in the smelliest mud to create the most divine flowers.

Subversion can no longer be found in resistance, in political acts unless it also finds beauty and pleasure in life. The greatest pleasure is to discover beauty where no one else does. Or is it the other way around? Is the greatest beauty to find pleasure where no one else does?

Art is Losing and the Art of Losing
There is something fundamentally sensual in art and that is what makes it sexy and powerful. It doesn’t matter whether you deal with the sublime breasts of Manet’s Olympia or one of Richard Tuttle’s crumpled papers – we are able to procure sensual experiences from these objects. It is strange because it is in art’s ‘artiness’ that its sensuality can be found. The term ‘art’ functions a bit like an infinite and mobile museum where trivial and everyday objects are lifted out of their dull existence because of their, age, presentation and context. Art is a mystery producing machine and that needs to be celebrated! A bowl that you would not even look at in a flea market becomes a wonderful and mystical object with immense power when it is arti-fied. Art has the power to unleash mystery, beauty and power in the most unexpected and trivial places. I go running across the globe in search for this everyday magic in places that I never thought that I would visit. I find poetry in the most unexpected places. My body is moving through the maze of the city allows me to discover and create sensuality in the dirtiest, smelliest and saddest streets of the world.

Turning Narcissism on its Head
It is interesting to watch men and women outside their cultural sphere – Westerners in China or Africa, Japanese in the Caribbean or Africans in Northern Europe. I always look at how insecurity is expressed differently in each case – and yet there is always the same self-consciousness. The lack of familiar social conventions as well different customs and laws all play tricks on us when we move into the unknown. They look at a calm see and do not see the beauty and potential that lies below its surface, instead they are paralysed by a vertigo of how deep the sea is.

When I see these strangers (and when I find myself in the same situation,) I hope for expressions of curiosity and playfulness in their actions, a will to discover aspects of the new reality that surrounds the travellers and it seems that this is difficult to unleash without a lot confidence and/or support (from the outside). Without this, strangers try all the more to follow rules and regulations more minutely, something which often kills the spontaneity a humour that define confident people in situations where they feel at ease. 

Humour and irony always allow a way out of a socially constructed maze. Humour is universal and can be your saviour when all other escape routes are out of reach. Watch the Japanese tourist laugh with his African peers and the European share dirty jokes with his aboriginal host in the rain forest. Look at the joys that are shared in the parallel sameness and difference.

The fundamental problem with running is that it is considered to be a good act. It is seen as an act of self-love of building self-esteem. The act has to be turned on its head and be purged of its goodness and filled to the brim with irony and humour. Go and burn calories where people are poor beyond description and where struggle to put food on their table is losing battle. Go run where there is no running water and where the streets are used as toilets and see what goodness remains in your act. 

It is only when you no longer care what other people think about you and your actions that you can truly build your own dignity as a human being. The beauty of this paradox is mind-boggling because it is in this disregard for the gaze of others that allows you to profoundly become an asset for your fellow men. You can never be generous unless you first please yourself.

So, make running an ecstatic drinking of the joys of life. It has to be an act where the runner gets a high on the hormones produced and circulated in the blood. It has to be an act that expands the experience of living the runner’s own body moving in time and space. 

Go running and feel every muscle, every bone every tendon in a way that only a dying person could feel it and yet running makes you more alive than you ever were and you stronger that you ever felt. Running is an act of placing yourself inside your own body in a way that a dancer does by pushing his/her body beyond limits of the possible. The physical act has to be an act where the runner proves that the law has given him a gift and where everyone is acquitted except the judge. 

Make jogging an act where you experience infinity, the infinity of your own body, the infinity of your own world, the infinity of your existence – become one with your own mortality. 

The number of life-enjoyers is waning at an alarming speed and is replaced by judges who can tell you exactly what is right and what is wrong (-the ultimate expression of ignorance.) When you run, there is no right. There is only body, breathing, hormones, space, time and there is wrong – the act in itself is fundamentally wrong. The further away from your home and your family you run, the more fundamentally wrong it becomes and with that comes an increasingly deeper sensuality.

Narcissus finally stops adoring the image and kisses what he finds so beautiful. His head plunges under the water and there he finds another universe. Everything is upside down and he knows that the love was never for the image – but what lies beyond it, the muddy roots of the Lotus and giant squid swimming in oil.
