
BARRY FLANAGAN  
PRESS HIGHLIGHTS  



PA UL  KASMIN  GALLERY

!"#  & !"$  TENTH AVENUE   

%&% WEST !$TH STREET       TELEPHONE !&! %'# (($(  

NEW YORK, NY &)))&  PAULKASMINGALLERY.CO M  

Barry Flanagan at Tate: hare today, but not gone tomorrow

Richard  McNeff 

September !' , !)&��

Hare-raising ... Leaping Hare, &"*) , by Barry Flanagan is on display at Tate Britain. Photo graph: Tate/estate of Barry Flanagan/courtesy 
Plubronze Ltd  

A conversation with my friend Barry Flanagan could be  a baffling affair. Stiffly whispering one 
minute, barking jokes the next, he delighted in word play and biographical confidences easily lost on 
the listener.  

Sometimes in mid -flow, the sculptor paused. Then he leant forward and sni ffed the air, with his 
chiselled features and unruly greying hair, the image of the animal he had made his trademark Ð the 
hare. 

In &"$", inspired by one of these creatures glimpsed on the S ussex Downs, he bought a dead one from 
a local butcher and modelled it at his East End foundry. His l eaping hare was instantly iconic. 
Bordeaux wine producers and Japanese hoteliers queued up to buy one. He represented Britain at the 
Venice Biennale in &"*! . Showered with fame and money, he was a trailblazer f or commercially canny 
artist -stars such as Hirst and Emin.  

Yet the mercurial hare, als o a motif in the work of such key influences as Mir— and J oseph Beuys, had 
pedigree in the out -there territory that Flanagan first explored in the &"') s and $) s when he was an 
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adventurer on the furthest shores of conceptual art. But far fro m being a departure, the hare was an 
integral feature on the journey Flanagan first set out on.  

Born in Prestatyn, north Wales, in &"(&, Flanagan resolved at the outset of his career to embrace every 
direction, and poetry not sculpture was his first track. In &"'( -'%, with others at St Martin's art college, 
he produced the magazine Sil‰ns. His writings display a gift as formidable as that he applied to stone 
and marble: prose and concrete poetry full of subversive, offbeat hu mour. Such poetry spilled over 
into his sculptu re, inspiring titles such as aaing j gni aa.  

As a sculptor, Flanagan rejected the stark metal str uctures of "girder -welders" like his tutor Antony 
Caro and reverently stuck with non -traditional materials like rope and sand. He flirted with  Land Art 
and Ar te Povera. He made and filmed a hole in the sea off the D utch coast. He worked with Yoko 
Ono. With some students at St Martin's and John Lath am, their tutor, he took a chunk of Clement 
Greenberg's Art and Culture and chewed it for a work  called Still and C hew. Greenberg, an American 
critic, also advocated Caro's formalist school. Flanagan and his co ntemporaries recoiled, preferring a 
less shackled approach. When the college library wanted th e book back, Latham returned the detritus 
distilled in a vial and w as summarily sacked. 

Family was paramount, and Flanagan brought up two dau ghters in Camden Town. He did casual 
labouring to supplement art's meagre returns, but he dislik ed the way "money punishes art" and 
resorted to making his own lino -printed currency. These Flanagan notes were issued in fives, tens and 
fifties and were redeemable against his estate. He used them to pay for labour and materials. Yet when 
real money came, he believed in unburdening himself of  it as fast as possible. In &"$&, he distributed 
the payment he received from the organisers of Art Spectrum London for h is involvement in the new 
%)p decimal pieces at the show's opening at Alexandra Palace. A decade or so on, when the amounts 
he received were much larger, he continued to display mind -boggling generosity,  passing on his prize 
money to a struggling young French sculptor, for exa mple, or sponsoring a young woman after 
casually hearing her complain to her mother that she lacked the fund s to do a teacher training course. 
For Flanagan, flow was the important th ing, with money as much as anything else.  

He moved to Ibiza in &"*$, which is where I first met him. In his dusty gree n cord jacket and 
tradesman's cap, he became a fixture of the local artists'  colony. His favourite drink was whisky, 
though he made it cl ear he was a "pissed artist" not a "piss artist". Restless and itinerant, he moved 
between Dublin, Barcelona and Amsterdam, keeping a room on perma nent standby at the Chelsea 
Hotel in New York. But he brought up his second fami ly on Ibiza and met his untim ely death there 
from motor neurone disease in !))" . 

His rambling house, which I visited on many occasion s, was fitted with wall -to-wall green carpeting, 
something he stipulated for shows as well. He also used some walls of his home as a notebook. "Is it 
my fault I chose life over employment?" read one scribble, a riposte made to a belligerent tax 
inspector. Another notation, "the hues of the ripple", cry stallised the multi -faceted approach he 
always applied, where different meanings revealed themselves in language and form like the layers of 
the onion. He could be very droll, remarking that there  was "so much stone a sculptor could get 
indigestion" when we were driving among mountains.  
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He called me his "spontaneous fixer" and it was in t his capacity I cura ted his show at the 
contemporary art museum in Ibiza in &""! . Working with him could be hair -raising, and he was prone 
to vanishing. On the morning of the Ibiza exhibition, I tracked him down to the museum. He was 
asleep in the gallery, keeping vigil over his treasures. The ample cellar of that &'th -century building 
was filled with his own collection of &"') s and &"$)s work, making the exhibition a forerunner to the 
one at Tate Britain. Some pieces were the same: the wood and hessian And Then Among Celts, for 
example, or Light on Light on Sacks, a heap of sacks against a wall w ith a projector framing a square 
of light on them. He bought those sacks (which were full  of carob beans) from a bemused local farmer 
on Ibiza. Rats would later infiltrate the museum a nd feast on the contents. Also on show there were 
ceramics and pieces in clay such as Bes, in which the rounded, compres sed slabs evoked the 
voluptuous Venus of Willendorf. Flanagan's work had a playful  eclecticism: it showed his willingness 
to take ideas from mythology, literature and art as divers e and sometimes heretical as his use of solid 
material.  

At work, Flanagan's mind drifted on still waters until  an idea struck like a tsunami. He made an on -
the-spot decision to run a ring of salt from Salinas ar ound two triangular works in steel, the white 
crystals on the floor superbly setting off the rusting metal.  Each of the triangular structures Ð jointly 
called Homage to Mir— Ð had a crescent, a wing and a large circle cut out of it, sy mbols first employed 
by Alfred Jarry and later borrowed by Mir—.  

Another ad hoc decision was to place The Penguin Book  of Spanish Verse on top of wooden blocks 
which already supported a female torso. The book sup ported a dark head and was opened at a poem I 
had read to him. When the poem's author, Antonio Colinas, turned up t o give his blessing, I was glad 
Flanagan had put his book -chewing days behind him. The poem celebrates the way a sculptor's wo rk 
lasts beyond him. Flanagan's ingenious creations, full of verve and wit, su rely will.  
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Barry Flanagan 

NICK THURSTON  

June " , !)&$ 

 

Barry Flanagan, Sand Girl and Sand Pour, both &"$). Courtesy: & Model, Leeds  

I have long wanted to watch the &'mm film version of A Hole in the Sea, which Barry Flan agan made 
in &"'"  for Gerry SchumÕs famous TV exhibition ÔLand ArtÕ.  A preliminary variant, made as two 
drawings in &"'$ , proposes the illusion of a hole in the canal water or sea water of Amsterdam. My first 
encounter was with a still from the TV footage, reproduced in a catalogue as a conceptual photowork. 
It must have been in the Leeds College of Art library around the turn of the millennium. It was the 
moment I realized that this Welshman cast more than the  bronze hares that became his signature from 
the early &"*) s. From &"'*  through the &"$)s, he also cast light and played with its capture on bodies, 
walls, fabric and film. Flanagan, light, the shoreli ne and Leeds have overlapped in my imagination 
since then, yet I have never quite been able to square the formal weightiness of his monumental 
statues with the lightness  (in every sense) of his earlier practice. 

Through illustrations, cards and posters, the mythos  of hares and nature are dotted throughout ÔLight 
Pieces and Other WorksÕ at & Model. Likewise, blue r ope, blue canvas, a blue fake bollard, blue skies 
and blue valleys colour -coordinate the seven re-staged sculptures, videos and archival documentation 
that make up the rest of the exhibition. Regardless of the s ymbolic connotations of these tropes, the 
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show is led by the shifting interactions of light, sand a nd site of display across the three floors of ru n-
down office building occupied by this artist -run gallery.  

The simple brilliance of A Hole in the Sea is that on e perfect dot manages to interrupt the infinite 
swell of water, appearing both as a sunspot and a black h ole: the marker of a greater phenomen on 
above or the drainpipe to somewhere mysterious below. In doing so, it scuttles the surficial clichŽ of a 
shimmering ocean Ð the dappled charm of a sublime unknown onto which fantas ies can be projected. 
As with his &"$) Super *  film Sand Girl, in the bes t of FlanaganÕs work matter appears both massive 
and malleable. In their granularity, sand and water are materials that  we can move through, can pass 
objects through, can impress upon, but can never perfe ctly control. As the woman in Sand Girl 
demonstrates, their surfaces and textures can be danced with to cr eate a performative equivalent to 
FlanaganÕs better-known sculptures from the late &"') s. The prescient provisionality of these works 
was built up from the poles, flax and cloth that Fla nagan stood, pinned and heaped in galleries to 
establish his first signature style, before the bronze hares shi fted things towards the traditionally 
heavy. 

By coupling Sand Girl and a small pile of real sand, Sand Pour (&"'* ), in the ground floor back room, 
guest curator Jo Melvin introduces this connection as her  organizational schema from the outset. 
Compositional echoes ring between the variou s pile-ups presented, which also include One Ton 
Corner Piece (&"'$ ), Heap # Õ'$  (&"'$ ) and Ð in a more complex sense, because it depends upon 
layering lights, material, the building and shadows Ð Daylight Light Piece (  (&"'" ). A pair of pen -
drawn diagrams from &"$) shows outlines of flat colour planes leaning against a wall Ð a direct 
reminder of the poise that was central to his work during t his prolific period. The best of both his 
Ôlight piecesÕ and other pre-hare sculptures overlay their material on th e space of display or 
performance like filters Ð at once projections onto its surface and interventions in its t exture Ð and 
they seem to invite the space to push back. 
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BARRY FLANAGAN Sculpting the Ephemeral 

May &, !)&$ 

 

Barry Flanagan with  Ho, &"'' . Photograph John Goldblatt used for the invitation card for  Barry Flanagan Sculpture, Rowan Gallery, London, 
August % - September &, &""' . 

The first solo exhibition of work by the Anglo -Irish artist Barry Flanagan ( &"(& Ð !))" ) took place at the Rowan 
Gallery, London in &"'' , the month he completed his studies at Saint Marti ns School of Art (now Central Saint 
Martins). It occurred simultaneously with Claes Olden burgÕs exhibition at Robert Fraser Gallery. Critics  picked 
up on shared concerns with soft sculpture, and Paul Overy pointed out that Flanag anÕs work was intriguing in 
that it looked soft, but in fact, was hard. & The exhibition included anthropomorphically shaped s culpture made 
from plaster filled fabric bags, pieces hanging fro m the ceiling, and a pile of sand poured directly on to the 
carpeted floor. He Òwanted to project the show as if in [ his] normal working situation.Ó  

When Flanagan exhibited at the Haus Lange Gallery in  Krefeld, Germany he spent two weeks in August &"'"  
onsite, making and installing the works. Materials included  hazel sticks, plasticene, canvas and sand and light; 
day light as well as projected light as sculptural components.  Works were titled by date of creation or by medium 
of production (three space rope  sculpture '" , &"'"  and a group of four light works named daylight light p iece &, 
&"'" , daylight l ight piece ! , &"'" , and so on). 
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A month later Flanagan was in New York to install an ex hibition at the Fischbach Gallery where he continued  to 
make works in situ including new iterations from the work shown in Germa ny. He included two new light works 
made by daylight and projected light over a rectangu lar frame of brown paper, on the wall. A catalyst in  the 
incorporation of sculptural approaches to conceptual art practice, Flanagan worked most often in an ephemeral 
mode. He remarked:  

ÒThe convention of painting always bothered me. There  always seemed to be a way of painting. With sculpture , 
you seem to be working directly, with materials and with the ph ysical world, inve nting your own organisations.Ó# 

Today, photographs preserved in FlanaganÕs archive allow glimpses of how original works were created and  
installed in context with their surroundings, and serve as guides for understanding and recreating these 
conceptual sculptures in the present day.  
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Roberta Smith  

September &), !))"  

 

Sculptures by Barry Flanagan at the European Fine Art Fai r. Credit The European Fine Art Foundation  
 

Barry Flanagan, a British sculptor who abandoned the i diosyncratic arrangements of common 
materials that characterized Postminimal sculpture to make sly if relatively traditional bronzes of 
exuberant, loose-limbed hares, died on Aug. #& in Ibiza, Spain. He was '*  and had homes and studios 
in Ibiza and Dublin.  

The cause was a motor neuron disease, said the Paul Kasmin Gallery, his New York representative.  

Mr. FlanaganÕs apostasy was in many ways the defining characteristic of his career. It perple xed and 
dismayed his admirers, turning many of them into detractors. B ut the hares also made him popular 
and wealthy, with work represented in scores of museums, several u rban plazas and a few corporate 
lobbies. In addition, these works injected an unusual formal whimsy and subversive irreverence into 
the often staid convention of bronze figurative sculpture.  

Mr. Flanagan did not consider his early work experime ntal and saw no reversal in his development, a 
word he seemed to find suspect. In an often quoted s tatement published in Studio International in 
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&"'$  he wrote: ÒOne merely causes things to reveal themselves to the sculptural awareness. It is the 
awareness that develops, not the agents of the sculptural phenomena.Ó 

He put it more directly in a !))'  interview with Hans Ulrich Obrist, director of the Serpentine  Gallery 
in London: ÒI enjoy the third dimension and I appreciate m aterial in time and space. I find it exciting 
to the eyes.Ó 

Mr. Flan agan was born in &"(& in Prestatyn, in North Wales near Liverpool, where his father w orked 
for Warner Brothers. He studied architecture and then scu lpture at Birmingham College of Art in &"%$ 
and &"%*, and attended St. MartinÕs School of Art in London from  &"'(  to &"'' . 

His early works included a pile of sand, stacks of f olded burlap and dozens of short lengths of thick 
rope spread on the floor. He was then perhaps best known f or sewn burlap shapes filled with sand, 
which he called Òan elegant solution to the problem of making a three -dimensional form.Ó 

His efforts paralle led and sometimes preceded innovations of Americans like R obert Smithson, Carl 
Andre, Eva Hesse and Richard Tuttle. His pieces were v ariously classified as Process Art, Arte Povera 
or Anti -Form.  

He was represented in groundbreaking exhibitions inc luding ÒWhen Attitude Becomes FormÓ at the 
Kunsthalle Bern in Bern, Switzerland, in &"'" . His first solo show was at the Rowan Gallery in Londo n 
in &"'' ; his first in New York was at the Fischbach Gallery. He re presented Britain in the &"*!  Venice 
Biennale. 

Mr. F lanagan began sculpturing hares in &"$* or Õ$" , working from a dead one bought from a butcher, 
partly because there wasnÕt much else to buy that day and partly because of a vivid memory he had of 
watching a hare leap across a field in Sussex. He capitalized on the animalÕs elastic, elongated form, 
implicit humor, libidinousness and sometimes demonic energy. He  showed it stretched horizontally at 
a full bound, or raised on its hind legs like a human, leapi ng around and sometimes dancing or boxing 
with other hares. 

Part of the sense of movement came from Mr. FlanaganÕs emphatic modeling, which seemed indebted 
to Mati sseÕs, but was freer; the animal sometimes resembled a looping, abstract line, achieving the 
modernist ideal called Òdrawing in space.Ó His bronze pedestals often introduced heavier forms and 
meanings: pyramids, anvils, a helmet, a computer and th e Empire State Building. He also presented a 
hare in the pose of ÒThe ThinkerÓ by Rodin, his favorite artis t. 

But there was more to Mr. Flanagan than hares; his br onze menagerie included elephants, cougars and 
unusually graceful horses. Beyond bronze, he roamed th rough the history of sculpture and its 
materials, carving in stone, working in ceramics, movi ng between abstraction and figuration and 
occasionally even using found objects. He was also a flu id draftsman, a frequent etcher and a 
sometime photographer. Litt le of his work beside the bronzes has been exhibited in the United Stat es. 

He is survived by his companion, Jessica Sturgess; two daughters from a marriage to Sue Lewis, Flan 
Flanagan of London and Tara Flanagan of Begur, Spain; a s on and a daughter with Renate Widmann, 
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Alfred Widmann and Annabelle Widmann, both of Dublin and Ibiza; a brother, John; and two 
grandsons. 

Profoundly peripatetic, Mr. Flanagan often maintained  apartments in several cities at once, including 
Amsterdam, Paris, London, New York (a t the Chelsea Hotel) and Barcelona and periodically tra veled 
around Europe in a Rolls -Royce pulling an Airstream trailer.  

When he turned to bronze, he became, as he put it, Òa tradesman,Ó as if his main task were to perfect a 
valued craft and earn his liv elihood. But he more accurately characterized himself as Òan English -
speaking, itinerant European sculptor.Ó  
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Barry Flanagan, Robert Indiana, Frank Stella, et al. 

Martha Schwendener  

 

Robert Indiana,  LOVE,  &"'' Ð"* . 

The utter lack of a theme makes this show something of a relief in a field strewn with exhibitions 
devoted to everything from paradise to suicide. The only unifyi ng concept seems to be that most of the 
works are sculptures (the notable exception being Morris Lou isÕs solemn vertical canvas, which adds 
some color to a back gallery otherwise dominated by bronze ). The three best works are in the first two 
rooms: a recent Frank Stella with coiling aluminum and steel sprockets tumbling off the wall; an 
eight-foot rusted -steel version of Robert IndianaÕs Love &"'' Ð"* ; and Nancy RubinsÕs Untitled (Maquette 
for San Diego), &""" , a small, dynamic arc made of pasted-together model -boat fragments. The show 
does justice to the latter two works in particular. RubinsÕs proposal for the full -scale sculpture in San 
Diego has been met with the kind of controversy that  too often dogs public art projects, but the model 
gives a sense of the impact that the fully realized work mig ht have. And IndianaÕs iconic LOVE  is 
returned to its monumental, quasi -minimalist glory after being co -opted by everyone from poster, 
keychain, and candle makers to the United States Postal  Service, who reportedly paid the artist a 
thousand dollars for wh at became one of their most popular stamps Ñ an Òart multipleÓ running into 
the hundreds of millions.  






























