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Afterglow

“What’s so amazing that keeps us stargazing and what do we think we might see? 
Someday we’ll find it.”  - K. the Frog. 

Art is little solace but it is solace.

Bang Bang, you’re… still alive? 

Sustain. 

Afterglow. 

Are you OK man? Yes I’m fine. Why so morbid then? Because death is the seed of all 
great art. OK sure, but you’ll still be dead right?

The Siren song of self-expression luring young sailors away from the bucolic acres of 
youth only to founder upon the rocky shoals of urban blight and nameless obscurity. 

I saw you there in that room, were you writing something? Was it this?

I believe in the mark that lasts forever. I believe it’s necessary for humanity to cherish 
marks that endure. These marks show us that we are all united across time. This is 
important for not losing sight of who and what we are. What are we again?

Poetic intro. 

Early Years. Embarrassing content equals artistic gratification. 

Adolescence. Proliferating ideas constituting foundation for life’s work. 

Middle years. Proving self to self. Moving from extemporaneous thought to orchestrated. 

Late years. Making sense of it. Drawing conclusions. 

Poetic outro.

When a series nears its end it feels like a death. I don’t want to move on. I want to stay 
with you and brush the falling snowflakes off of your face. 

Wormhole - Patiner / Me now - A warping of time and space true of only gravity and art.

“Have you been half asleep? And have you heard voices? I’ve heard them calling my 
name; is this the sweet sound that called the young sailors? The voice might be one 
and the same.” - K. the Frog.

I put life into this now watch it grow old. 4Ever young. Are you a child? Yes. Don’t go, 
don’t leave me. 

If sad music = writing, is joy antithetical to art making? No, I’m happiest when I’m sad 
and saddest when happy.

“Round, like a circle in a spiral. Like a wheel within a wheel. Like a snowball down a 
mountain, or a carnival balloon. Like a carousel that’s turning running rings around 
the moon. Like a clock whose hands are sweeping past the minutes of its face. And 
the word is like an apple whirling silently in space. Like the circles that you find in the 
windmills of your mind.” - Legrand + Bergman 2.

Dawn breaks upon the sea. A frail vessel slips across alee. 

Creative freedom, the carrot – insignificance and misery the stick. 

So much to carry. Limping across the finish line. So much left to do. 

Weeping at your still hollow chest. 

So long old chum.
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Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening

Another melancholic reflection saved by humour. Rinse, repeat. 

“Stopping by woods on a snowy evening” - R.F. 

Boyhood, manhood, deathhood. 

Time. “Keeps on slippin’, slippin’, slippin…”

“Whose woods are these I think I know. His house is in the village though; He will not 
see me here to watch his woods fill up with snow. My little horse must think it queer to 
stop without a farmhouse near between woods and frozen lake the darkest evening of 
the year.”  - R.F.

I want to live forever / No I don’t. 

It would be good to be immortal on two conditions: 

One, to keep the body of a thirty year old. 

Two, that you continue to gain intelligence, experience and knowledge. 

Third condition, that you will not be predisposed toward depression and be able to 
recover from the endless loss of love. Second thought it would not be good to be 
immortal. I’ll let art attempt that. But art’s just a residue that the sun will one day wash 
away. Oh fuck it.

“He gives his harness bells a shake to ask if there is some mistake. The only other 
sound’s the sweep of easy wind and downy flake.” - R.F.

Carry on / Without me. 

I see it now, how time flows, through a person. First filling them with life and strength. 
Then it changes direction and begins to drain those things from them. Accepting this 
reality is the only fruit of maturity. 

Jellyfish adrift in time, equally unaware of in what we float.

Beauty is both siren and motivation to persevere. “The woods are lovely dark and 
deep,” – R.F. “But I have promises to keep.” 

The goal is to be taken for granted. Like a big stone or a body of water, something that 
is and always will be.

The only solace is to matter. And this amidst a backdrop where nothing does. 

Minds of giants bodies of ants - I’ve got a squirrel in my pants.

Near light. Where there is no smoke there still can be fire. 

Ignorance may not be bliss but it does have anesthetic properties. 

Not seeing the forest through the trees may not be so bad after all.

The why, the where, the when, and the never ending what for. 

Fyrsta. 

In consecutive thoughts one can opine both life’s brevity and it’s ceaselessness. 

Film credits. 

“And miles to go before I sleep. And miles to go before I sleep.” - R.F.
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Joke? Joke! Joke.

“Death is in every goodbye.” - A. Sexton. 

“The desire of life prolongs it.” - Byron.

“Millions long for immortality who don’t know what to do with themselves on a rainy 
Sunday afternoon.” - S. Ertz.

Ageing is the penultimate content of art. 

So cheer up, there is something far worse in store. 

Everything. 

As time moves on most everything becomes buried. 

First you’re the new guy, then you’re the establishment and then you’re forgotten. 

The best we can hope for? To be surrounded by butterflies as we rot. 

Just kidding. No I’m not. Yes I am. No I’m not. 

Nostalgia is an enemy. But sometimes it’s too wonderful to look away from – Schlock.

It’s a glimpse that grows into a stare and eventually into an obsession. It’s a thing for 
which gaining equals losing. Where advancement is disadvantageous and whining 
about it only makes it miserable. The saving grace is that the one alternative is much 
more grim. So cheer up!

The first time you see it it’s in a young person’s eyes. It envelops you quickly after that 
and it never lets go. 

The three stages of life: 

1. I’m a joke? 

2. I’m a joke! 

3. I’m a joke. 

1. Is about filling up, learning is beautiful. 

2. Is about emptying, teaching is beautiful. 

3. Is about acceptance, life is meaningless. 

Just kidding. No I’m not. Yes I am. No I’m not. Yes I am. 

My mascara is running and “I’ve got blisters on my fingers.” - G.H. 

We laughed and we cried and we laughed again. - L. Cohen

80% dummy 20% genius. 

Luckily the dummy has far less mass is indefatigable and possesses a certain charm, 
which is apparently not observable by everyone. 

In barrel approaching the falls. 

I am insane. I know it and I use it.

There is always another until there isn’t and there it will remain on the wall above. 

Death looks into life’s eyes and falls in love. Life looks into death’s eyes and sees an 
asshole in mid-life crisis.

When freedom becomes the cage and the cage becomes freedom.

And once again, why are there so many songs about rainbows and what is on the  

other side.
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Biography Sean Landers was born in 1962 in Palmer, Massachusetts, USA.              
He received a BFA in 1984 from the Philadelphia College of Art and        
an MFA from Yale University School of Art in 1986.

His first solo exhibition, “Art, Life and God,” opened in 1990 at Post-
masters in New York, where he first exhibited a semiautobiographical 
quasi-screenplay as art, along with wet terra-cotta sculptures housed in 
plastic bags. Solo exhibitions soon followed at Andrea Rosen Gallery in 
New York in 1992 and 1993, incorporating video along with terra-cotta 
sculptures and handwritten stream-of-consciousness text drawings. With 
a marked shift in materials, the next solo exhibitions were comprised 
of large-scale handwritten stream-of-consciousness oil paintings and 
cast sculptures, as seen at White Cube in London, Bruno Brunnet Fine 
Arts in Berlin, and Regen Projects Los Angeles in 1994, and in 1995 at 
Andrea Rosen Gallery in New York, as well as Galerie Jennifer Flay in 
Paris. Group exhibitions in which this type of work could be seen were “I, 
Myself and Others” at Le Magasin in Grenoble in 1992, “Backstage” at the 
Kunstverein in Hamburg and the Venice Biennale, both in 1993, “Young 
Americans” at the Saatchi Collection in London in 1996, and “Heart, 
Mind, Body, Soul: American Art in the 1990s” at the Whitney Museum of 
American Art in New York in 1997.

In 1996, Landers began to use imagery to represent the stream-of-
consciousness writing that had been his previous hallmark. Clowns in 
peril in nature, colonial revelers, and chimpanzees were most often por-
trayed and featured in shows at Rebecca Camhi Gallery in Athens, Stuart 
Regen Projects in Los Angeles, and Studio Guenzani in Milan. Landers’s 
entire “A Midnight Modern Conversation” series, painted in 1996 and 
inspired by a William Hogarth painting, was included in “Wunderbar” at 
the Kunstverein in Hamburg in 1996.

Solo exhibitions in which Magritte’s Periode Vache informed the work 
were held from 1998 to 2003 at Crown Gallery in Brussels, Taka Ishii 
Gallery in Tokyo, Andrea Rosen Gallery, Contemporary Fine Arts in Berlin, 
and greengrassi in London.

In 2004, Landers began to incorporate the written word back into his 
work until 2011’s “Around the World Alone” exhibition at Friedrich Petzel 
Gallery, in which a sailor-clown once again made an appearance, embo-
dying interior thought. Tartan-clad animal paintings from 2009 and new 
paintings of shelved books bearing highly-edited texts on their spines 

were first shown together at a solo exhibition at greengrassi in 2012. That 
same year, in a solo exhibition at Galerie Rodolphe Janssen in Brussels, 
Landers’s sailor-clown resurfaced, this time in a snow globe on a shelf in 
each library painting.

“Moby Dick (Merrilees)”, the large-scale painting commissioned for the 
2013 edition of “Unlimited” in Basel, became a new starting point for 
Landers with respect to Magritte’s Periode Vache. This painting embo-
dies Landers’s continued pursuit of artistic freedom, necessary to make 
a work of art that remains relevant throughout time. The paintings shown 
at Petzel Gallery in 2014 and Galerie Rodolphe Janssen in 2015 are direct 
descendants of this giant tartan whale.

Major survey exhibitions of Landers’s work have been presented at 
Kunsthalle Zürich (2004) and the Contemporary Art Museum St. Louis 
(2010). Monographs were published by JRP|Ringier to accompany the 
exhibitions. 

Work by the artist has been included in numerous museum group exhi-
bitions, most recently in 2015 at the Deichtorhallen Hamburg in “Picasso 
in Contemporary Art,” and at the Wexner Center for the Arts, Columbus, 
OH, in “After Picasso: 80 Contemporary Artists.” His work has also been 
seen in 2013 at the New Museum in “NYC 1993: Experimental Jet Set, 
Trash and No Star,” and at the Drawing Center in “Drawing Time, Reading 
Time,” both in New York. His work has been presented in exhibitions 
at MoMA PS1, New York; Whitney Museum of American Art, New York; 
Massachusetts Museum of Contemporary Art, North Adams; Walker Art 
Center, Minneapolis; Contemporary Arts Museum Houston; Serpen-
tine Gallery, London; Saatchi Gallery, London; and the Venice Biennale, 
Athens Biennale, and Berlin Biennale. 

His work is represented in numerous major museums as well as other 
public and private collections, including the Brooklyn Museum of Art, 
New York; Denver Art Museum; Fundación Jumex, Mexico City; Henry Art 
Gallery, Seattle; Los Angeles County Museum of Art; Sammlung Goetz, 
Munich; Sammlung Hoffmann, Berlin; Seattle Art Museum; Tate Modern, 
London; Walker Art Center, Minneapolis; Whitney Museum of American 
Art, New York.

Landers lives and works in New York City.
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