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Grant Lingard

How do you make a person ‘look’? 
Look and not merely go through 
the motions of looking. How do you 
make a person want to look? To 
want to take part in a dialogue with 
an artwork. If like me an artist is not 
content to simply get the horse to 
water, then ways have to be found to 
make it ‘want’ to drink.
   Within my work a starting point in 
achieving this is the use of the familiar. 
Those objects so associated with our 
daily routines (a place for everything 
and everything in its place) they 
become noticed, Seen, only when out 

of place or context. By disrupting the 
accepted order or place of an object, 
by stripping it of its domestic function 
and placing it within a position of 
contemplation, I hope to break down 
rigid assumptions and beliefs. To ask 
the viewer to forget preconceived 
notions, to put away ideas of value of 
the Masterpiece and the Master-Artist; 
and simply look and question. To take 
part in a dialogue with a work of art…

Grant Lingard
Artist Statement
Here and Now exhibition catalogue 
McDougal Art Annex, 1988



Grant Lingard

Untitled
1985
Collection of Julian Holcroft



Night Moth
1988
Collection of Simon Morris

Grant Lingard



Grant Lingard

Babble On
1988
Collection of Graham McFellin



Damned if you do, damned if you don’t
1989
Collection of John Hurrell

Grant Lingard



Battle of Wits
1989
Collection of Julia Morison

Grant Lingard



Grant Lingard

Running Hot, Running Cold
1988
Collection of Grant & Bronwyn Takle



Like Father Like Son
1989
Collection of Richard Reddaway

Grant Lingard



Grant Lingard

Drought
1992 (2021)
Wood, glass, plaster
Collection of and restored by Teri Johnson



Grant Lingard

Poster
1994



Bronwyn Takle

This work is stimulated by my memory of 
a stencilled image of belts on timber from 
a show ‘Incident in the Park’ at Jonathan 
Smart Gallery titled Fellow ship.

Dual Duel
2021
Mixed media
500 x 400 x 100 mm

Grant Lingard
Fellow ship
1988
Spray stencil on wood



Diane Miller

The first time I saw Grant he was 
standing alone, waiting at a bus 
stop by Hagley Park. I’d recently 
come from Nelson to start art school 
at Canterbury. Grant was wearing 
black and holding a book on African 
art with the large title ‘Primitivism’. 
I never mentioned this to Grant 
later, when we became friends but it 
remains a strong image for me.
   Grant was the hub around which 
a lot of friendships turned, his death 
has been a tragic loss and he will 
always be missed.

Age of Consent
2021
Gesso on paper 
300 x 300 mm



By mid-1985 Grant was still flying 
high from the success of ‘Skeletons’, 
his first solo exhibition and had
promptly booked the large space at 
CSA gallery. 
   He only wanted to show a 
group of minimal all over black 
charcoal drawings. They were very 
conceptual, mysterious and formed a 
strongly cohesive group of work.

Gary Freemantle

Ghost
2002 
Velvet
400 x 300 mm

   He invited me to show in the 
other half of the huge space. We 
designed an invite together. 
   I showed a jumble of charcoal 
drawings as well as figurative 
sculptures. 
   My velvet painting, Ghost,  
refers (not deliberately) to 
Grant’s drawings.



Gina Ferguson

I used to see Grant L, Grant T and 
Julian cutting across the lawn in 
the quad between the FA library, 
the painting studio and the toilets 
(or shooting off to the small café 
beneath the library) dressed in 
characteristic dark clothing and 
boots. I was shy (and a little scared) 
of these older students. But the 
parties and the music cut through 
the ice. 
   I have always admired, been 
touched and inspired by, the use 
of materials and related tactile 
sensibility in Grants work - informing 
both my teaching and sculptural 
practice. 
   The inherent bravery alongside 
concerns surrounding illness, touch, 

the body and abjection continue 
to resonate with me. Through 
the performative, the transfer of 
DNA, disease and dis-ease can 
be considered. The uncertainty 
engendered through this exchange 
is manifest in the familiar and 
responsive moment: the process 
of breathing, sweating, cleaning, 
washing, soaking, soaping, rinsing, 
drying, sharing, touching, caring, 
nursing, holding close and sleeping. 
The work is an amalgam of this, 
haptic in form; Cleanliness is Next 
to Godliness recalls the past and 
contemplates the present. 

Cleanliness is Next to Godliness
2021
Soap, water, stainless steel (bowl), wool (felted army 
blankets), card, cotton (sheets, pillow cases, 60 face 
cloths), thread (embroidery)
Size variable



Cleanliness is Next to Godliness
Detail

Gina Ferguson



Graham McFellin

He Men
2021
Photographic paper
297 x 420 mm

This image is a photograph made 
using action figures Grant had 
collected in Australia that came to 
me after his death.



Grant Takle

I first met Grant as a contemporary 
at Ilam art school; he was a good 
friend and flatmate. He loved life, 
friends, family and of course Peter. 
Grant had a mischievous nature and 
shamelessly teased those around 
him and always in his inimitable 
way. He sifted all things art related, 
drawing inspiration from his own 
experiences and everyday materials, 
combining that with a shamanistic 
ability that imbued his works with life 
and conceptual relevance.
   This work is in response to a set 
of tribal inspired dolls Grant gave 
Bronwyn and me when he left 

Bearer
2021
Timber, string, nails & enamel paint
960 x 380 x 150 mm

Grant Lingard: painted wooden fetish dolls 
Untitled (never exhibited) c.1984/5

permanently for Sydney to live with 
Peter Lanini. Grant made a number 
of sets of these varied doll works 
that encompassed, fetish, bondage, 
gay, and pop culture.
   I use a silver coloured paint in 
my work so have produced a fetish 
covered in this colour 25 years 
on from Grant's death. Within 
our collective living memories the 
profound humanity and respect of 
Grant Lingard as an artist and friend 
lives on.
  This “Silver Jubilee” is a cathartic 
release of emotion, pain, loss and 
joy in having known Grant.



Jeremiah Boniface

I never met Grant, but learned of his 
caring and committed personality 
through what others had said or 
written about him, and diving deep 
into the AAG archives which hold his 
letters, journals and dream diaries.
   The work Box of Birds (1987), 
though never exhibited, filled an 
important part of Grant’s narrative, 
as it was the first work he used to 
talk about HIV. It also proved to be 
the most elusive for me, and getting 
a decent, publishable copy of it 
stopped two articles from being 
published. 

Card
2021
Digital print 
148 x 210 mm

   Two months ago, a high-
resolution version of it finally made 
its way to my inbox, perfectly timed 
for this show.
   This postcard illustrates the 
mystery of that journey, and 
functions as postcards often have…
as a form of communication. What’s 
communicated here is access to a 
website dedicated to Grant’s work, 
that illustrates the complexity and 
depth of his short career and seeks 
to open the door to further research 
and understanding. 
grantlingard.wordpress.com
   



Jessica Douglas

Grant gave me these magazines in 
1989 when he left Christchurch for 
Auckland/Sydney.
   The plastic box is from an 
unfinished work started in 2007, 
titled Replace, which drew on the 
analogy of a cells’ permeable wall 
as a metaphor for the boundary 
between us; a boundary which 
both utterly separates us and 
simultaneously allows for connection 
and transference. This analogy is 
played out in the transparency of the 
walls of the plastic box.
   The two separate components in 
How Fur Can You Go have travelled 

How Fur Can You Go
2021
Plastic box and 9 vintage fashion magazines 
(Queen, Harpers Bazaar and Vogue)
400 x 400 x 400 mm

through time, waiting for me to 
arrive at this particular moment. 
A moment when I have been 
reflecting on Grant’s work and life 
and how it is connected/connects 
with mine. To a point where I have 
been drawn into it, fully immersed in 
Grants work and memories of Grant 
the artist and Grant the friend.  
   Grant’s work brings me/us to a 
place where seeing and feeling are 
indistinguishable, to where mind 
and body become one.



Jessica Douglas

My practice has developed from 
an interest in the duality of binary 
relationships, such as self and 
other, and the use of the cell’s 
semi-permeable membrane as an 
analogy; by allowing fluids to pass 
through it in both directions, it allows 
transference, seepage and flow 
between bounded entities. 
   With the advent of Covid I have 
begun to think about the idea of 
gloves and their relationship to 
touching and transmission.
   In this work I have used debutante 
‘princess gloves’ to make reference 
to (amongst other things) Grant’s love 
of fashion (see my work How Fur 

Handrail / Touching tips 
2021
Gloves and metal towel rail
880 x 630 mm

Can You Go). I have sewn the tips of 
the gloves together to permanently 
join them. This work harks back to 
my plastic woven work Loveseat 
2004 and Dreadlock 2004, which 
link two square woven ‘cells’ in an 
interdependent relationship. 
   In this work, rather than being 
placed side-by-side (as the plastic 
works are) the gloves at the top are 
reaching for and pulling up the ones 
at the bottom, which start to turn into 
glimpses of people. This work also 
references a series of early works of 
Grant’s I saw at his studio of rubber 
dishwashing gloves and brushes that 
formed caricature-like faces.



Julian Holcroft

Three Flags is based on three 
interconnected works.
   A self portrait from 1989 in 
Melbourne Australia in front of a 
Grant Lingard Triptych constructed 
from galvanised tin. 
   The colour and shape of my 
response to this work also references 
Grants white Flag works. I am 
interested in the way Grant’s flags 
have aged over time and the further 
processes of reconfiguration and 
redisplay by Grant himself and 
others into other works in different 
institutional settings. 
   As a base for the works I have 
chosen three monochrome Agfa 
colour prints taken by Grant and 

Three Flags 
2021
Three Agfacolour monochrome prints, Epoxy Resin, 
Talcum Powder, Vaseline, Black and White oil colour, 
plywood shelf
140 x 90 mm (each)

myself of the interior of a share flat 
in Christchurch. This was part of 
The Home Project, a collaborative 
assignment set by design lecturer 
Max Hailstone at Ilam School of 
Fine Art in 1982. The underlying 
images contain New Zealand and 
British flags, trophies of male 
bravado and conquest which are 
genealogical ancestors to Grant’s 
work Flag and Boots from 1994, a 
work of binary opposites containing 
the DNA of nationalist, symbolic 
and masculine tropes of allegiance 
to flags and boots which Grant 
playfully yet purposefully subverts 
and deconstructs.



Julian Holcroft

6 Monochrome Paste-Ups, HP PVC-free wall paper 
290 X 420 mm each



Michael Armstrong

Grant, Graham and I shared a studio 
at the Wises [Old] Mill Building in 
Addington, from sometime later in 
1985 or 1986. Graham introduced 
me to Grant. I came in as the third 
for the rental of what had been Don 
Peebles’s studio in the loft space of 
the Mill. The Mill was owned by Clive 
Brooker, partner of Bruce Robinson 
who was the exhibitions officer at the 
Robert McDougall Art Gallery. I had 
rented a studio there for some years 
already.
   Grant moved out of that rather hot, 
tight space and into an abandoned 
and much larger space in the eastern 
side of the building, on the second 
floor, I think. He was expanding his 

ideas at that stage, employing found 
objects and junk: rubber gloves, 
dunnage, leftover house paints, the 
plastic roses. 
   Later, he left the Mill building 
altogether. His space had been 
invaded by Satanists at one point, 
and they had altered some of his 
works, stapling down the fingers 
on the gloves’ two middle fingers 
to form devils’ heads signs, amidst 
other things. 
   The first show of Grant’s I 
remember was at the John Paul 
Gallery in Victoria Street, upstairs in 
a very old building near the corner 
with Peterborough. He showed 
The Vessel Cocked, The Vessel 

Uncocked there, set facing each 
other on opposite walls. I found the 
Vessel works in his rubbish pile, and 
The Vessel Cocked is now in the 
collection of the Aigantighe. I bought 
a black drawing, a self-portrait with 
his distinctive features in charcoal 
from a later show.
   Grant was a conceptual artist. The 
meanings were clean and precise, 
and his works were humorous, lively 
and challenging. I remember that 
we would have cups of tea in the 
studio and talk about fairly ordinary 
things. He had never left the West 
Coast before coming to Art School 
in Christchurch. One day he told 

me that he had just realized that 
the hills, the Port Hills, were there; 
he just wasn’t into landscapes, 
either as something worth noting 
particularly or as a genre. The last 
time I saw him he was preparing 
Swan Song. 
 



2020
drawings from the Regarding the Selfie Series
297 x 420 mm each

Michael Armstrong



Paul Dew

2021
Nude Ascending Staircase
Plywood, screws, paint, wire.
420 x 270 x 40 mm

Grant and I exchanged a life drawing 
at the end of art school. So my 
work here is a translation of his 
loosely painted yellow nude into 
constructed relief. The drawing 
was one of a group of four similar 
works which Grant showed in a 
graduate exhibition at the Great Hall, 
Christchurch Arts Centre in 1984. 

Life drawing by Grant.

Grant and I shared a number of art 
school friends in common and we 
showed together in the Arts Center 
Great Hall and then together again 
at the James Paul Gallery in the mid-
80s. Grant was one of three out of 
a circle of friends who seperatly lost 
their lives at a young age after our 
time at art school.



Paul Rayner

I am responding to a poster Grant 
originally designed for the ‘Tales 
Untold’ exhibition in Christchurch 
featuring two pairs of Jockey 
Y-fronts. I have reimagined them as 
a promo campaign for the men's 
underwear section of Christchurch 
department store, Ballantynes.

Jockeys (diptych)
2021
acrylic on paper



Richard Reddaway

Grant was there back in my first 
years of art school, the early 80s, 
hanging out with Julian, Teri and 
Grant looking tough and punk. This 
was magic to the nice, middle-class 
boy I was. But Grant wasn’t cool 
and he was never intimidating and 
later on he took his dull, straight, 
lonely friend dancing. So, he was a 
good friend. And he had the most 
interesting interests of anyone 
I’ve ever met: for someone whose 
favourite record was True Love by 
the Scavengers, his music collection 
was incredibly eclectic. We danced 
to the Bay City Rollers, Donna 
Summer and Gary Newman, and 
when I finally bought a record player 

I Feel Love / I Fell
2021
Cardboard, acrylic paint and audio components
Variable dimensions

he told me to find Dione Warwick. 
Don’t Make Me Over is the song 
I think of when I think of Grant. 
TRUE LOVE has left me wondering 
at Grant’s artistic legacy, and 
what he has given me. I admire 
his love of the vernacular: there’s 
the music, obviously, but also his 
collection of things found on op-
shops and dug out of the ground; 
his State House Yellow and punky 
West-Coast versions of German 
neo-Expressionism. He was a real 
working-class hero. And his work 
expresses this, it is political, for its 
formal roughness, in brave, clever 
and complex ways. As, I think, the 
best is.



Ruth Watson

Grant and I had some mutual 
friends and while I wasn’t part of his 
inner circle in Christchurch days, I 
saw him more when he moved to 
Sydney. I would catch up on visits 
so got in touch when I arrived there 
from Berlin, to live. I spoke with him 
without realising he was unwell then, 
suddenly, was at a funeral and wake. 
This was followed by a collective 
effort to mount his last exhibition, 
Swan song (also the name of the 
major artwork). My heart breaks that 
the state of medicine at that time took 
him from us. And I think of the art he 
would have made.
   Grant’s artwork Bench Talk stuck in 
my mind, something to do with the 
combination of minimalism (simple 
elements simply arranged) and its 

Key chains and snow storms
2021

relation to the everyday (the source, 
an old green public bench, was 
undisguised). It reminded me of that 
final work, Swan song. So I went to a 
demolition yard to see if any related 
structure suggested itself; something 
that could be amended while retaining 
aspects of its original life, plus 
capable of going in other directions. 
A derelict wooden ladder came home 
with me. I’m currently using lots of 
souvenirs and these suggested a 
next step, since this wasn’t about 
attempting a version of Grant’s work. 
Then I saw another series, much 
more maximalist – Damned If You Do/
Damned If You Don’t is one example 
– replete with fake fur and hanging 
keychains, and started work.



Sandra Bushby

Sharing tea and biscuits with you. 
Grant lived in the Christchurch 
Clifford flat in front of where I lived 
at 15 Kilmore st, no longer—He 
would often sit at his dining table 
calling out the window as I walked 
or cycled past, “come up for a cup 
of tea.” I never refused. Talking with 
Grant was always fascinating. He to 
me, was a real person; earthy, witty, 
animal loving— his love of material 
and verbal metaphors’ including 
colour in found things resonates with 
my own art practice. 
   My painting Look Look Moon 
Moon references the title of Grant’s 
artwork Full Moon. Inspired by 
Grant’s playful use of titles to 
convey conceptual meaning, my 
painting Look Look Moon Moon 
disassembles painting elements 
into their various components and 

Look Look Moon Moon 
2021
Oil on linen, including a metal object from The Five Hairy 
Stars exhibition in the Great Hall. Christchurch 1985.
500 x 450 x 10 mm

subjects visual language to the 
transparency of verbal signs. 
Pictorial space and gestural brush 
marks become a vehicle for poetic 
language expressing the concept 
of looking at the painting which 
requires listening to the painting. 
The visual-tactile materiality of 
the pictorial sign performs as 
linguistic communication however, 
the difference is during translation 
something is uncovered and a new 
layer of meaning is witnessed. 
   It was Grant who first 
introduced me to Derek Jarman’s 
understanding of symbolism in 
colour. Yellow, in my painting, not 
only references State House Yellow 
by Grant Lingard, it also points to 
‘Perils of yellow’ from Croma by 
Derek Jarman. 

‘A sage in orange robes tells him 
that yellow orange is the brightest 
colour, a deep yellow that is the 
medicine against the livid asid 
yellow of illness.’
The Perils of yellow from Croma by 
Derek Jarman 



Sandra Bushby

Collections 
2021
Materials: natural sponge, yellow ink, buttons, 
pearl and steel pins, dead butterflies, glass, 
metal and wood.

This assemblage of mixed materials 
I have titled Collections directly 
references Grants’s butterfly work 
and more implicitly Full Moon. I 
have arranged everyday materials 
such as lunar round tea bags, yellow 
buttons and pearlly moon pins 
inside glass preserving jars placed 
on a wooden stool. I have selected 
everyday materials contemplating 
and imagining a Full Moon. 



Sara (Cave) Ayad

Galanthus Lingard
2021
Audio

When I was invited to take part in 
this memorial for Grant Lingard, 
my first thought was–But I'm so 
far away. I knew Grant at Ilam 
and those days feel distant–both 
chronologically and geographically. 
Still, my instinctive response was 
to sit and write. The words came 
quickly and naturally: shaping 
isolated recollections of Grant as 
I knew him, disconnected, rather 
dream-like apparitions, some of 
which had lain dormant for years. 
And I’ve found it fascinating to watch 
myself, and the others too, examine 

I recall the day I first saw Grant. I was 
in the new days of art school, and he was 
close friends withJulian Holcroft, whom I’d 
recently met as part of our year’s intake.

Grant, at that moment I met him, was a shock 
of black hair, and it was a shock, against 
his fine lupinefeatures, almond eyes, pale 
skin. When I was a child of nine or ten I 
had, in my girlish daydreams,repeatedly 
doodled pictures of my imaginary Ideal, 
who was a student at the Sorbonne with 
beret, fly-away scarf and collar turned up 
against a bitter wind (though I was then 
living in tropical heat it was often winter 
in my imagination). A five-o’clock stubble 
invariably grazed his cheeks, which made 
him all the more ‘animal’. When he spoke (my 
imaginary counterpart) he did so rarely, and 
then, pent-up, through gritted teeth. (I 
really was a very silly child.)

Click to read Sara’s text

our responses to this man, this artist, 
our friend. 
   Some years back I had a dream 
in which I was line-dancing, and 
every person I'd ever known (many 
of whom in waking life I'd clean 
forgotten) appeared, heeled boots 
'n' all, down that line. This memorial, 
likewise, is a joyous thing. Grant’s 
gone, long ago, to the big blank 
canvas in the sky. But distance is 
relative, and emotionally, it's clear, 
his impact has not been lost on us; 
to each, in our different ways, he 
remains close still.



Seraphine Pick

I meet Grant through Richard and 
Grant Takle, dancing, partying and 
him D-Jaying with them. 
   He had a presence, with such great 
sense of style and a lust for music 
that got us dancing all night.
   I loved his way of constructing 
found materials and his amazing 
sensibility to put things together in 
such meaningful and direct ways in 
which to communicate his world with 
humour, elegance and raw beauty. 
   I remember seeing his work at the 
Old Mill, where latter on I too had a 
studio. 

Waxing and Waning 
2021
Oil string nails on wood (re-used work of mine 
from 1988-9) Plastic nylon and sunlight soap.
226 x 960 mm

   It was exciting and inspiring to see 
his first shows at the Jonathan Smart 
Gallery. Such a brave challenging 
young artist to see when I was just 
beginning art school. I look back 
now and realise what a privilege it 
was to have witnessed.
   Honest upfront and real. 
   His conversations were always 
deeply interesting, humorous, honest 
upfront and real. He was a truly a 
great human being.



Portrait 
2021
Oil on linen 
335 x 255 mm

Seraphine Pick



Untitled 
1988-89
Oil and oil stick on beer crate wood 
226.5 x 225 mm 
Shown in first solo show ‘Almost but not quite’  
CSA Gallery Christchurch 1989 

Seraphine Pick



Simon Morris

Night Moth is an wooden 
construction made with cheeky and 
revealing humour from perhaps an 
old lemonade crate. It looks like the 
moth’s face, absorbing light from an 
evening street lamp, attracted to, 
and gazing at the events in sight. 
Grant told me the work hung high in 
the exhibition ‘Incident in The Park’ 
looking at the works below. Grant 
and I flatted together for a couple of 
years at art school, living at Steward 
Street behind Hagley High School 
with another friend Andy in a old 
railway cottage on the margins of 
the developing small industrial and 
commercial neighbourhood. The 
area was in transition and we spent 
evenings and weekends wandering 

Day Moth
2021
Arcylic paint, timber and light
450 x 450mm

and scavenging for materials, 
sometimes digging for bottles, a 
favorite pass-time of Grant’s from 
his early years growing up in Black 
Ball. The house was a wreck but 
cheap and we enjoyed caring for 
it, collecting, cooking and playing 
music. I’d never heard The Birthday 
Party before.
   Enjoying the many sides of Grant’s 
company, Teri and Grant came 
visiting Nicola and myself around 
1994 just after our two daughters 
were born, everyones’ lives had 
moved on so much and I remember 
the pleasure Grant took in walking 
with us all. ‘Day Moth’ is a painting, 
it also enjoys the light, reflecting 
whatever is present.



Teri Johnson

Grant was a very dear friend to me, 
and he gave me ‘If the shoe fits’, 
one of his framed stamp works. 
Grant was aware of my obsession 
with shoes and his last comment 
to me was “When you’re trying on 
shoes, think about the people who 
can’t anymore.” He accepted me 
as a fashion designer, not quite the 
art school dream but the one that 
worked for me. He came to one of 
my ‘Corbans Collection’ fashion 

Dress made of undies
Presented on a mannequin

shows and visited me in Auckland 
many times. Both myself and my 
mother were involved in helping with 
his underpants works, Mum made 
the bedspread and tablecloth for 
‘Tales Untold’. 
   I felt an ‘underpants dress’ in the 
style of the 60’s that Grant loved 
would be a fitting tribute. Perhaps a 
dress that even though it fits, should 
you wear it?



Terry Urbahn

I had work with Grant and others 
at the James Paul Gallery in 1985. 
I have vague memories of Grant 
clearing the dance floor at the 
small upstairs disco space (Zetland 
Hotel, 88 Cashel Street?) with his 
windmill arm swinging pogo dance 
style. I also stood side stage with 
him at the Violent Femmes concert 
(Hillsborough Tavern, 1984?). Asking 
him after the gig what he thought, his 
response was something like, “Shit...
too American!” 

Bones
2021
Photograph and found objects



Trevor Fry

Grant and I worked together on 
a number of gay shows. Grant 
especially liked my porno collage 
blow-up Little Miss Tease, and we 
used it in “Vaseline” at Firstdraft 
in Sydney and “Breathless” at 
Teststrip. The latter included his 
cock table Drought, paintings by 
Paul Rayner and other works. Since 
Teri is putting Drought in this show 
I thought it would be interesting 
to revisit that moment of strange 
sexual frisson and juxtapose them 
here again. Grant said I would rather 

Little Miss Tease
c.1994
1680 x 1200 mm

Ouch
c.1994
1680 x 1200 mm

be loathed than loved. Maybe he 
was right since my intention was 
to taunt mainstream prejudice with 
provocations and that always risked 
a negative reception. This attitude 
had curatorial possibilities though, 
Little Miss Tease’s extremism was 
a foil to his poetic sculptures and 
Paul’s Madonna and dog paintings. 
Together our work represented 
diverse and interconnected 
responses to the body, trauma and 
queerness in a time of great suffering 
for our community.
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2021


