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INSIDER

AGATHE SNOW

HARD ATWORK AND PLAY WITH THE

RISING QUEEN OF THE NEW YORK ART SCENE

In London’'s Fortescue Avenue gallery, Agathe Snow is sitting on the floor surrounded
by cloth and foam stuffing. Fervently restless, constantly making things, and darting
between rooms, she exudes a palpable nervous energy. “I take up a lot of space,” she
laughs. “I'm the kind of person that comes into a room and fills it.”
Snow makes art that could only have come out of the chaos of the Lower East Side
messy, cluttered, overwhelming and vibrant, it's almost as if she condenses the kinetic
energy of Mew York. Hers is the latest name to make it big amongst the Big Apple's tribe
of young hedaonists — her (soon to be ex) husband Dash Snow, and friends Dan Calen,
Ryan McGinley, and Nate Lowman all cross the line between high art and street hustle.
After all, each of them were known faces long before they even started making anything
here is where life, hype and art all begin to blur.
Snow's work grew out of performances including “renegade restaurants”, ritualistic art
processions, and gruelling dance marathons... she once peeled onions for 24 hours solid.
“It was all about getting your body to exhaustion, to the point when you just can't think
anymore,” she explains. “You're beyond the machine - | love that. | think when you're in
a safe environment, it's an amazingly liberating feeling.”
While her friends started becoming seriously big art news, she held off from creating
commercially viable work. Then, when she was encouraged to create some pieces for
a show at Basel, she panicked. “| didn't really know what | was saying,"” she admits.
“As long as | was doing performance or cooking on the streets, it was okay - | was
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used to facing the world as me. My little things going on in somecne's living room..*
She stopped making work completely for three years — until March 2007, to be pracises
“I wasn't ready,” she says. “They were ready. Sometimes | would get these moments of
super-jealousy - "Why are they in all the magazines and I'm not? But | had to be ready

| had to be sure that the content was good.” Her first solo show was at ex-Deitch Projects
director James Fuentes's gallery in Chinatown in New York - it was based around the
narrative of a Manhattan destroyed by flood where nothing was left but whalebones and
floating debris. It was like some twisted vision of Noah's Ark.

Things have speeded up for Snow over the last eight months. She was invited to take par
in the Whitney Biennale — a serious coup for a young artist. Her show at Peres Projects i}
Berlin blew up -/ Don't Know But f've Been Told, Eskimo Pussy is Mighty Cold included®
giant concrete monsters embedded with flashing disco lights and tape decks blasting ou !
industrial techno. “It was the revenge of nature, but it's not even revenge or destruction,® l
she observes. “Nature’s such a rebel, a renegade. Nature's going to do whatever the fuckS
it wants to do." |
As well as using found materials, Snow uses found people. She finds kids - largely from
outside the art world - to help make her work, like some crazy, creative pied pipet. The
same thing applied to her NYC art friends ("beautiful geniuses”, she calls them) -/ kind
of found them all. | was the shepherd.” She talks excitedly about the creative influence
they all have on each other - using the same materials, bouncing ideas between each |
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