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Tressed
for success

Alice Anderson’s colossal installations made of
red hair are at once comforting, suffocating and
scarily realistic, says Alice Jones - and very
much an extension of the artist herself

oday Alice Ander-
son's long red hair
15 held back from
her face by two
thick black clips,
from which it rip-
b= chomms her bk,
almost to her waldst, An artist's hair-
style wouldn't normally menit com-
meenit, bt for Anderson hairis not just
a thems of her work, i forms the very
buildirg blocks of it. She's sent sashurn
eugrinines of it fusrbding denwn the walls
of the Foyal Opera House and wournd
it aroumd the towers of Frank Gehry's
Cinemsthecpaa Franeaise in Paris. Her
inatallations choke whole galleries
with burnished webs and plaits, fow-
ing out of the fireplaces and cascad-
ing from the windows to the street
below: Her smaller sculpiures are
mende from the same material - bob-
hins wound with tresses rather than
ithrend, ginger spiders wibs and del-
jcate human forms and nests spun
firomm hair.

For her neact three exhibitions, the
Asomr-obd artist will bind the fgade
of the Freud Musoum with ropes of
brsir; B thaee e Al Visual Arts gadlery
with s giant, 4m-high cotton reed,
wortsrd withi hair, and lend Latituds
festival-goers deep into the woods
with tangled hair trails on which
they T run across wace dolls, doppel-
ghngors of their ereator, sparting
miniatare versions of her ery mans.

Ba it should come a8 o surprisea
thet heer timy stuclio, at the end of an
eerie corridor of lock-ups on Bat-
tersen's Lavendor Hill, is il Froam
Loy b bottom, with hair. [t's not real
hnir, of course. Anderson ships it in
by the bosdoad from 5 doll factory in
Chirn, She hasd a hard e st Arst -
mng what a French/Algerian/

living in London need-
ol ldghrmlu. upan n-ubeud‘lheal.uft
and why it had te match her own
hair colour, bat they've reached an

— ‘People hate itor
they love it. Your brain
recognises something
real, but then it thinks,
‘that can't be possible’.
There's a real physical
attraction - or repulsion’

understanding now. “1t's not too e
aoff, is W7 she says, diving intoa box
headfirst to compare the synthetic
bundle toa of her owm hair,
It'sneot. [n fact, it's scarily realistic,
which provokes a visseral reactionin
viewers. “People hate it or they love
it.” smys Anderson. “"Your brain recog-
misses somizt hings renl bt then i thinks,
“Sthat can't be possible’. What | ke is
that thene isa real phyvsical altrction
-0r - It's liker muy little cape
sulea t . she at a coffes
uﬁmﬂhﬂﬂmﬁﬂh
fiar hdls. “It's like, “Oof, what is that ™

You don't koo if you want Lo touch
it or pot"

For smars, thises e no ghossy L'Onéal
locks, The hair is either tangied and
senriby unbridlid o, i her bew works,

twisted into prison bars or restrict-
ing ropes. As o material, its richin as-
sorintions, calling to mind everyons:
from Lizzie Siddal to Lonise Bour-
prois vin Rumpedstiltskin and Hapun-
zel. Anderson, inspired by Alfred
Hitcheock and David Lynch, prefers
& darker narrative: she doesn’t 5o
Her 2007 film, Blusbeard, which
showed at Tate Modern, had the
princess sporting a bloe beard and
the 'm-m“'ll;gngir!-mbch!d

domimeering mother by & cond.
“I'm kind of sgainst firy tales. The
story of a prince and a princess?
Ridieulons,” says Anderson. “For me,
it's nonsense. Cn the other hand, any-
thing todo with childhood, | use. [ use
@ bot of toye.”

Dholls are the other signature of An-
darson’s work, from an eerie death
maak of her own fce inn bl
Jjar to a film in which she torms inton



http://www.independent.co.uk/arts-entertainment/art/features/alice-anderson-tressed-for-success-2262379.html
http://www.independent.co.uk/arts-entertainment/art/features/alice-anderson-tressed-for-success-2262379.html

B’




w0 i vl foa® i
allition il Lhe
ad Musequr; i four-meet
reel woun

vkt dall. Anderson had the doll made
by a sculptor at Madame Tussauds
over two manths of sittings which
turned into an extended therapy ses-
sion. “By the end I was saying veryin-
tirraatee Ehimgs to this g 1 didn't know™
shep says, unpacking o timy 50cm clane
in & red and blue dress fivom an odd hat
beaze. *1% was bizarre, like going to the
shrink. I swear [ was ill for two wocks
and all the time this doll was taking
shape and getting strongor”
Appropriately enough, the doll is
niorw the star of her upcoming show at
thie Freud Museum. Her first solo ex-
hibition, it moves sway from the free-
flowing waterfalls of hair of previous
installations to a more controlled, and
controlling set-up. Thousands of me-
Lres o hais, twisted into ropes, will creep
over and grip the brickwork of the
Freud family home in Hampstead,
mirth Lomdon, llee paison vy, [t's the
first tirme the musoum has allowed an
artist bo use the fgade as part of an
artwork. “They probably regret it mow”
Inughs Anderson. “This i my fourth
propasal. The others were too mad to
gt permission. I'm a bit like a child.

I'm trying to push boundaries all the
time." Ina ﬁuﬂui:r at of irreverenie,
Arscleraon plans to place her soabemodel
of the howse, complite with hair creep-
ers, at the heart of the museur - right
in the middle of Sigmund Freud's
fnmous coweh.
Elsewhere, the bailding will be flled

with all manner of strange ohjects -
prone figares, fetishistically bound in
thireac, and iclers’ weba

1 spiclers
lurking in the staireells. The cenitre-
piece will be the loom belonging to
Anna Freod, the yvoungest daughter
of Lhe peychoanalvet, who lived inthe
house until she died in 1982, Perched
amongrst its bars will be a “mother™
doll, spinning out skeins of red hair to
trap a “daughter” doll into the corner

Theidea of the achibition comes, e
plains Anderson, from her childhood
biad habit of picking at threads on her
clothes and winding them arsund her
wrisd ar ather objects. “It was when |
wis alone, walting for my mother to pe-
turn, because she was constantly out
of the house,” she says. “It%s o way of
calming andety. Time is more bearalie
il you're dodng it." As her nerves wors-
ened, Ancerson began to play with her
orws hesir i the arme way, The 4dm-high
hobebin, wound with glossy red hair,
which fills n rocm at the newly opened
ANA gallery in King's Cross, refers to
the samie absent-mother rtual.

Mothers - absent or otherwise -
hawve been a constant of Anderson’s
work ever sinoe bor first filrm, Ma Mare,
i quirky series of 20 mini-arguments
between mother and daughter (both
played by Anderson). Born in London
to a French/Algerian mother and an
Eﬁilﬁhhﬂu-r-ﬁwudmmﬂu.-in}rn
itestl the: heair - Anderson returned to
France aged three when her parents

separated. For years, according to the
artist, she was larbidden to talk about
her father or even to speak English,
When she was just 14 vears ald, her
mother sent her o wark ns an au palr
in Mew York Incapable of looking after
children and unable to speak the kan-
punge, Anderson bigan to experiesent
with painting and photography in-
stead. "It was quite o wild time, as you
can imagine,” she snys. Back in Paris,
she met an artist who allowed berto
sif in om her art dlasses ot the Loavree
and who sventually persusded ber fo
apply tothe Eeole des Beaux Arts She
had no qualifications, but wns never-
theless chosen by Christian Boltans-
ki for supervision and i five years
working in his studbo. There she left
behind the “trashy, violent" domestic
paintings of ber adolescence, disco-
ered film and found a rew, artistic fam-
ik, defining her ouwn style against that
of Joseph Beuys, Eva Hesse, Annotte
Messager and Boltanski. In 2002, she
enrolled on a post diploma at Gaold-
smiths, “When [ arrived [ couldn't
sponk any English,” sho recalis, “Tt was
Juest & weay of petting back o London.
I wanted to go back.”
constantby referenced in An-

derson’s work, her parents keep their
distanes firom it “My father is not in-
terested. He's a sciendist,” she shirugs.
My mother is awnre of ny work but
shie dossn't come to sew i IFT sent her
the catalogue, she wouldn't even ook
ot it. She doesn’t want (o enter into it
I think she took it a3 & betraval when |
decided to go back to London.™

It a rich back story for any nrtist,
bt Anderson rejects “easy” autolbdo-
graphical or psychoanalytical read-
s of her weorde, “ T b ey i rea-
terial” she explains. “Thers are anto-
hiographical elements, of courss, bt
it’s 21 hit more sophisticated and multi-
layered than that. I'm getting to the
stage whisre [ can sea how an autobi-
agraphy can be fictional. Recollection
is & creative process” From her play-
ful-meets-sinister dolls to her hair in-
stallations - st onee comforting cocoon
andd suffocating web - theres more to
Anderson’s work than moeets the eve
“We've all goi memaories, What's inter-
esting ls whisn you start to mabe some-
thing with them,” she says. “Anyvone
can just tell vou their story”
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