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Que Sera, Sera 
(Whatever Will be, Will be)

by SEAN LYNCH

For Fugitive Papers I’m presenting a collection of documents from 
my personal archive, each accompanied with a commentary 
and contextual note. My selection consists of newspaper pages, 

documentary photographs and found images. Each of these choices detail 
objects and moments that have occurred as public actions or events in 
Ireland. It is also possible to consider that each document and its associative 
and explanatory text also functions within the perceived parameters and 
grammar of contemporary art-making and its reception. 

While I use text in my artistic practice for several years now, I’ve always 
distanced myself from the nuances of art writing. �is, coupled with the 
fact that I haven’t yet seen other contributor’s texts in this �rst issue, makes 
me somewhat unsure about how the material I’m publishing here might 
‘�t’ into any consensus or con�ictual scenario involving art criticism in the 
country right now.  Despite this somewhat hermetic position, I do under-
stand that the framing devices of art criticism, by their very nature, always 
suggest that art cannot be purely experienced. While the role of this media-
tion, played out through the fashion of the day, or the discursive nature of 
its community are omnipresent issues, I’m interested in how this selection 
and its discursive complexities might challenge the idea of ‘now’ in a local-
ised art criticism. Much of the material alludes to how isolated threads of 
history have been, and continue to be, recontextualised for cultural pro-
duction. Various modes of translation, displacement and transposition are 
evident in each of the seven examples here, which I hope have use-value as 
precedents, touchstones and reference points for further investigation and 
research. 

1.On the 5th March 2008, �e Irish Daily Mirror details a stack of 
bricks, covertly removed from the ground and neatly piled on top of 

each other, at the centre of a roundabout in Wexford town. �e structure 
existed for a few hours on a Saturday night through to Sunday morning, 
and was photographed by an unnamed local man. An accompanying 
editorial recognised and endorsed it as being an unusual piece of public art. 

While the story did not feature in the UK edition of the same day, the 
report suggests an editorial shift in the Mirror’s stance on the use of bricks 
in art. On 16 February 1976 the paper famously led with the headline: 
WHAT A LOAD OF RUBBISH, reacting angrily to the Tate Gallery 
spending taxpayer’s money and purchasing Carl Andre’s sculpture Equiva-
lent VIII for their collection. �e artwork consisted of 120 bricks arranged 
in a rectangle. On the same day, London’s Evening Post interviewed several 
bricklayers on the matter.

2&3. Interview with Danny McCarthy, 7 February 2011

Sean Lynch: I became aware of an artwork entitled One-Hundred Bottles for 
James Joyce which you began in 1982 by throwing a hundred whiskey bot-
tles from O’Connell Bridge into the Li�ey. Subsequently, whoever found a 
bottle was asked to post a note inside, back to you..?

Danny McCarthy: I love the idea of using the river as a source for the 
piece and an initial inspiration was something that Joyce said, that Ulysses 
would keep the professors busy for centuries.  I wanted a piece that would 
be never-ending as such, because I’ve never expected to get one hundred 
replies back to the hundred bottles. Each bottle had a little note inside 
asking whoever found it to write back to me – care of Triskel Arts Centre 
Cork, and just say where they found it and give their name.  I got replies 
very, very quickly after it happened, obviously from around Dublin Bay, 



FUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERS

                         SPRING  2012      9

2.

3.

then one came from Howth, and eventually about six months later I got 
one from Wales.

Lynch:  You’ve always considered the notion of continuity, how this art-
work stretches over time and will continue to stretch over time.  So far 
you’ve got eight replies, but the work is still not � nished.

McCarthy:  Exactly, I mean that’s the whole idea with the work is that it’s 
ongoing. � ose bottles are out there somewhere � oating around, hopefully, 
or some of them will be still in existence anyway. 

4.� is photograph details stonemasonry on 28 Angelsea Street in 
Dublin.  � e building was constructed in the 1866, and throughout 

the facade the stonemason’s skill of vermiculation is evident. Irregular holes 
have been carved into architraves around windows and doors, intended to 
resemble a process of worms eating their way through the building until 
it collapses into rubble.  While there are many examples of vermiculation 
in Ireland, and on buildings such as the Louvre in Paris, this rendering 
on Angelsea Street is particularly curious. Its styling is less apparent than 
other impressions of worm tracts on quoins and ground � oor masonry 
throughout Dublin, but can be clearly linked formally to this idiom. 
Moreover, the mason’s entropic and symbolic digression – that all that is 
built is bound to sometime fall into ruin – might be viewed in light of the 
building’s current tenants, the Irish Stock Exchange. 

5.Another example of a transformational materiality of architecture 
can be seen in this architectural model of the Campanile in Trinity 

College. While the structure was built by Charles Lanyon in 1854, the 
subsequent model converted the Portland stone belfry and granite arcade 
into an accomplished shape rendered in butter. � e image was found 
by Eddie McParland, once a professor of architectural history at Trinity 
College. He cannot remember where or when the image was sourced and 
jovially noted in a 2003 text that the present whereabouts of the model are 
unknown.

4.

5.
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6.A steel sculpture by Richard Serra was installed on Crane Street in 1984, as a commission 
for that year’s Rosc exhibition. �e work, still visible today, consists of a series of chevron-

like metal shapes indented into the cobblestones of the street in the midst of the sprawling 
Guinness brewery complex. Hundreds, maybe thousands of cars drive over the sculpture each 
day, as the street is used as a short cut for motorists to get from �e Liberties onto �omas Street. 
�e title of the work, Sean’s Spiral, is named after structural engineer Sean Mulcahy’s involvement 
in the project, a �rm friend with Serra to this day.

Serra’s original idea for the site consisted of two steel circles, sixteen feet in diameter, placed 
into the road’s surface. Corporation workers were employed to close the street, dig out founda-
tions, lay a cement bed and place the sculpture, with Serra supervising the install. �e scene was 
captured by cartoonist Martin Turner in �e Irish Times of 7th  July 1984, featuring two work-
men and city manager Frank Feely all onsite. Evocative puns were made of the Irish economy, 
Serra’s surname and a correlation between his artistic genre as a Minimalist sculptor and the daily 
e�orts of a Dublin Corporation employee.

�e chorus of the cartoon,  CHE SERRA SERRA…, alludes to 1950s popular song Que Sera, 
Sera (Whatever Will be, Will be) pre-empted the eventual result of Serra’s endeavour, as di�culties 
arose with the fabrication of the piece. Serra was quoted:

What was very disheartening here is that I had an idea for making a circular piece in the street… a circle within a 
circle with a conjunction which I hadn’t done before. �e people told me that they could build that, that with an 
8” �ange they could bend the steel into a circle. As it turned out, after telling me for a week that they could do it and 
ordering the material they couldn’t do it. I was �t to be tied! I had a 160-foot of material and they couldn’t bend 
it. I had the street open with people waiting for me to do something and about a day and a half to come up with 
an answer…. I’m not going to know until the piece is actually embedded in the ground in the cobblestone there .1

6.



FUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERSFUGITIVE      PAPERS

                         SPRING  2012     11

7.Pat McAuli� e lived and worked in Listowel, County Kerry from 1846 
to 1921. In a career as a builder he applied exterior plaster, or stucco, 

upon shopfronts and townhouse facades in the region. Over thirty examples 
can still be seen today. From the 1870s onwards he began to develop an 
ambitious and often exuberant style, using a broad range of elements culled 
from the vocabulary of classical architecture and ornament while exploring 
an eclectic mix of Art Nouveau, Celtic and Byzantine in� uences. � e 
fascinating aspect about McAuli� e’s practice was how he twisted all this 
information into a vernacular idiom, capable of expressing social, economic 
and political relations of his craft and time.  Upon the gable end of a large 
farmhouse, o�  the N69 road and sometime around 1900, McAuli� e 
rendered a large scroll with the Latin text Ecce Signum.  Somewhat bizarrely, 
this translates as ‘behold, the sign’, expressing his interest in using language 
to comment on the product of his work in the locality. � is sign about a 
sign is indicative of McAuli� e’s use of Latin mottos and re� ective of an 
eclectic knowledge that became part of the 
culture, “When every boy knew his Virgil 
and Horace and Homer as well as the last 
ballad about some rebel that was hanged…
when Kerry peasants talked to each other 
in Latin… they spoke the tongue of Cicero 
and Livy – the language of the educated 
world".2 

8.An Buile Shuibhne, translated as '� e 
Madness of Sweeney’, or 'Sweeney’s 

Frenzy', is the story of Sweeney, a legendary 
king of Ulster. It is told in a mixture of 
poetry and prose, set in the year 637.  In the 
legend, the king was annoyed by the sound 
of a bell. When he learned that the sound 
came from Bishop Ronan who recently 
set up a church, the pagan king Sweeney, 
awoken from his sleep, stormed naked to 
the church and pulled the bishop away from 
the bell. He would have killed him were he 
not called at that moment to � ght in battle.  
Instead he broke the bell with his spear. At 
this, Ronan cursed Sweeney with madness.  
Later, when the battle began, Sweeney went 
insane. He dropped his weapon, and he 
began to levitate like a bird.

From that point on, Sweeney leapt from place to place. Also, like a bird, 
he could never trust humans. His kinsmen and subjects sent him mad with 
fear, and he could only � ee from spot to spot, naked and hungry. � e 
poetry in the story of Sweeney is rich and accomplished, as the mad and 
exiled king laments and composes verse as he travels. At every stop in his 
� ight, Sweeney pauses to give a poem that describes the countryside and 
his unfortunate plight.

My early familiarity with the story is twofold.  Flann O’Brien incorpo-
rates much of the tale into his novel At Swim-Two-Birds, adapting it into 
a frenetic pace as Sweeney hops and leaps from one location to another, at 
such a pace it never seems possible to visualise his presence in any one place.3  
Moreover, I always thought about this roaming king when I encountered 
Tom Fitzgerald’s 1987 sculpture called Sweeney’s � rone. � e piece was 
one of several artworks Fitzgerald made about the story of Sweeney in the 
1980s, and was made as part of a Sculptors’ Symposium that saw sculptures 

placed throughout Limerick City. It stood for 
many years on Rutland Street, and I would 
walk past it on my way into the art school 
on Georges Quay. Each day I would gaze at 
it, imagining I would see Sweeney taking up 
Fitzgerald’s invitation, for him to rest from his 
travels, to � nally � nd a place of comfort and 
compose one last ode to the new surround-
ings he found himself in.

(Endnotes)

1. Young Rosc 1984 catalogue, p.11
2. P.A. Sheehan, � e Literary Life and Other Es-
says (Dublin 1921) p. 52
3. For example, the original ‘an clog náomh re 
náomhaibh,’ translated by J. G. O’Kee� e in the 
standard edition as ‘the bell of saints before saints’ 
is rendered by O’Brien as ‘the saint-bell of saints 
with sainty-saints’.

7.

 8.


