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Fluxus 2.0 
On the Future Prospects of a now-historic non-movement 
 
Martin Patrick 
 
I used the term (information superhighway) in a study I wrote for the Rockefeller Foundation in 
1974. I thought: if you create a highway, then people are going to invent cars. That's dialectics. 
If you create electronic highways, something has to happen. 
 
Nam June Paik 
 
Art is one of the ways that people communicate. It is difficult for me to imagine a serious 
person attacking any means of communication per se. Our real enemies are the ones who send 
us to die in pointless wars or to live lives which are reduced to drudgery, not the people who use 
other means of communication from those which we find most appropriate to the present 
situation. When these are attacked, a diversion has been established which only serves the 
interests of our real enemies.  
 
Dick Higgins “Statement on Intermedia” 1966 
 
Speaking of/for/from/with/about/to Fluxus… 
 
I would like to open with the provisional notion that Fluxus has frequently operated as 
an art of hearsay, its often entangled and convoluted dissemination having depended as 
much on oral histories, commentaries, and respondents for its continued presentation 
as on the more traditional museological work of the dedicated archivist or conservator. 
Of course this is not unique to Fluxus but attends to many fields of creative activity that 
have to do with the performative and the event, the spoken and the sung, the poetic 
and the fantastical. In large part a certain mystique begins to surround the residual 
artefacts and almost ephemeral traces of the art actions, and that mystique circulates in 
whispered gossip, critical letters, creative echoes. 
 
Even the clearly evidential, that is to say the particular and specific remnants such as 
scores, photos, etc can be interpreted in various widely divergent ways as they are 
posthumously dissected. These images for example become evocative fragments unto 
themselves rather than solely offering some platform for cold hard data. I am interested 
also in the differences between reenactments and reinventions. Part of the job in 
rethinking Fluxus approaches is to wonder about Fluxus futures, which sounds in itself 
like some euphemistic internet startup if such a thing as an internet startup still exists.  
 
If Fluxus depended much like its inspirational figures John Cage and Marcel Duchamp 
upon the transition between 19th Century modern aesthetic forms and the proto-
Postmodernism of the mid-20th Century and the related technological shifts overlapping 
and occurring throughout these eras, it’s becoming an especially interesting period now 
for considering the move into the increasingly established and prominent virtual realms 
of communication and how they might create a conversation retrospectively with 
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Fluxus. In so far as all art and its surrounding consideration involves a certain amount 
time travel, back and forth, to and fro, all at once.  
 
And while being attendant to (art) historical matters, it’s notable that some recent 
initiatives have attempted to steer Fluxus away from pure art history and back into the 
land of the living so to speak. And conversely, if Fluxus work has no presence in major 
institutions and historical sources then it has little hope for creating new contexts and 
new sources of activity. I would argue (and have done previously) that it’s not accidental 
that a range of notions positing the resurgence of dialogic and relational modes of art 
practice have occurred in a time when firsthand face to face conversations are becoming 
less of a basic feature of our daily lives, when rapidly fired off texts, emails and other 
forms of messaging are supplanting more leisurely paced models of social interaction. 
The information society that was burgeoning in the post-WWII era evidenced many 
difficulties and traumatic shifts, and such issues were taken up in many of the writings 
and deliberative comments, actions, performances, and speculative what if’s put forth by 
Fluxus artists, such as in Robert Filliou’s writings on society, Dick Higgins on literature 
and art, the activist/media performances of Yoko Ono and John Lennon. 
 
I have to say also that I often feel as a critic and writer with enormous fascination with 
the Fluxus movement almost as if I’m one of those white boy folklorists knocking on the 
door of Mississippi Delta residences in the post war era searching for the (even then) 
nearly long gone sounds of the prewar blues: searching for some version of authenticity 
that appears to be—according to my melancholic mood shifts: (a) disappearing (b) 
disappeared or (c) never existed in the first instance.  
 
To follow along this shaky analogy, to some degree looking at evidence of Fluxus 
artworks, or the artworks themselves puts me in mind of listening to scratchy 78s or 
silent films and trying to simultaneously see beyond and intensively fetishize the 
accumulated patina of age. I also feel that at the same time as I laugh, prompted by the 
joy and irreverence of Fluxus misadventures—and how many artworks can deliver as 
much mirth or confusion as a Fluxus compendium?—that I am being laughed at, tricked 
by the works and their creators, that the joke is on me, and as much as I want to be 
“in” on the merriment, that I am perpetually outside some of its internal mechanisms 
and workings, built upon ancient inside jokes and circular illogic. But this experience of 
being both in the midst of/close to and distanced drastically from Fluxus works still 
serves to demonstate their great power and resonance, reaching beyond their often 
awkward and brittle launching points. 
 
What relics are to be found reproduced in massive doorstop volumes such as the Fluxus 
Codex doorstop? Essentially what my young daughters might call “silly things” akin to 
props for magic tricks, printed handbills, secret boxes of toys and trinkets. Or seemingly 
more absurdly when one handles such items with the white gloves of the behind the 
scenes archives and institutional walls, sapped of their performative juices. Hannah 
Higgins writes evocatively in her key study Fluxus Experience of the manner by which 
Fluxus artworks enable “an experience for the handler that is the sensation contained in 
it; the Fluxkit is not about the sensation.” She describes how the following questions 
might arise from considering Larry Miller’s 1974 Orifice Flux Plugs: “Where would this fit? 
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Could I really use this? How blunt is this tip? How sharp is this edge? Will the fuzz shed 
all over the inside of my nose or my ear?” 
 
I think of Buster Keaton, who was cited often by Fluxus artists, most specifically in 
interviews and writings by George Maciunas and Dick Higgins and we can see the 
influence of his slapstick being profoundly evident in many of the routines of Ben, Paik, 
Williams, Filliou, and Brecht. Playing in the middle of the street or other locations, 
creating musical and robotic contraptions, and on and on. It is hard to say when 
Keaton’s inventive visual routines began: over the course of a variety of initial iterations 
in vaudeville, etc  
 
A good joke becomes a tale told again and again a poetic repetition that participates in 
the event of its reception. This experience is central to much of the live, spontaneous 
origins of Fluxus in the European performances of the 1960s. Recently scholar Marc 
Leger in an insightful analysis of Robert Filliou’s work commented on the artist’s use of 
humour as a “coping mechanism” particularly in relation to the “social order” and the 
“violence of global capitalism.” Humour plays a very serious and integral role in Fluxus 
art indeed, as it reveals our very humanity more than almost any other trait. 
 
To my mind, the most significant Fluxus notions are threefold, involving the immediate, 
the everyday, and the playful. Yet the historical archiving of Fluxus material and 
exhibitions created in standard museological fashion often render Fluxus unable to 
deliver on these traits, as one enters the institutional context, removes oneself from 
quotidian activities, and a certain solemnity and stasis overwhelms the intentions of the 
works. 
 
In my own experience I’ve had difficulties with more than one institution and their 
exceedingly proprietary control over use of reproductions of some Fluxus artworks, 
when simultaneously both alternative and commercial galleries were far more helpful 
and sympathetic to the process of conducting historical research. That is to say 
museums and galleries can be needlessly obstructionist with their elephantine 
bureaucracies and adherence to anachronistic models of image use. 
 
Much of the productive internal tension within the Fluxus approach derives from the 
split between the dialogic, the communicative, the accessible and the avant-gardist, the 
disruptive, and the visceral. Via the transition between and very often the mixing and 
merging of these dissimilar orientations of art, Fluxus becomes a powerful and forceful if 
often disunified and hard to define artform. 
 
Perhaps being a retrospective analyst of this art involves by turns discarding and 
embracing multiple versions of Fluxus, which generally speaking offered iconoclasm but 
now its gestures have shaped the fabric of recent art, and its iterations have become 
familiar. Does Fluxus ultimately resemble the Dada movement it was once linked with, 
insofar as it occupies a newfound status in histories of contemporary art but is 
consigned to its historical moment(s)? Sometimes. Is Fluxus fading in relevance from 
these very developments? Not really. Has Fluxus produced creative heirs? Of course! 
Should it have? Why not? 
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From devoting much time researching such figures as Robert Filliou, Dick Higgins, Nam 
June Paik, and George Maciunas I would argue that ideas of Fluxus have a distinct and 
pronounced staying power as aesthetic-philosophical literature, but equally they are 
products of different times, and cannot altogether be separated from their historical 
contexts. At the same time emerging artists still fall in love with the bracing gestures of 
Fluxus, and are sharing their interests in these gestures with newfound commitment and 
generosity.  
 
And perhaps Fluxus with its firsthand dialogue and interactions, camraderie and 
contentiousness is entirely well suited to the recent social networking interfaces. For all 
its supposed experiential immediacy, many now gain their points of entry into Fluxus via 
streaming video, web publications, or email bulletins. Many Fluxus artists intriguingly 
pre-figured this latter-day technological ubiquity with their avowed interest in and active 
use of networks, mail art, travel, film, and small publications.  
 
The recent exhibition Fluxus East traced a number of histories that are often 
overlooked, involving the disproportionate influence and presence of Fluxus art, artists, 
and projects in Central Europe. For example many Fluxus artists (Emmett Williams and 
Eric Andersen among others) exhibited in the so-called “author’s galleries”, the 
unofficial network of artist run spaces (often apartment galleries) of Cold War era 
Poland, and participated in such projects as the NET a mail art network begun by Polish 
artist/scholar duo Jaroslaw Kozlowski and Andrzej Kostolowski. What’s intriguing today 
is how much today’s small-scale art initiatives, blogs, and networks both owe to and 
resemble to a degree such seminal earlier efforts.  
 
Robert Filliou noted with rather astounding prescience, when speaking of a notion of a 
postal “eternal network” in his 1977 videotape PortaFilliou: “So the way I see the 
[Eternal] Network, as a member of the Network, is the way it exists artistically through 
the collective efforts of all these artists in Europe, in North America, in Asia, in 
Australia, in New Zealand—everywhere. In Africa also (I have received communication 
from Yemen, for instance) each one of us artistically functions in the Network, which 
has replaced the concept of the avant-garde and which functions in such a way that 
there is no more art center in the world.” 
 
Kenneth Goldsmith’s Ubu.web has kept much seminal Fluxus material such as films, 
scores, recordings, and pamphlets freely available, downloadable, and accessible. Of 
course depending upon the outcome of future proposed legislation involving the 
censorship of online material such resources might be radically curtailed and disappear. 
Courses taught at a number of institutions have highlighted re-enacting and 
reconsidering the Fluxus score, which are a continuing source also for generating new 
performances that bear only a cursory resemblance to their starting points. Robert 
Filliou’s statement “Art is that which makes life more interesting than art” runs 
throughout the internet as the dictum of choice for so many blog banners.  
 
In consulting the assorted blogs and sites which serve as second or third generation 
cousins of Fluxus once removed, they seem to resemble the Flux kits and boxes in 
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containers of eclectic, sometimes ridiculous notions, texts, ephemera, images: virtual 
spaces to shelve and house a patchwork array of sets, collections, lists. The inchoate and 
fragmentary nature of their construction becomes redolent of some piecemeal 
collective consciousness appearing to be unified by a graphical interface. 
 
I am no expert in social network interfaces, as both generationally and constitutionally I 
tend to keep a fair amount of distance and I am intrigued but not entirely convinced by 
the bracing polemic You are not a gadget published not so long ago by techno pioneer 
Jaron Lanier. As Lanier comments: “Anonymous blog comments, vapid video pranks, and 
lightweight mashups may seem trivial and harmless, but as a whole, this widespread 
practice of fragmentary, impersonal communication has demeaned personal interaction. 
Communication is now often experienced as a superhuman phenomenon that towers 
over individuals. A new generation has come of age with a reduced expectation of what 
a person can be, and of who each person might become.”  
 
Amidst the altogether disturbing precariousness of current global economic and political 
conditions, individual creative subjectivity remains under great pressure and stress, but I 
would like to believe that the use of digital technologies to expand the viability of 
hybridizing, incorporating, cannibalizing, and revising Fluxus-related notions past, present 
and future holds great—and as yet undetermined—potential. Nevertheless, Robert 
Filliou once said (while making video works) that all he needed as his primary art tools 
were pencil and paper. Such a Zen simplicity is not altogether characteristic of today’s 
dominant art practices but the widespread interest in Buddhist philosophy common to 
so many artists and thinkers owes a great deal to the path breaking amalgam of East-
West thought that ran through so much work and statements by Fluxus artists. 
 
As is the fact that art can function as a mechanism for engagement, enlightenment and 
spreading love, humour, and ecstatic whimsical commentaries rather than being 
subsumed by the either the flashy and spectacular or the merely pedantic and ordinary. 
The art of Fluxus is an art of circulating ideas, poems, and traces of lived moments. 
Certainly it’s necessary to recognize the museological contributions to “officially” 
preserving and sanctioning such moments (For example, I’ve enjoyed finally seeing a 
Fluxus room in MoMA rather than simply having Fluxus works relegated to the library.) 
but that’s not to forget or neglect the significance of fostering new and often more 
elusive artistic conversations which may move in quite unpredictable directions, and are 
not easily directed, housed, or shaped by the white walls of the institution. 


