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Gordon Locksley, 1975, by Andy Warhol.

I’m a dinosaur!” chuckles Gordon Locksley with more than a hint of pride. 

After nearly five decades as a dealer of contemporary art, outliving the 

rise and fall of both fax machines and floppy discs, Locksley still prefers 

to do business the old-fashioned way: starting with a phone call and con-

summating with a handshake. “You should see how many pages a contract with 

Christie’s is these days,” he says with a playful sigh about the auction house’s 

present modus operandi.

The results of Locksley’s approach are on eye-popping display in the form of 

his personal collection, arrayed throughout his oceanfront Fort Lauderdale con-

dominium. In fact, strolling through his condo is akin to an Art History 101 class as 

you come face to face with iconic works, from Josef Albers’s Homage to the Square 

to Andy Warhol’s ode to Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis, on through pioneering 

minimalist canvases by Robert Mangold and Brice Marden, rolling through the 

decades to our current era, represented by a personalized drawing from Damien 

Hirst and a gorgeously rendered painting by ex-Miamian Hernan Bas, featuring 

one of his signature wan-looking dandies, adrift on a monster-filled sea.

However, don’t look for an overarching buying strategy. “I’ve never tried to 

game the market. I’m really not that smart,” Locksley quips. “This is the third time 

For nearly 50 years, dealer Gordon Locksley has been 
buying and selling works by artists who have gone 
on to become icons in the contemporary art world. 
His strategy? Go with what you love.  By Brett Sokol
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and Wayne Boeck at their 
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“Don’t think 
about it like 
you’re studying 
the Standard 
& Poors index. 
Buy what  
you like.”

—GORDON LOCKSLEY

I’ve owned that Lichtenstein,” he adds, nodding in the direction of a 

particularly striking example of that artist’s 1960s work, which hangs 

in his living room. He has simply bought work he’s personally loved, 

sometimes sold it when the opportunity arose, and yes, sometimes 

bought it back when he was flush. 

It’s the same tack he began with in 1964: As a successful Minneapolis 

hairdresser with a string of salons, he and his then-partner, George T. 

Shea, were planning to open an antiques shop, focusing on their wealthy 

salon clientele. A lunch with Jan van der Marck, then the chief curator  

at Minneapolis’s Walker Art Center, caused him to change focus.

“Jan looked at me like I was crazy,” Locksley recalls with a sheepish 

smile. “It’s 1964, Pop Art had been born, and it was a magic moment in 

art history! And here I wanted to go into antiquities.” Van der Marck 

broke down the economics: “If I sold everything I owned, I could 

buy one masterpiece from the Renaissance, or two or three first-class 

fakes. But with Pop Art, the prices were reasonable. It was my Kodak 

moment—a lightbulb went off over my head.”

A rmed with a list of artists’ home addresses from van der Marck, 

Locksley flew to New York City. “Doors would swing open,” he 

remembers. Jasper Johns, Robert Rauschenberg, Andy Warhol, and 

Tom Wesselmann all had growing international reputations, but they 

were still only too happy to meet this checkbook-toting arrival from Minnesota 

(although Rauschenberg did insist on cracking open a bottle of Wild Turkey 

before he would talk business, despite it being 10 AM). “Their pictures may have 

been in Life magazine, but their work wasn’t selling yet,” Locksley explains. And 

just like that he became a key Midwestern outpost for New York’s avant-garde, 

placing Warhols into suburban Minneapolis homes. 

Warhol himself winged into Minneapolis for Locksley’s annual Valentine’s 

Day party in 1968. Following Christo’s appearance at Locksley’s fête the prior 

year, where the artist had “wrapped” nude partygoers, local anticipation was 

high. Come that February night, more than 400 guests were set to jockey for space 

with TV camera crews inside the Locksley and Shea home. However, Warhol 

suddenly decided that he and his entourage all needed to be seen in black leather 

jeans. After a mad dash to a downtown department store, the group ended up 

back at Locksley’s, with Warhol patiently tailoring everyone’s jeans. 

“That’s my favorite memory of Warhol,” says Locksley with a laugh. “The 

photographers are all on one side of the door. On the other, Fred Hughes and 

Viva [Warhol’s manager and his newest It girl] are standing on my dining room 

table, and there’s Warhol at their feet with a bottle of LePage’s glue and a pair 

of paring scissors.” 

But it was the painter Chuck Close who most dramatically transformed 

Locksley’s life. In 1974, Locksley found himself fielding a transatlantic phone 

call from an oddly intense Brit. The paint was barely dry on a particular Close 

painting, but this British collector already wanted to buy it. After an exasperated 

Locksley insisted that the caller wait at least until the work was hung in the gallery, 

the overseas collector offered an immediate $150,000 ($700,000 in today’s dollars) 

for an artist who had yet to sell anything for more than $5,000. Locksley didn’t take 

the conversation seriously until his bank manager called a few days later, inform-

ing him, “Someone has just wired $150,000 into your account. Are you familiar 

with the name Charles Saatchi?” “I am now,” Locksley happily responded, inau-

gurating a buying pattern for which Saatchi would eventually become famous.

The windfall prompted a move to Rome, and later Paris, with Locksley receiv-

ing what he calls a firsthand education in classical art—and the opportunity to 

continue brokering deals 

across Europe. “I have 

great difficulty going into 

the Pop Art room of a cer-

tain museum in Cologne,” 

he says wryly of that city’s 

Museum Ludwig. “I really 

miss living with some of 

those works.”

The ’90s saw a return stateside and an eventual move to 

Fort Lauderdale with his partner, Wayne Boeck. Locksley freely admits that 

Florida’s lack of a state income tax was a key factor in his relocation prior to a 

huge sale of Donald Judd artwork. But these days, most of his purchases are 

sent directly to museums as philanthropic donations. (A 2009 show spotlighting 

Locksley’s collection at the Museum of Art Fort Lauderdale had curators across 

South Florida practically salivating.) 

With the arrival of another Art Basel in Miami Beach, Locksley says he’s once 

again besieged with questions from budding collectors. His advice? “Don’t think 

about it like you’re studying the Standard & Poors index. Buy what you like,” he 

insists. “People always want you to hand them a rifle and take one shot. You need 

to take a shotgun and hope a few things hit.” He pauses and then flashes a grin: 

“You’re going to make a lot of mistakes along the way, but you’re also going to get 

some great art.” ABMB

Andy, Viva, and the “entourage” 
arrive in Minneapolis.
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