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The exhibition Transplant was 
conceived as a collaboration between 
the independent artist space KNULP 
in Sydney’s Camperdown, and Sydney 
College of the Arts (SCA) gallery, 
at the University of Sydney. Part of 
the underlying though not explicit 
mandate of the exhibition was to 
highlight the seminal role independent 
art spaces play in the creation and not 
just presentation, of contemporary 
culture locally (and around the world). 
 Elsewhere I have argued 
extensively about the habitual 
sidelining of independent artist 
initiatives, commonly, conveniently 
- even bureaucratically - referred 
to as ‘ARIs’. If such spaces can be 
sidelined, it is perhaps because it is 
relatively easy for those not aware 
nor directly engaged in their activities 
to consider them peripheral, too 
obscure, too ‘insider’, either too DIY 
or too ‘elitist’ for general audiences 
(whatever these might be). It is also 
common for such initiatives to be 
written-off as mere stepping-stones 
on the path to professionalised (re: 
market capitalist) validation. This 
type of reception is understandable 
when many independent spaces 
themselves are only too eager for any 
kind of media exposure. Like many 
independent spaces, KNULP is run on 
a not-for-profit basis in an era where 
real and symbolic proximity to capital, 
in an overwhelmingly Capitalist Realist 
milieu, garners almost all attention 
and accolades, ‘critical’ or otherwise.
 Independent artist spaces are 
run by artists and not by ‘professional’ 
curators. At their best and most 
knowing they take the lead of 
curatorial examples set by modernist 
and avant-garde artists who invented 



habitat, the Old Teacher’s College 
(OTC) on the Main Campus of the 
University of Sydney. Curatorially, 
Transplant is Part-Two of a series 
that began with Pillar to Post which I 
curated in 2019 at the old SCA galleries. 
Transplant therefore symbolically 
completes the transition from one site 
to the next.
 Of course, the title 
Transplant also invokes numerous 
other associations. Perhaps the most 
obvious is medical, where a part of 
one’s body is replaced with another’s 
or with a synthetic device, physical 
augmentation allowing the self to 
persist and hopefully to thrive. More 
relevant in relation to this exhibition 
- which focuses on the manifold 
dimensions of spatiality or ‘sitedness’ 
- is the widespread rootlessness 
and insecurity that more generally 
determines our times. Precarious 
labour is one of the foremost realities 
of our age of diminishing waged 
opportunities and dramatically 
escalating wealth disparities. The 
shrinking of the labour market and the 
creeping expansion of casualised work 
(at its worst, a kind of paid slavery) 
indicates a shift from comparative 
though undeniable security and a 
habitus in which one can think, to a 
mode not just of working but of being, 
where one is forced to think foremost 
about short-term survival. Apologists 
for this hardly new but increasingly 
globally endemic regime of ‘just-
in-time’ production, will claim that 
precarity keeps individuals creative 
and competitive, always ‘on their toes’ 
as befits a world forcibly propelled 
by the dictates of an increasingly 
abstracted capitalist accumulation. 
Unsurprisingly, it is always those 

modern curatorial practices before 
professional curating as we now know 
it proliferated (one could mention 
Marcel Duchamp, Kazimir Malevich or 
El Lissitzky in this respect to name but 
a few). They are therefore intrinsically 
political projects, at least for those 
who recognise and embrace this key 
dimension of autonomous production.
 The title of this exhibition 
Transplant conjures many referents. 
In lieu of the above it refers to 
transplanting the autonomous 
collective endeavour of KNULP’s artist-
directors of which I am one, into the 
institutional context of the university, 
where I also work. Importantly in this 
case the gesture is reciprocal. It is 
significant to recall that no ‘autonomy’ 
is absolute, and every self-directed 
project is inevitably intertwined with 
the broader socio/cultural/political 
sphere of which it is a-part. The 
relationship of independent cultural 
production is fraught and lopsided 
for sure, but it is also productively 
interpolating. Considering this, other 
artists participating in Transplant were 
at least partially selected because 
of their intimate historical and/or 
ongoing relationship with independent 
spaces. All were chosen for their 
demonstrated capacity to conceptually 
address space as a physical, social, 
institutional and conceptual 
proposition. 
 From a site-specific 
perspective, as far as the SCA 
galleries are concerned, Transplant 
also gestured toward the still recent 
relocation of Sydney College the 
Arts from its long-time home in 
the expansive heritage grounds of 
Kirkbride, an historic ex-psychiatric 
hospital in Rozelle, to its current 

speaking from the spaces of power and 
inured from precarious conditions who 
issue such statements. Statistically 
speaking, we are the ones who work 
for the ‘benefit’ of their surmounting 
wealth. 
 The emergence in 2020 of 
COVID-19 also exacerbated this 
insecurity which is at the same time 
intrinsically spatial. The lived reality 
of lockdown which almost everyone 
has experienced by now, caused 
both individuals and collectives to 
think differently about space: where 
could we go when our physical 
movements were restricted to greater 
or lesser extents and for greater 
and lesser expanses of time? What 
is our experience of space once the 
daily traversals we took for granted 
have been curtailed or suspended 
altogether? And even for those who 
have been comparatively freed 
according to geographic specificities 
and the waning of COVID in particular 
countries like Australia, there is always 
the thought, the threat, of future 
spikes in the pandemic at any time. 
Globally, a subjective and one can only 
imagine, lasting disparity now also 
exists between those living in regions 
heavily impacted by COVID, and those 
for whom such impacts were relatively 
minor. 
 With physical movement 
restricted, perhaps subjective space 
opens to a greater questioning and 
serious reconsideration of where 
we have gotten to more generally? 
Certainly, recent outpourings of protest 
and dissent around the world (as 
well as more generalised anarchy of 
a negative rather than positive kind) 
would suggest this is the case. One 
can only hope that the restrictions 

and limits brought to the fore by the 
emergence of COVID will cause a 
widespread recognition of the fact we 
could do a whole better, our current 
world imploding under the atavistic 
and inescapable effects of endemic 
financialization.
 In the end, the above thoughts 
represent something of the context 
out of which this exhibition was 
developed. Needless to say, none of 
the art in Transplant illustrates any of 
these urgent topical issues directly. 
Artists in the show may have entirely 
different ideas about what Transplant 
means to them. More broadly those 
other artists exhibiting alongside my 
fellow KNULP directors with whom 
I work on an ongoing basis, were 
chosen primarily as a result of my 
long-term interest in their practices 
from near and afar. All are notable for 
their pre-existing capacity to think 
space as simultaneously fractured 
and continuous and their imagined 
capacity to work not only in space, but 
between different spaces and spatial 
contexts. Humour is not lacking either. 
In fact, even if it of a darkly satirical 
or absurdist nature, humour is one 
of those qualities that is importantly 
capable of opening-up the terrain 
of criticality in ways that dismisses 
accepted notions of how things are or 
should be. Even if only momentarily.

Alex Gawronski, 2021



















What follows is a record of my listening 
to three works in the exhibition 
Transplant. I listened to these works 
to reposition how the notions of 
spatiality and ‘sitedness’ explored in 
the exhibition1 might be heard rather 
than seen, transplanting focus from 
the visual to the sonic. My intention 
was to listen through the works rather 
than simply view them as a way to 
create space, in order to invent aural 
dimensions inspired by their already 
gone, displaced, and potential sounds.

MP Hopkins, 2021



Work #1
Fiona Connor
A stack of paper that gets left by an 
open window. When you get home 
every night it finds its own arrangement

There is no sound in this work, but I can 
hear it. I want to listen to the sound 
of the work being made, blown into 
existence. It is a gone sound, extinct 
sound, a not there sound, an aural 
fantasy I hear.

Think about the usual sounds related 
to a stack of paper: the ream shuffling 
its way out of the stationary cupboard, 
whooshing and clunking as pages 
transit through printers, the tearing 
and scrunching up of mistakes, thuds 
from stapling and hole punching. The 
sound of paper is the sound of office 
work, a busy sound, often the sound 
of (bureaucratic/administrative/legal 
etc.) labour. In Connor’s work I hear a 
different kind of page sound at play. 
It’s a lazier sound, less 9-5 grind and 
more a drunken day dancing with wind 
sound. An anti-work, poetic drowsy 
type of sound. 

Pages dancing to their death?

A frail sound, pages whispering, a soft 
choreography. They are alive in their 
making, dead in the gallery.

Played by the wind, page as wind 
instrument, atonal, eternal.

This work has been whistled into 
shape, blown into existence by the 
wind, sounded into shape rather than 
shaped into shape. This is a work made 
from sound, made by sound, not by a 
person. The wind made this. 

‘…their thin voices flickering
in the wind…lady…lady
who are you looking for…?’2

The sound of the work being made has 
gone but it is a familiar sound. Possibly 

made via a breeze gently fluttering 
the work into existence over hours, 
pages occasionally drifting from stack 
to floor. Or maybe formed through a 
single blast of wind causing a swift 
transfer from neat stack to a littered 
floor arrangement. We cannot listen to 
it being made but we hear it’s making, 
we know it. 

This work is a sound sculpture. A silent 
sound sculpture? 

This work makes me think to Fluxus 
artist Mieko Shimoi’s Wind Music – for 
orchestra, quartet, or solo3 in which 
pages are arranged on music stands 
and once the musicians are ready, 
the pages are blown by large fan, 
ventilator, or open windows. Shimoi 
short circuits the playing of the piece 
by refiguring the role of the score 
from notation that is read to make 
music, to the score itself becoming 
an instrument. Similarly in Connor’s 
work, the page has been refigured as 
something that is ‘played’ by the wind 
as a musician. Connor’s work is the 
aftermath of a concert.



Work #2
Alex Gawronski
Canal (Fowler St access) /
Canal (Manning St access)

There is sound in this work. Some sort 
of subterranean vocalisation moaning 
away underneath the manhole/sewer 
coverings located in both Knulp and 
SCA galleries. Is it a voice of pleasure or 
pain?  There are splashing sounds - are 
they bathing in the sewer? 

Who speaks?

It recalls Vito Acconci’s Seedbed4 

in which the artist masturbated 
underneath a wooden ramp in an 
otherwise empty gallery whilst 
narrating his fantasies about visitors 
walking around the space above him. 
In both works there is a perverse vocal 
intimacy that fills the gallery, yet the 
voice has been displaced from the 
gallery and concealed somewhere 
below, no ‘body’ speaks in the space. 
The invisibility of Acconci and the 
underground voice in Gawronski’s work 
create an acousmatic situation that 
makes the voice sound as if it speaks 
seemingly from everywhere. The lack 
of body in both works make the voice 
become the space.

What’s the space saying? 

‘All day long I hear the noise of 
moaning water. My memory, my bloody 
place, my archaic angel bitten by the 
wind. All day I sleep moaning while 
words fall like shredded water, I fall 
moaning, I remember the water’s noise 
falling through my dream of you.’5

The voice we hear in Canal doesn’t 
use language to address the audience 
directly like Acconci does in his 
converted/perverted gallery space. 
Unlike Acconci, tucked away tugging 
and talking dirty under the floorboards, 
the voice in Canal rises from the sewer 

to animate the space with a more 
ambiguous vocal presence – joyous 
bathing or water torture? Moaning in 
agony or ecstasy? Space speaks but not 
with language. 

Sound not sense, noise not speech.

Spaces speaking underneath 
each other, through each other, a 
ventriloquism. I wonder which space 
is the dummy? The artist run or the 
institutional space? Who has their 
hand up whom? 

‘Whose voice, no one’s, there is no 
one, there’s a voice without a mouth, 
and somewhere a kind of hearing, 
something compelled to hear…
something somewhere that can leave a 
trace, of what is made, of what is said, 
you can’t do with less…there is nothing 
but a voice murmuring a trace.’6

Traces of spaces murmured through 
each other’s space. 

If there is a ventriloquism at work 
in Canal might we be hearing 
the power dynamics between the 
independent artist run space and more 
‘professional’ institutional spaces 
being played out in the work? Maybe 
the voice in Canal represents spaces of 
power in the artworld ventriloquising 
artist run spaces, allowing them to 
speak but only ever at a distance, 
somewhat removed and muffled, made 
incoherent to institutional ideology? 
Or perhaps it is the other way around 
and it is the artist run space doing the 
ventriloquising, mockingly moaning 
the ‘professionalised’ art speak 
and marketing that dribble out of 
commercial and institutional spaces 
mouths?



Work #3
Helen Grogan
Spillover

There is a little bit of sound in this 
work. Among the furniture and 
architectural elements of the gallery 
that have been wrapped by retractable 
banisters sit three television screens 
half unboxed. One of them plays a 
video and sound piece that shows a 
reflection on a switched off television 
in the art school courtyard outside 
the gallery. Coming through at a low 
volume is the sound of the courtyard, a 
vague sense of presence from students 
and staff somewhere off screen moving 
around on their way somewhere else. 

A faint din of tertiary transit.

The sound seems smudged, blurred 
with a dirty mirror like quality to it, 
much like the image on the screen. An 
Institutional smudging? 

A tertiary muffling.

Out of ear shot, low talkers, hiss in 
situ, reflection as playback, sun as 
play button, screen avoiding inputs, 
students avoiding voids, inaudible 
stati(sti)cs, chairs whisper, mirror 
(staged), a field (recording).

It’s difficult to imagine how an art 
student in 2021 can find the motivation 
to make and engage with art during 
the pandemic when physicality, spaces, 
bodies, tactility, proximity - the very 
core of making and experiencing art 
- have been drastically diminished 
and funnelled into lacklustre online 
substitutes. With this has come a sense 
of digital fatigue, a deep lethargy of 
the screen. In Grogan’s work I hear this 
fatigue, all the anxieties and inertia of 
our current confined existence. It’s all 
coming and going through the chairs 
that are depicted in the reflection on 

the television screen in her work.

The chairs are like antennae’s receiving 
and transmitting data; psychic and 
emotional data from the students and 
staff as they pass by the chairs in the 
courtyard. These chairs as receptacles 
for all the psycho by-products of those 
passing by, all their frustrations, rage, 
disappointment, and sadness charge 
the chairs, fuelling a transmission. They 
gather the trouble and transmit it back 
out out as meaningful babble.

‘Ork ing thows.
Fies diffic isfacto nat. tor a cont.
Sting.
It whows they otherfecide.
Fies.
Nows.’7

I hear the chairs transmitting 
fragments only. The broadcast is 
rife with static and crossed signals, 
it’s a broken transmission. The 
mental disturbances captured by the 
chairs create and erratic broadcast, 
murmured anguish and desperate 
questions cut in and out among 
white noise, volume rises and drops 
irregularly, with the transmission 
dispersing like the disjointed 
movements of one’s inner voice.

‘What am I doing here?
I’m calling.
I’m calling.
I’m calling.
I do not know the one I’m calling.
The one I’m calling does not know.
I’m calling someone weak,
someone broken,
someone proud whom nothing could 
break.
I’m calling…’8



1 See Alex Gawronski, Transplant: 
Another Place After Another, 2021

2 Antigone Kefala, “The Old Palace,” 
in Absence: New & Selected Poems 
(Alexandria: Hale & Iremonger, 1992) 76

3 Mieko Shimoi, Wind Music, hand-
written instructions in a letter to 
Willem de Ridder, 1964. See:
fondazionebonotto.org/en/collection/
fluxus/shiomimieko/180.html.

4 For more on this work see:
moma.org/collection/works/109933, 
and https://www.metmuseum.org/
art/collection/search/266876

5 Alejandra Pizarnik, “All Day Long,” 
in The Galloping Hour: French Poems 
(New York: New Directions, 2018) 23

6 Samuel Beckett, “Texts For Nothing 
XIII,” in Texts for Nothing and Other 
Shorter Prose, 1950-1976 (London: Faber 
and Faber, 2010) 51

7 Jackson Mac Low, “Therybody Havere 
(Stein 86),” in Thing of Beauty: New 
and Selected Works, ed. Anne Tardos 
Berkley: University of California Press, 
2008 (403)

8 Henri Michaux, “On Music,” in 
Darkness Moves, An Henri Michaux 
Anthology: 1927-1984 (Berkley: UC 
Press, 1997) 322.
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AG My name is Alex Gawronski,  
I curated the Transplant exhibi-
tion between SCA Galleries 
and Knulp, and am a director  
of Knulp.

Q What was your first encounter with 
the work?

AG My first encounter was actually 
receiving the work as a pack-
age at the post office. So I took  
it home, and there were two 
packets. Both packets sat around 
in my flat for an amount of time. 
Weeks, months, I can’t remem-
ber. They were actually the first 
works I got. And then I took  
them to each space to install. 

Q Can you describe the work?

AG An image on the front and on 
the back, there was an edition 
number. So two plastic wrapped 
piles of A4 paper.

Q Were you involved in making the 
work or installing the work?

AG I was involved in installing 
the work. You’re asking about  
the process?

Q Yeah. What was the install process?

AG At Knulp, we installed -- both, 
I have to say -- involved some 
dimension of fakery given that 
there was no wind available 
in Sydney at the time.

Q No wind in stock.

AG And in order to get across the 
notion of the work, the concept 

of the work, cheating occurred 
at both sites. Manually at Knulp 
where the work was seated on 
a stool that was holding the 
door open. That was then sort of  
accidentally scattered, at least 
partially scattered onto the floor. 
At the SCA galleries, a little bit 
more inventive. Liam and I got 
out -- we set the work up on a 
similar stool in a similar pile,  
except we used an industrial fan 
to artificially create conditions to 
blow the work into the space.

Q To find its own arrangement.

AG Exactly. That’s right.

Q Because they were both by 
entrances in the ways they were 
installed as well.

AG Very different, though, because 
there is only one entrance to 
Knulp, being a much smaller 
space, which meant the work 
was, particularly on the opening  
night, quite heavily trampled on. 
The work at the SCA gallery 
was on a side door or a side  
entrance/exit, not on the main 
exit, which is actually kind  
of outside the gallery anyway.  
So people tended to keep quite 
a respectful distance from 
that arrangement of paper.  
So the paper at SCA stayed  
relatively pristine.

Q Did you see any change over the 
course of the exhibition?

AG Well, the major change would’ve 
been at Knulp because you 
had to walk over the paper to  

28 July 2021 3:01pm 12 minutes



ii

enter the space. And, obviously,  
on the opening night, a lot of 
people were moving around  
because you could do that in 
those days, and so, yeah. I think 
it was actually a mildly damp 
night. So, yeah, there were traces 
of people's footsteps. The paper 
in the SCA galleries, it may have 
moved slightly, but I don’t know.  
I can’t really track that one.  
It looks to me to be more or 
less in the same configuration;  
maybe a couple more sheets 
had fallen off.

Q And was it the same stool? Was that 
intentional?

AG The same stool at both, yeah. 
Exactly the same stool. Yup. Both 
used to hold open the door. 

MC My name is Mitchell Cumming. 
I was an exhibiting artist in the 
show curated by Alex Gawronski, 
and I’m also a director of Knulp 
which is one half of the exhibition 
locations for the show.

Q What was your first encounter with 
the work?

MC I actually got out of quarantine 
the day of the opening at Knulp. 
So I saw that iteration first.  
Yeah. So I didn’t see any of the 
setup of the show. Alex kind of 
took control of all of that himself. 
So my first experience was just 
turning up to the opening fresh 
out of hotel quarantine.

Q Had you seen this work before?

MC No. Never.

Q If you were there on the first day, can 
you describe it?

MC The stack itself was kind of set 
up, or made to appear I guess, 
like it had been set up on the 
top of a kind of bar stool. Knulp 
is not a very large space, so the 
sheets that had been kind of 
knocked off and were sprawl-
ing on the floor were covering 
probably kind of 50 to 60% of 
the floor space. And when I got  
there, I guess it seemed kind 
of quite fresh and pristine still.  
It seemed maybe like the cover 
sheet was a little more deliber-
ately prominent. The sheet with 
the image and the title. Yeah.  
But fairly crisp when I got there.

Q Were you -- we might have already 
hinted at this, but were you involved 
in making the work?

MC No, no I wasn’t.

Q Did you see the work just at Knulp  
or at both of the venues?

MC I saw it at both.

Q Would you describe it differently at 
the SCA galleries?

MC Yeah. It did feel quite different. 
The space is drastically different 
in terms of scale.

Q SCA galleries is huge.

MC Yeah. I guess everything feels 
huge compared to Knulp but 
SCA, yeah, is pretty spacious.  
In a big old gym. 

23 July 2021 2:02pm 9 minutes
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 There’s also two entrances to  
the SCA gallery. There’s a large 
main door that goes down a 
sloping side hallway, and then 
you enter around the corner.  
And Fiona’s work was actually  
set up at the other entrance  
which is a kind of smaller entry-
way with just a couple of steps 
leading down into the space. 
Yeah. So they were definitely  
spatially different. People com-
ing into the show weren’t as 
frequently moving through that 
entry asthey were through the 
main entry. And also, I think  
because of the scale, it was 
much easier there for people to 
kind of respect, spatially respect, 
the work so people had room to 
move around the sheets. Where-
as at Knulp, they were definitely, 
after a couple of drinks at least, 
being kind of trodden all over.

Q Can you describe the position that it 
was in at Knulp?

MC Yeah. So it was just at our main 
entry. So we just have one front 
door set up with two small steps 
in front. It was set up on top of a 
bar stool that was kind of used as 
a doorstop, I guess. It was hold-
ing the door open on the night. 
And then the sprawl was kind  
of entering, the pages made 
it look as if they were kind of 
blending into the space.

Q Would you say that’s quite different 
to the entryway that it was close  
to at SCA galleries?

MC Yeah. I think one of the main 
differences is probably on  
approach because you really 
kind of move past it and around 
it coming into Knulp whereas  

it seemed maybe more as  
a set kind of frozen sculptural  
moment at SCA. And also at 
SCA because it was atop these 
three steps leading down into 
the space, there was more of that 
natural feel of falling, cascading. 
The paper, you could imagine  
it dropping off, whereas that was 
a bit countered by the entryway 
into Knulp, which was kind of  
a rise rather than a fall.

Q Did you see any change to the work 
over the course of the exhibition, 
whether that is if you saw it more 
often at Knulp, or if it was just on that 
opening night?

MC Yeah, I definitely saw it multiple  
times at Knulp, minding the 
space, and then definitely it did 
have that kind of natural char-
acteristic of being degraded.  
I think enough people were 
there at the opening that it got 
kind of walked over and maybe  
became less precious from  
then. At SCA, I think I only saw  
the SCA install once or maybe  
twice, but that was also kind 
of later in the run of the show,  
towards the end. So I’m not sure 
how much had it changed from 
the time of the opening. 

CD My name is Chris Dolman,  
D-O-L-M-A-N, and I was part  
of the install team at SCA for  
the exhibition.

Q What was your first encounter with 
the work by Fiona?

28 July 2021 4:31pm 12 minutes
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CD I actually wasn’t there on 
the particular day that it was  
installed, so I didn’t actually see 
it as an artwork -- she’ll love this 
-- I thought something -- the 
doors were open, and some-
one had dropped a whole ream 
of paper, and it had blown and 
just spread across the floor.  
So my first thought was, that’ll  
be the first job of the day, to pick 
those up and then start the rest 
of the install.

Q To clear this out before the other 
works come in.

CD Yeah, that was my first interaction. 

Q Perfect. Can you describe the piece?

CD A chair, or actually a stool, on 
a step into the gallery with 
one ream of A4 printed white  
paper on which I believe a 
few of the pages were printed  
onto. There was a small text,  
I believe, accompanying it.  
That’s what I remember, at  
its' most minimum, I guess.

Q Were you involved in making the 
work or installing the work at all?

CD No. I was lecturing that day,  
so I didn’t actually get to install. 

Q Did you see it at both venues?

CD I only saw it at SCA unfortunately.

Q At SCA, did you kind of see any 
change over the course of the 
exhibition?

CD I did, yup. So from being quite --  
I guess -- the pages that were 
on the ground over the period 
of the exhibition started to get 

walked on, and there was a 
number of foot marks, or boot 
marks, soles of people's shoes 
on top of some of the pieces of 
paper. I might just be embellish-
ing my memory but maybe they 
were kind of strewn a little bit 
further into the space as weeks 
went on, but that might be my 
imagination or what might’ve 
actually happened.

Q Did you revisit the space quite a bit? 
Were you part of minding or looking 
after the galleries as well?

CD Not minding or looking after, but 
as I am on campus, I will often 
head in there and just have a 
look at the show if I’m interested  
in the show or just chat with 
Liam, the manager of the galler-
ies there. Have a donut, have a  
coffee. I probably did pop my 
head in a few times I guess, over 
the month. 

SH My name is Shane Haseman, 
and I am one of the directors at 
Knulp gallery. So I was involved 
in the exhibition as a director  
and involved in discussing 
the program and inclusion  
of the exhibition in the program,  
and I was also involved at  
a practical level in the minding 
of the space on the weekends 
during the opening hours. I was 
also a participating artist, so  
I was involved in installing a work 
in that same exhibition.

Q What was your first encounter with 
the work of Fiona’s?

29 July 2021 1:33pm 11 minutes
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SH I first saw Fiona’s work when  
I was coming into the gallery 
to install my work which sat 
alongside Fiona’s actually. It was  
a painting on glass, a painting  
on the door or the window cut 
into the door at the gallery.  
So I was coming in to measure  
up and organize a sign writer to 
help realize that work, and I saw  
Fiona’s work beside the door. 

Q Can you describe the piece?

SH It was a greyish stool, a sort  
of high-ish vertical structure  
with a swivel base, I think.  
And on top of the stool was 
a kind of pile of papers which 
provided a kind of conceptual 
gesture and loosely, poetically  
described the parameters of the  
work and what it involved.  
And I think there was a paper  
on the floor maybe. I can’t recall 
my first encounter that precisely, 
but that would be my description 
of first impressions.

Q Were you involved in installing the 
work itself as well?

SH No. I wasn’t involved. That was 
installed by either Alex or Mitch 
or Dylan. I’m not so sure -- or 
Fiona -- whoever installed it,  
I’m not sure.

Q Did you see the work at both  
of the venues?

SH I don’t know if I did. The reason 
for that is, that I don’t think, when 
I was at the other venue at the 
University of Sydney to install 
my work, I don’t think it had been  
installed yet. Then -- this was 
when we could travel -- I was 
interstate for a period of time... 

you know what, I’ve got a bit of  
a memory blank here.

Q That is totally fine. Recalling the install 
at Knulp, did you see any change over 
the course of the exhibition?

SH Yes. The pieces of paper that 
were on the stool, more of them 
tumbled or were blown, I sup-
pose, from the stool onto the 
floor, and over a period of time, 
they kind of accumulated on the 
floor and people's foot marks 
from the base of their shoes were 
imprinted on some of the pieces 
of paper. That would be my main 
memory. I recall the stool being 
in the same spot through the 
duration of the show each time  
I minded the gallery, the only 
major change was the paper.

Q Were you minding at the same times, 
just out of interest?

SH I couldn’t tell you exactly, we tend 
to work that out during the week, 
and it’s pretty fluid. Sometimes, it 
might be a Saturday, sometimes 
a Sunday, sometimes, 12:00 to 
2:30, or 2:30 to 5:00. I don't think  
I could recall. 

LG My name is Liam Garstang,  
and I'm the gallery manager  
at SCA. And so I worked with 
the curator on their exhibition as 
well as the artists and my team 
on the install.

Q Great. What was your first encounter 
with Fiona's work?
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LG It was actually the stack of A4 
paper. Alex sent it in to me, the 
title of the work and the instruc-
tions for the work.

Q Can you describe the work?

LG The work was a stack of A4 
sheets of paper, I'm thinking 
U.S. letter, which was left by  
a doorway to find its own  
arrangement each day. So we  
did this in a side entry, a sort  
of doorway entry out to a court-
yard which is accessible to  
visitors. So people would come, 
walk into the gallery from that 
doorway but also exit, and they 
would have to step over the  
loose arrangement of sheets 
of paper -- I guess it's sort of 
coming down three steps, two 
to three steps, and then sort  
of sprawls out across the floor.

Q Were you involved in making the 
work or installing the work?

LG Yes. We didn’t have enough 
breeze to blow the stack, so Alex 
had to use a fan from the court-
yard to sort of give it a good gust 
to then start it and blow it in. So  
I was actually in the space,  
in the gallery, when he was 
doing that, watching the  
paper come through and fall 
and find it's own range.

Q Was it just at SCA that you were 
involved in that process or were you 
on the other end as well?

LG Just at SCA. 

Q Did you see the work at both of the 
venues?

LG I did, yes.

Q How would you describe it at Knulp? 

LG It's one of those things where 
you work on a few shows and 
then you do a recall. I'm trying  
to recall the work at Knulp, at 
that space and where it sort of 
landed. Yeah. I can't describe it. 

Q Did you see any change over the 
course of the exhibition?

LG Yes. Because the arrangement 
was I guess over stairs and 
through an entry, there were 
some minor footprints that ap-
peared on the paper. As people  
did sometimes step on it, the 
sheets might've slid around  
a bit over the duration.

Q How did you find taking down the 
work?

LG That's interesting. I'm trying to 
remember. I think one of my 
guys must've done it. Yeah,  
one of the proprietors must've 
come along and picked up the 
sheets and formed the stack 
again. I'm not sure if I was there 
at that time. 

DB My name is Dylan Batty, and  
I was one of the artists showing 
in the show.

Q Wow, great. What was your first 
encounter with the work of Fiona’s?

DB My first encounter with the work 
was during my install period  
when I had, like two hours 
during an extremely 
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 busy work time to run in, half 
install my work, and then 
run out. Then that was sort 
of the first time that I actually  
saw it with her setting everything 
up for it.

Q Were you helping set up or was it on 
the side whilst you were installing 
your work?

DB Yeah. It was literally run in, run 
out. I think I was there for two 
hours. No, even less than that. 
Maybe an hour. Saw it originally 
and was like, okay, cool. Didn’t 
quite understand it but it was 
cool.

Q Could you describe the piece?

DB Sure. It was a stack of paper on a 
stool next to the front door of the 
gallery. And it seemed to blow off 
every time the door was opened. 

Q We’ve already touched on this, but 
the next question is if you were 
involved in making the work at all or 
installing it?

DB Oh, that’s right. When I first  
installed my other part of my  
work at the SCA gallery, I was 
asked to bring the stool from the  
gallery to Knulp.

Q That answers the next one of -- did 
you see the work at both venues?

DB I saw -- I didn’t get to see the 
one at SCA, but I definitely saw 
the one at Knulp. Just because 
my work was so busy during  
that time.

Q For when you were first installing at 
Knulp, do you mean that it was busy?

DB No. I had to mind the gallery on 
weekends which is the only time 
when I had time off and the only 
time that SCA wasn’t open.

Q Right. The perfect overlap. Did you 
see any change to the work over the 
course of the exhibition?

DB Yup. I remember one of the 
first times that I was minding.  
The first bit of paper blew off, 
and we had people who would 
come in and try and stack it  
back on, not understanding the 
idea behind the work. And then  
I just remember the paper as  
well getting more and more dirty  
as the time went by. Ah, I don’t 
think I made it to the opening 
night of it, so I didn’t see it on  
the first day. 

Q Was it different to how you saw  
it towards the end of your minding?

DB Oh, yeah. Very different. I re-
member when I first saw the 
stack of paper on the chair.  
I thought they were room sheets 
as well. 

Q Totally, because the work was in the 
position by the door, right?

DB Yeah. And then over time, I was 
like, oh, I see. After reading the 
room sheet, I was like, oh, I get it 
now. I get it. 
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A few months ago I asked Naomi how 
she thought institutional critique 
worked today and if indeed, it worked 
(or had ever worked) at all. She 
mentioned Ben Davis’s response to the 
New Museum’s 2019 retrospective of 
Hans Haacke, a two part essay, titled 
‘How Hans Haacke’s Rise Coincided 
with the end of 1960s Activism and 
the Birth of Corporate Museum 
Sponsorship’, and ‘Why Art Fails to 
Make a Difference on it’s Own.’ In it, 
Davis grapples with the question of 
whether the museum is the right place 
for work that critiques the injustices in 
society, given their tendency to draw 
funds from problematic donors and 
their distance from real world activism. 
This is a question that has become 
particularly fraught in recent years, 
as it becomes progressively clear that 
actions like museum philanthropy 
are used not only to optically offset 
unethical practices but, as Anand 
Giriharadas argues, to actively uphold 
the conditions of inequality that define 
our society. 
 Tellingly, the Haacke 
retrospective opened while the New 
Museum directors were locked in 
a contract fight over wages and 
conditions with the New Museum 
workers. This tension between what 
museums show and what they do is 
one that most artists, at some point, 
have to resolve for themselves – artists 
have chosen to boycott the museum 
altogether, engage in institutional 
critique, or lobby for change. According 
to Davis, Haacke thought navigating 
the contradictions of the museum was 
necessary in order to make meaningful 
interventions, and had faith in the 
museum as a “meaningful space to 
occupy”; he continued to support 



university, that, despite being a public 
institution, receives a large proportion 
of its funding from private means 
(Sydney University Annual Report, 
2020). The works respond to these 
sites, acting as catalysts for questions 
that can’t necessarily be answered. 
Some questions: What occupies the 
original body? Is humour political or is 
the political funny? What is site? What 
can be seen and what is invisible? Why 
do you make? What is technique? And 
what is a gallery when no-one is there?  
 Cumming’s Lo se Change(2021) 
at SCA and   o            (2021) at KNULP- 
the loose change left over after he 
spent his artist fee fabricating work 
for another, commercial gallery 
exhibition - asks: Can an artist make 
a living from art? How is the value of 
an artist’s labour determined? What 
value does an artist have in the here 
and now? What arguments can be 
made for changing that value? Who 
benefits from the commerce of art? 
How do you maintain a practice? By 
working in a university? And given that 
university work is mostly precarious, 
what kind of solution is that? Recently, 
Cumming has explored the financial 
realities of ‘making art’ or ‘being an 
artist’ in two works of institutional 
critique that communicate directly 
with the institution. Return on 
Investment (2020), was Cumming’s 
application to the Fauvette Loureiro 
Memorial Scholarship – an award given 
annually to an alumni of SCA, which 
in 2020 offered $10,000 for a program 
of professional development. In the 
application, which is also the work, 
Cumming proposes to redistribute 
the prize money to a current student, 
following the changes made by the 
Morrison government to the degree 

museums even as he decried their 
unethical practices. This faith reminds 
me of the thing that often gets lost 
amid the furious and necessary work 
of actively dismantling systems of 
oppression (and the less necessary 
work of trying to provide a theme 
park like experience that appears to 
cater to everyone but really replaces 
aesthetic encounter with shopping). 
It’s a thing I care deeply about and 
something I think is sympathetic to 
dismantling – that is, that the gallery is 
not only an institution, but a physical 
space devoted to deep contemplative 
thought, a state that is difficult to 
generate in more directly active 
spaces. 
 The works in Transplant, 
curated by Alex Gawronski across two 
sites – KNULP, the artist run collective 
which Gawronski runs along with 
Mitch Cumming, Shane Haseman and 
Dylan Batty, and SCA Gallery, at the 
university where Gawronski teaches– 
remain faithful to this idea of the 
gallery as a physical site, and employ 
a contemplative, playful and reflective 
mode to ask critical questions about 
art practice: its technique, its financial 
viability, its physical and conceptual 
nature, its relationship to site. The text 
in Zoë Marni Robertson’s Woman’s love 
is of woman’s life apart (2021) notes, 
“I read as philosophers invented words 
for the connection between words 
and divorced themselves from any 
certainty. I laboured at approximation, 
beating myself against a sea of inquiry 
generating nothing.” 
 The sites are dialectic: KNULP 
is an unfunded artist run initiative 
and the SCA Gallery is a university 
gallery housed on the campus of one 
of Australia’s richest universities, and a 

fee structure, which saw the student 
contribution to an undergraduate 
Arts degree increase from $20,400 
to $43,500. In KNULP’s proposition 
to Carriageworks as part of No 
Show, an art-fair of artist run spaces 
funded through a government COVID 
relief grant, Cumming proposes 
Carriageworks instead use the 
funds to pay the money owed to 
emerging-artist workers following the 
institution’s brief period of voluntary 
administration. In Transplant, his 
references to the stratification of class 
and space are more oblique, yet no less 
biting: two pieces of white bread stuck 
onto the walls of each gallery, one 
facing east and the other west; and a 
handful of gloopy dough clogging the 
KNULP sink, made from a mixture of 
00-flour and water collected from the 
Rushcutters Bay stormwater channel. 
What/who is easily discarded and by 
whom? What/who is left behind?  
 Things left behind expresses 
the mood of Helen Grogan’s spillover 
(2021), the work at the centre of SCA 
and the periphery of KNULP. Grogan 
is interested in the present and near 
past of a site, often using the time 
of installation and the duration 
of exhibition as material. The title 
describes something that doesn’t fit 
inside its container, and the work at 
KNULP, a small iPad placed low on 
the wall beside the window, cycles 
slowly through a series of shots of 
the SCA courtyard, the scenes mostly 
captured through their reflection in 
another, larger screen, positioned 
beside the SCA Gallery entrance. In the 
SCA Gallery, she’s wrapped a flimsy 
black plastic pole and ribbed ribbon 
barrier around the centre display walls 
of the gallery, cordoning off three 

large flat screens held in polystyrene 
protectors. One is covered, no draped, 
in that synthetic white wrapping that 
holds things like laptops and TVs when 
they leave the factory. The drape is 
very precise, like the drape of a cloth 
arranged for a drawing class. The 
placement of the screens between the 
barrier and gallery wall, is also precise. 
The middle screen, visible only if you 
look over the top, or down at the side – 
forcing the body to perform in order to 
see is an ongoing project of Grogan’s 
– has a small moving image playing on 
it. The moving image shows a similar 
and sometimes the same view of the 
courtyard as the screen at KNULP. 
Reflected in the screen installed by the 
university on the courtyard wall, two 
chairs sit empty. The glare of sun on 
screen makes the edges of the chairs 
glow. 
 Zoë Marni Robertson’s The 
Bathers or Artist’s impression of the 
Men’s Courtyard (replete with sculpture 
of naked youth presenting flaccid/
passive eels) (2021), is also in excess 
of its container. The large overlapping 
sheets of wallpaper stretch longer 
than the wall and run across the floor 
in rolls. Like Grogan’s moving image, 
Roberston’s painting depicts a view 
of the courtyard of the Old Teacher’s 
College with mocking reference to the 
fountain’s sculpture. The men in the 
courtyard frolic, at ease, while beyond 
the fountain, through the arch, is the 
slight grey outline of a woman looking 
wistfully in. Sydney University first 
admitted women in 1888, 38 years 
after it was founded, but academia 
remains a male-dominated sphere, 
with twice as many male academics 
in permanent senior positions than 
women (Sydney University Annual 



opposite direction to the curve of 
the image; and Shane Haseman’s 
whimsical signs – all share this quality 
of something more emanating from 
their pores, the seen always putting 
you in mind of the unseen. 
 In the months following, 
I thought more about institutions 
and their problems and how it was 
necessary to critique them and yet also 
necessary to honour the way galleries 
offered space for an experience of 
presentness that couldn’t be found 
anywhere else. I thought about how 
close attention to site could bring you 
closer to some indescribable sense of 
the world. I thought about how the 
textures of physical space gave life to 
the physical being of the body. And 
then thought slipped away, became 
being, became something else, 
something that couldn’t be spoken, 
only felt. 

Sarinah Masukor, 2021

Report, 2020). Robertson’s fluid, 
luxurious strokes are sensuous and 
liquid. Her lines drip, crossing back over 
themselves, flowing beyond the shapes 
they indicate. A lone chair is tipped 
forward, unused. On the paper scroll in 
thick brown letters: “The future would 
be paid for in advance – at its own 
expense - at the cost of the present.” 
On the work’s transplant, an intimate 
diptych at KNULP, “I had begun to 
think about the university and where 
it stood. It was bound to be the end of 
it.”
 At the opposite end ofthe 
gallery, Elizabeth Pulie’s #113 (A)  
and #113 (B) (2021), are enigmatic, 
beautiful and jarring. There’s space, 
too much or not enough, around the 
works, which are set close together, 
forming a sculptural arrangement. The 
works are set under a spotlight which 
casts a halo of light and emphasises 
their complex textural qualities. The 
texture and colour of woven jute bend 
toward a skirt of black fabric, lined 
with dark red slashes. Like Roberston’s 
painting, Pulie’s sculpture is tactile and 
sensual, somehow at once precise and 
fluid. The mood reminds me of Mary 
Lattimer’s spare, exacting harp music, 
a form that has edges and yet is also 
unhinged. The works shuttle back and 
forth between revealing the structure 
of a thing and gesturing to how there 
is always more than what can be seen.  
 The other works – Debra 
Phillip’s textural, limits of sight 
photograph; Dylan Batty’s  jutting 
timber sculptures; Alex Gawronski’s 
faux painted manholes, complete 
with the sounds of things happening 
underground; Dane Mitchell’s large, 
close photographic prints, the paper 
curling out from the wall in the 
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