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 ELEANOR HART  

‘MIRROR MIRROR’  153x122cm, oil on linen, $16 000

When high noon on a summer’s day
makes the sky a fiery furnace,
and the heart seeks a quiet corner for dreams,
then come to me, my weary friend…
                      Hayim Nachman Bialik  



CLIFF BURTT  

...not until I was staring down old age did I wonder, all that pining after 
wisdom, what was the point? 

What's the good of it knowing Pythagoras' Theorem, or  
the sum of all the mistakes made,  
the missteps taken - and again  
the planet traces out another year. 

              Cliff Burtt, ‘Ptolemy’, 2019, steel,  68x44x42cm, $4900 

        (above left) ‘Ptolemaic Orrery”2019, steel, 70x44x32cm, $4200

                                                      



           FIONA HALSE   ‘Duo’ (Waltz) 2019 64x64cm, framed, $2900
 

This painting ‘Duo’ is 
about the tension 
between red and green 
and the intertwining of 
the linear forms in a 
shallow space.  Line is 
the underlining 
structure in my work 
and the application of 
this line or passages of 
marks  needs to be 
considered in  relation 
to time  ( line is 
defined by speed and 
pressure). ‘Duo’ could 
also be considered a 
waltz where the red 
and green connect and 
disconnect and where 
line and time 
interconnect.
This poem by Brossa 
‘Time’ refers to the 
‘line’.   But line is not  
a linear drawing 
structure as in ‘Duo’.
It is about reaffirming 

the line as a marker of time and reminding the reader of their mortality and existence. My work 
relates to this sense of being present and my personal space being affirmed for the viewer.  
I discovered Brossa when I was at Can Serrat International Arts Centre in 2005 and visited the Joan 
Miro Museum. His work was playful, spontaneous and I enjoyed how he placed the words on the 
page. His poems related to Miro's work and other Catalan artists and his contribution to the arts 
through  founding Dau al Set and advocacy for the conscious and unconscious mind interested me 
along with many other Catalan artists. There was an unpredictability about his work and a value of 
the informal. Dau al Set means "the seventh face of the dice” which expresses the movement's rupturist 
character.
  
Time - By Joan Brossa
Translated by A.Z. Foreman

This line is the present.
That line you just read is the past
(It fell behind after you read it)
The rest of the poem is the future,
existing outside your perception.
The words
are here, whether you read them
or not. And no power on earth
can change that.



Reference to ‘IAM Warm’ 2017, 24x18 cm, framed, $700  
(as above)

‘AFON’  (river) 100x100cm, oil and enamel on canvas $4000

Poem: Llong Casnewydd
Author: Gillian Clarke
Published:  Ice (Carcanet Press)

Excerpt:
Tatters of torn sails are gulls drifting
above the long brown muscles of the Usk…

Notes: This poem refers to 'The Newport Ship’ the oldest ship ever found in Welsh waters, buried in 
the river Usk
My father was born in Newport and it references the sea and the river. To be on show ‘White On 
White’ in 31 Aug, with Anna Caione @westendartspace



ANNA CAIONE 
I have been containing a lot of heaviness for some time,  
I have been shuffled up and down and moved here and there,  
I have finally settled and am covered in dust with subtleties of tone and textures,  
created by the hand, the touch, the gesture which escape me and the breadth of 
the surface that encompasses me,  
to arrive at sublime silence, soaked with possibilities...

                                                        ‘SQUARE 1’ mixed media on canvas 96x96cm, $2500 



SARINA LIROSI 
 
   I heard a Fly buzz - when I died -
The Stillness in the Room
Was like the Stillness in the Air -
Between the Heaves of Storm -

The Eyes around - had wrung them dry -
And Breaths were gathering firm
For that last Onset - when the King
Be witnessed - in the Room -

I willed my Keepsakes - Signed away
What portion of me be
Assignable - and then it was
There interposed a Fly -

With Blue - uncertain - stumbling Buzz -
Between the light - and me -
And then the Windows failed - and then
I could not see to see -    Emily Dickinson 1862

1.Eternity Ring. 2. Garland. 3. Stem 
2012 Archival inkjet on Canson Rag 50x50cm, $650 each, framed



DÓNAL MOLLOY-DRUM 

How airy and how earthed it felt up there,
Bare to the world, light headed, volatile
And carried like the rests in tides or music. 
                                          Lightenings (iv) by Seamus Heaney

 ‘Lovesong' (2018) - stainless steel, found wood - 85 x 47 x 12 cm

Text

$4900



FRAN O’NEILL  

Through the empty branches the sky remains.
It is what you have. 
Be earth now and evensong.
Be the ground lying under that sky.
Be modest now, like a thing
ripened until it is real,
so that he who began it all
can feel you when he reaches for you. 
                                                         Rilke’s Book of Hours

‘Dark Beauty’ 122x122cm,  oil on canvas, $5500
(above right) ‘Churning’ oil on canvas, 168x168cm, $9500



CEZARY STULGIS  

‘METAL JACKET’   steel, paint
H50cm x D50cm x W35cm
Price: $4000

I like digging holes
Hiding things inside them
When I'll grow old
I won't forget to find them
I like digging holes
Hiding things inside them
When I'll grow old
I won't forget to find them
I've got no roots
No roots…           
                        Alice Merton ‘No roots’ 



PAMELA RATAJ  

‘HIATUS’ 2019, dimensions vary, leather, glass, wood. POR

We live in succession, in division, in parts, in particles. Meantime within man is the soul of the 
whole; the wise silence; the universal beauty, to which every part and particle is equally related; 
the eternal One. And this deep power in which we exist, and whose beatitude is all accessible to us, 
is not only self-sufficing and perfect in every hour, but the act of seeing and the thing seen, the seer 
and the spectacle, the subject and the object, are one. We see the world piece by piece, as the sun, 
the moon, the animal, the tree; but the whole, of which these are the shining parts, is the soul
                                                                   Ralph Waldo Emerson



MONIQUE LACEY  

‘ICONIC’ and ‘DUTCH BLUE’  approx. 15x15x13cm, plaster, resin, mixed media, 2018. $1100 
each

Ring the bells (ring the bells) that still can ring
Forget your perfect offering
There is a crack in everything (there is a crack in everything)
That's how the light gets in…
                                                 Anthem by Leonard Cohen



LORNA CRANE 

‘NEAR and FAR’ 2019, 123x 93cm, Acrylic on Canvas, $1990

'I stood willingly and gladly in the characters of everything - other people, trees, clouds. 
And this is what I learned, that the world's otherness is antidote to confusion - that standing within 
this otherness - the beauty and the mystery of the world, out in the fields or deep inside books - can 
re-dignify the worst-stung heart.’
                                                 Mary Oliver

These words resonate with me whenever I stand and look deeper into the Australian landscape. 
Recalling those special places that have touched my soul and made my heart sing. 
Where shapes and forms then spill out into my world of memory mapping.

This is the essence of the why and how I begin to make ……

By reflecting back to those special places in the Australian landscape.
Remembering the times that I stood in those places and connected to the land.
A synergy that has distilled over time through colour, shapes and forms in my process of making. 



OLIVER ASHWORTH-MARTIN 

AUGMENTED STUDY - BANKSIA (ii) 107x77cm, 
charcoal on arches, $1960 (above right)

TRACES (x) 50x18x18cm, concrete on gum, $3400

‘Things are produced around us, but no one knows the 
whence. They issue forth, but no one sees the portal’ 
Chuang -Tzu.

A profound line from the student of Lao Tzu, Chuang -Tzu, 
has always been present when I make my art. It relates to the 
Buddhist wisdom that ‘the finger which points to the Moon, 
isn’t the moon’, echoing my practice which seeks to explore 
the non-objective forms and hidden depths of nature, 
celebrating the miracle of our natural world that hides behind the veil.


