
Floyd's use of the gallery space is critical to
the installation. By leaving the walls empty and
presenting the entire work on the floor, largely
below eye level, Floyd maps the topography of a
city as she shifts the focus from the vertical to
the horizontal, from the big picture to the detail.

The city, a church-like structure made up of
five onion-shaped domes, emerges from a rubble
of wooden letters. Visible from every point of
the installation, it provides a central architec­
tural motif, the surrounding threads of text only
legible when one is facing the domes. In order to
make sense of the work, the visitor must enter
the space, move around and step over the text
following the meandering paths. Through the
development of both a physical and intellectual
engagement with the work, Floyd implicates
the viewers in the action of the text, inviting
them to reconstruct the original narrative from
their own memories and experiences.

The unstable voice of the fragile sentences is
pitted against the authority of the domes. The
letters, dipped in black ink or scorched like
charcoal, resemble anachronistic type from an
old printing press. They lean precariously against
each other, forming incomplete phrases. The
black text framed by white gallery walls echoes
the page yet undermines the sense of perma­
nence and stability one finds in a book, offering
multiple possibilities for interpretation.

In one corner of the installation, wooden
letters lie in a heap, some smashed and burnt.
Here we encounter the murder scene from the
novel, a moment of irrational behaviour that
goes beyond rational depiction through lan­
guage. Elsewhere, letters are piled under the
central domes, the place of the protagonist's
confession. Language, once representing the
rational, has disintegrated.

Floyd's installation allows the visitor to
wander through the city, picking up fragments
of text, attempting to reconstruct the narrative
according to public and private memory. The
last fragment is the final line of both the novel
and the work: 'Life had taken the place of dialec­
tics and something completely different had
to work itself out in his consciousness ... there
was freedom.'

I Richard Pevear, 'Foreword', Fyodor. Dostoyevsky,
Crime and Punishment, Vintage Books, 1993, p. xiv.

Emily FIoyd, It's because I talk too much that I
do nothing, Anna Schwartz Gallery, 6 June - 13
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LINDSAY DUN BAR

Is there such a thing as a sidelong stare? Can
you stare at something out of the corner of
your eye? Staring implies a square-shouldered,
focused observation of the subject. So if you are
looking at something in your peripheral vision
you cannot be staring at it ... right? The subjects
and elemen ts of Ricky Swallow's sculptures are
things encountered on the periphery of vision
or consciousness or culture - vaguely glimpsed
and barely registered marginalia. But Swallow
has swivelled his head and stared, brought them
to the centre and subjected them to an atom-by­
atom scrutiny.

This telescopic observation translates to a
scrupulous surface treatment. Swallow is a kind
of tiber-whittler. The scrutiny is so remorseless
that it has scared away the colour: the sanded
hardwood surface of the five objects in this exhi-
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bition look blasted and exposed, as if the exami­
nation has leeched out the colour but left the
detail; as if they were pieces of sun-bleached
driftwood found on a forgotten shore. This is
true, if only figuratively. Swallow's subject mat­
ter is the flotsam and jetsam of popular cuI ture:
a 1980s plastic stool; a single, dated running
shoe; a vinyl beanbag. There are other elements,
of course. The stool echoes the shape of the
apple core that sits atop it; the runner is home
to a small bird; a human skull nestles deep in
the beanbag as if discovered in the future ruins
of some Pompeian share house.

The soft wooden surface at first appears in­
distinct. Made from Jelutong, a soft hardwood
resembling balsa that is favoured by model­
makers, the pieces seem light in weight and soft
in initial appearance. The softness draws you in
and details emerge on closer observation: the bird
has tiny glass eyes. Another work, And the moment
will come when composure returns (decoy), 2002,

left: RICKY SWALLOW, And
the moment will come
when composure returns

(decoy), 2002, laminated
Jelutong (hardwood),

54·5 x 49·5 x 35-5 cm,
courtesy Karyn Lovegrove
Gallery, Los Angeles.

opposite poge: EMILY
FLOYD, It's because I
talk too much that I do
nothing, 2002 (details),
Installation view, powder
coated steel, stained wood,
dimensions variable,
courtesy Anna 5chwartz
Gallery, Melbourne.

ART&AUSTRAlIA 501



review

a self-portrait bust, meticulously traces the zips
and folds of a hooded sweater and the facial hair
of its subject.

The works have evidence of recent human
presence - physical spaces like that behind the
mass-produced mask from the Scream movies;
inside the sneaker; the spaces around both the
apple core and the skull where faces have been­
but also gaps of sentience: the open hood of the
self-portrait has recently contained the back of a
head, but there is also the feeling ofa missing con­
sciousness - the closed eyes seem far away, gazing
absently at some inner landscape. The opposite,
in fact, of the hard stare employed to make the
piece. It is as if these spaces still hold eddies of
air from the wake of the departing human.

Like Jorge Barges's full-scale map that exactly
covers the territory it describes, Swallow's sculp­
tures are models that take up the same space
as their subjects. Instead of the hobbyist feel of
his previous tiny parallel-world tableaux, these
works are more like engineering prototypes for
a life-sized SimCity, or antiques for a world
where time runs backwards.

wooden problems, 1 June - 6 July 2002, Karyn
Lovegrove Gallery, Los Angeles.
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ANNE KIRKER

The nape of a boy's neck features on the cover
of this book, sensuous, ears wide. Usually one
would expect the face - that index of physical
and psychological character - to be a ploy for
attracting potential readers. Yet Anne Noble has
rarely practised according to convention, even
though she works largely within the photo-docu­
mentary tradition. As early as 1974 during a
recorded interview with colleague Rhondda
Bosworth, Noble speaks of making 'an image
from the outer world that reflects the inner
world' with honesty, and the difficulty of doing
so. At a time when so much photography is
artfully manipulated, conspicuously posed or
stridently political. Noble's photographs are
arresting for their dignity and quietude.

Anne Noble: States ofGrace is an exemplar of
how to presen t a survey of the work of a mid­
career photographer: one hundred images
selected with a keen appreciation of the artist's
oeuvre; three essays; and a full chronology of
the artist's life and work, including selected
exhibitions and a bibliography, giving a total

of 128 pages. The most comprehensive text is by
Justin Paton, who curated the accompanying
touring exhibition. Anne Kennedy offers a
poetic meditation on Noble's work, while Lydia
Wevers focuses on a recent photo-installation
on the death of the artist's father. The plates are
organised chronologically, complemented by
Paton's insightful choice of themes: 'The Cast of
Light', 'Live Bodies', 'Angles of Approach', 'Claims
of Place', 'The Weight of Things' and 'Rooms
and Windows'. Paton's writing neither imposes
itself on oble's photo-documentary imagery
nor on her more recent use of colour printing
and computer technology. Rather, it elucidates
content and aesthetic qualities, avoiding the
deadening effect of technical explanation and
theoretical justification.

The book traces more than two decades of
the photographer's career and concentrates on
many of her most significant series. It demon­
strates how Noble takes risks with her choice
of subject: the erogenous zones of the human
body; communities of people not usually visible
to outsiders; fragments from the natural world;
or the majesty of a particular landscape. She is
at one with her subjects, not as a dispassionate
observer but as a person who wishes to engage
and understand.

In her 1982 series 'Night Hawk', Noble
achieves erotic images so tender that the eye
caresses the photographs as though directed by
touch. In 1988 she was a guest of the com­
munity of women at Tybum Convent in London,
where silence and a strict regime of religious
observance is the rule. The resulting portfolio
of twelve small black-and-white documentary
images is titled 'In the Presence of Angels:
Photographs of the Contemplative Life'. It is
the study of light at the convent, as much as
the routine oflives declicated to God, that grants
the sequence such grace.

From 1994, 'Hidden Lives: The Work of Care'
is a series of large-scale gelatin-silver prints
featuring elderly intellectually clisabled people
and their carers at home. Domesticity and
the most ordinary of acts lend these works a
weight and dignity that disallows pathos. They
are immensely moving portraits. Earlier, the
New Zealand landscape serves as a historical
metaphor as much as a portrait of place. 'The
Wanganui', 1981-82, images of a large river
flowing through the country's North Island,
was the first of several majestic panoramic
sequences. The most recent, 'Te Hikoi 0 Kati




