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A Thousand Times The Rolling Sun and The Old Beechworth Gaol acknowledge the 
Traditional Custodians of the land on which this project takes place. We pay respect to Elders 

past, present and emerging. 
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A Thousand Times The Rolling Sun  
 

I had been tentatively formulating 
a project for the Beechworth HM Prison 
since hearing about it changing hands. I 
took being told that the new owners were 
taking questions and suggestions 
concerning the prison’s future as a cue to 
propose my still gestating project. 
Confident my request would be rejected, if 
not completely ignored, I first contacted 
the owners in June 2017. 
 
 Beechworth’s strict heritage laws 
have afforded it a well-preserved 
streetscape. Combined with the Ned Kelly 
mythology’s ties to the region, this has 
proven to be a bona fide boon to the local 
economy. Unfortunately, the preservation 
of a specific veneer of history and the 
incantation of a narrow, if not singular, 
narrative calcifies that very history. Rich 
as it may be, the privileging of 
Beechworth’s gold rush period and its 
Kelly gang affiliations have resulted in a 
static rendering of its past. The prison for 
me always presented a compelling 
example of this. Even before the prison 
closed in 2004, its facade had 
disassociated itself from its internal 
affairs. I arrived in Beechworth as a child 
towards the end of the prison’s tenure, but 
I never got the sense that there was ever, at 
any time, anyone inside the prison. It’s a 
building constrained and shaped by 
conflicting agendas, politics and 
economies. Its exterior was too 
domineering, too entangled with tourism 
to allow a multiplicity of histories to 
flourish. Since public entry, until now, was 
extremely limited (unlike many of 
Beechworth’s buildings of historical note), 

its exterior acted as a constant affirmation 
of what the town was selling: History with 
a capital H. It reminded me of the glossy 
tabloids at the checkout of the 
supermarket; even the disinterested absorb 
the headlines. It may seem like an obvious 
fact, but the prison contained inmates as 
recently as 2004, yet their narratives and 
experiences are often neglected in favour 
of a certain blockbuster bush bandit. The 
prison was no longer a prison, not even a 
defunct one, but more an elaborate prop 
corroborating a specific narrative. 
Histories are sensitive things, subject to 
subtle inflections, easily petrified and 
snagged in the mind. 
 
 My initial motivation for this 
project was to somehow facilitate an 
expansion, if not dismantling, of what I 
understood to be a limited narrative the 
prison had been assigned and mandated to 
perpetuate. I had assembled a group of 
artists in my mind whose practices I felt 
could offer a means of executing this. 
While divergent in form, their practices 
shared a key commonality. I had been 
describing this commonality in early 
conversations with the participating artists 
as a sort of ‘flip’. I considered it akin to 
saying a word over and over until it 
dissolves into incoherent phonemes, and 
then dissolves further into abstract noise, 
until you’re startled by an encounter with 
something you know rationally to be 
familiar but are now witnessing as a 
singularity. The dissolution of the familiar 
can afford a strain of objectivity.  
 
 Erin Manning suggests, “Anything 
that stands still-an object, a form, a being - 
is an abstraction […] from experience.” 
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(Erin Manning, The Minor Gesture 
(Durham: Duke University Press, 2016), 
47). If we consider an object as defined 
through manipulation of its experiential 
value, then the practices that I believe 
demonstrate this ‘flip’, demonstrate also 
an understanding of the object not being 
the end point or the embodiment of the 
work; rather an evolving conduit for 
experience. The flip can position the 
viewer to apprehend the work as the 
ongoing culmination of multiple tangents, 
perspectives, protocols, incidences and 
strata and has the subsequent capacity to 
engage them with objects, sites and 
narratives similarly so. It deconstructs the 
conceit of the fixed narrative by exposing 
the tangential, tenuous net of relations 
underpinning it. However, this privileging 
of multiplicities shouldn’t be mistaken for 
a self-conscious gesture that undermines 
the work by acknowledging the fallibility 
of its lineage. Instead, I see it as doing 
precisely the opposite, which is to say, 
clearing the way for a genuinely 
meaningful encounter. 
 
 To my surprise, one of the owners 
of the gaol, Clayton Neil, agreed to meet 
with me and discuss the proposal. I met 
him at the gaol where we conducted a 
brief site visit and discussed the 
rudimentary idea I had of the project. By 
the end of this meeting we had settled on a 
date. I chose February for the project to 
open partly to utilise the space before any 
construction or conversion started in a big 
way, and partly because February is a 
relatively busy time in terms of tourism in 
Beechworth. This meant that many visitors 
to the show would be individuals taking a 
tour of the prison. I was interested in the 

convergence of the tour’s intent to 
elucidate the prison’s role and history, and 
the project’s intent to elucidate the 
fallibility of that history. All of this to say 
that the participants in the project only had 
six months or so to produce work for the 
site.  
 Since first contacting Clayton the 
project has evolved, changed course, 
gained momentum and become 
increasingly delineated, thanks in large 
part to all of those involved. From the 
outset those I contacted requesting their 
participation have challenged, expanded 
and, dare I say, flipped my idea of the 
project. 
 
 While I had apprehended the 
exterior of the prison as embedded 
somewhere specific, over the course of 
numerous site visits the interior of the 
prison revealed itself to be amorphous. 
The prison is dotted with small 
appendages; preventative measures added 
on to discontinue some infraction. It’s like 
the entire building is submerged and there 
are hundreds of makeshift plugs keeping 
the water out. There is the metal cage over 
the observation tower at the corner of the 
cell halls. The prisoners who had their 
television rights revoked were required to 
walk their television from their cell to its 
holding place. The humiliation of such a 
procedure drove some inmates to hurl their 
televisions from the balcony at the roof of 
the small observation tower. Hence, the 
cage. There is a small metal ridge in the 
doorframe of the solitary confinement cell. 
It was installed so friends couldn’t roll 
cigarettes to the occupant. At one point 
gym equipment was set up in the exercise 
yard but no one used it. A guard asked an 
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inmate why this was and the inmate 
explained that using the equipment made 
you too vulnerable to an attack. Think of 
your field of vision on a bench press. A 
stainless steel mirror was installed in the 
yard to allow inmates to exercise alert to 
who may be sneaking up behind them. 
Additions such as these (and there are 
many) are perhaps the most palpable 
markers of exchange between the building, 
its use and its occupants. These distinct yet 
minuscule features and their lineage give 
the prison the sense of a living thing, 
subject to change and exchange. Most 
things viewed close up are unrecognisable, 
but the details can be seen much better that 
way. Histories had equal footing there, 
which was curious since that was the 
affect I had been aiming to establish 
through the project. My own naivety and 
conceit concerning the prison became 
increasingly apparent. It seemed, from this 
internal view of the prison, that the 
building itself was doing the heavy lifting 
when it came to presenting a tangled and 
fluid account of its history.  
 
 I still believe the practices 
involved in this project engender a certain 
way of seeing, one that can be applied to 
the prison as a means of expanding the site 
beyond the external narrative it has 
become entrenched in. I also believe that 
the architecture and the mainstream 
historical narrative Beechworth sells is in 
dire need of interrogation. However, the 
project for me began to emerge as one of 
exchange. Rather than coming in guns 
blazing, accusing the building of 
perpetrating some fallacy, the more time I 
spent there the more the project required 
an outcome that prioritised listening and 

inflecting through interventions. I began to 
realised those involved in the project 
approached it in this way from the outset. 
It was always going to be a heavy feat 
negotiating a space as loaded as a former 
prison, and one with a colonial facade to 
boot, particularly as incarceration is an 
exceedingly acute and pivotal issue in 
Australia, with our treatment of asylum 
seekers, the unfolding human rights 
violations on Manus Island, the number of 
Aboriginal deaths in custody. The 
opportunity to realise this project felt like 
a crucial one, albeit one I felt somewhat 
out of my depth to tackle. While this 
project represents a small step, and 
perhaps the first iteration of what needs to 
be an ongoing interrogation, I feel it can 
act as a bridge between the prison, what it 
symbolises and the broader, critical 
discussion surrounding incarceration the 
use of a site such as this necessitates. The 
range of rigorous, sensitive, intelligent and 
vulnerable practices involved, including 
contributions from those who have 
experienced or are experiencing 
incarceration, have found poetic and 
critical means of engaging with the prison 
and its consequences. My hope is that their 
culmination may find the myriad histories 
and narratives buried under a prevailing 
image resuscitated as something distinctly 
new.  

G. C. 
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Vivienne Harvey 
 
Hi Gabriel – some jumbled thoughts 
which came to mind when I read your 
comment about lack of awareness of the 
inmates when you were a kid. It was a 
different experience for my generation 
growing up in Beechworth.  
 
When I was a kid the townspeople were 
quite aware of the prisoners. There was no 
razor wire on the top of the walls and the 
prisoners used to work in the pine 
plantations owned by the gaol . They 
frequently escaped, over the wall or from 
the plantations. Before I was born a 
prisoner escaped on my father’s bike. 
Once they hid out in the roof of the school 
for a few days – this told to me by my 
mother. More recently a couple concealed 
themselves in the lake. There used to be 
road blocks on the Albury and Wangaratta 
roads after an escape where police would 
check the boots of cars. Outlying farm 
houses were targeted for food and rifles. I 
think a siren used to sound to warn people. 
 
Occasionally parts of the gaol would be 
open for tours. I think I went once during 
Education Week to see the education and 
woodwork part of the gaol.  
 
Girls walking into town after school past 
the gaol grounds would try to flirt with 
prisoners at work in the gardens on the 
other side of the fence. (The school was 
also a high school – so these were older 
girls.) I think there was a conifer hedge 
along the side of the fence – not sure about 
that.  
 

The prisoners seemed to be more of a 
benign presence in those days. The 
amazing Father Hull, the Anglican 
minister from England in the sixties 
produced plays acted by prisoners in the 
Civic Hall - my first experience of live 
drama which I remember still. Later on 
they worked  in the prison vegetable 
garden in the police paddocks. It was said 
that some would break out just before they 
were due to be released so as not to have 
to face the outside world. As a kid, 
working in my father’s newsagency, we 
would sometimes meet a newly released 
prisoner. Were they coming to stop a 
newspaper delivery – seems unlikely – 
probably just to buy cigarettes or tobacco 
and papers.  
 
Possibly others have already told you this 
earlier town experience of the gaol.  
 
I hope to come to your opening. 
 
All the best 
 
Vivienne  
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NO BODY POLITIC  
Ender Baskan 
 
 
They say Ned Kelly was 
locked up at Beechworth 
Prison 
for murder assault theft 
and armed robbery 
a boon to the local 
ekonomi now 
his empty cell 
our national hero 
dead at 25 
hung 
like a duck in a Chinese 
restaurant window 
such is life 
 
later 
they say his corpse was 
dissected by medical 
students 
skull used as a 
paperweight by the police 
lost 
found 
placed in a glass case in 
Pentridge 
stolen again 
vanished 
young Edward gives 
everyone the slip again 
and again 
 
They say Ned Kelly was 
detained incarcerated 
imprisoned held 
under lock and key 
at Beechworth Gaol 
like a gorilla 
he drank espresso first 
thing 
broke rock during the day 
wrote poems by night to 
Mao Zedong 
read Marx by candlelight 
converted to Islam 
honoured the Shamrock 
they say he roamed loose 
for two years up in the 
bush 

a freestyle long march 
a proto-republic that 
never comes 
a self-deconstructing war 
unit 
a terror before Terror 
a gang before the herald 
sun 
up there he robbed the NAB 
saved a drowning boy 
gave to the poor 
and dictated a tour de 
force, the Jerilderie 
Letter 
where he began 
‘Dear Sir 
I wish to acquaint you 
with 
some of the occurrences of 
the present past 
and future…’ 
Kelly a man possessed by 
the total art 
bushranging vagabonding 
flogging the colonial 
horse 
setting things right 
dead at 25 
 
They say the Chinese built 
Beechworth Prison 
to keep out the rabbits 
and the marauding Mongols 
and just to have something 
to do 
they say it was made out 
of granite quarried on 
site 
by the central committee 
of the Chinese Communist 
Party 
they say today you can see 
Beechworth Prison from the 
moon 
they say the Mongols got 
in eventually anyway 
they say they were 
impressed 
by Beechworth Prison 
a real classic 
in the classical style 
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an outstanding example of 
a panopticon prison 
and cost-effective too 
yes they say the Mongols 
were impressed 
and went on their merry 
way 
 
They say Kelly himself was 
a latter-day Genghis Khan 
roaming the Ovens & Murray 
with a war machine 
headbutting the 
illegitimate state 
of Queen Vic 
and her police 
and her polis 
Kelly and his chestnut 
stallions and mares 
his gang 
his nomos 
and his mother too 
all great athletes 
pole vaulting over the 
prison walls 
and into the public 
imagination 
gold for Australia gold! 
world records fell 
live on channel 7 
Kelly shakes the continent 
and shocks the world! 
 
They say Ellen Kelly nee 
McCluskey  
ma of Ned 
was a notorious woman 
tax accountant by trade  
bore twelve kids and 
outlived seven 
lived til 90 or 102  
a crime family matriarch 
who did a three year stint 
in Ole Melbourne  
for beating a cop 
with an Italian shoe 
 
They say local mobs up 
around Beechworth have 
been playing rock scissor 
paper 

under the auspices of high 
powered lawyers and 
the holy ghost 
for some time 
over who gets to call it 
our plot now 
since the locus was a 
theatre of migration 
from down the river up to 
the hills 
for thousands of years a 
back and forth 
and now whitefellas decide 
that blackfellas must 
decide 
like judges on Australian 
Idol 
 
They say the local Koori 
helped out Kelly 
got him around the cops 
they say he had a tryst 
with Wirudjari girl 
called mitta-wong-boing 
or little kangaroo 
together they stayed up 
late eating Bogong moths  
and singing Tracy 
Chapman’s 
talkin’ bout a revolution 
 
Outsiders 
they say 
can relate to one another 
but no 
no need to say 
I say 
that insiders relate to 
insiders 
 
They say a young Pete 
Dutton opened the 
Beechworth Gaol 
in 1864 
laying a fat stone 
to polite and pristine 
colonial applause 
they say on his command a 
moat was dug around it 
yards deep 
and the prison declared an 
island  
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called Nauru 
in the moat was the HMAS 
TAMPA 
afloat with photographers 
wearing John Howard 
tracksuits 
they say that Muslamics 
with camels and dark 
moustaches were unlawful 
and placed on the ship 
then photographed having a 
dip 
causing outrage and desire 
 
They say there were lots 
of Chinese in Beechworth 
Gaol 
all hard workers, family 
folk 
thrown in for highway 
robbery and polytheism 
and possession of stolen 
mutton 
the exact numbers are 
opaque 
the authorities didnt 
bother count 
considered them vermon  
but they say the Chinese 
were far too smart of 
course 
and dug a hole to China 
and vanished 
returning driving buses 
full of tourists 
from back home 
charging them a bomb 
they said look everybody 
Ned Kelly was ere 
and everyone said 
oooooooooooooo 
 
In fact they say the 
prison itself was made in 
China 
but the tag said PRC 
they say it was made by 
artisanal craftspeople 
in a village of six 
million 

they say they were paid 
handsomely in pounds 
sterling 
and jaguars 
they say this was pre-Ikea  
and they had to bring the 
prison up through the hole 
intact 
 
They say Ai Qing 
poet hero of the Chinese 
communist revolution 
and father of  Ai WeiWei 
was once lodged in a 
canton named Beechworth  
under siege there by the 
forces of the smiling 
Generalissimo  
Chiang Kai-Shek 
client of the West  
and daddy of Taiwan 
they say Ai Qing was 
visited there by Kelly and 
Whitlam and Rosa Luxemburg 
who arrived by helicopter 
and handed him cigarillos 
and encouragement 
 
They say Ai WeiWei was a 
top ranked blackjack 
player in Atlantic City 
until he returned to China 
and became an artist of 
repute 
Ai WeiWei says that his 
father was an artist 
until he went to prison  
and came out a poet 
laureate  
and hero of the revolution 
for ten years 
until he got twenty years 
in Xinjiang 
hard labour 
for being a rightist of 
the Left 
later he was rehabilitated 
like a pop star with a 
haircut and a new record 
once again a hero  
how time turns 
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Ai WeiWei says jail cannot 
make artists 
but can make poets 
granite walls cannot stop 
the word 
poetry and the word lives 
within and without 
through broken fingers and 
solitary 
 
They say there are some 
wonderful art pogroms in 
jail now 
they say the prisoners in 
Beechworth made spa baths 
for money and something to 
do  
an outlet for anger or 
love or creativity perhaps 
they say the baths or 
jacuzzis are lauded by 
Camilla Duchess of York 
they say Camilla swears by 
them, yeah 
 
They say in 1970 Ned Kelly 
made a film 
and said 
please allow me to 
introduce myself 
Im a man of wealth and 
taste… 
over the years Kelly 
built quite a resume 
studying at the London 
School of Economics 
leaving to become a 
corporate CEO 
eventually knighted by the 
Queen 
and registering the domain 
www.mickjagger.com 
pleased to meet you 
woo-woo 
 
They say the prison shut 
down because of Serena 
Williams 
the American chemist 
who sent tennis balls into 
orbit  
and over the walls  

drug grenades 
air drops 
care packages 
fuel 
The escape vectors of the 
mind prefigured the 
physical lines of flight 
Everyone escaped 
Even those hung from the 
hardwood beam 
And into the immediate 
plasm of timeless 
elsewhere 
 
They say the prison itself 
is still in 
rigor mortis 
the third stage of death 
and its toenails and hair 
keep growing 
as it awaits its last 
rights 
accorded by the high 
priestess of song and art 
soon we will dress the 
prison in its best clothes 
and bury it 
only for it to rise again 
one moon 
as a palace of virtue 
and consternation 
 
They say the famous walls 
of Constantinople  
were wonderful for those 
inside 
delivering peace and 
security 
for hundreds of years 
impenetrable 
until the fourth crusade 
peaked in the Sack of 1204 
when the Christian holy 
war  
unable to capture Muslim 
Jerusalem 
took a late night detour 
like those made to the 
24hour Bell Street drive-
thru 
and conquered the world’s 
largest Christian city  
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instead 
a change of plans 
sending Baldwin of 
Flanders 
to the throne 
emperor for a year until 
captured in battle 
he spent his last days a 
prisoner 
his skull later used as a 
drinking cup 
by the Tsar of Bulgaria  
 
But they say this is 
Australia 
we are living in 
a frontier state 
and no matter how immense 
the desert 
they say without borders 
there is no body politic 
an inside must have an 
outside 
without outlaws there are 
no inlaws 
or laws 
they say without prisons 
there is no outside within 
and it is not citizens or 
subjects that attest to a 
state but the presence of 
prisoners and outsiders 
for without enemies 
the state is null 
and so a town teeters when 
the former prison stands 
empty 
and so now we fill it, 
fill it they say 
 
I heard Ai WeiWei say that 
a person who wants to 
understand their country 
is already well on the way 
to jail 
Now here we are 
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The Works 

The Roomsheet 

Ender Baskan 

No Body Politic 

The Bathroom 

Tim Buckovic 

Bučković’s work involves the production 
of paintings with an interest in the 
development of semiotic handling of 
modernist space. // Deciding when to apply 
an interpretation of semiotic conditioning 
is a function that surrounds the painting’s 
drawing, revealing itself at flexible 
moments in the works production. Often 
these moments are chances that can be 
filled in, linear forms become trees, 
structure becomes corridors and figures 
become shadows. Scenes and locations in 
the paintings can be articulated in this way. 
Abstraction and representation constructs 
the psychological conditions surrounding 
the scenes, however semiotic logic is 
broken when reaching anywhere outside of 
these spaces.  
Setting objects, locking objects in place, is 
an important part of proceeding in the 
painting process. Over multiple layers the 
composition is shifted and overlapped. 
Interpretations have then the option to be 
redeveloped, where the end of the painting 
can now follow the steps of its beginning. 
Primary lines, sections and colours, those 
that form the painting’s image bleed 
through and remain forms and obstacles in 
the continuation of the work.  

The Beginning of Cell Hall No. 2 

Jessie Bullivant 

Body Pressure 
2018 
Restaging of Bruce Nauman’s 1974 work 
by the same name. Digital print on 80gsm 
paper. 
64 x 42cm each 

This is a restaging of “Body Pressure”, 
made by Bruce Nauman in 1974. 
  

·      Bruce Nauman (born 1941) is 
an American artist. His practice 
spans a broad range of media 
including sculpture, photography, 

neon, video, drawing, 
printmaking, and performance. 
Nauman lives near Galisteo, New 
Mexico. (This biography is from 
Wikipedia under an Attribution-
ShareAlike Creative Commons 
License.) 

  
·      “Body Pressure” is on long-
term display at Dia:Beacon, a 
gallery located in an former box-
printing facility on the banks of 
the Hudson river, north of New 
York city, USA. 

  
·      Visitors may take a poster. 

The Mess Hall 

R C 

This painting is called REFLECTION. A 
leopard can be caged and trained but its 
spots will stay the same. 

The Women’s Cell Numbered 8  

Bindi Cole Chocka 

EH5452 is a video installation 
originally commissioned for the exhibition 
Taboo, curated by Brook Andrew in 2012 
and held at the Museum of Contemporary 
Art, NSW. EH5452 is a cathartic 
experience for Bindi Cole Chocka. Not 
many people know that she has spent years 
in prison doing time. This experience was 
a life changing one. However, Bindi still 
carries shame around it. Feeling like she 
doesn't want to share the experience for 
fear of what people will think, EH5452 is 
an attempt to alleviate the shame of the 
experience by bringing it to the light, 
staring it in the face and sharing it with the 
world, regardless of the consequences. 
EH5452 aims to turn something dark, 
hidden and shameful into something light, 
revelatory and beautiful. 
 

The Entryway 

Gabriel Curtin 

A flag misplaced by Star Track that read  

The body fettered 
by pre-emptive measures. 
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The Cell Numbered 52 

Grace Ferguson 

I am sitting in a room different from the 
one you are in now. My room is a sacred, 
private space, an open studio and a self-
constructed cage. You are sitting in a jail 
cell in the old Beechworth HM Prison, 
Victoria. In this cage, prisoners were 
constantly observed. They were forced to 
come face to face. You are listening to my 
speaking and instrumental voice, which I 
am going to play back into the room again 
and again until the resonant frequencies of 
the room reinforce themselves so that any 
semblance of speech and melody, with 
perhaps the exception of rhythm, is 
destroyed. What you will hear, then, are 
the natural resonant frequencies of the 
room. I regard this activity not so much as 
a demonstration of a physical fact, but 
more as a simulation of senses 
deteriorating over time. 
 

The Dinner Delivery Shelf 

W H 

A mixture of some of the crafts available 
while in B C C (Beechworth Correctional 
Facility). A comment on the wall that 
everyone says. Something I won’t say. 

The End of Cell Hall No. 2 

Paula Hunt 

In the Stadium (Prisoners) 2017 

Flag, digital print on foam board. 

For several years now my practice has 
been concerned with the stadium, or more 
accurately the things that happen there, 
how we record and remember those 
moments and what they might, as a group, 
disclose. I collect existing narratives 
generated from within the stadium and 
then select and re-assemble to construct 
new narratives. The choice of the stadium 
is a particular one; its role in modern 
history, its unique structure (comparisons 
have been made between the panopticon 
prison design—such as we see at Old 
Beechworth Gaol—and the stadium), and 
its position within the urban landscape 
make it a somewhat skewed, but perhaps 
revealing, lens through which to consider 

our current ambiguous historical position 
in a globalised, post-colonial world. These 
constructed stadium narratives seek to 
represent something of this position: a 
position marked by parallel and diverging 
experiences, by knowing and disregard, by 
many coexisting worldviews. 

In the Stadium (Prisoners) combines 
several diverse historical moments that 
have occurred in the stadium: moments 
when the stadium has been re-purposed as 
prison for those identified by the state as 
dissidents or refugees; moments when the 
stadium is presented as refuge for the 
public, only to become prison through 
governmental incompetence; but also a 
moment when the stadium is famously 
reclaimed by a former prisoner, to become 
a rallying site for change. In the Stadium 
(Prisoners) is part of an ongoing project 
and is strongly aligned with two other 
recent works, In the Stadium (Women) 
and In the Stadium (Workers). Every 
stadium has a home team or two. The flag 
in this work seeks to represents a new, 
albeit ambiguous, union of unions, formed 
by the deconstruction and reconstruction 
of the logos of the sporting teams whose 
home ground once hosted or incarcerated 
the prisoner. 

The Exercise Yard 

The Museum Incognita (Fayen d’Evie & 
Katie West) 

HM Prison Beechworth was built in stages 
between 1858 and 1864, using granite 
quarried on site. Operational until 2004, its 
design followed the radiating panopticon 
principle, intended to maximise 
surveillance and control from a central 
observation point. The historical narrative 
of the prison has been dominated by the 
optics and mythologies of white Australia, 
circulating around the exploits of the Ned 
Kelly gang. The Museum Incognita is 
interested in the stories of others who 
occupied the prison or inhabited the 
periphery of Beechworth. Here, we 
acknowledge the cabbage as a starting 
point to our research, a plant that carries 
the stories of Chinese indentured labour, 
diggers, market gardeners and cooks, 
stories of conflict and tensions, stories of 
malnourishment and abuse and deaths in 
custody, stories of commerce and trade, 
and stories of prisoners who tilled the 
prison garden, nurturing bodies and soil.  
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The Cell Numbered 2 

Tara O’Conal  

Body Hole 

I’m thinking about all the bodies that have 
inhabited these cells. The cell is a 
container, an opaque vessel to hold bodies. 
This architecture, designed to be solid and 
unmovable, acts as a boundary to keep a 
body in place, to determine its territory. 
(But even stone shifts slowly over time). I 
imagine its limits urge close introspection, 
where minute details become worlds. 

The interface of my work suggests a 
porous dynamic between the architectural 
and the corporeal. The prison cell acts as a 
kind of armature for the layers of bodily 
detritus that have been shed over time. 
Bodies growing and aging - skin cells 
attach to stone surfaces, hairs fall out, 
fluids pass through, flesh splits, holes open 
and close. The holes of the body continue 
to take in and release through cycles of 
consuming and purging. 

The Beginning of Cell Hall No. 3 

C P 

Acrylic on Canvas Painting Titled (The 
Man & The Persona) 

The Observation Structure 

Steven Rhall 
 
Visibility is a trap (2108) 
Decommissioned observation structure of 
HM Beechworth Prison, floor painting, 
steel rods, fluorescent lights, text.   
 
The town of Beechworth exists as vestige 
of colonisation. This colonisation has 
enabled a collective consciousness based 
around alternative narratives which, 
largely serve economies based on romantic 
notions of settler–hood. The central well 
of the HM Beechworth Prison acts as a 
figurative nexus of how power and 
visibility function in forming dominant 
narratives and minimising others. The 
panoptic dynamic of the prison, both in 
form and as nexus, incorporate notions of 
Foucault’s ‘Panopticism’ whereby vision 
is central to the interrelationship of power 
and control. Rhall’s use of light seeks to 
further the symbolism of the panopticon 

whilst rendering it defunctionalised via 
reflections occurring within its own 
structure.  

The Solitary Cell & The Solitary 
Exercise Yard 

Isadora Vaughan 

Aves links together disparate references to 
the Raptor Rehab Program formally run at 
the prison. It combines taxidermied birds 
donated to the local museum, on loan for 
the duration of the project, and sculptures 
made in the artists studio. 	
The work is installed within the caged 
space that once housed real live birds, 
interlocking with one of the solitary 
confinement cells. 	
Callous and retardant seeds and grains 
take the form of equipment or furniture. 
Also populating the space are the odd 
array of dead but lifelike birds, seemingly 
from distinct natural environments. 	
The sculpture intends to speak to the 
incongruity of this entire scenario, of the 
muteness of the materials embedded in the 
prison and how access to this site can only 
ever be partial, referential and anecdotal. 	

The Pool & The Chapel 

Rudi Williams 

Argus Panoptes 

In Metamorphosis: The Shaping of 
Changes, Ovid describes the wooded hills 
they call [the veil] of Tempe, deep in the 
Pindus range, and the turbulent waters of 
the gorge where a deafening cataract paves 
the approach to the myth of Jove (Zeus) 
and the subject of his fascination in this 
vignette; nymph Io. 

This myth is one of concealed truths, 
transformed voices and spectatorial shape 
shifting. 

Io, out of Jove‘s (Zeus) desire, greed and 
protection was transformed into a heifer, 
unable to protest when requested as a gift 
by Juno (Hera). 

“Fearful as she now was of her own voice“ 
Io emitted a moo in complaint to Argus 
Panoptes, Juno’s watchman with “a 
hundred eyes: in strict rotation” that slept 
in pairs “while those that were not 
sleeping stayed on guard”. (Ovid, 
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Metamorphoses: translated by Charles 
Martin, (New York: Norton), 2005, 41) 

In attempted escape of the multifaceted 
gaze Io was removed to further pastures 
where Argus occupied a vantage point of 
impossible escape for the transformed 
nymph. 

Argus’ curiosity for conversation was the 
cataract that enacted his distraction and 
transformation at the hand of Mercury 
(Hermes): 

Without delay he grasps the nodding head 
and where it joins the neck, he severs it 
with his curved blade and flings it 
bleeding down the steep rock face, 
staining it with gore. 

O Argus, you are fallen, and the light in all 
your lamps is utterly put out: one hundred 
eyes, one darkness all the same! 

But Saturn’s daughter rescued them and 
set those eyes upon the feathers of her 
bird, filling his tail with constellated gems. 
(ibid, 44) 

And so the peacock was born with his 
feathers imbued with the regality of the 
remnants of a goddess’ watchman. 

Argus Panoptes’ demise was not factored 
into the creation of his architectural 
iteration, although those watched were 
undoubtedly occupied by the downfall of 
the Panopticon structure and its multiple 
vantage points. 

The structure allows the impossible: For 
all inmates in an institution to be observed 
by a single guard without one thousand 
eyes, due to the sensation of the one 
directional gaze the architecture permits. 

Unable to know where the guard is located 
except for the echoing of footsteps, the 
inmate is constantly under the expectation 
of surveil. 
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The Artists 

L A 

Is an artist. 

Ender Baskan 

Ender Baskan is a text worker from 
Melbourne, Australia. His work focuses on 
cultural, social and political issues. In 
particular, he is concerned with identity, 
place and the Australian Dream. He is 
currently writing a novel. He also writes 
essays, poetry and criticism. 
 
Tim Bučković 
 
Tim Bučković (b. 1989) currently lives 
and works in Melbourne. He has studied 
painting at Monash University, Victorian 
College of the Arts and the 
Kunstakademie Düsseldorf. Bučković has 
exhibited in galleries in Melbourne and 
interstate, selected solo and group 
exhibitions incl.; 1536, Anna Pappas 
Gallery, Melbourne 2017 (s); Tim 
Bučković & Jethro Harcourt, Fontanelle, 
Adelaide 2016 (g); Rundgang, 
Kunstakademie Düsseldorf, Germany 
2016 (g); Pestilent Unground; Epidemic 
Openness, STATION, Melbourne 2015 
(g); Ground-, Bus Projects, Melbourne 
2015 (s). His paintings are included in 
private collections in Australia, Germany, 
Switzerland and USA. 

Jessie Bullivant 

Jessie is a practitioner from Melbourne. 
She produces work that draws on histories 
of conceptual art and institutional critique 
in dialogue with social and feminist 
practices. Her works interrogate the 
operation of power structures, by engaging 
with systems of communication, 
bureaucracy and interpersonal dynamics. 
She responds to the proposition of 
exhibition by implicating those already 
involved in each specific context as a 
strategy to explore the motivations, 
conflicts, repercussions and benefits of 
their participation in and performance of 
these structures. Jessie is currently 
undertaking Masters at the University of 
the Arts, Helsinki. 

R C 

Is an artist 

Bindi Cole Chocka 

Award winning artist Bindi Cole Chocka 
was born in 1975 in Melbourne, 
Australia.  She studied at Northern 
Melbourne Institute of TAFE, Federation 
University and is currently undertaking a 
PhD at Deakin University. 
In 2010, Chocka was listed as one of the 
Top 100 Most Influential People in 
Melbourne.  Since her first solo show in 
2007, Chocka’s work has been widely 
exhibited in solo and group exhibitions 
including the National Gallery of Victoria, 
Art Gallery of NSW, Museum of 
Contemporary Art, Queensland Gallery of 
Modern Art, National Portrait Gallery, 
Perth Institute of Contemporary Art, 
Museum of Contemporary African 
Diasporan Art (Brooklyn, USA), Museum 
of Contemporary Art (Taiwan).  Her work 
is held in various collections across the 
world.  Chocka lives and works in Melton, 
Victoria, Australia. 

Gabriel Curtin 

Gabriel Curtin is an artist and writer. Born 
in the UK, he moved to North East 
Victoria in 2003. Gabriel completed a 
BFA (Hons) in 2016 at the VCA. He 
currently lives and works in 
Narrm/Melbourne. 

Grace Ferguson 

Grace Ferguson is a pianist, composer and 
sound designer who privileges intuition. 
She studied at the Melbourne 
Conservatorium specialising in classical 
piano performance. 

Grace’s works correspond between 
improvisation and subconscious 
understanding and its culmination in 
sound. To date, Grace has explored this 
musically with the piano, theremin and 
human voice. The result seeks to position 
the audience in a space conducive to 
subjective inflections, inarticulate 
knowledge and felt encounters. She is 
interested in her works elaborating and 
evolving through the coalescence of 
narrative, movement, image and music. 

W H 

Is an artist 

Paula Hunt 
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Paula Hunt has a first class honours degree 
in Fine Art from the Victorian College of 
the Arts and she will complete her Master 
of Fine Art at Monash University in early 
2018. She has exhibited at Perth Institute 
of Contemporary Art (PICA), Bus 
Projects, Counihan Gallery, Kings ARI, 
Margaret Lawrence Gallery, Testing 
Grounds, George Paton Gallery and as part 
of the Incinerator Billboard Project in 
Niddrie. Her public work, commission by 
the University of Melbourne, is on 
permanent display in the Eastern Resource 
Centre. Hunt has been the recipient of an 
RTP Scholarship, the Rodger Davis 
Award (twice) and the NGV Women’s 
Association Award. She was shortlisted 
for the Majlis Travelling Scholarship and 
received one of five places on the VCA 
Global Atelier to India. 

The Museum Incognita (Fayen d’Evie & 
Katie West) 

The Museum Incognita revisits neglected 
or concealed or obscured histories, 
activates embodied readings, and archives 
ephemeral artworks and practices. 
Founded on an indigenous custodial ethic, 
and shifting landscapes, the infrastructure 
enfolds performative encounters and a 
nomadic sculptural architecture, with 
gathering vessels, botanicals, and tactile 
and oral storytelling.  

Fayen d’Evie is an artist based in 
Muckleford, rural Australia, who explores 
blindness as a radical critical position, 
attuned to complex embodiment, sensory 
translations, material histories, 
ephemerality, obscurity, the tangible, and 
the invisible. Fayen is also the founder of 
3-ply, which investigates artist-led 
publishing as an experimental site for the 
production, translation and archiving of 
knowledge.  

Katie West is an interdisciplinary artist 
focused on the renewal of human 
connections with and within the more-
than-human world. Katie identifies as 
Yindjibarndi, who are Indigenous peoples 
from Western Australia. Her previous 
body of work Decolonistconsidered the 
practice of meditation as a means to 
decolonise the self. 

Tara O’Conal 

Tara O’Conal is an emerging artist based 
in Melbourne. She is a current Masters of 

Fine Art Candidate at the Victorian 
College of the Arts. Tara has exhibited her 
work both in Melbourne and interstate. 
Tara’s video and sound installation 
practice explores how ways of ‘seeing’ 
can merge with the space of the body. 
 
C P 
 
Is an artist 
 
Steven Rhall 
 
Rhall’s interdisciplinary practice responds 
to the cultural landscape, creating 
networks of interconnected signs and 
symbols. Reflecting upon both 
medium specificity and cultural semiotics, 
Rhall merges post-colonial and 
interpersonal narratives. His installations 
often include video, found objects and 
materials of advertising.  
 
Isadora Vaughan 

 
Isadora Vaughan is an artist working in 
sculpture. Her practice unpacks and 
experiments with material as geological, 
temporal, associative and emotional. Her 
works manifest out of research into basic 
states of matter and a direct desire to bring 
into form, sensorily and physically, certain 
attitudes. She has undertaken numerous 
collaborative projects and residencies, 
working across various sites and 
exhibition spaces locally and 
internationally. Isadora has a Bachelor of 
Fine Art (Honours) from The Victorian 
College of the Arts, 2013, will become a 
studio artist at Gertrude Contemporary in 
2018 and is represented by Station gallery, 
Melbourne.  
 
Rudi Williams 
 
Born 1993, Milan, Italy; lives and works 
in Melbourne, Australia. Rudi Williams 
completed a Bachelor of Fine Arts 
(Honours) at the Victorian College of the 
Arts in 2015; specialising in photography, 
black and white and colour analogue 
processes. Solo exhibitions include; Echo, 
Caves, 2016. Last Picture Show, Fort 
Delta, 2015. Amnesia, c3 contemporary 
art space, 2014. Unfixed, George Paton 
Gallery, 2014. Selected group exhibitions 
include; An unorthodox flow of images, 
Center for Contemporary Photography, 
2017. Caves offsite at the Substation, The 
Substation, 2017. 4th/5th Melbourne Artist 
Facilitated Biennial as a part of Endless 
Circulation, Tarrawarra Museum of Art, 
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2016. shadow sites, Center for 
Contemporary Photography, 2016. 
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