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Public Thinking emerged out of ongoing conversations with the artists  
Boni Cairncross, George Egerton-Warburton and Zoe Robertson. These 
conversations didn’t start with an exhibition in mind but occurred through a 
curiosity about their practices inspired by encountering public iterations of 
their work. The exhibition came second, upon an invitation from 55 Sydenham 
Road to curate an exhibition, which prompted me to cement some lurking 
curatorial intuition – what was an exhibition that I had in mind? 
 
Having followed each of the artists’ work for approximately two years, I had 
begun to notice synchronicities between their practices. Namely, they were 
artists of a similar generation; they variously engaged with text, performativity 
and sites; their practices were process lead and synthesised ‘experience’; their 
works purposefully walked a line between the subjective and objective; the 
artist was present, or at least the idea of the artist was always explicit; and 
perhaps the most oblique connection - they had all used food in their work, 
and more specifically, root vegetables. They were also unaware of each other.  
 
From George Egerton-Warburton’s exploration of the ‘good life’, to Boni 
Cairncross’ consideration of ‘authenticity’ through the conflation of action and 
documentation, to Zoe Robertson’s embodied process to making work 
succinctly encapsulated in the title of her blog, ‘The Life Art’, this exhibition is 
quite simply an opportunity to present and think through each of the 
individual artists’ practices, together.   
 
The following pages are a small compilation of document from each of the 
artists, comprising their artist statement, an image and two other texts of their 
choosing.	  
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From: Susan Gibb <[xxxxxx]@gmail.com> 
Date: Mon, Jun 17, 2013 at 11:25 PM 
Subject: Potential Title 
To: [xxxxxx] <[xxxxxx]@gmail.com> 
 
 
Hi [xxxxxx], 
 
So I think I have a potential title for the exhibition… 
 
Following on from our catch up in Melbourne, I had a brief detour via 
Ned Kelly's armour at the State Library of Victoria to dumplings and a VB 
or two with Mitch Cairns in Chinatown. He asked me about the 
exhibition and I rambled and he concluded, "so you’re public thinking" 
and I said, "yeah, that’s it, that’s the name of the show". 
 
What do you reckon: 
Public Thinking 
 
I'm saying it out loud to normalise it but you can dispute it if you like. 
Keep in mind it’s less crazy than previous titles I've bestowed on shows, 
such as 'Mother'. My mind's a loose gun [sic.] when it’s free-associating, 
so thank god [sic.] Mitch stepped in.  
 
No rush on your thoughts but would love to hear them when you have a 
chance. 
 
Susan 
 
x 
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I have an obsession with slowing time down in an attempt to render the 
‘now’ visible. This obsession manifests itself in tasks and actions that 
struggle to capture and communicate all aspects of a given moment. I 
don’t know why. It is an ongoing inquiry into the nature of experience and 
the relationship between the live event and its record. 
	   	  



	  

Boni Cairncross, Performing The Situated Line, 
26.04.2013-12.05.2013, photo documentation, fay 6, 
performed during ‘The Situated Line’ at Articulate Project 
Space, Leichhardt. Image credit: Julia Gove. 



	  



	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	   	  



	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	   	  

GEORGE 
EGERTON-
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George Egerton-Warburton’s works often take their cue from incongruous 
elements and ideas, which are both personal and affective, but which the 
artist is notably not in control of. A moral conundrum usually lies at the 
basis of his works: every time their ethical and aesthetic repercussions 
need to be considered.	  
	   	  



	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	   	  

George Egerton-Warburton,  
install photo of Steaming Ties, 2013 



Lamps,	  iphones,	  horror	  at	  the	  squat	  next	  to	  the	  anarchist	  club.	  	  
	  
Late	  one	  night,	  early	  on	  in	  Summer	  last	  year,	  as	  I	  was	  leaving	  work	  at	  
the	  bottle-‐shop,	  a	  friend	  came	  by	  and	  we	  decided	  to	  have	  a	  few	  drinks	  
and	  go	  to	  a	  party.	  I	  was	  working	  a	  lot	  and	  not	  socializing	  much	  at	  the	  
time	  and	  I	  got	  quite	  easily	  drunk	  and	  stayed	  up	  much	  later	  than	  I	  had	  
for	  most	  of	  the	  year.	  On	  the	  way	  home,	  which	  I	  barely	  knew,	  I	  was	  
listening	  to	  something,	  I	  can’t	  remember	  what,	  although	  I	  remember	  it	  
changing	  my	  mood,	  although	  I’m	  not	  sure	  what	  to,	  and	  suddenly	  
someone	  I	  had	  not	  noticed	  was	  walking	  along	  beside	  me.	  I	  removed	  my	  
headphones	  and	  began	  talking	  to	  a	  man	  probably	  eight	  or	  so	  years	  older	  
than	  me.	  He	  had	  been	  to	  a	  different	  party	  where	  he	  knew	  one	  person,	  
didn’t	  live	  in	  the	  area,	  and	  was	  looking	  for	  a	  squat	  he	  had	  heard	  about,	  
next	  to	  the	  “anarchist	  club.”	  He	  invited	  me	  to	  check	  it	  out,	  and	  I	  obliged.	  
Approaching	  it,	  I	  recognized	  the	  building	  as	  one	  I	  had	  often	  rubber-‐
necked	  at	  as	  I	  was	  riding	  past	  on	  the	  way	  to	  wherever.	  It	  was	  mostly	  
corrugated	  iron,	  and	  as	  we	  broke	  in,	  a	  pronounced	  smell	  of	  something	  
akin	  to	  lanolin	  took	  me	  back	  to	  my	  teenage	  days,	  and	  in	  particular,	  
throwing	  rocks	  through	  a	  corrugated	  fiberglass	  skylight	  in	  the	  shearing	  
shed	  at	  home.	  There	  were	  damp	  clothes	  on	  a	  clothes	  rack	  and	  the	  usual	  
epicurean	  detritus	  laying	  around.	  We	  sat	  on	  some	  old	  mattresses	  and	  
had	  some	  general	  chat.	  The	  guy	  was	  asking	  questions	  about	  my	  
background	  and	  telling	  me	  about	  his	  work	  as	  an	  activist.	  He	  wanted	  me	  
to	  stay	  and	  kept	  telling	  me	  to	  turn	  off	  my	  Iphone.	  I	  don’t	  know	  why	  but	  I	  
thought	  about	  something	  I	  could	  do	  that	  would	  annoy	  him,	  but	  I	  
couldn’t	  think	  of	  anything.	  Would	  mugging	  him	  work?	  I	  kept	  on	  
smelling	  the	  lanolin,	  and	  tried	  to	  figure	  out	  where	  it	  was	  coming	  from-‐	  
the	  mattress?	  Why	  would	  they	  have	  a	  woolen	  mattress	  in	  a	  squat?	  What	  
the	  fuck	  is	  an	  anarchist	  club?	  The	  place	  was	  just	  reminding	  me	  of	  
puberty	  and	  the	  farm	  and	  I	  was	  getting	  making	  frequent	  deposits	  in	  the	  
rage	  bank.	  I	  got	  up	  to	  leave	  and	  the	  guy	  said	  “wait,”	  I	  turned	  around,	  and	  
he	  said,	  “oh	  nah	  don’t	  worry	  it’s	  too	  weird.”	  Franco	  Berardi	  says	  that	  old	  
cynicism	  was	  defined	  as	  rigorous	  truthfulness,	  individualism,	  ascetic	  
behaviour	  and	  disdain	  of	  power-‐	  whereas	  contemporary	  is	  defined	  by	  
lip	  service,	  moral	  unreliability,	  and	  conformist	  subjugation	  to	  those	  in	  
power.	  The	  common	  thread	  between	  the	  old	  and	  the	  new	  is	  “the	  
ambiguous	  nature	  of	  language,	  and	  an	  ability	  to	  suspend	  the	  relation	  
between	  language	  and	  reality,	  particularly	  in	  the	  ethical	  square.	  “	  
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ARTIST BIO:

ZOE M. ROBERTSON

To begin, I have no inclination to either write this 

in the third person or have someone else speak 

for me. The artist bio belongs to the bureaucratic 

dissemination of the arts, via institutions and galleries 

linked to the machinations of corporate capital 

underpinning culture, which must either directly justify 

itself as economically rationalisable or go through 

the university system, which is increasingly and 

ultimately subject to the same checks and balances. 

Ultimately the discussion of this is the art, as was it 

ever: portraits of the wealthy. This is what I make/do.



	  
Zoe M. Robertson, still promo image for  
IN/CORPORATION: The Mythology of the Personal, 2007-2013. 
Photo: Charles Dennington, 2013. 



Zoe Robertson 20/09/2012 

To: Leon Batchelor

WŝĐƚƵƌĞ�ǇŽƵ͕�/�ĐĂŶ͕�ŝŶ�ǇŽƵƌ�ĐŽůĚ�ĐĂďŝŶ͕�ǀŝŐŽƌŽƵƐ�ŝŶ�ǇŽƵƌ�ĐĞůŝďĂĐǇ͕ �ĂŶĚ�ĚŽƵďƚůĞƐƐ�ŽďƐƟŶĂĐǇ͕ �
anthropomorphising innocent produce... so hilariously male... like a movie Rock Hudson never made. I think 

ŽĨ�ǇŽƵ�ǁŝƚŚ�ǇŽƵƌ�ŵĂƐŬƐ�ͲƌĂƚŚĞƌ�ƚŚĂŶ�ƌĞǀĞƌƟŶŐ�ƚŽ�ƉƵŐŝůŝƐŵͲ�ƚŽ�ĐŚĞŵŝƐƚƌǇ͕ �ƉƌŽďĂďůǇ�ŐĞƐƚĂƟŶŐ�ƐŽŵĞƚŚŝŶŐ�ŵŽƌĞ�
ǀŝƌƵůĞŶƚ�ƚŚĂŶ�ƚŚĞ�ƐǇƉŚŝůŝƟĐ�ƐƚƌĂŝŶƐ�ĞĐŚŽŝŶŐ�ĂƌŽƵŶĚ�ZĞŶĂŝƐƐĂŶĐĞ�sĞŶŝĐĞ�ĚƵƌŝŶŐ��ĂƌŶĞǀĂůĞ͘��Ƶƚ�ƚŚĞŶ͕�/�ŚĂǀĞ�
ďĞĞŶ�ƌĞĂĚŝŶŐ�ƚŽŽ�ŵƵĐŚ��ƌƚĂƵĚ�;ƚŚĞ�ŽŶůǇ�ƐƚƌĂŝŐŚƚ�ŵĂŶ�ǁŚŽƐĞ�ďŽĚǇ�ǁĂƐ�ĞŶŽƵŐŚ�ƉŽůŝƟĐĂů�ĨŽƌ�ƚŚĞ�ǁŽŵĂŶͲ
ŝĚĞŶƟĨǇŝŶŐͿ͘�/�ŐŽƚ�ďŝƚ�ďǇ�Ă�ƐƉŝĚĞƌ͘ �/�ƚŚŽƵŐŚƚ�ŵĂǇďĞ�/�ĐŽƵůĚ�ĐůĂŝŵ�ƚŚĞ�ŵĞĚŝĐŝŶĞ�ŽŶ�ƚĂǆ�ƐĞĞŝŶŐ�ĂƐ�ŝƚ Ɛ͛�ƋƵŝƚĞ�
Ă�ŐŽŽĚ�ŝŵĂŐĞ͘��ŶĚ�ƚŚĞ�ǁŽƌĚ�͞ŶĞĐƌŽƟĐ͟�ŝƐ�ĨƵŶ͕�ĂŶĚ�ůŝŬĞůǇ�ƚŽ�ďĞĐŽŵĞ�ƉĂƌƚ�ŽĨ�ŵǇ�ĚĂŝůǇ�ĚĞƌŝƐŝǀĞ�ƌĞƉĞƌƚŽŝƌĞ͘�
�ůŝŶŝĐĂůůǇ�ĚŝƐĐƵƐƐŝŶŐ�ƚŚĞ�ƐǇŵďŝŽƐŝƐ�ŽĨ�ƐĞǆ�ĂŶĚ�ĚĞĂƚŚ�ǁŝƚŚ�ƚŚĞ�ŝŶŝƟĂƚĞĚ͘��ƌŝƟĐĂůůǇ�ŝŶƚĞƌƌŝŶŐ�ƚŚĂƚ�ǁŚŝĐŚ�ǁĂƐ�
once primal and prime, my life and works. If one more person asks me about Bataille I will scream, primally, 

ĂŶĚ�ƚŚĞŶ�ƐŝŶŐ�͞�ŽŶ͛ƚ�&ŝŐŚƚ�/ƚ͕�&ĞĞů�/ƚ͘͟
/�ǁĂƐ�ůĂƵŐŚŝŶŐ�ŝŶƚŽ�ƚŚĞ�ǀŽŝĚ�ĂŐĂŝŶ͕�ďƵƚ�ŶŽǁ�/͛ŵ�ĞǆŚĂƵƐƚĞĚ�ĨƌŽŵ�ƐƉŝĚĞƌͲƌĞůĂƚĞĚ�ŝůůŶĞƐƐ͕�ĂŶĚ�ƉƌŽďĂďůǇ�ŶŽƚ�
ĂƐ�ĨƵŶŶǇ�ĂƐ�/�ƐŚŽƵůĚ�ďĞ͘�dŚŽƵŐŚ͕�ŽƚŚĞƌǁŝƐĞ�/�ŵŝŐŚƚ�ǁŽƌƌǇ�ĂďŽƵƚ�ƌĞůĂƟǀĞ�ŚĞĂůƚŚ�ĂŶĚ�ŝƚƐ�ƌĞůĂƟǀĞ�ĞīĞĐƚƐ�ƚŽ�
ŬĞĞƉ�ƵƐ�ĨƌŽŵ�ŽƵƌ�ŵŽƐƚ�ŚƵŵĂŶ͕�ƚŚĞ�ƐƵīĞƌŝŶŐ�;ƚŽŽ�ŵƵĐŚ��ƌƚĂƵĚͿ͘�/ƚ Ɛ͛�ũƵƐƚ�ŵǇ�ůŽƚ͕�ƌĞĂůůǇ͘�dŚĞŶ�ƚŚĞƌĞ Ɛ͛�ǇŽƵ͕�
ĂŶĚ�ƚŚĞƌĞ Ɛ͛�ŶŽ�ůĞƐƐ�ƐƵīĞƌŝŶŐ�ŝŶ�ƐŝŐŚƚ͕�ŐƌƵĚŐŝŶŐůǇ͕ �ŶŽ�ůĞƐƐ�ŚƵŵĂŶŝƚǇ͘�/ƚ�ŝƐ�ĂůǁĂǇƐ�ďĞƐƚ�ƚŽ�ĞŶũŽǇ�ǁŚĂƚ�ǇŽƵ�ŚĂǀĞ�
ƚŽ�ĞŶĚƵƌĞ͕�ďƵƚ�ƐŽŵĞƟŵĞƐ�ƚŚĞ�ǁĂǇ�ƚŚƌŽƵŐŚ�ŝƚ�Ăůů�ŝƐ�ĂŬŝŶ�ƚŽ�ǇŽƵƌ�ĚŝƐŐƵƐƚ�ŽĨ�ƚŚĞ�ƌĞƉĞƟƟǀĞ�ĚĂŶĐĞ�ŽĨ�ƐƚĞƌŝůĞ�
ƌĞƉƌŽĚƵĐƟŽŶ͕�ƚŚŽƵŐŚ�ƐŽŵĞǁŚĂƚ�ŵŽƌĞ�ĂďũĞĐƚ͘�
/ŶŶŽĐĞŶƚ�ƉƌŽĚƵĐĞ͗�/�ŚĂĚ�Ă�ĐŽŶǀĞƌƐĂƟŽŶ�ǁŝƚŚ�Ă�ƐƚƌĂƉƉŝŶŐ�ǇŽƵŶŐ�ŚŽŵĞͲďƌĞǁĞƌ�ŽǀĞƌ�ŚŝƐ�ĞǆƉĞƌŝŵĞŶƚƐ�ǁŝƚŚ�
ďĞĞƚƌŽŽƚ�ďĞĞƌ͘ �,Ğ�ǁĂƐ�ǀŝƐŝďůǇ�ďĞŵƵƐĞĚ�ďǇ�ŵǇ�ĞŶƚŚƵƐŝĂƐŵ�ĨŽƌ�ƚŚĞ�ƉŽƚĞŶƟĂů�ĨŽƌ�ƉŝŶŬ�ƵƌŝŶĞ�;ƐƵƌĞůǇ�ŽŶĞ�
ŽĨ�ůŝĨĞ Ɛ͛�ŐƌĞĂƚ�ũŽǇƐͿ͘�dŚĞ�ŽŶůǇ�ĚƌŝŶŬ�ƚŚĂƚ�ŐŽĞƐ�ŝŶ�ƉŝŶŬ�ƉŝƐƐ�ĂŶĚ�ĐŽŵĞƐ�ŽƵƚ�ƉŝŶŬ�ƉŝƐƐ͘�/ƚ Ɛ͛�ďĞƩĞƌ�ƚŚĂŶ�ƚŚĞ�
ƚƌĂŶƐĨŽƌŵĂƟŽŶ�ŽĨ�ǁĂƐƚĞ͕�ƚŚĞ�ƵƩĞƌ�ǌĞƌŽͲƐƵŵ�ŐĂŵĞ�ŽĨ�ŝƚ͕�ĂƐŚĞƐ�ƚŽ�ĂƐŚĞƐ͕�ĨƵŶŬ�ƚŽ�ĨƵŶŬǇ�;ůŝƐƚĞŶŝŶŐ�ƚŽ�ƚŽŽ�ŵƵĐŚ�
�ŽǁŝĞ�ĂŶĚ�ŐĞƫŶŐ�ĂƌŽƵŶĚ�ŽŶ�ŚŽƚ�ƉŝŶŬ�ƉĂƚĞŶƚ�ůĞĂƚŚĞƌ�ƉůĂƞŽƌŵƐ͕�ůŝŬĞ�ĂŶ�ĞĐŽŶŽŵŝĐƐ�ƐƚƵĚĞŶƚ�ŝŶ�Ă�ƐĂůŵŽŶ�
ƉŝŶŬ�ZĂůƉŚ�>ĂƵƌĞŶ͗�ǁĞ�Ăůů�ŚĂǀĞ�ŽƵƌ�ĂƐƉŝƌĂƟŽŶƐͿ͘�WŝŶŬ�ŝƐ�ƚŚĞ�ĐŽůŽƵƌ�ŽĨ�ĂƐƉŝƌĂƟŽŶ͕�ũƵƐƚ�ďĞƚǁĞĞŶ�ǇŽƵ�ĂŶĚ�Ă�
ǁŽŵĂŶ Ɛ͛�ƚŚŝŐŚƐ͘��ŶĚ�ƚŚĞƌĞ�ǇŽƵ�ŚĂǀĞ�ŵǇ�ŐƌĞĂƚ�ďĞĞƌ�ĐĂŵƉĂŝŐŶ͘��Ăƚ�ǇŽƵƌ�ŚĞĂƌƚ�ŽƵƚ�DĂǇĂŬŽǀƐŬǇ͕ �/͛ŵ�ƉƵƫŶŐ�
ŵǇ�ƐŚŽƵůĚĞƌ�ƚŽ�ƚŚĞ�ǁŚĞĞů͘�/�ĂůǁĂǇƐ�ƐƵƐƉĞĐƚĞĚ�ƚŚĂƚ�/�ƚŽŽ�ǁŽƵůĚ�ďĞ�͚ƐƵŝĐŝĚĞĚ�ďǇ�ƐŽĐŝĞƚǇ͛�ďƵƚ�ƚŚĂƚ�ǁĂƐ�ďĞĨŽƌĞ�/�
ĚŝƐĐŽǀĞƌĞĚ�ƉŝŶŬ�ƉŝƐƐ�ĂŶĚ�ŝƚƐ�ƵŶƚŽůĚ�ũŽǇƐ͘
I saw some more dance the other night, it went for two hours, or one and a half hours too long, for being 

ĞǆƉĞƌŝŵĞŶƚĂů�ĞŶŽƵŐŚ�ĂƐ�ƚŽ�ďĞ�ŶĞŐůŝŐŝďůĞ�ŝŶ�ĂĐƚƵĂů�ĚĂŶĐĞ͕�ĂŶĚ�ĂůŵŽƐƚ�ĚĞǀŽŝĚ�ŽĨ�ĂŶǇƚŚŝŶŐ�ďĞĂƵƟĨƵů�ĞǆĐĞƉƚ�
ĨŽƌ�ƚŚĞ�ƐƚƌĂŶŐĞ�͚ĞĂƌůǇ�ŵƵƐŝĐ͛�ƚŚĂƚ�ƌĞĂůůǇ�ĐŽƵůĚ�ŚĂǀĞ�ƵƐĞĚ�ĂŶ�͚ĞĂƌůǇ͛�ĚƌƵŵ�ŵĂĐŚŝŶĞ�Ă�ůĂ�^ƵŝĐŝĚĞ�;ƚŚĞ�ďĂŶĚͿ͘�
/�ǁŽƌƌǇ�ƚŚĂƚ�ƚŚĞ�ǁŚŽůĞ�ǁŽƌůĚ�ŝƐ�ƉƐǇĐŚŽͲƐĞǆƵĂůůǇ�ĞǆŚĂƵƐƚĞĚ�ŽŶ�ƐƵĐŚ�ŽĐĐĂƐŝŽŶƐ͘�KŶĞ�ƚŽŽ�ŵĂŶǇ�ůĞĐƚƵƌĞƐ�ŽŶ�
WŽƐƚŵŽĚĞƌŶŝƐŵ͘�zŽƵ͛ƌĞ�ŶŽƚ�ƐŽ�ƵŶďƵƌĚĞŶĞĚ�ďǇ�ƚĂůĞŶƚ�ƚŚĂƚ�ǇŽƵ�ǁŽƵůĚ�ǁŽƌƌǇ�ĂďŽƵƚ�ƚŚĞƌĞ�ďĞŝŶŐ�ŶŽƚŚŝŶŐ�ŶĞǁ͕�
such a banal concern... 

dŽ�ƚĞůů�ǇŽƵ�ƚŚĞ�ƚƌƵƚŚ͕�/͛ŵ�ǁŝůĚůǇ�ũĞĂůŽƵƐ�ŽĨ�ǇŽƵƌ�ĞǆŝůĞ͘�/͛ŵ�ĐŽŵŝŶŐ�ƵƉ�ƚŽ�ŵǇ�ĮŌŚ�ĞǆŚŝďŝƟŽŶ�ŽĨ�ŶĞǁ�ǁŽƌŬ�ĨŽƌ�
ƚŚĞ�ǇĞĂƌ�ĂŶĚ�ƐŝĐŬ�ŽĨ�ĐĂƚĂůŽŐƵŝŶŐ�Ăůů�ŵǇ�ǁŽƌŬ�ĂŶĚ�ƉƌĞƐĞŶƟŶŐ�ŝƚ͘�/͛ŵ�ƐŝĐŬ�ŽĨ�ƚĂůŬŝŶŐ�ĂďŽƵƚ�ŝƚ͘�/͛ŵ�ƐŝĐŬ�ŽĨ�ƉĞŽƉůĞ�
ŬŝƐƐŝŶŐ�ŵǇ�ĂƌƐĞ͘�/͛ŵ�ƐŝĐŬ�ŽĨ�ĞǆƉůĂŝŶŝŶŐ�ŵǇƐĞůĨ͘ �/�ƌĞĂůůǇ�ŶĞǀĞƌ�ƉůĂŶŶĞĚ�ĨŽƌ�ƚŚŝƐ�ĞǀĞŶƚƵĂůŝƚǇ͘�ŝ�ƌĞĂůůǇ�ǁĂƐ�ǁŽƌŬŝŶŐ�
ĨŽƌ�ŵǇ�ŽǁŶ�ƐĂŬĞ͘�/ƚ Ɛ͛�ĂŶ�ŽĚĚ�ƌĞĂůŝƐĂƟŽŶ͘�DǇƐĞůĨ͕ �/͛ŵ�ĂŶ�ŽĚĚ�ƌĞĂůŝƐĂƟŽŶ͘
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