
THE OIL PAINTINGS created by Hearman—the 

subject of this 25-year career survey—are most 

often described as haunting. But that word is a 

little too simple to describe the imagery of this 

Melbourne–based artist. Hearman paints from life 

and imagination, photographing interesting forms 

VKH�ÀQGV�DURXQG�KHU��DPDOJDPDWLQJ�WKHP�ODWHU��LQ�
the studio, by working them into conversation with 

each other. A dog’s head peers out through the 

ORIW\�KHLJKWV�RI�D�WUHHWRS�FDQRS\��D�UDVSEHUU\�ÁRDWV�
in the sky above a suburban street; a child stands 

in a river, submerged up to her chest, very still 

amongst a landscape of snow and ice. They are all 

rendered in exquisite, realistic 

detail. But there are neither 

ominous specters nor ghostly 

alliances apparent. Rather, by their 

precise and lifelike modeling and 

subtle, odd juxtapositions, each 

becomes its own riddle, goading the viewer to try 

WR�SXW�WKHLU�ÀQJHU�RQ�ZKDW�H[DFWO\�GRHV�QRW�PDWFK�
up with reality. That this type of imagery, for 

which the artist is best known, is hung next to the 

occasional straightforward portrait of a child, or 

painting of an animal or a landscape, or the wind-

swept back of someone’s head, makes the work 

collectively feel stranger still. The answer, in a few 

of them, is that nothing is wrong at all—this world 

is right side up, but maybe at an angle you haven’t 

noticed before. Yet you can’t help but move on to 

the next, wondering if you’ve missed something.

Take a work from 2007 titled Untitled #1221. 

Like almost all of her works, it’s named simply by 

a sequential number; it offers no hint of what 

viewers are looking at. Against a muted, grayish-

green background a kitten pads lightly towards 

the viewer, its front paw extended, the light 

catching the fuzz atop its downcast head. Above its 

IRUP��D�OLO\�VWDPHQ�XQIXUOV��2U�SHUKDSV�WKHVH�DUH�
actually the spindly stems of a group of wild 

mushrooms—or even something that makes sense, 

size-wise, next to this feline form. Isolated, I’d be 

FHUWDLQ�LW�ZDV�D�SDUW�RI�D�ÁRZHU��7KLV�LV�ZKHUH�
Hearman’s compositions are at their best: 

When we doubt our own interpretation of 

form in the face of her very life-like 

renderings because of how she has placed 

one thing next to—or into—another, or 

even just because of the crop or angle at 

which she’s caught her subject.

8QIRUWXQDWHO\��WKH�VKRZ�LQFOXGHV�D�IHZ�
too many of the artist’s sketches and 

studies, which feels like seeing the 

methods of the magician, and they aren’t 

needed to reinforce Hearman’s technical 

expertise. The paint-laden palette with 

towers of oil colors blobbed on top of each 

other, which is also on view, is similarly 

unnecessary. And I wanted a little more 

light, rather than the gloomy exhibition 

space with each work dramatically spotlit. 

+HDUPDQ·V�ZRUN�GRHV�MXVW�ÀQH�LQ�\RXU�
regular, well-illuminataed exhibition space 

and doesn’t need this theatricality to 

enhance its effect. The artist, in fact, was the 

winner of the 2016 Archibald Prize and her high-

contrast portrait of Australian acting legend Barry 

Humphries—probably known better to 

international audiences in drag as his alter-ego, 

Dame Edna Everage—is concurrently on view in 

the prize’s annual exhibition just a short walk 

away at the Art Gallery of New South Wales. 

Apart from the fact that Humphries’s form, lopped 

off at the chest, seems to hover in space, there’s 

not much of the sense of confusion found in 

+HDUPDQ·V�LQYHQWHG�FRQÀJXUDWLRQV��\HW�LW�VWLOO�
sings when hung against its competition on a level 

SOD\LQJ�ÀHOG��+HDUPDQ��LW�VHHPV��FDQ�LPEXH�HYHQ�D�
straightforward portrait with drama and intrigue 

out of only the brilliant whites and impenetrable 

darks fashioned by her brush.  —Juliet Helmke
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composition 
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virility. The summit’s title, 
“Development,” as Gillick explained 
also in a group interview, is an 
homage to the rebuilt city after its 
World War II obliteration. “Right from 
the beginning, I wanted to do 
something that was related to a 
theme that I felt would be 
understandable here, but that was 
somewhat difficult, a little on the 
edge, which had a duality that was 
positive and negative at the same 
time,” he said.

Gillick’s mandate is no more 
apparent in Gander’s Because 
editorial is costly, 2016, a chrome-
plated bomb dropped in the midst of 
an outdoor public parking lot. Crack 
goes the pavement in this “Plop Art” 
revival piece. Gillick’s positing on 
the status of Okayama, where 
“buildings are getting to an age 
where a decision has to be made 
about the next step,” seemingly 
struck Gander quite literally. His 
sculpture acts as an alien 
disruptor—a “meteor” as the 
catalogue describes it. 

Gillick stuck to his premise of 
engaging with Okayama’s 
infrastructure; in particular aging or 
decommissioned buildings, such as 
a soy sauce factory adorned with 
Anicka Yi’s collected bacteria 
sculptures, and a former primary 
school, the locus of the exhibition 
where one of the few domestic 
artists, Yu Araki, premieres his 
Wrong Revision, 2016, a gorgeous 
video tracing the symbolism of the 
octopus between Japanese 
mythology and Christian missionary 
liturgy. Craig-Martin configured a 
neon light bulb on the side of a 
glassy hotel, while Weiner adorned a 
movie theater with ½ Begun, ½ 
Finished and Whensoever, and Peter 
Fischli David Weiss’s How To Work 
Better loomed a block away. 
“Development,” as a concept and an 
exhibition, is a look to the future for 
its potential.  And from these pleas 
alone, a new order need be on 
its way.  

 —Julie Baumgardner
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