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I’m inside a show that, on the surface, seems disparate. The works formally are so very different - 
paintings, lightbox photoworks, film, and sculptural installation. The show appears to exist as an 
arrangement of fragments in relaxed co-existence. ‘Benign’ was a word raised later. Benignly 
crafted, precise work, quietly whispering in my ear.  
 
Then something else came next. Threat. The threat of the closeness of the work. I couldn’t ignore my 
body. I couldn’t just ‘read’ the work with my head. 
 
If I got too close to Wayne Lucas’ decanters I could be responsible for their destruction, just as he 
has been, or, importantly, has prevented. Fragile glass held between concrete ready to be crushed, 
balancing acts. The threat turns to evidence - where the decanters have seeped out their pink blood 
the floor bears witness, but some fluids have become smashed drawings on the wall. The drawings 
re-forming like crystals, cut glass.  
 
Drawn in by pulsating sound, I had to get too close to Simon Vincenzi’s videos, Ouroboros Recording, 
to experience their peephole voyeuristic pleasures, but I had to get on my hands and knees, under 
the stairs, and bend forward, raising my backside in the air, to see as much as possible of their 
miniscule imagery of cyclically vibrating bodies, or hide inside a curtained space with my legs 
showing, confessing my guilty pleasures of peeking through a gloryhole. Still I can’t get close. The 
space won’t let me. The tiny circular images barely allow me to see men effecting men’s movement, 
but I can see it somewhat nonetheless and some of my pleasure is satiated. A pleasure reminiscent 
of youthful sexual encounters in confined domestic spaces. 
 
Inside another golden gloryhole in Julia Bardsley’s installation, Batteries, there is a section of the 
work viewable by standing up and the only area where this is so and where Andrew Poppy’s sound 
emanates, AU|Chamber, – the origins perhaps of the electric current that runs throughout this work 
like threads of blood. The wire offers a potential electric shock bringing it all to life like an adult toy 
shop. But Bardsley’s current does not succeed in making anything come to life; the equations on the 
wall trying to find a chemical resolution that might induce breath into the other elements placed 
low, on the floor, and crouching was the only way of seeing her intense surgical constructions – of 
the body, of human, of animal, of matter, of alchemical products that are trying to awaken one 
another, jogged irked memories of being examined.  
 
The overly experimented on body, was also in Kira O’Reilly and Jennifer Willet’s claustrophobic 
images. The choice was between being boxed into a space in a lab full of cold skeletons, the human 
body bleakly stranded, trying to hide inside a metal box, trying to remain human, or O’Reilly’s other 
photoworks, which were like slides under a microscope, the coagulation of inner body fluids or the 
remains of an embryo, the implication in a smashed egg which was paralleled with a wall work of 
dripping colour, glitter and the redundant glamour of a showgirl’s outfit gaffered to the wall. This 
kind of ‘being a woman’ destroyed in one fell swoop, back to the bare elements. Like Lucas’ work 
these lurid internal leakages won’t be denied, reminding us all of our innards, our outer shells. 
 
Gill Addison’s drawings and videos on the other hand contain any possibility of seepage. The 
drawings show a series of moments in male and female exchanges, lightly denoted. The videos, 
female body parts, in black and white, close-ups – which parts exactly often remained obscured but 
certainly implied the sexualised – slowly shifting - women barely moving - offering slightly differing 
viewpoints. As if you keep looking long enough you will understand how women have been 
fragmented, you will understand how to piece your body back together to a whole that goes beyond 
historical filmic representation and popular culture. Such stillness, distilling turmoil. 



 
And Jacqueline Utley’s small and delicate paintings the most benign of all, the work that gives the 
least meaning away. They are of scenes, flowers and figures. In this context though, their 
domesticity contains a foreboding – the flowers are for bereavement perhaps; the figures look like 
the flowers, objects in a vase, they stand separately except for one, a child close to its mother; and 
the same living room is re-painted at a slight changed angle. The repetition of the same subjects as 
though Utley is trying to remember the truth, remember something traumatic that may have 
occurred, and is trying to show the evidence to the viewer. 
 
Having looked into these private spaces I couldn’t pretend I wasn’t a part of the underlying reason 
for the disturbance. My body touching the meaning. My thinking slow to catch up. As Jean-Luc 
Nancy writes, “the body always forces us to think farther, always too far; too far to carry on as 
thought, but never far enough to become a body […] it makes no sense to talk about the body and 
thought apart from each other”1. My body is leading the way through the bodies in Blank 
Promiscuity. It moves through the nooks and crannies, to the corners, doubles back, it encounters 
matter, the matter infects my thinking, my body feels the impact – the two are inseparable. The 
work in the show enters the body and leaves again. It shows what it’s like to be inside the body and 
simultaneously show its surface. It doesn’t show the whole body ever, only parts. All the work offers 
tiny fragments, tiny offerings reminding me of my own live moments with each work, and the 
balance of the abject and its denial. I am in “the world of being countered. An immense, unending 
encounter2”, touching the other in only the way art makes possible. 
 

                                                           
1 Page 37, Corpus by Jean-Luc Nancy, (2008), New York: Fordham University Press 
2 Page 31, ibid 


