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				I’ve rewritten the opening sentences of this editorial too many times, just trying to censor out all the sentimental s**t that’s apparently at the forefront of my mind. But (and maybe this is just three working-on-deadline soy flat whites speaking), I can’t bite my tongue.

				I used to think that when people said they were humbled by other people’s talent they were just groping around in the dark for new and different ways to blow smoke up important people’s a**holes. But I’m now re-evaluating my entire attitude to corporate jargon and the flowery poetics of gratitude because I really think humbled is the only way to describe what it’s like to be an editor scrolling through this issue, on the eve of its release. Over the coming pages I hope you’ll see what I see and feel what I feel: hope for a faculty and industry increasingly constrained by institutional and financial f**kery - as explored in Nikita’s article on Australia’s culture of art prizes and Nick’s preview of the upcoming group show Solidarity, organised in response to the many threats and promises of closure and downsizing facing Sydney’s art schools. 

				I hope you feel as awed as I do by the incredibly diverse, ingenius and porous engagements with practice and theory we’ve got in this issue, provided by bilingual arts workers, emerging curators, institutionally critical autotheorists, queer writers and designers, social cybernauts, bodily-restrained creative writers etc. etc. etc.! And I hope you feel as optimistic as I do as your read this edition and encounter Jade’s analysis of queer possibility generated in the abstractions and reductions of minimalism, Aneshka’s emerging alliance with Sabella in their discussion on subversive uses of constraint as a tactics against the colonial gaze and white supremacy in the gallery, Dara’s persuasive plea for a movement towards slow translation in the arts, and the many other f**king brilliant contributions we’ve got lined up. 

				So now that I’ve ruined any and all happy surprises you may have enjoyed if you’d encountered this issue without a summarising preface, I have to ask you for one last thing: forgiveness for the sh*tiness of this issue’s design and the lack of (promised) interactive content. Everytime I design Framework I’m reminded of how constrained this publication is by my own inabilities, so cheers. Please consider contributing something ~interactive~ to our next edition... and go forth and read! And let this digital assemblage of texts by UNSW A&D’s finest act as a soothing salve, a literary Vick’s VapoRub, as we all work harder and harder in an industry haunted by the ever-growing and ever-cliche but more and more f**ked spectre of snake-eating-its-own-tail late capitalism that drives us all to work ourselves to the bone. 
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				The series of works in Spence Messih’s The Look Back at Alaska Projects vibrate between minimalist materiality and covert queer semiotics. The trans-identity operates at the pitch of a low hum, imperceptible at first, until its resonance makes clear the queer becomings residing within the works. 

				Co-opting the minimalist abstract qualities of pure materiality and simplicity of form, the artworks give rise to the question of what a ‘trans(gender)-materiality could look and feel like’ (Messih, 2017). This proposition is perhaps most successfully realised in the object series, You move (on the other side of) (2017). These pieces, made of brown painted steel with their edges rimmed in testosterone gel (T-gel), all bare the identical shape of a dog-eared rectangle. The folded corner on each of the objects is a memorial to the artist’s encounter with a sachet of T-gel – opened, partially used but not used up, the remaining contents thoughtfully preserved by an air-tight seal created by the fold. 

				The sheet of steel, folding back on itself, gestures toward the “doubling back” or “double take” inferred in the exhibition title, The Look Back. This double take is all too familiar to the trans body – a double take in recognition, in desire, or in judgement. The repetition of the fold motif across multiple works in the show has inaugurated its shape into the lexicon of queer and trans symbolism where the fold becomes emblematic of bending normality and the radical act of gender-traversal.

				In Thinking of things I can’t remember (2017) the fold is reflected in the bend of the two steel poles mounted horizontally on adjacent walls facing-off from one another. They bend towards the floor as they merge closer to each other, like two faulty balustrades, supportive structures usurped of their function. The ceramic mosaic covering the poles peels away the utility from the objects even further, imbuing them with a delicate and course tactility both seductive and cruel. This duality is repeated in River beneath the river I and II (2017), a pair of almost identical cyanotypes, abstractly depicting a close-up of a bruised neck. Here, the bruise can be read as a mark of violence or that of desire. Or both. The pleasure derived from pain. The blood from ruptured blood vessels drawn to the surface of the skin, almost breaking through. 

				Complimenting Messih’s works is a short text by writer Vincent Silk titled, These things we do/Long live snails (2017), produced specifically for the exhibition. Silk draws from the material qualities of the works to weave a 

			

		

		
			
				narrative both stark and erotic. Contrary to the conventions of the exhibition essay, Silk abstains from critique and didacticism to produce a piece that feels generous and collaborative. 

				Overall, The Look Back is a tender and nuanced exploration of a potential trans(gender)-materiality. Hard and soft butt against each other to depict a polarity through which the trans body migrates. A migration between spaces and beings of here/there, is/was, with perhaps the ultimate aim to elevate beyond the binary and toward an infinite multiplicity of objects and selves.

				The Look Back was exhibited at Alaska Projects, 26 April – 21 May 2017.
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				Life has been pretty much like tumbling along a sequence of deadlines. My diary looks like blocks and blocks of ‘to-dos’ stacking on top of each other, brimming out of the dividing lines, screaming for attention. But it feels absolutely satisfying when I get to cross off finished tasks. Press the tip of a pen hard into the paper, drag it along horizontally in a crisp and determined motion, toss the pen, lay back and savour that precious moment of victory. 

				The fact that such a ridiculously trivial activity is able to produce great pleasure and relief is very telling about our current mode of life. Months are broken down to weeks, weeks to days, days to hours, hours to bus timetables. Our spinning lives are concerned with getting things done not getting the right things done well. 

				‘Slowness’ has become the equivalent of utopia. They both represent the poetry of an almost illusionary lifestyle that exists merely in our childish dreams. After all, who has the luxury of slowness when multitasking is the thing to do to survive the win-or-lose game of our contemporary workplace culture? Don’t assume that we, the ‘art people’, have any luck escaping it. We are embodying it more than ever to tackle the harsh reality of creative industries today. 

				Trained as a translator and interpreter in the early stages of my higher education, I know all too well the importance of slowness for good translation, especially in the context of cross-cultural communication and collaboration.

				I can’t help but feel that contemporary cross-cultural translating is much like slow dancing in a burning room – a solo that few are watching. 

				To understand why translation cannot be rushed, we must start by rethinking the nature of it as a practice situated in a cross-cultural context. To do this, I I’d like to ask you to forget about language for a moment. I know, I know, it sounds like an unreasonable request, as languages are always instinctively located at the centre of translation study and practice. Bear with me. 

				Recall that ‘aha’ moment that you’ve surely had before, that moment when you’ve finally caught onto what someone meant rather than uttered. Think back to what it 

			

		

		
			
				felt like when you came to understand what someone was trying to tell you before they had finally dwelled on the right word. 

				That is not unlike what translation does at its core. Derived from ancient Greek, to trans-late is to bring across meanings, not to simply swap their linguistic forms. The beauty and main task of cross-cultural translation is, in short, to distill and animate the original message so it’s delivered to and received by target audiences in a new context.1 As Walter Benjamin passionately remarked in his essay “The Task of the Translator”, there is a “kinship” bonding all languages together in “what they want to express”2 despite the manifold appearances and forms of the expression.

				Perceived in the light of relational meanings, it is much easier to understand translation as a cultural phenomenon, an artistic and aesthetic practice, and often a theatre of philosophical battles. Now that we see it as a dynamic process rather than a static object, let’s bring languages back to the discussion by looking at the Mandarin translation of ‘feminism’.

				Despite enjoying a long evolving history from the Age of Enlightenment, the concept of ‘feminism’ that we often refer to today didn’t have any real impact on the Mandarin-speaking world until the late 1970s. At that time, second wave feminism was at its peak in the US and Mainland China was experiencing a dramatic socio-political transformation as Western culture was imported, studied, and criticised. Until the late 1990s, key feminist activities in the West revolved around cultural and political inequalities and the sexist power structure of patriarchy. So it’s no wonder that the Mandarin translation of ‘feminism’ arrived at ‘女权主义’, an expression of ‘the ism of women’s rights’ with a not-so-surprising negative 
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				connotation of power-hungry and manly women.3 This translation in Chinese has been universally accepted and adopted in all contexts ranging from popular culture to academia.

				However, feminism has radically transformed in the West since the late 1990s, as we’ve witnessed in the rise of the third wave as a backlash against the previous paradigm that over-emphasised the experiences of white, upper middle class women. The emphasis of the term thus shifted from political equality for a supposedly stable, socially and economically privileged white cis-female identity to the broader community of various ‘feminine’ experiences. Responding to the transition of its meaning, ‘feminism’ has been translated in Mandarin as ‘女性主义’ (lit. trans: the ism of females)’, accenting on women’s gendered lived experiences without political implication. Yet, it might sound strange to the Western scholars that, due to different cultural and historical contexts under China’s cultural and arts climates4, the updated translation is actually reinforcing the gender binary rather than challenging it as intended. 

				What’s more, the translating process seems to have stopped there, with loads of misunderstandings as the discourses of feminism continue to develop and diversify throughout history to today. For instance, recent feminist thinking has been influenced by advanced technologies and digital social interactions. Hot topics include body image, immigration politics, psychology, environmentalism, and gender/racial fluidity and ambiguity. The remaining translation ‘女性主义 seems to inadequately reflect the changing contexts and interests of feminism and fails to embody the enriched meaning of contemporary feminism. Additionally, the early translation ‘女权主义’ has been so profoundly influential that it is still used and circulated today, which has been a haunting concern for me as conceptual irrelevancy could easily mislead and alienate a new generation of audiences. This is particularly harmful to a radically globalised and urbanised society like contemporary metropolitan China5. 

				As far as I am concerned, the problems that revolve around the Mandarin translation of ‘feminism’ are the result of a lack of slow translation. The determining factors rooted in the differences of cultural context are largely ignored, misunderstood, and poorly explored. With the key debates and critical perspectives left out, the term has been plunged into a different environment, broken from its root, dying quickly without being seen in full blossom. 

				I hope the discussion above gives you more or less a sense of what it takes to translate a single word that is packed with cultural, socio-political and historical references. As a matter of fact, I was only scratching the surface of it. Also, I am by no means advocating for feminism here. The point is simply to suggest that fast translation or the lack of any at all can be so problematic 

				that complex ideas are made inaccessible to the general public – an idea that is particularly important to the arts and cultural sectors, as cross-cultural art exchange is threatened by inadequate engagement with publics due to fast translation. 

				The slowness I’m suggesting here is not a matter of a stretched time span; it is, more importantly, a mental state and a responsible and generous attitude that prioritises meaningful depth and breadth over surface value. It asks translators at large, but particularly those working in arts and culture, to embody a spirit of resilience and resist the industry pressures that are turning cultural workers into breathing keyboard-bashing machines. 

				Slowness should not be deemed as the enemy of progress. The contrary is often the case, as, 

				When you run too fast, your side views are bound to blur. 

				When you dance hastily, you miss the beat. You disturb the rhythm. You lose the fun. 

				My fellow creative workers, join the slow dance, will you?

			

		

		
			
				1 More is discussed in the sub-disciplinary of ‘Intercultural Mediation’ in the discourse of Translation Studies. Such as: Anthony J. Liddicoat, ‘Intercultural mediation, intercultural communication and translation’, Perspectives, 24/3 (2016), 354-364.

				2 Walter Benjamin, ‘The Task of the Translator’, in Marcus Bullock and Michael W. Jennings (ed.) Walter Benjamin: Selected Writings Volume 1 1913 – 1926 (London: The Belknap Press of Harvard University Press, 1996), 255.

				3 Dorothy Ko and Wang Zheng, ‘Introduction: Translating Feminisms in China’, Gender & History, 18/3 (2006), 463.

				4 Ibid., 464-469. See more chronological development of the ‘traveling theory’ of historical feminism studies in China in: Min Dongchao, ‘DUIHUA (DIALOGUE) IN-BETWEEN’, Interventions, 9/2 (2007), 174-193.

				5 Sue Thornham and Feng Pengpeng, ‘Just a Slogan’, Feminist Media Studies, 10/2 (2010), 195-211.
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				This roomsheet has been reproduced with the permission of 4A Centre for Contemporary Asian Art. The exhibition Chen Qiulin: One Hundred Names was staged at 4A Centre for Contemporary Art in 2016 and was curated by Toby Chapman. Roomsheet designed by Jessica Kostera. All artworks courtesy the artist and A Thousand Plateaus Art Space, Chengdu.
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				PAY TO PLAY

				SOME THOUGHTS ON ART PRIZE CULTURE IN AUSTRALIA AFTER SHARON LOUDEN 

					AND HRAG VARTANIAN’S ROUNTABLE AT UNSW ART & DESIGN BY NIKITA HOLCOMBE

			

		

		
			
				What became apparent at Sharon Louden and Hrag Vartanian’s recent roundtable discussion on living and sustaining a creative life, hosted by UNSW Art & Design, was the rigid institutional and cultural constraints that often prevent the pursuit of a creative lifestyle. The entire event, ran by two art professionals coming from the United States art industry, focused on successful models of creative sustainability and how they have the potential to combat industry issues like the general lack of funding and exhibition spaces. But it wasn't until the concluding open discussion that the greatest distinction between the United States and Australia’s art industries was revealed, which was the deep, embedded culture of art prizes that orientates the Australian art world. 

				In terms of scale, the number of art prizes in Australia significantly exceeds those conducted in rest of the world. Currently, there are fifteen calls for entries to art prizes in Australia in comparison to four in Europe and just two in the United States. Australian artists, especially those currently studying at university, are relentlessly encouraged to enter one of these many competitions with the promises of cash prizes and the opportunity to exhibit. Artists are so desperate for potential funding, opportunities to exhibit and institutional recognition that the underlying injustices of the prizes often remain uncontested. Widely perceived as being an avenue for healthy competition, creative expansion and development, when stripped down, the culture of prizes reveals the power imbalances between the artist and the institution. 

				Our culture of art prizes encourages exclusivity in our art world, as participation is contingent on financial mobility. Artists usually have to ‘pay to play’ to enter the prizes and often the prizes are not transparent about how they are making their money. The initial financial expense demanded from entrants has made exhibiting art in this platform not only inaccessible but another institutionalised form of unreliable income for an already financially precarious profession. 

				There are countless small prizes scattered across the nation but The Archibald Prize is perhaps considered most known and significant in Australia. The prizes’ prestige catapults the winner into the Australian art spotlight and the newly crowned artist-celebrity is awarded a healthy $100,000, which for anyone is more than a small incentive to enter. However, the small accumulative costs incurred by entrants are not disclosed 

			

		

		
			
				to the public at the prize’s exhibition. The initial upfront $50 handling fee is required to enter in addition to any posting costs. This sum may seem insignificant, however these costs quickly translate into a financial deficit for every unsuccessful entrant and considering the ubiquitous nature of prizes, this exercise fast becomes costly and unsustainable. 

				The public hype and anticipation of the prizes’ successful winner also distracts the audience from considering who actually determines the winner. Art is incredibly subjective, so pitting the work of artists against each other and determining which artwork is better seems an almost impossible assignment. As previous members on judging panels, Louden and Vartanian alluded to their previous experience and suggested that being judged the ‘winner’ merely boiled down to luck and good timing. This admission reminds me of Richard Bell’s satirical performance How to Judge an Art Prize (2011), where in order to choose the winner he chooses his mates as finalists and narrows it down to a single work by frivolously tossing a coin. 

				Australian art prizes are simply a mechanism for money to flow through the Australian art world and are therefore a reflection of the capitalist market they operate within. It can be argued that being an artist is a creative profession and all professions are subject to competition and the laws of the marketplace. But art prizes seem to be more trouble than they’re worth, conjuring up unhealthy and unjust competition, which appear to strictly benefit the winner and the hosting institution. 
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				Screenshots courtesy of Audrey Pfister and Matty Varnay, edited by Emma Size.
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				ON QUOTAS, ANZACS AND UNBEARABLE WHITENESS

				THOUGHTS ON BEING BROWN IN A WHITE (ART) WORLD 

				BY ANESHKA MORA FEAT. SABELLA D’SOUZA
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				It’s 8:33 in the morning, on the 25th of April 2017 as I write this. I’m on the train to work and it is close to deserted – it’s a public holiday. But as we pull up to Central station a number of brochure-worthy ‘Australian’ families line the platform in anticipation. As the train slows to a stop I’m strobed with light hair, light eyes, light skin. There is a quiet, obligatory air about them as they enter the train; a few elderly gentlemen wear somber jackets adorned with medals and a group of young scouts dressed in uniform with militaristic hats just miss the train.

				I never have and never will be a part of this tradition. Not only because, as a person of colour, I don’t look the part but because my Australian history - one of migration, racism, diaspora - is excluded from the patriotism promoted by mainstream Australia. A dormant feeling of bitterness that resides in my stomach permanently stirs just a little.

				II: An exhibition called Quota

				It’s an exhibition called Quota to be held at an Artists Run Initiative called ‘Soil’ in Seattle, curated by Anisa Jackson. Sabella fills me in. Sab was invited to take part in the exhibition after Anisa came across her work, ~My Motherland is a Mouthful~ (2016)1, in a show by The White Pube – curating duo and “self-confessed ‘art critic baby gods’ Zarina Muhammad and Gabrielle de la Puente”2 The exhibition was conceived from the 

			

		

		
			
				concern Anisa felt at the fact that less than 5% of the people working in the gallery were people of colour. Art institutions, in Anglo-centric countries, are predominantly white and come from a systematic history of whiteness. What this exercise seeks to do is reverse that ratio. 

				The idea is problematic, sure, and runs the risk of being reductive and/or performative and Sabella openly acknowledges this.3 But it’s also very clever. As people of colour we are used to being the only person of colour in a room full of white people. Sabella and I bond over this I’m reminded of an article by Sara Ahmed titled “A Phenomenology of Whiteness”4. At one point she recounts an instance where four black feminists walk into her conference at the same time. She talks about the act of noticing this: “Yes, we do notice such arrivals. The fact that we notice such arrivals tells us more about what is already in place than it does about ‘who’ arrives”5. Similarly, Sabella tells me: “When I walk into a gallery the first thing I think about is: how many people of colour are represented, how many indigenous people, how many queer people – and based on that I will then figure out if I like the show or not”6. Like the premise of Quota this judgment may seem biased or narrow-minded. But opening discussion on whiteness, pointing it out and subjecting it to critique and analysis, ensures that the dominance of whiteness is not preserved through our reluctance to centre it in conversation. Because what is more narrow-minded than silence?

				I don’t need to write about the history of constraint through silence. It’s been thoroughly mined by feminists, people of colour, queer theorists, crip theorists and essentially all intersectional and/or ‘minority’ theorists. But we do need to talk about ways in which we can demonstrate this silence and shine the spotlight on whiteness as invisible, or the way that “spaces also take shape by being oriented around some bodies, more than others”7. This is the conversation that Quota seeks to open.

				I ask Sabella how she plans to react to accusations of ‘reverse racism’ and the potential controversy this performance might cause. Is there an instance where ‘discrimination’ is called for? Could it be called ‘discrimination’ if it is for art’s sake or for a specific function? What are the boundaries of discrimination? And do they apply to this situation? Instead of the reply I was 
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				Screenshots courtesy of Sabella D’Souza.
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				expecting (you know the one about how the concept of ‘reverse racism’ is just silly), she talks to me about self-preservation. “For me, personally, I know when to give emotional labour and when to walk away…I can only talk through my own experience”8. I am taken aback by this answer but it also makes the most sense. I notice we both do this a lot – contextualize our statements within our personal experience. In stark contrast to this I recently received feedback from a white, male, tutor advising me against “confessing” to my axes of privilege. As various thinkers have pointed out, ‘self-location’ provides “a way to anchor our power differentials and our various approaches to decolonization and resurgence”9. It creates a habit of self-reflexivity and criticism and invites others to do the same. It allows for difference. 

				III: On being not white enough

				Exiting St James station, I walk past the fountain in Hyde Park. There is already a large gathering of people there. A white marching band shuffles into place balancing instruments and costume, white foot and mounted police loiter on the edges familiarly conspicuous, white families escort decrepit white grandparents in khaki, uniformed, young, cocky, white men strut past trailing banter and cigarette smoke.

				I walk by the garish display of whiteness into beam of sunshine. A soldier in aviators has been caught in it too. The light refracts satisfyingly in his natural and my artificial orange hair. It’s a white-person kind of auburn-blonde – think Jessica Chastain, Emma Stone, Nicole Kidman. Suddenly in my newfound feeling of whiteness I don’t feel bitter anymore. I experience a shallow kind of sense of belonging to the people around me. It’s comforting until it’s disturbing.

				I’ve been dying my hair for as long as I can remember. It started from a desire to look Caucasian. But now I think, if I am to be exoticised regardless, I would rather it not be because of my natural appearance. Could we compare it to an anxious dog wearing a neck scarf?

				Sab’s hair was green for a long time. She tells me her dad really struggled with it. But he also struggled with her nose piercing because he thought it made her look “too Indian”. Refreshingly it’s close to the end of our conversation before one of us asks of the other’s cultural heritage.

				A: You mentioned your parents migrated to Australia – can I ask where from and/or what your cultural background is?

				S: Yeah, sure! So my mum’s white my dad’s …..brown? Indian! He’s Indian!10 

				The absurdity of such a ubiquitous question is so apparent in Sabella’s unconscious hesitation. She also 

			

		

		
			
				describes the origins of her father’s brownness before reciprocating with an after-thought on the origins of her mother’s whiteness. This is what we do. We perpetually encounter this performance. I am reminded of Fanon lamenting his inability to escape his skin: “I came into the world imbued with the will to find a meaning in things… and then I found that I was an object in the midst of other objects”11. Being a person colour mostly doesn’t feel like just a part of your identity – often, it is your identity. While white people get to define themselves through their thoughts, actions, words, politics, interests we are born into a body that presides over our chosen personality and “negates”12 any neutral personhood we could have.

				Sabella and I digress from conversation about the exhibition into hyphenation, mixed heritage, a sense of belonging and not, the weird part of forming your identity where you feel pressured to perform the identity placed upon you by white peers, friends, mentors and encounters, but also the offence felt upon seeing white-girls wearing bindis. We chat about the hours spent researching, from Anglo-centric websites, our ‘cultural heritage’; we talk about the denying our white heritage because it’s not as salient – it’s our ‘normal’ half. We talk about the struggle to find “what it means to be brown in a white society and also feeling kind-of white but also knowing that’s not what you’re feeling”13
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				CARE & CONSTRAINT

					SOME CURATORIAL RESEARCH-IN-PROGRESS BY IVANA JOVANOVIC
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				In the process of developing an experimental text on care and constraint for this issue of Framework, Masters of Curating and Cultural Leadership student Ivana Jovanovic’s research accidentally grew a bit... fabulously feral. 

				Over the next two pages, designed by Ivana herself, we’re given a glimpse into a work in progress. Her preliminary notes towards an exhibition on care and constraint are a palimpsest of scans from her notebook and screenshots from Facebook Messanger and Microsoft Word. Collaged together, they archive the beginnings of her primary research into, specifically feminine, relationships between care and constraint, love and emotional labour, instinct and obligation, soft and tough forms of love. 

				For those blessed with above-average eye-sight, you’ll also enjoy the faint watermark of Ivana’s research-based exhibition proposal burnt onto the spread like the afterimage of sun on the backs of your eyelids. But if you can’t make all, or any, sense of the soft trace of Ivana’s ‘official’ thinking, don’t worry. The explainatory text is intentionally overwhelmed by the raw material of her research, allowing for happy and generous opacities, accidents, frictions, fumblings and findings. 

				If you’d like to participate in Ivana’s qualitative research, feel free to email her at ivana.jovanovic93@hotmail.com. To follow her curatorial journey you can follow her on Instagram @ivanajovanicart. You can also speak to her around campus, from Tuesday to Thursday during semester. She is the girl with short, fluffy pink hair. She may also dye her hair again before you read this. Use your discretion when approaching strangers with short pink hair. 

			

		

		
			
				1 ~My Motherland Is a Mouthful~. Sabella D’Souza. Vimeo. 19 June 2016. Web. 22 May 2017. <https://vimeo.com/171305833>.

				2 Simran Randhawa. “The White Pube: Resuscitating Art Criticism.” Gal-dem. Gal-dem, 06 Jan. 2017. Web. 22 May 2017. <http://www.gal-dem.com/the-white-

				3 Sabella D’Souza. Personal interview. 9 May 2017.

				4 Sara Ahmed. “A Phenomenology of Whiteness.” Feminist Theory 8.2 (2007): 149-67. Web. 22 Apr. 2017.

				 5 Ibid, 157.

				6 D’Souza 2017.

				7 Ahmed, 157.

				8 D’Souza 2017.

				8 Corey Snelgrove, Rita Dhamoon, and Jeff Corntassel. “Unsettling settler colonialism: The discourse and politics of settlers, and solidarity with Indigenous nations.” Decolonization: Indigeneity, Education & Society 3.2 (2014). Web. 22 Apr. 2017. 3.

				10 D’Souza 2017

				11 Frantz Fanon Black Skin, White Masks. New York: Grove, 1967. Print. 109

				12 Ibid, 110.

				13 D’Souza 2017.
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				Images and design by Ivana Jovanovic.

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				20

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				21

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Kama Sutra (detail), Leo Tsao, 2017

			

		

		
			
				KAMA SUTRA

					A NEW WORK/REVELATION RE: CYBER INTIMACY 

					BY LEO TSAO FOR FRAMEWORK

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Kama Sutra, Leo Tsao, 2017
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				It’s Sunday afternoon and I’m sitting with a representative from each art school in Sydney at a cafe in the heart of the QVB. I’m with Sarah Fitzgerald from NAS, Akil Ahamat from UTS, Delilah Lyses-Sapo from SCA and Alexandra Mitchell from UNSW A&D. Each school differs in their focus and approach towards the arts but what’s striking isn’t the difference between these institutions; instead, I find myself admiring the passion that all of these artists have for their field. But it’s a passion that, unfortunately, our society and our government does not share. That’s another thing these four have in common: their schools, their careers, their livelihoods and their futures are almost always under threat. Sitting here, listening to story after story of perseverance in the face of invalidation, I come to understand what the exhibition Solidarity is all about. It isn’t about just one art school trying to protect itself. It’s about all of us, current, past, and future artists, all fighting for a relevance that, arguably, shouldn’t have to be this hard won.

				Solidarity, showing at Articulate’s downstairs gallery in Leichhardt from Saturday the 27th of May to Sunday the 18th of June, involves 16 artists, four from each Sydney art school. The gallery space will be divvied up into 16 open-space studios, divided only by the placement of electrical tape. Over 24 days, the 16 students will use their respective spaces to create and display work. When I asked the curators about the purpose of this set-up, they spoke about accessibility. The perception of elitism, of art as an exclusive practice is one of the major challenges facing art schools and Solidarity hopes to address this by facilitating open dialogues between artists and audience. By opening up the creative process completely for anyone to view, they hope to show that art isn’t, or at least doesn’t have to be, exclusive. 

				During our conversation at the café, I came to think that the reason why the threat of closure or forced amalgamation of these institutions is such a pertinent one is that it makes a grand statement on the perceived importance and value of the arts. This exhibition and our engagement with it could speak back to the spectre of closures and unemployment that haunts Sydney’s art schools and graduates. It can create connections between artists and publics and makes demands about support for the arts through the generous sharing of time, space and practice.

			

		

		
			
				I left the QVB that day thinking of a different kind of future. One where the pride and passion I see within these four curators would be respected, or at the very least understood, by those with a different view. Because despite everything they, and all art students, are up against, and despite having to fight for a place at the table and facing constant threats of defunding and closure of their institutions, they’re still here. They’re still putting on shows, supporting each other and standing up for what they believe in. They care about the standing of their chosen field, their peers and the future generations of Australia’s great artists who might miss out on the chance to be in an environment where they’re encouraged to think outside the box, fail, create and most importantly grow.

				Just before I left that day, Alex, one of the curators, began a dialogue I feel encapsulated the spirit of the show. She told me they were hoping this show would not be the only one. Rather, that it would be the first of many, the first domino that might trigger a re-emergence of public showing and support for emerging artists and the schools that guide and encourage their growth. Personally, I hope she’s right. I hope shows like Solidarity will hopefully act as an opportunity for opening up stronger ties between art schools, students and the public - because an engaged community is, hopefully, a supportive one. 

				Solidarity will show at Articulate 27 May – 18 June 2017.

			

		

		
			
				SHOWING SOLIDARITY

					TEXT IN ANTICIPATION OF THE UPCOMING GROUP SHOW SOLIDARITY 

					BY NICK ANTONIAC 
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				CUT:/

					A RRESPONSE TO BLACK BOX SERIES #1 FEATURING TOM SMITH, GAS AND JASMINE GUFFOND	BY JENNY ALACA
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				BOX

					A SHORT STORY WRITTEN WHILE BEDRIDDEN 

					BY MARNIE COOPER 
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				There was a stain on the window where the bird broke its neck. Pushing my head against the glass of The Box, I managed only to see lifeless tail feathers flit in the breeze outside. It gave me an idea.

				Ideas for the growing are few and futile in The Box—My Box. The Box is four white walls. It’s oblivion, loneliness, and it’s nothing. No getting out. 

				Ideas grow like gardens, you know. “Survival of the fittest” is the general form. They fight for the better neuron real estate and choke what doesn’t cut it. Before my time in The Box, I’d collect ideas like a priest collects secrets. And like seeds sewn, I’d take them in. Plant ‘em wherever. Grown however they grew. 

				And now I had a new idea. I wanted a bird. But how can you garden a single idea without it growing wild? 

				I started by leaving my porridge out one morning, even though I was always hungry in The Box. I closed my eyes and listened to the cars beyond the barrier. They breathed in and out of mechanic sync, a swelling and release. I pretended that it was the ocean I was hearing. 

				It was days before the ants came for the porridge. They were easier to spot booting down the white walls than the green linoleum floor. They swarmed like electrons around the bowl, and into my hair. That was enough. 

				The sprouts inside my head became seedlings. 

				Rain in the desert is no guarantee for life, but an idea enmeshed in a fertile starving brain takes like the sun to the side of the sky. 

				Chaos requires only a seed. 

				My shrubs matured into ferns and fruits. Vines reached for something to hold onto. Anything. Anything solid inside me, (as if such a thing were to exist). And when it wasn’t found, those vines decomposed, and became food for the herbs and creepers. For the shoots and shrubs and slips and snares. Entangled, disheveled and snarling, little green arms began to stretch out of my ears. 

				It is what it is. It was what it was. It grows when it grows. When it rains, the garden drinks, and life to the idea is imbued - the leaves that once drooped now salute. 

			

		

		
			
				Next came the beetles, for a hungry beetle craves a repleted ant. And then the spiders, who took shelter in my garden, webbing between my ears and ferns, which was now longer than my hair had ever been. Some of the spiders lived on the walls, because there were no decorative junctions, after all. 

				I woke in webbing, feeling raw. There was no more box around me, just the jungle of thought I’d set myself in. I sneezed. Pollen—probably. Everything was shade. Shade and the sounds of bugs and earth and the traffic outside. 

				Solitude adds credibility. To ideas and doubts alike.

				 

				I think that I was just another animal in the garden by then. 

				And then I saw my bird.

				My bird who came to eat the spiders. 

				Black and grey with a limp, it bled a little as it hopped up to my hand. He’s come back every day since, because there’s no getting out of The Box. 

			

		

		
			
				Artwork by Marnie Cooper
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Hyou were discouraged, what kdndsof emotions and eelings did you have to

repress?
Ihave repressed a rangeoffeeings fom depression upset, beraya,Jealousy
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