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Oneihln Ihatlhe st year has brought rﬁlsmatnow is
g 8a gally life is ganoeg ngof
meamahty and reali tiﬁy We are all mwmg throug h dmerenl rmdes
of performance and the slippages between what is real and what is
|mag\nag{ are unendlr‘g and porous. These theatrics occur on a
vari Some of these stages are for public view (for
tanon) and some lor private reﬁechlgm (or repression). There
mar

prolesronal lighting. These are stages where un-even leaders
1t statements and declarations and incisions for the world to
seear nd!eedandbeundon ‘e by. These are siagesvﬂ\eresonp'sare
recited with prior| knowled%eegirvoloe projection —so that those at the
baﬁag%w 5 nr?e meaes cobbled |eve er, h%rx;—hber?t arstagese o shesem"
3 Ui
stages areyusu ly made of noﬁ?ngn% much at all - set on a sparse
Iloor or |n a m comner. These stages are often in ‘small
bedrooms, where one person thinks up a game to
lhvough anotner day of lockdown. There is usua]ly no active
audience present. The anxious performers on these stages are Jusi
. Their voices may not
be heard but rEeur perfomative oulput will sl add to the archive of
B%UP our current time. The entirety of this
ar ive thI rm be visible to everyone, but e'very bit of it will have an
effect on the feelings that permieate and move in and out of our
collective unconsciousness. We are all in one play, with many pans
Through artistic dedarauon and oeiebrauon, aﬂem
define moments withi I. We can draw % from
moments of absuvdny wn an eﬂon lo move lowards some
meaning. The works presented in DEBUT XVII: Made to Keep the
Alive have been created by four artists, ﬁn;sh\n%agmdume
degrees during repeated Victorian lockdowns. The changes to
lifeStyle that have impacted the artists,

ur const
is for oen,ann these stages have
'ng power and the voloes at arise from them are singing out
purpose and preci

Act1.

In the centre of Gallery One is Kurt Medenbach's Promet

A large, framed dig ﬁalm-construded print ha s from the ceili

Two leather etal i all down from
icture, hangn the frame, sitsa plle

ol fresh manure, riod. Th in

crk wrapped rmgmsdhgalm "ey ndOe
S W e, dgfal theatre, and a
o e e of portrait has been shal
anew.

of
ral space. Itis very contained in its !ashdiouz
,y we are aware that we - and it - remain in modes
ming and unravelling : and bulld I_r‘gmand falling
scripts have not been finali
|An bgeo hasd%%ened ueered aarg' a se
is as a graphic repre:
name, lrademark v U
it al Medenbach is trying to define? D'?“L‘g
to have a moment of static purpose
and deﬁnmon’7 As humans, we e seem to be in a constant state of
for self-classification, in an effort to nize ourselves.
In wha( feels like a me Ior this cycle of inner-uncertainty,
cunoslly and lagk of cor Medenbach simply presents an
of obscurity Sy ptle 50f Shi.

Amz

Medenbach’s work subtly references horses — an association that
situates the work in refation to ihe VCA stables — the Fine Art studio
spaces that were in disuse for much of last year and that formerly
housed horses for the Victorian Polloe In an effort to examlne me
|ndeﬁnabll|t¥ of our humanness, an action already enga'_?a
Medenbach, Ponch Hawkes 2iso tums to_animals. Hawkes
's small wneemna artist books on two simple shelves. The
of images that cross geoaray ical divi
oons;dennq |he |magery that connects to ideas ing Australian,
e colonial e nce, cross-cultural exchange, and the greater
ctsthat we, as a human species, are collsctively
se_nes of camels and amst Peter Drew
a map of
Bethlef ic scenes where umans, an image
of birds hefd in ﬁl hl deplouons ol koa!as as fnen Il|yemblern. and

manicure accom
eupe for snr Fn
Is Hawkes

makes sense to look outside of the com

||’s doses1 form —the animal —in an eﬂm o

roblem arises — animals are complex too. es

characters — animals and

humars, us ar ist imals and humans
have been danclng in rny dreamlng, awake and asleep for some
time now.” There is a slyriess to the work that disrupts this sense of
dreamin and ohallenges the viewer. There is a culturally prevalent
assum humans, we are the top speotes At lSheI hl

orospo onabls forthe suﬁaxnabll of ourworld, W
and chrnale oham‘;e istal

with animals because we are ooH meeting
a recent email exchange with the amst Hawkes oommenled mat
she read “an artidlé about bears and hibernation and how
engaging in_space exploration saw_promise in unlocklng
mystery of this animal that could sleep for six months and not eat or
defec:ge nd still maintain its bone density and muscle mass.
Humans so far can't make it (and therefore colonize)
se, lose muscle mass and our bones go
rous We just don't have ‘what bears have, we can't
work questions what we, are missing. Are animals the potenﬂa\
||nkw our collective salvation

Act3.

In Nina Sanadze’s film Terminus nothing is quite as it seems, yet
somehow the absurd makes sense. Time becomes a mallez
form. The camera moves and the subjects are mostly still. A series
of tableaux vivants ensue through the vehicle of Sanadze’s ey

o the
same time? Sanadzesfamll members have been c?ag? as subg
in the film, su eshr:ﬁ that these temporal lines and spaces were
blurred mroug out this period. A strange reality is presen(ed
cantilevered dyswp\c and utoplc gos iities. No!hl
quite as it seems, ye( ave
are filed with potatoes. dlnlng
meat. An armless pianist sits at a dis
lay on the bed. A cabbage holds place
banmster_ is strewn with bubble wrap. Qulnces are m:
sits, stat in the midst of "peeli gI potato, in-ront of
bookshelves holdlng psychoanalytic texts. In an maresnng paralle\
to the activation thre ough the ammal emp] yed by Meder
Hawkes, the subj has the most sense of mwemem in
Sanadzes fim is the fam\! cat We are reminded that nature will
ever be within our control. A table tennis table is covered in balls
and eggs. They Ile siil, yet the repetitive sound of ball hiting table
echoes out. scenes reference Flemlsh still hves, even
though me are housed in a domestic Austral
een raphical and temporal spaees connnue lo
blur Claﬁlcal music cascades out into’ the spaoe
oughout the debris of this dome: aq‘_
ures by the late soviet sculplor Valennn opund
pemaps asul bﬂe referer the monuments that
d the world r the past several
months — Iervem acuon in mponse to m B!apk ives Matter
movement. There is a feeling that there m: '% be a similar danger
‘within this domestic sphere that exists within the global uphoidwng ol
colonial monuments, and the same_subsequent urgency f
erasure or renewal that they call for. The work questions wha(
stilness does to a person and where danger may lie.

Act4.

Echoing this sense of unease, Levi Franco plays into the rhetoric of
freedom that pervades Australian gambll% culture. Franco's qulel
works, hung above the doorways of BLINDSIDE's
and on the walls (slxghﬂgoﬂ kilter) act as sly warnings
Echoing the SlOplC and ulopxc poss\bmty mal
Sanadze brings to the fore, anoo s wo neam In
sight l)tcﬂesnmng towards ll;l;
ever-out of grasp. Franco vemmds us' thal its p!aylng ih%game mat
counts”. An eerie sense of possibility is rife, bunhere isa nger ﬂr;g(
o e WOl
o nderbelly
n Ihal erodes social fabric and
mbrace — an image that
ega bling. Awoman Stands
ina posmon of freedom —

beckor gi re
butwﬂl not Mﬁ[ Theg‘are ex\tsxgns
minded th:

ze, we ha/e y U

3% ge with meatres of addiction and emply n e
y of the Australian dream, where happ\ness Io\lows financial
freedom, we are reminded that ‘life could be a dream.”
Couldbéing the operative word.

2020 - the graduanng year for Medenbach, Hawkes, Sanadze and
Franco — has been a myriad soup of big events that would have

le imaxes _ with

res ipant plot-wists, and repetitive banal meander-

ings, 'I'hrol\J,?h Il), humour, danger, absurd H and p!ay. the artists of
DEBUT X! ovﬁ/ es1 posslbdmes
for the future, whlle holdlng dear a kn ledge of langers of the
past and present. They have built un-wavering siages oftheir own,
reminding us thatitis ot yettime to exit the theatre.

—Josephine Mead, 2021.




