

























































































































































































site specificity was actually pretty stupid,
after all, it’s a prize for ‘artistic merit’ not
my belief in everyone’s need for jokes.

In saying that, I’'ve always liked the idea
of public and corporate commissions. It
seems to be this untapped world that could
really engender some great work if the
commissioners and selectors were willing
to step outside of the usual suspects and
mediums. If that work in particular was

to go to a corporate foyer, | think it would
have to be significantly larger.

PV: | know you have a sporting
background. How do you think this has
influenced your current practice?

CH: | enjoyed goading other students

in theory classes about their disdain for
sports. It would always take a pretty
predictable, albeit | believe, quite valid
argument about the parallels between
sports and visual art: learning a skill,
practicing that skill and then executing it. It
was great, people that prided themselves
on their tolerant and educated demeanour
completely berating something of

which they had little or no knowledge or
experience of, their views defined by the
demographic associated with the sport, or
the media’s coverage of it.

Actually, there is an article in the last
Broadsheet that sort of touches on this

in relation to the curation of exhibitions
examining contemporary political events.
The basic premise being that there are
serious pitfalls in putting together a grab-
bag of political art from around the world
— the time required to properly research
such a show far exceeds the usual allotted
time and budget for the exhibition. In this
case, the exhibition becomes hamstrung
by the media’s reportage of the particular
political events, and the inevitable influence
this holds over the curator.

So, in returning to a shared trait with
sport, the art and or curator is acting in
a retrograde fashion which has little or
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nothing to add to an issue - it is simply
navel gazing moralizing that seems to make
the artist/curator feel that they have made
an ethical and just gesture. Alike, with the
late, lazy effort in the sporting arena, the
gesture is flaccid: too little, too late. The
effort must be made prior and consistently
in order to achieve the win. So, erm, in
summary, I'm influenced in that | love the
diligence and commitment, it may not be
easily recognisable but as a scholar of the
subject the nuances become evident.

PV: Wow, you really are a heart-felt man
Christopher Hanrahan. Let’s talk about
your future projects. That video piece
in your last show depicts an articulate
understanding of movement. Where
exactly are you moving?

CH: Gee, thanks Pete, | do like to indulge
myself sometimes. In making that video,
Our Still Lives (old grey mashy), | engaged
in a bit of cheesy dance. It’s fun and
perhaps even funny, I'm not really built
like a dancer, so to put myself in that
context is kind of awkward. Outside of
my own practice, [ like that kind of stilted,
yet strangely alluring type of action.

My friends and | have created a dance
environment called C.H.O.D.E. We perform
really sporadically and mainly tributes to
significant events. We last performed a
dance interpretation of the Beaconsfield
mining ordeal and | think some of the
upcoming performances will look to
Cyclone Tracy, Lindy Chamberlain, Burke
and Wills and on a more contemporary
note, Peter Brock and Pro Hart.

PV: | think we may be done...

CH: Thanks Peter, ‘“Tread upon thorns while
the shoe is on your foot’.

PV: Yes!




CUT OUT AND COLLECT
YOUR OWN TRASH
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Cool Balls, Sick Nuts: The Art of Vicki Papageorgopoulos

Ella Barclay

Hey Elz, don’t you think it’s funny
how, when it comes to sobriety, |
keep it tight but with artwork I’'m
a loose-caboose and with most
artists, it’s the other way round?
Melbourne, March 2006

I’'ve never seen Vicki drunk. She tends to
end up playing a very motherly role after
exhibition openings, closely monitoring

any destructive behaviour patterns and
ensuring everyone gets into their taxis. This

instinct may have arisen from her four years

as co-director of Gallery Wren. A task she
juggled with her paid job as a children’s
daycare attendant, which arguably draws
from a similar skill base.

The first conversation | had with Vicki was
at Glebe Point Road’s Le Petit Tarte, a café
where | spent much of my early twenties
underpaid and under worked. As | cleared
her glass and half chewed smiley-face
shortbread biscuit, she held up a biography
on Picasso and explained to me that she
and Melody Ellis were about to start a radio
show on FBi about Art and thus needed to
‘do some research’.

Later, | stood in front of Shipwrecked at
Gallery Wren. Amidst masses of watery
cling-film, clumps of tin foil and a piece
of bent cardboard mounted on plastic,

| wondered whether she had gone to
special needs school. ‘It’s a speedboat’
she said suddenly, sincerely —gesturing
encouragingly to speed fins out the back
of the cardboard. Not knowing whether to
laugh or not, | looked down and realised
| had almost trampled a tiny scene of
chewing gum pellet people, all frantically
helping each other get out of the water
onto a small tin foil island. Something
clicked.

Vicki Papageorgopoulos, Shipwrecked 2005,
installation view, Gallery Wren, Sydney

At Francis Baker-Smith’s Barnyard Show,
Vicki installed an old-school blue tarpaulin
wading pool, wherein floated a flock of
swans. The swans’ bodies were made from
blown-up plastic bags, their necks were

tin foil, and their heads and beaks were
exercise book paper with felt-tip marker. If
one stood at the opening for long enough,
they might work out which artists appeared
here in swan form, simply represented by
way of a hat, a tie, some earrings or fuzzy
hair. One might also observe the swans
making and breaking alliances in the pond
and compare it to the flurry of live action
non-swans engaging in exhibition opening
banter in the gallery space.

Cool Balls, the following year, involved
a collection of googley-eyed characters
drawn onto the surface of tennis balls
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and mounted to the gallery wall by way

of souvlaki sticks. Both fictional and real
characters appeared in the spread: Ninja
balls, monster balls, graphic designer balls
and hung-over balls. | could imagine them
bouncing around the rooms; smashing into
one another and brave gallery goers.

In Michael Moran’s doughty curatorial
project To Think We Almost Made It: The
anti-heroic gestures of true romantics at
Firstdraft Gallery in 2005, Vicki exhibited
Surf’s Up, a chaotic aquatic microcosm
riding the current of a curling blue tarpaulin.
Portraits of art contemporaries Todd
McMillan and Christopher Hanrahan bare
their greased body builder six-packs as
they surf cardboard waves. Crabs have
sex, a whale gives birth to a seal with a flat-
top haircut. In the centre rotates a mermaid
sticking out her tongue; precious and
shabby, ridiculous and cheeky. All these
creatures, whilst struggling to stay afloat,
are having a laugh.

Elvis’ Last Fart was exhibited at Next Wave

Vicki Papageorgopoulos, Swans, 2005, detail,
Francis Baker-Smith, Sydney
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Festival in Melbourne this year at the back
of a dark, dusty shipping container. The fart
was imprisoned in an emptied jar of BI-LO
pasta sauce, illuminated by a fluorescent
tube and a green plastic clipboard. It stood
behind a cardboard picket sign that simply
stated ‘Elvis Aron Presley’. Here, even
history’s most monumental annals boil
down to shits and giggles in the end.

It’s hard when making work, for an artist
not to flirt with secret visions of its possible
future. Thoughts that one day, with luck,
maybe, this art will be poured over in
spacious museums by generations to
come, wondering what the wall text might
point to, what this work will signify, mark,
react against, confirm or invent. But Vicki’s
work is not for the archive—it’s junk.

Her paper will yellow, the cardboard will
warp, the marker will fade, the aerosol
will flake, the blown-up plastic bags will
deflate, the tin foil will... okay the tin foil
will last. But future generations will miss
out. And that’s not such a bad thing,
‘cos it’s not for them. Aware of this,
Vicki makes a cheeky poke instead of a
monumental gesture, a quick aside over
the lasting message. In its crudest form,
this is Network Art. Made of and for her
immediate audience—her art mates—to
remind us that we’re all in it to win it, but in
it together.

Junk, art, you, me, junk.

| must confess, a small chunk of this article
has been retrieved from my own trash.
This is perhaps just a shameless nudge

at the issue’s theme, but also the truth. It
was canned as a feature for an Australian
fashion magazine: ‘It was a bloody great
read but... the powers that be, aka the
company director, thought the images were
a little too raw (I know this is a stylistic
choice of Vicki’s) and has decided not to
run the feature.’

Junk, art, you [giggle], me, junk.




Vicki Papageorgopoulos, Cool Balls, 2005, detail, Gallery Wren, Sydney

If that which is expelled inevitably
returns, we must trace its circuitous
path: Shit comes back and takes the
place of that which is engendered
by its return but in a transfigured,
incorruptible form. Once eliminated,
waste is re-inscribed in the cycle of
production as gold.

Dominique Laporte, A History of Shit.

And there it stood, Gold Rush. A giant,
gold-covered turd rising from the toilet
with an operatic, histrionic presence akin
to Hugh Jackman as Peter Allen (but with
ghetto earrings). Absurd and delightful,
a shit made from ‘shit’ but solid gold in
shade and sentiment. The work no longer

exists after a rampant garage clean-up
by her father, and her brother’s hunt
for BBQ kindling. However, remnants
will be displayed in Vicki’s 2007 show
Retrospective Gives Me Perspective.

The works of Vicki Papageorgopoulos are
the fart jokes of contemporary Australian
art. They’re about stopping to have a
giggle, as artists flirt and float and poke
and bounce into and around one another.
More sparkle, less showmanship. Less
dialectics, more dead-arm. With almost
dangerous implications to the protected
enclave of contemporary commercial art,
she reminds us that we can all take hold
of these materials, graft ideas, and make
people laugh.
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Thoughts from the nap and an afternoon couch with Pete & Brian
Brian Fuata and Pete Volich




Do you want to go for a drink?

| would love to. When?

:  Well, what are you doing now?

| was going to a doctor’s appointment, but | can do that
anytime!

| drink when I’m sick.
Yes, it’s only chemo. Besides, I’d find more therapy

having a beer with you than lying down like some fuckwit
in some machine.

- You’re excellent.

Yeah, thanks. | guess, so are you.

: Y’know what?

What?

Let’s skip the pub, I’'ve got alcohol at my pad.
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Shane:

Shane:

Shane:

Pad?

My house.

Yeah, right. Well, how far a walk is it?
Less than 5 minutes.

You’re looking at me weird.

. Sure, sorry... | don’t mean... it’s just that, it’s been a

while since...

Listen, | might go.

Go where?

| should do my chemotherapy, | don’t want to die.

Yes. You should. | don’t want you to die either.

Thanks for understanding, and for your kindness, and for

that ten dollars.

| work full-time. It’s fine. Oh, you’re... Ok. Yep. Yeah.
Bye. Nice to meet... Bye.
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It’s cold. Your hands are so warm.

That’s because your hands are holding them.
Ha, you’re funny. You make me laugh.

I guess that’s why I’'m funny.

Are you coming to church next week?

Does the Pope shit in the woods?

Is a hear Catholic?

Ha. You’re quick, aren’t you?

Stop looking at me like that. Have we locked everything
up?

Yes.

Well, we better be off before it starts raining. Let’s get
burgers for dinner.
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Clive:

Clive:

Clive:

Clive:

Clive:

I’m getting fat, quickly. | need to stop.

Stop looking at me like that. We need to lay low, the
rain’s gonna get us.

Do you drive?
Nope. It’s you and me against this whole world.

Speak for yourself. I’'m calling my mum to pick me up
and she doesn’t like you.

Well, it’s stopped raining anyways and your mum’s a
slut.

C’mon, let’s go. | actually don’t have a mum, | was only
lying. |like you a lot. Let’s go have hurgers.

Yes. It’s you and me against this whole world.
Pass me the mayo. | love mayo in burgers.

Delicious.
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haute p[aﬂigae

If you're into trash aesthetics and find beauty in the banal, then you'll
love the new collection by Haute Plastique. Hot off the streets and for a
limited time only we're offering every reader the chance to accessorise
with their very own piece of someone’s else's litter. To take advantage of
this amazing offer simply cut along the dotted line, fill in your details
below and answer a few simple questions to help us customise a piece of
jewellery to suit your individual fashion taste.

Name:

Address:

I would like a:
(please only circle one) bracelet brooch earrings necklace ring

My favourite colour is:

My favourite chocolate bar is:

When I buy a bag of chips I will most often buy:
My hobbies include:

¥ Because we hand make all items in the Haute Plastique range we ask that
you please be patient and allow at least two weeks for delivery.






