


A
lt

h
o
u

g
h

 s
e
pa

r
a

te
d
 f

r
o
m

 l
if

e
, t

h
e
y
 a

r
e
 s

ti
ll

 c
a

pa
b
le

 o
f 

c
o
n

n
e
c
ti

o
n

 

ALONE
---LUCY MADDOX

Our hands have taken on a new importance in this era. 
The physical isolation from others has led us to feel starvedfor touch, 
yet we fear what our hands may have brushed against. 

We scrub them clean until they crack and bleed.

We are afraid of contamination, of illness, of death. 

In my work, hands serve as a proxy for the whole self, 
and asan artist they form an inseparable part of creating and making meaning. and asan artist they form an inseparable part of creating and making meaning. 

The severed hands in this work illustratethat, 
although separated from life, they are still capable of connection.



Bitter Fractal

--- jade armstrong

Bitter Fractal showcases the beauty and hidden structures found in nature. 
It is a small sculpture series, formed by peeling and baking the core of a bitter 
melon. When viewed in person you can smell the subtle scent of baked fruit. 
The pyramid design explores the endlessly repeating fractal patterns which 
are the building blocks of nature. These fractals can also be seen in the vein 
structure of the bitter melon. The repeating pattern mirrors the way nature 
takes life and gives it back to the earth for future growth. takes life and gives it back to the earth for future growth. 
The work creates a sense of mysticism and awe, which reflects the way the 
artist sees nature. In particular, it draws on the concept of death allowing 
new life to develop. 



“Burial Objects” is a series of 12 interconnecting works. Drawing reference both from ancient burial jewellery 
and as well as contemporary images of the Covid-19 pandemic this series was an attempt to both grasp at the magnitude 

of loss during this time as well as find a way to honour the specificity of an individual life and death.   

We are living through a time of great loss, not just the Covid-19 Pandemic which has now claimed millions of lives, 
but also the climate crisis, multispecies and ecosystem loss. In a time of multiple death what does it mean 
to mourn an individual life? Even a life you didn’t know? In the oversaturation of images of death, 

the loss of an individual life looses meaning – the anonymity of news reels sheltering us from the vastness of grief. the loss of an individual life looses meaning – the anonymity of news reels sheltering us from the vastness of grief. 
These drawings and objects are made as an act of ritual, a symbolic burial of sorts 

– recontextualising the anonymous dead in an act of ceremony and in so doing, restoring the preciousness 
and humanity of their life. Mourning is the only way we can connect to what we have lost and what we have to loose, 
this project was an attempt to find a new framework for that and in so doing reconnect with the preciousness of life.   

Burial Objects

--- Iona julian-walters



bye , bitch

“bye, Bitch” is an in-progress jewellery piece. It is to be a wearable necklace that 
features traditional hand weaving techniques combined with the usage of my own hair and golden thread. 

“bye, Bitch” explores the cultural history of Victorian-era lockets, in which one would 
keep the hair of a deceased loved one, and other items of mourning jewellery, 

and seeks to subvert the expectations of grieving and the mourning process. 



‘Death of Form’ demonstrates an 
open-interpretation of a textile process 
which denies the idea of form-making. 

Through a composition of photographic 
images, the artist re-imagines, 
and re-presents the interpretations felt 
for the textile work. Making is a for the textile work. Making is a 
continuous process that has multiple forms 
and shapes. Therefore, 
such an ever-evolving and transforming 
perceptual experience with 
making projects its ephemeral nature. 

The felt sensations and movements are traces or marks, 
the threads are impressions flowing in different directions, 
and the textile waiting to be explored and expressed by its perceiver. 
The work as a whole presents itself along with its surroundings. 
When touched, this work is a beginning to new interpretations 
and play through conscious perceptual engagement which unfolds itself and other hidden crevices. 
It constructs a symphony of individual interpretations which is neither contained, It constructs a symphony of individual interpretations which is neither contained, 
nor abandoned by any one perception or thought 

 

death of form

--- Ritika Skand Vohra



The work ‘Death Party’ tries it’s damn hardest to put the Fun back in Funeral! 
Inspired by the history of the Dans Macabre as well as cheesy 90s sitcoms, 
Sam Kariotis explores the connection between Life, Death, and the destigmatization of their transitions. 

The work plays with the duality of life and death, 
the continuous cycle and connections between them, 
and how we all have friends on the other side in one way or another. 

 

death party 

--- Sam Kariotis
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Shrouds demonstrate the progression of events in a person’s life, their loves, desires and fears. 
During 2020 my shroud brought warmth and comfort as I embroidered across its surface. 

I added test materials like photographic test strips from some of my other artworks 
and drew with thread creating for sometimes organic and abstract results. 

This work is a reflection of quiet solace and reflection during a time of stress and worry. 
Creating Death Shroud has been a death positive experience which I encourage others to explore and try. 

 



Epitaph

Epitaph is an exploration into death in a digital age, where the physical body is immortalised through the digital self. 
The loss of a friend in a digital context is a complex event – in many cases, 

losing an online friend simply means not seeing them log in again. 
Epitaph argues that keeping the screen names of the people you’ll never speak to again is a form of monumentalism, 

acting as a self-chosen epitaph for the departed. Bouquets of flowers are depicted in all three polaroids, 
representing a visual expression of our sympathy, grief, love, and respect to the deceased. 

The use of streetlights in a photographic context expresses the capture of a person’s life that cannot be extinguished, The use of streetlights in a photographic context expresses the capture of a person’s life that cannot be extinguished, 
immortalised in a chemical reaction – synonymous with the immortalisation of the digital self through the cloud. 

--- GRACE EVANGELINE STUART



fallen heroes

--- heather Croft

My piece “Fallen Heroes” represents a truth that not all superheroes are superhuman. 
It tells of a known and a truth within medicine, that we are just as susceptible to the virus as the people we treat.  

With the use of gouache and handmade paper, two wildly unpredictable mediums, 
I hoped to represent this image and how unpredictable the virus can be even to those 
who have the image of being in control.  
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What a Dayo 

 
First thing I remember… 
Was lying on the front lawn,  
with Ian, Jude, Stephen and Andrew 
Staehr Street, Nuriootpa. 
‘There’s a bear’ Andrew yelled, ‘There’s a bear’ Andrew yelled, 
‘And a goat with a spear,’ said Stephen, 
‘It’s shifting fast’, dad said.  The billowing clouds, moved on. 

Next thing I remember… 
Sitting under the piano, in Camberwell. 
Dad singing, ‘Dayo’ and conducting everyone with his finger. 
Grandma teaching me the knee wobble dance. 
‘Dayo, dayaaaaaaoooooo’ sang Dad, ‘Dayo, dayaaaaaaoooooo’ sang Dad, 
‘Daylight come and he wana go home.  Daaayyyyoooo, d-a-a-a-a-a-OOOOO…. 

Next thing I remember…. 
Lunch at the big table in Burwood. 
At least three catholic priests beside me- 
Ian’s uncle Terry, with his mates, 
all as humorous as celibate Benny Hills… 
minus the chase - di, di, diddle, diddle, diddly, de…, minus the chase - di, di, diddle, diddle, diddly, de…, 
to table, for mum’s great food and dad’s great wine. 

Next thing I remember…. 
the typewriter clacking, clack, clack, clack, 
outside my bedroom door. 
But it’s five am, 
dad’s writing an article, for The Age. 
‘Turning over the Pages’, about a meal with Eric and Doreen Page. ‘Turning over the Pages’, about a meal with Eric and Doreen Page. 

And I remember….
Going to Hollydene, with dad, in the Hunter. 
Dad built the round winery, bins moved around on rails, 
to catch mast from the Potters above. 
Soft mist through the morning gums, lazy kangaroos. 

Fashion, YES, I DO remember a Fashion Parade! 
At the Nataraja, Indian Restaurant, upstairs. At the Nataraja, Indian Restaurant, upstairs. 
Cousins, friends, quickly changing into Indian day-wear 
behind the curtain (not for me), 
Prancing, striding, strolling, rolling, down the aisle, 
for charity,

Lectures, classes, I remember!! 
At Grace Park, for CAE, 
Ian teaching wine appreciation. Ian teaching wine appreciation. 
Thousand-dollar bottles from France, Spain, Germany, Australia, New Zealand… 
Pork Rillettes, cooked lovingly, over thirteen hours, by Jude. 
Chris helping, everyone, helping out. 
Everyone learning about wine and food. 

What about lunch at the Wine Press Club!! 
Yeah, and we won the trophy, 1983 Mt Anakie Cabernet. 
Dad so proud, Inaugural President. Dad so proud, Inaugural President. 
We kids dressed-up, year after year, anxious, self-conscious, 
partaking of the formalities and ceremony, 
learning dad’s passion, learning Plonky Business. 

And remember Stelvin! 
Dad paid to promote the screw top. 
Oh, did he love that, 
a bottle top so technical, that any waiter could a bottle top so technical, that any waiter could 
just, well, 
screw it off.  

Reminiscing 
Special memories, happy, fun, adventures. 
Love these recollections, Dad.  Thanks. 

Oh, Yeah, I remember, a VERY special time. 
After Stephen died, Andrew on the Peninsula, Jude in Newport. After Stephen died, Andrew on the Peninsula, Jude in Newport. 
Dad and I working together, just the two of us, 
I learned to love you, like I’d never done before. 
Extraordinary, cooperative, sharing-time together. 
Never more to be. 

 

the death sumblime

lan and portia , love and lost

--- Jenny Hickinbotham



I have had a tough time during COVID. Losing relationships and connections with people, stressed, lonely 
and feels hopeless inside, I think "I'm gonna die". Meanwhile, I get time to think, reflect, 
working everything out, seeking light through the darkest hour. 
"Perhaps this is like death." 
Seeing Death is a digital illustration 
combining poems and drawing, it attempts to answer 
how can we see death beyond the concept of losing and negative emotions. how can we see death beyond the concept of losing and negative emotions. 
What does death really mean? How can 
death relate to self-growth and positive changes in life? 

seeing death
--- liwen lian



--- lu-an shi

So
lo

 Ride 

Imagine death is another solo journey to the unknown, like the one we’ve been through. 
No one is fully ready but it taught us how life is short and irreversible. 
Cherish every moment in life and when the time comes, ride out. 

 



--- Maya Grkow 

transition

With the time that we are currently in, and with everything that is going around us. 
I think we need to look at things through a different perspective, in order to find the light.  

Yes, we all have those days were it feels like we are lost, deep, down inside, a dark hole, 
but when we make the most of the situation, it really doesn’t seem as bad as it would seem; 

almost beautiful.  

It is hard to find beauty at such a hard time in life, as we are limited; 
lost inside the chaos from our own heads that just keeps growing.  lost inside the chaos from our own heads that just keeps growing.  

But I feel like these past months have made me realize where I want to go in life, 
it has made me grow and develop in ways I would never have imagined.  

To reflect over the past, and to try new things. 
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---starry kong



A recent life experience had me planning my own funeral 
(A virus completely unassociated with Covid-19- REALLY!). 
So, I searched the world's wisdom and discovered a 
plethora of  'crackers' that instantly inspired my dark, 
creative humour. It made me think, 
"What if your coffin was your last chance to make 
a creative statement? "So... a creative statement? "So... 

--- DomDom D’Monte 

You can't keep a good man down



For me, asking what death is, is exactly like asking what is life. 

And my answer will most likely always be “I don’t know”. 
Part because all I know is my own experience, which as an individual human, doesn’t really say much. 

We tend to think death is a mystery. Life is too. Death, life, two parts of one - existence. 
The only thing I can say I know is my existence. In whatever way it may be (physical, spiritual, dimensional), 

it doesn’t really matter. Kind of like Descartes’ “I think therefore I am”. If you ask me. 

 

--- Avigail Girsai
 "Mortality" - Poem and illustration 



These works Behind You and Looking Up were created in 
the middle of Melbourne’s lock down due to the 
covid-19 pandemic. 

At this time my family experienced a devastating loss 
when a family member suddenly died in a high-profile 
incident. Aside from the shock and grief, 
I was also unable to leave Victoria due to I was also unable to leave Victoria due to 
border closures to be with my family. 

I was bombarded with news stories and posts on 
social media regarding the case 
that I needed to distance myself from for my own sanity. 

I was unable to participate in the rituals we usually 
associate with death and grieving. 

It felt completely surreal and like a bad dream It felt completely surreal and like a bad dream 
I couldn’t wake up from. 

These works explore my unusual experience with death. 

The feeling of a thousand eyes watching through 
the media attention and 

the boundaries presented by social isolation. 

The feeling of fragmentation and 
eventual resilience of the human spirit.   

behind you

looking up

--- drey willows



--- Xingtong Wang

Wearing a scarf should be  comfortable and warm , 
but this scarf caught the neck like a hand 
and caused injury, 
leaving blood and tears from the eyes and mouth.  
All things have a multi-faceted nature. 
Warm and soft things are not necessarily positive, 
and may become a weapon that hurts others.  and may become a weapon that hurts others.  
The extensive use of bright colors in the painting also shows 
that injuries and deaths are not necessarily only negative. 

contrast



We celebrate our dead. 
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dear heavenly father

The project is an exploration of readymade materials such 
as teabags, fabrics, wires, laces, yarn and buttons. 
The series of artwork is a set of 3 head wears under 
the topic of the following words: Scream, Chaotic, 
Rebellious, Decay and Hope. 

During the self quarantined period, I had the opportunity 
to explore more on materials. I have been resizing to explore more on materials. I have been resizing 
and reforming a tea bag and make it as a mask/headwear 
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with materials such as wires and cardboard. Dying fabrics with bleach and coffee, collecting burnt 
matches, other daily objects such as newspapers, bottle lids, and buttons. They made me reflect on 
the value of the daily objects around us. 

A quote from the movie "Les miserable", 'Even the darkest night will end and the sun will rise' inspire 
me when I feel hopeless with how cruel and sickening our society is, that the sun will still rise 
and there will still be hope. What would you do when you feel hopeless? Some may cry or even try to 
hurt themselves. In this project, I recorded my prayers and looked at the audio frequency. hurt themselves. In this project, I recorded my prayers and looked at the audio frequency. 
I believe the audio frequency is proof of the conversation between me and God. It is private and unique, 
also praying brings me hope, as I can speak everything to God. I have attached "audio frequency" 
in every headwear in different ways, twisted with wires or embroider. This series also represents 
a process of emotions that we were devastated, stood up for ourselves, and eventually found hope. 



dear heavenly father - dacay



dear heavenly father - rebellious 



dear heavenly father - hope



I am deeply inspired by nature.

My creative drive comes from an endless fascination with nature
and the therapeutic benefits of connecting with nature. 

I create handmade sculptures 
and arrangements using botanical materials 
in minimalist harmony giving focus to their texture and form.

I gather these materials and create in solitude observing I gather these materials and create in solitude observing 
and meditating on the beauty of nature, it is a spiritual process 
that merges the indoors and outdoors.I am drawn to the unnoticed, 
the odd and unusual, the seedpods, the tendrils on vines 
and the everlasting beauty of dried flowers.

doryanthes excelsa 
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Facing Death

Everyone should be aware that life is only once. Remember every human being willface death, 
so don't waste your life and time, do your best as much as possible, 
do whateveryou haven't tried before you die. Death is the end of life.

Facing Death

--- Evelyn Stevie



ghosts when your sleep

--- Roberta Govoni

Growing up in Italy, I was surrounded by its rich historical architecture, which spans almost 3,500 years. 
During my childhood, my family would take long car trips across Italy for our summer vacations. 
I would often�look out the window, imagining a fantasy world consisting of all the castles 
and abandoned mansions that would pass�by,�some at least a thousand years old. 
My favourite architecture style is Byzantine-Gothic, with its dark coloured mosaics, 
stained glass windows and ribbed vaults.

The ability to see beauty in darkness and decay has accompanied me all my life and help me The ability to see beauty in darkness and decay has accompanied me all my life and help me 
to face my fears and issues. I cannot look at an old object or building and wonder about who once owned it. 
What was their story and what happened to them? I often create a surreal 
and imaginary story about it in my head and use it as inspiration to create my art.

 
What happens when people die? Are they gone forever, or they stay with us, living in our memories? 
When we sleep, where do we go? Is it a different universe? 
A portal to another world where we can meet people whom are not with us?  A portal to another world where we can meet people whom are not with us?  
 



My work often returns to art history to reconsider motifs and their values. 
Sydney Nolan’s symbolism only grows and diversifies alongside a world at-times understandable 

and at others obscene. I’m interested in our evidences, what we leave behind, 
we all seem to be coming to deeper understanding of our impacts and position in time, 

we’re often looking back. Nolan’s drought photography returns here, 
not for the first time and not for the last, 

as a meditation on our positions and finiteness, as a reminder of our impact. as a meditation on our positions and finiteness, as a reminder of our impact. 

--- BradEast

Horse, After Nolan



This project stems from my subjective experiences dealing with mental illness 
and detachment from self/reality. Mental health is a spectrum; 
it is a unique experience to each sufferer and the symptoms, 
treatment and diagnosis are never universal. By using self-portraiture 
and water/distortion as methods, my work steps away from the typical 
dark imagery surrounding depression and instead investigates a vague sense of self, 
feelings of isolation, fogginess and a distant melancholy of loss. feelings of isolation, fogginess and a distant melancholy of loss. 
This detachment from reality also leads into questioning of what is essentially 
“normal” behaviour and characteristics, and why even the slightest deviation 
from a socially constructed view is defined as abnormal. 
It challenges the perceptions and stigma around the experience of mental health, 
encouraging the viewer to look beyond the surface of what it is that they see 
and believe that they know. 
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This project looks at the study of my environment and the exploration of self within my home. 
I have used a documentary style of photography combined with self-portraits. 

Throughout this project I had a focus on following the light around my house in order to 
observe the pattern within my environment. Through the use of light and the observation of how light behaves, 
this project explores patterns and the nature of interacting with the environment I am in. 
During the first lockdown, I found I felt trapped within my home and my creativity temporarily died off 
and I felt as if I was trapped in a mental rut. and I felt as if I was trapped in a mental rut. 

The world we loved and knew has been taken away and thus these self portraits 
depict the way in which I personally felt during these turbulent times. 
Overall these works were my way of creatively exploring and documenting the time spent during isolation. 
These artworks are a reflection of the way in which I used my creativity to explore my internal self and environment. 
This project enabled me to creatively explore my emotional and physical state during this time 
and focus on the new world in which we must begin to understand 
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Staatenlos; a man without country. 
Conflicting countries used to live inside of me.
 
The countries were invaded and occupied, 
ruled by unconsciously invited nomads. 
Unwanted nomads whom I loathe yet love-
Relished yetRelished yet abhorred.
 
Nevertheless, they now live inside of me.
Houses have been built and they plan to stay. 

 /  
 
I’ve injected poison into the streets. 
  

Staatenlos
--- Daniel Longo
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This project looks at the study of my environment and the exploration of self within my home. 
I have used a documentary style of photography combined with self-portraits. 

Throughout this project I had a focus on following the light around my house in order to 
observe the pattern within my environment. Through the use of light and the observation of how light behaves, 
this project explores patterns and the nature of interacting with the environment I am in. 
During the first lockdown, I found I felt trapped within my home and my creativity temporarily died off 
and I felt as if I was trapped in a mental rut. and I felt as if I was trapped in a mental rut. 

The world we loved and knew has been taken away and thus these self portraits 
depict the way in which I personally felt during these turbulent times. 
Overall these works were my way of creatively exploring and documenting the time spent during isolation. 
These artworks are a reflection of the way in which I used my creativity to explore my internal self and environment. 
This project enabled me to creatively explore my emotional and physical state during this time 
and focus on the new world in which we must begin to understand 
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The idea behind ‘the art of dying’ is the glamourised version of our common conception of death. 
There’s so much fear built around the idea of dying where if people accepted death 
and the people around them celebrated their passing then there would a shift in perspective 
and can lead to less people trying to get rich quick and more people having a deeper respect for the time 
that we all have.

the art of dying

--- Toufan Shareefpourarabi



the container
--- Yuchen Xin

The container is a video work I made during stage four lockdown in Melbourne. The long-term lockdown has made my biological clock confused, 
I usually go to bed at three or four o'clock in the morning. Recently, I have developed a habit of sitting on the balcony in the middle of the night 
and watching the CBD at the night. I realised that in the apartment building opposite, only a few rooms have lights, most of them are dark all the time. 
I wonder where all the people are, have they all escaped the terrible lockdown? The curtains have never been drawn in the rooms with the lights on, 
and every household seems to live in a container, all transparent and visible for me to voyeur. Thinking about it this way, and every household seems to live in a container, all transparent and visible for me to voyeur. Thinking about it this way, 
maybe people who live opposite my building are also peeping at me because I never draw my curtains as well. 
We are all watching each other in some way but we never realised. 



Mourning is something that will catch up with you if you don't make time for it. 
I was on the other side of the world when Heidi died. 

I couldn't go to her funeral. 
I didn't have time to grieve. 

A year later, working with her old tools and art supplies 
that I had inherited, thoughts of her crossed my mind 

and aspects of Heidi entered the artwork subconsciously. and aspects of Heidi entered the artwork subconsciously. 
Undertaking a process that is sometimes referred to as the “suicide print”, 
I poured over 100 hours of my love into carving and printing this work. 

In the end, I achieved a lot more than the final print. 
I reached catharsis. 
Rest in peace Heidi 

 

untitled (for heidi)
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