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title media mm price 

1. Summoner Acrylic on canvas 20 x 20 inches  $550 

2. Rose Townsend Acrylic on canvas 20 x 20 inches  $550 

3. Guardian Spirit Acrylic on canvas 18 x 18 inches  $550 

4. We Grow Acrylic on canvas 20 x 20 inches  $550 

5. White Swan Acrylic on canvas 20 x 20 inches  $550 

6. Kangaroo Acrylic on canvas 18 x 20 inches $550 

7. Dingo Acrylic on canvas 20 x 20 inches  $550 

8. The Gift of Time Acrylic on canvas 1153 x 910 mm $3800 

9. The Went 

Inkjet on canvas and 
two book pages 
printed on handmade 
Nepalese paper 

830 x 830 mm 
700 x 500 mm 
700 x 500 mm 

$1400 

10.  Kariiel Enna 

Inkjet on canvas and 
two book pages 
printed on handmade 
Nepalese paper 

1220 x 790 mm 
700 x 500 mm 
700 x 500 mm 

 
$1600 

 

11.  Secret Self Acrylic on canvas 1520 x 1178 $7000 

12.  Gang Gang’s 
Breakfast 

Acrylic on canvas 910 x 1200 $3500 

13.  Green-Wing 
Macaw 

Acrylic on canvas 910 x 1153 mm $3500 

mailto:sales@stur.com.au


 

 

Artist Statement 

Why do I paint? I paint because it helps me understand the world better.  

As I move through life, words, sounds and images combine, veiling each other, revealing then 

disguising the truth. Through painting I can unravel an image and examine it, then put it into 

perspective among my memories. 

I am captivated by the colours of the natural world and the myriad forms of life’s expression. 

Often, words come to me during the completion of a painting and I include them in smatterings 

of ancient cuneiform, as the early Arcadian and Mesopotamian mythologies inform and inspire 

my written works. 

To be caught in the moment is to feel the totality of NOW, and my work reflects my attempts 

to capture these instances and understand life’s journey more fully. When a work is ready for 

expression, it flows onto the canvas, or the paper, or even through the blade and into the lino-

tile ...  and at that point I trust my inner self to externalise my vision and never hesitate, well, 

hardly ever! 

My paintings are usually figurative, that’s just how it is for me. They tell stories, some layered 

on the surface and others hidden deeper and awaiting discovery. 

 
 
 
 

14.  Red tailed black 
cockatoo 

Torn paper collage, 
pencil , ink & gold 
leaf on handmade 
Nepalese paper 

700 x 500 mm $350 

15.  Vision at Kati 
Thanda (Lake Eyre) 

 1178 x 1520 mm $6200 

16.  Three Wise Men 
Triptych collage, 
acrylic, oils, gold leaf, 
gauze, newspaper 

1660 x 700 mm $1400 

17.  Drawings 
Pencil on paper 
matted 

16 x 20 inches $180 each 

18.  Tears of the Moon 
Acrylic, gouache, gold 
leaf on canvas 

300 x 410 mm $280 

19.  Horatio & the 
Midnight Cat 

Book pages printed as 
inkjet prints matted 

560 x 440 mm $85 each 

20.  Book launch  
Horatio  & the 
Midnight Cat 

Books  $20 each 



Secret Self:  
This painting is a response to an experience in Monga National Park.  
When I was last there, a lyre-bird began singing.  At first I sat quietly, amazed by the 
strength of his voice, and the rich variety of calls in his repertoire. Surely the lady lyre-birds 
should be falling at his feet! As quietly as I could, I left the designated path and crept towards 
the sound, hoping for a sighting of the virtuoso.  
When the lyre-bird’s performance stalled, I felt a moment of guilt, but as I turned to leave, I 
glimpsed a female lye-bird nearby his stage, and my spirit rejoiced. I had not ruined his 
chances after all! And maybe it was her presence, not mine, which had brought his display to 
its conclusion.   
I returned home and faced the canvas, full of the feeling of the forest and the secrets it held, 
and as I painted, I let the experience of the lyre-bird guide me, hoping to capture my 
emotional response to the moment of silence. 

Shrouded in mystery my secret self unfolds to the light and rejoices … 

The Gift of Time: 
Near the cottage where I live, this tree stands alone in the paddock, last remnant, perhaps, of 
the forest which covered the land before white settlers came to cut it down. This tree would 
have been young then, and somehow it has survived alone. Its bones are exposed, stripped 
and sculpted by the prevailing winds, yet despite great hardship, it remains beautiful and 
grows fresh leaves. Its form speaks to me of time and fate. When terrible events occur, no-one 
knows whether the experience will destroy them, or create a new truth for them to follow. Time 
is the gift by which we make sense of our survival. 

My spirit flies free on the Breath, at one with the gift of time … 

Summoner  
The swan calls to his mate through the magic of dance, holding himself on the surface between 
water and sky by the power of his wings.  

By the Breath of the divine, I summon thee! 

White Swan 
The young mute swan feels change in the air and knows it is time to begin searching for a 
mate. He flexes his wings, hoping he is strong enough, and knowing his time will come. 

White swan soar through my heart and carry my desires on the wind of the 

Breath to the one that I love … 

 Japanese Iris 
Last spring, 2013, my Japanese iris flowered with such conviction, I was sure they knew more 
than I did about what the future held! I could not resist painting and photographing them, 
recording their glorious moment and hoping their excitement was not misplaced. Then I 
realised that their beauty could never be inappropriate. It is the perfect expression of that 
moment regardless of what the future holds. 



We grow to feel the sun on our face, then die and grow again … 

Vision at Kati Thanda 
The vast salt pan of Kati Thanda, or Lake Eyre as it is also known, stretches beyond the 
horizon, still and ancient beyond comprehension. Standing on the sand dunes, gazing over the 
lake, I imagined the song-lines leading to this place, and wondered if the pelicans, who 
somehow know when the lake holds water, can follow these invisible trails too. I wondered if 
the people of this place had seen beyond the dust of the desert and sensed the terrible fate 
arriving in ships on a distant sea where waves still crashed against the shores. 
 

Three Wise Men: 
Three Wise Men is a response to the biblical story of the Magi. Mostly they are remembered 
for their gifts of gold, frankincense and myrrh, but there is a much darker side to the tale. In 
their wisdom, these travelers went first to Herod, asking where they would find the child of the 
prophecy. This sparked Herod’s murder of the innocents, a part of the Christmas story which is 
usually not told. 
Coventry Carol, a song from a medieval ‘miracle play’, commemorates the murder of the 
innocents, and I have written the words throughout the triptych.  
The newspaper cuttings and veils of gauze represent the ‘filtering’ of events through media 
and popular culture.  
As the pelicans fly over the landscape, it is created, then gains detail, then is embellished until 
the truth is buried beneath the shrouds of myth. 
 
 

Coventry Carol (trad) 

Lullay, Thou little tiny Child, 
By, by, lully, lullay. 
Lullay, Thou little tiny Child. 
By, by, lully, lullay. 
 
O sisters, too, how may we do, 
For to preserve this day; 
This poor Youngling for whom we sing, 
By, by, lully, lullay. 
 
Herod the King, in his raging, 
Charged he hath this day; 
His men of might, in his own sight, 
All children young, to slay. 
 
Then woe is me, poor Child, for Thee, 
And ever mourn and say; 
For Thy parting, nor say nor sing, 
By, by, lully, lullay. 
 
 

 
 


