
M is for morning, for 
Margaret and for me



I am telling you this story… 
It started when I was trying to find the past.



I am telling you how this work was made. About the 
search for the origins of isolation in my own life. 



I remember now… I am lying in bed. My favourite bird 
calls in the park. We are the only ones awake. 



On the far side of the park is an asylum. I am sleeping peacefully, 
tucked safely in starched sheets. But not with so many others...



Only it’s hard to recall. 
The sun is so strong. I am nobody. I’ve forgotten who I am.



I need to orient myself in history. I look for the city’s ancient logic. 
I realise I can map the world on North Terrace. 



Hope comes up with the dawn in the East, order is at the Centre, 
and demise sets with the sun in the West.



History plays out in these dimensions. They are the 
living past, the present and our future.



There are three stories... Margaret, Mel and me.
I don’t know where to begin so I return to the Terrace.



SUNSET 
into the past



I step out onto the Terrace from the Destitute Asylum, 
the first place to take the girl in.



I look east towards the Hospital and Asylum. 



I look west towards the Gaol. 



The letter says after her sunstroke she was taken there to the Gaol, to 
the Lunatic cells. I try to follow her into the past.





It’s just after midday. I hold the camera at my hip and let it take the 
photos while I walk. The lens is my body not my eye.





Lorna is over for a cup of tea. I’ve been thinking about Larundel, I say. 
What, the old psychiatric hospital? 



Yeah. I used to go to see a girl called Mel there in the 90s. 
I don’t know what made me remember it, 



but I found a blog with photos that some kids took inside 
after breaking in. 



You know Lily, Lorna says, there was a huge place just 
here on the hill. It was called the Benevolent Asylum. 



Vacated in 1900, razed in 1911, the Asylum is long gone but 
it haunts my suburb, North Melbourne. 



I think back to five months ago. Vivonne Thwaites writes 
to tell us about the aeaf exhibition... 



The Curator and artists will act as archaeologists, presenting 
new conceptual contemporary art projects...  she says.
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Paris abbatoir becomes art and science museum, argues Hollier. 
This gets me thinking about the unconscious forces of the city.



And what motivates the placement of significant buildings on 
sites of public sacrifice.



The sun overwhelms me. I look for shelter.



Not there. It’s a false star.
Keep going, the road is long, she says.



I remember that the west periphery of Adelaide, just beyond the 
end of North Terrace, was a veritable wasteland.



Replete with Gaol, dumping grounds, Tannery, 
Slaughterhouse and Native Camp.



Advertiser,  10 October 1859, page 3b: the ‘fearful effluvia’ created at 
the slaughterhouse is the cause for complaint.



Adelaide Register, 15 November 1852, page 3d: 
The shameful practice... in depositing dead dogs, cats, pigs...



 in the ditch of the public Government walk on 
North Terrace [continues].... 



I look all over the airport for the man holding the sign. 



He’s nowhere to be seen. 



Ah, there he is, next to the toilets.



Oh, he says, laughing nervously. 



I just ripped the crotch of my pants… putting a bag in the boot. 
And, umm...



I had to stand here with my back to the wall.



Some limo driver, I think. And when we get to the car, 
it’s no more than a big taxi, not a limousine at all. 



I crash out in a musty serviced apartment on Hindley Street. 



A couple argues on the landing. 



Tomorrow will be the fifteenth day of April.



After the Uni SA Masters examination (they paid for the 
limo), I’ll take a walk.



Like I am right now, out west, to take a look at the Gaol. 



For almost five years I have been gripped by this 
history. But only from a distance.



Fascinated by the iconography and contradictions 
of the prison-asylum-hospital



and its various forms of care, cure, isolation and punitive or 
reparative confinement across history. Here’s Bedlam today.



Recently, I began to excavate my own life, 
to go back to the start.



I thought I could identify the basis of my love of 
confinement in a childhood fantasy. Or was it a legacy?



Travelling to these sites, walking their corridors,
I recover the memory of what happened to my mother.



I stand on the prison-asylum grounds and comprehend how 
I am reconstructing the foundations of her alienation



which she’d acquired from her mother, Alma, who became an 
orphan when her mother died and her father abandoned her. 



Based on my memory of yearning for a room in the 
Asylum,



I begin to wonder if that desire is formed from a geneological 
archetype of the orphan, who must be confined.



The word ‘orphan’, notably has its roots in the Gothic word 
‘arbi’, which means inheritance.



I feel safe inside... how did this happen?
Could a girl’s internment stand in for her freedom? 



Who is it I’ve identified with? 



Mel was a young woman who I cared for very much. I met her in 
1992, as a voluntary youth worker. She was a Ward of the State.



Walking round and round the Gaol, I try to grasp its logic. 



It’s a radial design. I can see that from the plan pasted up 
in the entrance. 



I’ve looked at the history of the Model Prison



tracing it back to its origins in the Solitary System,



which was born of the early 19th-century British 
humanist reform of prisons,



but that had at its crux the penology of penitence. 



I recognise the long spines that radiate from the Circle of 
Adelaide Gaol.



Each prisoner is kept in isolation,



to be seen by and see only the warden who opens the door 



and releases them for one hour of exercise a day. 
They wear silence hoods.



According to its peeling interpretative signage,



Adelaide Gaol is a time capsule



suspended in the moment of its final hours. 



The last prisoner shuffled out of the Gaol 
on 4 February 1988.



‘Nothing’ has been altered since.



A sagging striped mattress. Folded grey blanket. Splayed toothbrush. 
1988 calendar with a picture of a tall ship.



Yellowed copy of The Advertiser open on the bed, 
dated 14 April 1988 (two months after closure). 



Plastic fruit juice bottle, half-filled with water... 
no label. 



Open packet of smokes, one cigarette left. Stainless steel ashtray, 
empty. Light pink hair comb. 



Is this really how it was? In my mind the staging calls up the 
ritual of keeping the bedroom of a dead child intact,



except for the aberration of a straw-stuffed mannequin 
lying on the bed,



reading an issue of People magazine emblazoned with the headline 
‘WE SHOCK MEN!’ 



I ponder another form of the Gaol’s fabrication 
in which the site manifests itself as a ruin.



One that is tastefully crumbling in 
a secondary abandonment.



A fiction nonetheless. 
Where is the real prisoner?



I walk along the radial spines of the prison cells 
looking for a human.



I enter the double perimeter where 45 executed prisoners 
are interned ‘between the walls’. 



The sun overwhelms me. 
I seek shelter.



I pause before a white painted rectangle on sandstone. 
One mug shot taken on arrival; another before execution.



I have come full circle. But just before leaving 
I enter the Gaol’s Visitor area.



I read the Rules. So should you.



I am unexpectedly confronted with a panoptic space.



A large series of angled windows curve 
through the rotunda. 



Their frames are painted white. 
I am surrounded, enclosed.



 Each corral is itemised with a small black stencil number up 
to twelve, like the face of a clock.



Each has a built-in stool. I am inside 
the space of the prisoner. 



That woman or man is looking out. Their view is wide-angled. 
Panoramic. A phrase comes to me: ‘the captive sees all’. 



What does it mean? Sometimes words are like other 
people’s voices.



It’s as if the phrase has come from a stranger in myself... and 
it will take many months to comprehend.


