


Mother's I lk  

One full-moon night (between l a t e  
January and Mid February), i t  became 
me to  take a walk outside of town, 
and for no apparent reason, f a i r l y  
into the back-hi l ls .  Suddenly 
overcome with a melancholy feel ing,  
and projecting th i s  emotion onto the 
moon, I asked the "Moon, what's the 
matter?" 

"A funny turn of phrase boy!", 
replied the moon. "I, am the matter, 
the mater, the mother of a l l  things 
tha t  can be made". "Righto" I said,  
"and t e l l  me, what do you think of 
the Gregorian Calendar?" 
"I think there i s  too much focus on 
the idea of order," said the moon, 
"to the neglect of what also 
happens. Months have nothing to  do 
with me anymore. Neglect me, and you 
neglect the feminine aspect of your 
selves. Which put simply, i s  the 
acknowledgment tha t  one's own well-
being, depends on the well-being of 
others.  Your society i s  too 
abstracted, and your systems a ren ' t  
properly held account. Your wise 
king, has become a tyrant .  

"That 's t rue",  I said. "I remember 
dad's notes on the fridge: Rule 1, 
Father is always right. Rule 2: If 
father is wrong, refer to Rule 1. 
But, i t  was always Mum who f i l l e d  
the f r idge."  

"You grew up in a patriarchy" said 
the moon, "vis a vis colonialism, 
communism, and capitalism -
societ ies  characterised by a 
Negative Father Complex, where 
everyone's r ights  are suppressed, 
but especially so for women. And 
when the role of the mother i s  
undervalued, a col lect ive Negative 
Mother Complex develops. The 
generation of people with a Negative 

Imposter, hero, servant, Mother artist. 

I dig deeply into my journals and sketchbooks. 
I search for clues into my 30 years as a 
mother/artist. I find my early journals full of 
hastily written quotes from smart people, lists of 
books I need to read, ideas cut out of art 
magazines, and a lot of home-business ideas. I 
find few fully formed thoughts ... hardly any fully 
formed sentences! 

I Remember. I have only baby nap- time length 
to make journal entries. Early post-partum is full 
of 'mother-work' --a word I find written by 
feminist writers which seems apt. The emotional 
intensity and euphoria of caring for a new born 
delivers me into unchartered territory. I am a 
new imposter in the world's oldest job. I feel 
equally at ease with doing the job "right" and 
nervous about messing it up ... 

As years progress, I write complete sentences, 
brimming with distress and gratitude. I am 
grateful to be raising this family (2 children, boys) 
together with a loving husband and father. We 
are all healthy. All of us are in relationship-
making overdrive ... I love all the mother- soul 
sisters I hang out with. The sons are bonding 
with each other and other kids (phew). Papa is 
using his hard-earned qualifications to do work 
he likes. Socialising with other young families 
comes easily. 

BUT, I do not add to the family's tight finances. 
I do not make any art. My life revolves around 
meeting the needs of others. I have no big art 
ideas. I am tired. Where will my next idea come 
from? 

A lot could go wrong!! AT ANY MOMENT. 

This is how the journals/sketch books go on. 
They are recording all the years, the moving we 
do .... Jobs, countries, cultures, languages, 
friends, interests, houses, schools, skills. I am 
finding insights. I have a gnawing-feeling 'I'm 
meant to be more than I am'. 

The divided heart is ever-present. 



Mother Complex can feel that the 
world is inherently bad, and that 
they are inherently bad or guilty, 
and undeserving of the world. 
(people do bad things all the time, 
they don't by a matter of course. 
feel guilty about it.)" 

"I feel guilty!" shouted I, now 
completely agitated. With a knife I 
had brought, I set to sharpening a 
stick, and once done, using a fist 
sized rock, I drove the stick right 
through my feet, one then the other. 
Deep into the ground! 

Thus, emasculated and with swollen 
feet, I hobbled back towards town. 
With clenched fists, I resolved 
forthrightly to smash the 
Patriarchy! 

It was on my way down, that I 
crossed paths with Dionysus, who was 
on his way to a party. He, being an 
affable fellow, came up to me 
directly to me to say: 

"Ho, Oedipus! I know who you are! 
I've heard your story many times! 
Sir! .... May I offer my interpretation 
of your fate? _ehem .. Now it was, 
that the Oracle of Delphi told King 
Laius that if he had a child with 
his partner Queen Jocasta, and that 
if that child was a son, then that 
son would grow up, and slay his 
father, and marry his mother. 
Although, the Queen was very
beautiful, and against his better 
judgement you might say, the King 
did have child with the queen, and 
that child was a son. As you might 
expect, the King ordered that son to 
be murdered, but the son survived, 
and years later, that same son - you 
Oedipus! - in an incident of road 
rage, unwittingly slew that toxic 
old man-tyrant, King Laius, your 
father! ... or in other words, you 
defeated the Negative Father complex 
of the collective unconscious. By 

alternation between bitter resentment, raw-
edged nerves and blissful gratification." 

The joy and enduring love of day to day mother 
work struggles against painful feelings of  
inadequacy and anger. I have a gut wrenching-
black cloud hanging over me, that comes with 
every day I don't create something. And worse, I 
am trying to hide my insufficiencies from the 
child and mother mirror. 

Apparently, when you mother 'well' you are in a 
dynamic two-way relationship. You are face to 
facet in a relationship of two equal beings with 
the capacity to make mutual, empathetic 
exchanges. Passing on your values is 'caught not 
taught'. I read: 'The child's feedback, especially 
in intensely emotional exchanges gives the 
mother an opportunity to change her own 
undesirable, destructive patterns and to establish 
something better within herself'. I have got to 
stop yelling!! I could do some damage. And I will 
never know how much damage I caused and how 
much is just inevitable. 

Luckily, child rearing is a community job. 
Although a birth mother is a biological 
imperative, a mother cannot do it alone. 

According to the anthropologist Sarah Blaffer 
Hrdy: 

'humans are pre-disposed to care how they 
relate to  others.' 

Unlike other animals, we get a special kind of 
intense joy in sharing our mind with another. This 
means we reach out, we mother and accept 
mothering from one another. 

As my children started to choose their own 
teachers and influences my mother job changed. 
I am no longer on the lookout for solutions and 
answers. I am exploring mysteries. My children 
are my teachers, as much as I am theirs. 

My family has had a lot of  luck, more privileges 
than most. Our glitches are to do with identity, 
displacement and belonging. We do a lot of 
multi-tasking. It is fortunate that as grown men, 
my children courageously engage in the world. 



the time you arrived a t  Thebes, 
'Sphinx',  part-woman-part-lion-part-
eagle, was devouring everyone. Oh 
yes, the Feminine too can become 
toxic! Think of the passive 
aggression tha t  characterises a 
'nanny s t a t e ' ,  where we are a l l  made 
t o  fee l  l ike  victims. Anyway, Sphinx 
represents the Negative Mother 
Complex, but you solved an 
anthropocentric r iddle and defeated 
her. Your reward was to  marry the 
Queen, who was actual ly your mother, 
and by sleeping with her you 
integrated the anima, the feminine 
realm of your unconscious. Your 
mother, or,  'The Mother' though, 
f a t a l l y  weakened by her over 
empathic nature, sacr i f iced herself  
by hanging. You of course, were a 
chip off  the old block, and though 
having consciously resolved to  
destroy the Patriarchy, you knew 
tha t  you would, nevertheless and 
inevitably perpetuate the 
Patriarchy, via means and biases 
tha t  you knew you had but were not 
and could not have been necessari ly 
aware of. So you poked out your own 
eyes! I t  was up to  Antigone then, 
who i s  both your daughter and your 
s i s t e r ,  t o  complete the prophesy by 
leading you to  Colonus, where you 
died, heralding a t  l a s t  the end of 
the Colonial era!" 

Dionysus had finished his s tory,  and 
in the small and awkward si lence 
that  ensued, the men observed tha t ,  
with the moon d i rec t ly  above them, 
the i r  shadows had disappeared. 
"Symbolic", I said.  Dionysus smiled 
and nodded. 

"So where are you going now?" he 
asked. 

"I'm off" ,  I said,  "to make a r t  with 
my mother" 

Wes the Pants Summer, 2021 

They are willing participants in the processes of 
being alive. 

My artist-self [re] visualises ideas of caring for 
one another. Caring about the ambivalence in all 
of us. By encompassing opposites, our lives are 
graced by resilience and joy. Imagine relocating 
the heart of existence, in a loving home-place: a 
safe place steeped in mutual respect. Is that my 
mother-self talking? Mother Artist or Artist 
Mother makes no difference. My lessons from 
motherhood are legitimate, deep foundations of 
my arts practice. 

The articulations, strategies and experiences of 
the artist mother- struggler, are universally 
relevant as a source of inspiration. Motherhood 
is creative material. 

Take for instance: 

Sleep. Mothers crave it, steal it, conjure it. 

Guilt. Mothers get a huge job and live in fear of 
failure. 

Injustices. To each other and to the natural 
world. How do we give our children the world 
whole and healed? 

Collaboration. We must carry conflicting 
thoughts and ideas in our mind and still be able 
to flourish. We send ourselves and our children 
into a world with values we may not uphold and 
must function in them. We are poised to be 
instruments of change. 

Visibility. Mother-work is ancient, endless and 
invisible. We move from the banal to the magic, 
but are still marginalised. Especially in the 
artworld. 

Given that so much art is about the human 
experience and condition, it is time for a culture-
wide interest, admiration and support for artist-
mothers. 

Koruna Summer, 2021 





Pamela Chees-
man/Will Chees-
man,‘Currach’, 
Huon Pine, Pahang 
cane, bitumen paint, 

rope
‘Paddle’

Oregon, Jarrah

Claudine 
Maselli/Wes The 

Pants
Two Jokes, One 

Horse
FFabric, wood, clay, 
concrete, paint, 

hide
Life size!

The Family Business 
K-Art - Est 1990.

Koruna Schmidt Mum-
m/Kaspar Schmidt 

Mumm
Wood, bicycle parts, 
acrylic paint, textile, 
found objects, paper, 

tin.



Cathy Brooks/Jack 
Ladd

Plan B Lamps
1. Inca
2. Fig tree

3. Cloud fretwork
4. Circle fretwork
5. Mos5. Mosque

6. Save it for best

22 x 38 cm Acrylic 
with Overlaminate 

graphic

Michelle Gai Bran-
son/Henry Jock 

Walker
‘Inked de Fleur’
Screen printing on 
Henry’s old clothes, 
Nana Bev and Shell-
sy's material collec-
tion. Stretchers, tas-
manian oak hand 
painted frames. 

An ongoing business 
venture

Sharyn Brady/
dowatfeelsgood.
Chunks in 

bowls(kitchen)
Salty Horizon 
(tree)

The other wThe other way 
around (walking)
Paint, wall and 
fabric on canvas, 
likewise for awe-
some mural in  
gallery
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