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megan evans and Annandale Galleries would like to acknowledge the Traditional 
Owners of the land this exhibition stands on, the Gadigal and Wangal people of 

the Eora Nation.

We acknowledge that their sovereignty was never ceded and pay our deep 
respect to their Elders from the past, in the present and future emerging Elders,

and to all First Nations people and all Indigenous people.

*megan evans chooses to decapitalize her name as a conscious act. 
Not a grammatical mistake.

ANNANDALE GALLERIES

Mother Country, 2019
cotton, embroidery thread, glass beads 930 x 500 mm
me40



Begging to Belong 1, 2021
digital print on rag, feathers, pins 795 x 610 mm 
me1



Begging to Belong 2, 2021
digital print on rag, eucalyptus gumnut lids, pins 795 x 610 mm
me2



megan evans
   Introduction by BILL GREGORY 
   With contribution by WILLIAM KENTRIDGE

‘megan evans has always been making sense of her history. Coming to terms 
with the country she lives in, its general history and her particular position in it. 
When I first met megan (cousin, virtually sister, of my wife) she was working on a 
large social mural project, collaborating with a range of different Aboriginal artistic 
groups and collectors.  These were large and impressive. 

In the last ten years, however, she has shifted her focus. Not from looking at 
history, she is more invested in that than ever. But looking at what it is to be 
stuck inside white skin in a colonial country. Her work has taken off in marvelous 
ways. There is a meeting of the broad questions, which she has always been 
investigating, and the mediums she works in. Fine brushwork, hyperrealism, a 
delight in the absurd forms of Victorian and Edwardian dinnerware, palimpsests 
of colonial documents and wills. The unashamed pleasure of the trompe l’oeil 
transformation of objects into painted surfaces.

 One senses she is flying, more ideas and impulses than there is time to do them. 
All mediums become possible: painting, photography, film-making, sculpture. The 
understanding that this interrogation of herself is her route to acknowledging her 
history and taking responsibility for it. It is a burst of energy in the work (and I 
think in her whole being in the world). It is wonderful for us, family friends, artistic 
colleagues, to watch unfold.’ 

 - William Kentridge,  Johannesburg May 2022

We all have a story to tell, although no story exists in isolation. Whether the story we 
tell is of ourselves, or a family, or a city, or a country, it is influenced by other stories.  
Ideas are subject to reconstruction over time.  But truth is not always the arbiter of this 
process. Most stories are told to serve a purpose.  Even in the stories we tell about 
ourselves our accomplishments tend to become feathers in our caps.  

Take nationalism as an example.  The whole idea of ‘being Australian’ is a story that has 
been told again and again.  It morphs into something different with each version in order 
to address changing cultural and political agendas. And where do these subtle and not-
so-subtle adjustments leave objective truth?  We are now all too familiar with fake news.  
Embellishing the truth, cherry picking the facts, manipulating the cultural context, and 
outright lying, make it difficult to know with certainty what actually happened in the past.  

For any serious contemporary artist, knowledge of art history is critical.  Without it, a 
practice cannot be placed in the overall continuum of art. This is not the only arbiter, 
of course, but it is an important one.  For megan evans, getting to the truth in cultural 
history is crucial to her practice.  evans is a white Australian.  And the story of what really 



Begging to Belong 3, 2021
digital print on rag, moth casings, pins 795 x 610 mm
me3



happened to the Aboriginal people and what her responsibility is inform her work.  As 
Anne Stanwix points out in her insightful catalogue essay featured below, it is not enough 
to say you are sorry.  It is the ‘doing of sorry’ that counts.

megan Evans was married to Aboriginal artist Les Griggs from 1985 until his passing in 
1993. This relationship – and Evans’ ongoing relations with Griggs’ extended family – has 
had a profound influence on her work.  

As a white Australian she interrogates herself about her relationship to her past and to 
her ancestors.  This interrogation is much more intimate than the vague sense of guilt 
that many white Australians feel about the treatment of Aboriginal peoples.  Most of us 
are of the view that history doesn’t have a direct, individual connection to our present 
lives.  Not Evans.  She looks at the colonial past and wonders about her grandmother, for 
example.  And the question is always there: what role did evans’ ancestors play in colonial 
invasion?  evans’ story of her search for her personal truth, through the complex prism of 
the past, is told with unblinking honesty.  For those willing to earnestly engage with these 
works, Evans offers to renew our dialogues with the past and she provides strategies to 
come to terms with what we find.

megan evans’ debut show at Annandale Galleries is an exciting occasion for the gallery.  
The integrity of her practice is undeniable.  evans works in a variety of mediums – 
weaving, furniture, photography, prints and drawings among them – detonates the space, 
defying boundaries of past and present.  What is remarkable about evans’ exploration of 
history is that it leans forward to solution rather than backward to the problem. 

– Bill Gregory Director Annandale Galleries

Unstable Aesthetic 14 , 2019
antique silver plated objects, black 3.0 
paint, brass fixtures
350 x 260 x 250 mm
me39



DISeased, 2014
digital print on rag,  eucalyptus leaves, pins 520 x 385 mm
me48





megan evans in conversation with Andrew Christie

AC: Your exhibition at Annandale coincides with Behind the Barricades, a display of original posters 
and photographs from the 1968 student uprising in Paris, an event that spread throughout the city 
and brought an entire nation together in protest. With that in mind I wanted to ask what role you see 
art playing when it comes to dissent in the 21st Century. Do you think things have changed with the 
emergence of the Internet and social media? Do you feel compelled to fill a need in society, or is the 
work born from another impulse? 

ME:  I began life as an artist with large scale political murals that were intent on dissent. I first met my 
husband in Pentridge prison when I was arranging for him to paint on one of these when he was released. 
He later told me that he saw me as ‘a pretty little pink thing out to change the world’.  Thirty nine years 
later I have a different approach, influenced by contemporary thinking, which unpacks the duality inherent in 
my former approach and understands intersectionality. 

I spent many years pointing out at the world with idealism and accusation and then I realised that I had 
three fingers pointing back at me so I turned the gaze on myself. I am an artist not a politician or social 
worker but I do make art with an intention. My nieces and nephews are Aboriginal and through them I see 
up close the impact of my people’s Anglo Celtic culture on their lived experience. I also see the amazing 
strength and inherent wisdom they carry through their bloodlines and I am always learning from them.
 
AC: The act of being selective, to a degree self-censoring, is an important task for any artist. 
Considering the politically charged and highly emotive character of your work, how do decide on the 
subject matter and critical angle that is taken.

ME: It took many years to summon the courage to face my own ancestry and their part in the brutal 
colonisation of this country. But once I did, I felt that this was the work of my life. It might sound dramatic 
but it is hard to imagine my focus turning away from these issues and the big question of how does 
one take responsibility for the actions of one’s descendants.

From there the work just emerges. I don’t contemplate how to ‘represent’ these 
concerns, I just find myself making the work and after the fact I understand where 
it specifically comes from. I guess don’t see the work as politically charged 
or highly emotional. It doesn’t seem too far from the experiences I have 
witnessed or known in over 30 years being connected to my friends 
and family who are First Nations. It makes sense when you 
understand the number of funerals I have attended of 
people who have passed too young, when you know the 
circumstances of people who I love and see them 
struggle everyday with racism and the combined 
effects of cultural, and material dispossession. 



AC: The newly elected Federal Government has stated its commitment to the Uluru Statement 
from the Heart, calling for ‘substantive recognition in Australian history’ for First Nations peoples. This 
involves a First Nations Voice to Parliament enshrined in the Constitution and the establishment of 
a Makarrata Commission for the purpose of treaty making and truth telling. Navigating these issues 
is a difficult but essential part of our progress towards becoming a more honest and fair country for 
generations to come. What were your thoughts hearing about this new development? Additionally, at 
times your work references the interlinked relationship between First Nations people and colonialism, 
and I was hoping you could speak to what influences caused the inclusion of these themes within your 
practice, and how you approach this delicate task.

ME: My late husband was taken away from his mother at age two. When I met him he had spent 21 out 
of 28 years in children’s homes and youth detention centres, finally landing in adult prison at age 17. I 
remember him saying on a radio program he regularly appeared on in the late 1980’s ‘What we need is a 
Makarrata!’ He died before the term Stolen Generation existed but he always spoke about his experience. 
He asked me to tell his story but his life was cruel and a very long way from my upbringing and I knew I 
could never speak on his behalf, so I speak on behalf of myself. As I grew up, the common tenet from White 
Australia was ’well I didn’t do it, I am not responsible’. If I don’t look at how I can take responsibility, then 
who will, which generation is it up to? I truly believe that until white Australia comes to terms with its violent 
past we will always be, not only ill at ease, but we will never know who we really are. When it comes to how 
to approach this delicate task, I am stumbling in with humility, with care for my family and a willingness to 
laugh at myself, to be wrong and own what my people before me have done and still continue to do.

Above Bone Orchard, 2018 (detail)
Victorian antique mahogany tilt top wine table, antique silver soup spoons and ladle, brass fixtures 1130 x 700 x 200 mm
me32



AC: Many of the pieces in this exhibition feature practices that historically might be considered 
‘women’s work’ - textiles, beading, even the painting of feathers. This suggests a certain degree of 
reclamation and subversion on your part. Does it feel empowering to take these practices and use 
them in a critique of colonialism and it’s residual effects?

ME: I am very interested in what the women were doing in the early days of colonisation. I put myself in the 
frame as my great Grandmother Isabella Robertson in many of the works as I was always told I was like 
her growing up. She was born in 1860 in Melbourne. It is easy to think that the women played less of a role 
in the violence, however they were complicit by their presence and benefited from the theft of land, life and 
language that the men enacted. I don’t know what my family were responsible for in any detail as these 
things were mostly not recorded but I take the case that they were there and therefore were as much a 
part of the violence as if I had the details. 

We are all complicit as we all occupy the land that was stolen, which still remains the lands of the First 
peoples.

Below: Hero, 2015 (detail)
model ship (1864), glass beads, timber and glass case, star pickets, aluminium 900 x 750 x 270 mm
me33



“megan evans has always been making sense of her 
history. Coming to terms with the country she lives in, 
its general history and her particular position in it. 
…One senses she is flying, more ideas and impulses 
than there is time to do them. All mediums 
become possible: painting, photography, film-
making, sculpture.” 

—William Kentridge

Edge of Empire, 2020
timber frame, upholstery, ebony handle. antique knives 900 x 900 x 500 mm
me30



Bone Orchard, 2018
Victorian antique mahogany tilt top wine table, antique silver soup spoons and ladle, brass fixtures 1130 x 700 x 200 mm
me32



Hero, 2015
model ship (1864), glass beads, timber and glass case, star pickets, aluminium

900 x 750 x 270 mm
me33



Campaign Chest, 2016
antique Colonial campaign chair, velvet, glass beads, cotton 870 x 400 x 400 mm
me28



Sovereign, 2016
antique Colonial bedroom chair, leather, carving forks 900 x 560 x 560 mm
me29



      ‘The shirt we make is stained
      with our words, our stories’
 
      ‘A secret river of blood runs through Australian history’
                  W.H. Stanner  (1968) 

megan’s affinity for red is a constant. 

A torrent of blood falls from a chandelier ; red beads substitute for the salt in the still-life; 
bleeding gloves; knives plunge into the red-cushioned chairs; a bleeding flag; the shape of 
Victoria threaded onto the back of a chaise longue with red dots to mark the fifty sites of 
indiscriminate killings of Aboriginal people from the 1830s until the 1850s. 

megan and I share a bloodline. Her mother and my father were siblings and share a 
Scottish-Irish heritage of settlers who euphemistically ‘took up land’ and became Australian 
pastoralists on what was good grazing land for sheep and at the same time good kangaroo 
hunting ground for local Indigenous people.

We were properly introduced as first cousins at the ages of 10 and 12. We couldn’t have 
been more different.  But we shared a passion for the Billabong books. These were a series 
of books written by Mary Grant Bruce between 1910-1942.  Their depiction of the Linton 
family and bush life championed the Australian landscape and celebrated values such as 
independence, hard work and hospitality.

Much later, a re-reading calls out the racial stereotyping of Indigenous people and of Chinese 
and Irish immigrants in keeping with the Social Darwinism that was a theory of those times. 

The Billabong station was described as being in Gippsland.  Gippsland was one of the two 
main clusters of massacres in Victoria, which underlies the controversial and contested 
aspect of white settlement in Victoria.

megan was a good stand-in for Norah Linton. She rode; she had masses of curly hair 
wrangled into a plait; she loved camping and exploring the bush. Her letters to me were 
illustrated with ink drawings of decorative eucalyptus leaves. She wrote that she was trying 
to learn some Aboriginal words. 

In 1967 I went with megan and her mother (my aunt) to visit the family sheep station called 
Booroomugga in western NSW. It was a much harsher countryside than that of the lyrical 
Billabong. Temperatures were above 40 degrees C for ten days.  A lot of mutton was on 
offer at mealtimes. But megan and I vowed that we would grow up and make our fortunes 
and preserve this heritage for the family. 

A long thread of red blood, not yet broken
            

                 Margaret Atwood, A Red Shirt (for Ruth)



I left Sydney in 1969 and didn’t truly re-encounter megan until she visited 
us in South Africa 30 years later. By then she had been and continues 

to be many things – an artist; an activist; a teacher; a curator and a 
mentor to many. 

She has taken the eucalyptus leaves first inked on her 
childhood letters and pinned them on family photos; 

painted them on pages of The Illustrated London News 
and on the curious Cartes Visites. She has taken other 
environmentally fragile objects like feathers to oppose 
the texts and tracts and wills of a new Victoria. 
In 1901 Melbourne was the largest city in Australia 
and was its federal capital until 1927. 

megan focused first on family ephemera; then on 
(in no particular order) faces; frontiers; fortunes; 
fatalities; failures of feeling; fictions; finery; 
furniture; the fussiness and follies of Victoriana.

The bones that act as relics of the internal 
wars of Australia are there to be seen 
embroidered on lace handkerchiefs and doilies. 
She has seen the aesthetic and political 
potential in found objects to create installations 
(the Parlor room); sculpture (the UNstable 
blackened EPNS rococo objects); paintings and 
photography (dressed in a replica of our great-
grandmother’s black dress with an EPNS cloche, 

the dome-shaped food cover over her head to act 
as a blind against seeing or as a protective helmet 

against an unspecified threat.)

There is shock value and cleverness in exhibits like 
Edge of Empire where the legs of the furniture are 

poised on sharp knives that pierce the floor. 

There is the sheer beauty of the painted objects that can 
unsettle nevertheless. 

Whine Table, 2015 (detail)
engraved antique wine table 620 x 530 x 410 mm
me31



How does megan’s art practice relate to the personal and the political? 

The great Australian silence on its past is lifting. As in the Truth and Reconciliation process of 
South Africa (my adopted country) from 1996 onwards the starting basis is knowledge and 
acknowledgement. More recently at the Recognition; Reparation and Reconciliation – the Light 
and Shadow of Historical Trauma conference held at Stellenbosch University December 2018, 
Wilhelm Verwoed (the grandson of the architect of apartheid Hendrik Verwoed), stated that 
the overriding question is what whites are willing to do by way of white work and that the 
focus should be on the ‘doing of sorry’ rather than saying sorry. More broadly, Claudia Rankine 
stresses how whiteness must be made visible before its power can be dismantled.  I think 
megan’s art practice is an act of faith in both these concepts. 

Anne Stanwix     Johannesburg   May 2022 



Whine Table, 2015
engraved antique wine table 620 x 530 x 410 mm
me31



Isabella’s Umbrella, 2019
digital print of rag, edition of 7 625 x 500 mm
me6



PARLOUR - Self portrait as Isabella with Maree, 2019
digital on rag 680 x 1000 mm
me8



PARLOUR - Self portrait as Isabella with wani, 2019
digital print on rag 680 x 1000 mm
me9



PARLOUR - Self portrait as Isabella with Anindita, 2019
digital print on rag 680 x 1000 mm
me10



Rabbits and Wrongs, 2019
digital print on rag, edition of 7 750 x 1000 mm
me7



Phantom Pain
digital print on rag, edition of 7 750 x 1000 mm
me7



If I don’t look 
at how I can take 
responsibility, then 
who will, which 
generation is it up 
to? I truly believe that 
until white Australia 
comes to terms with 
its violent past we will 
always be, not only 
ill at ease, but we will 
never know who we 
really are. 

When it comes to how 
to approach this delicate 
task, I am stumbling in with 
humility, with care for my 
family and a willingness to 
laugh at myself, to be wrong 
and own what my people 

before me have done and 
still continue to do.

- megan evans

Unstable table, 2019
antique wine table, EPNS silver objects, brass bolts, black 3.0 
paint
1000 x 500 x 500 mm
me34



Painted ON, 2021
gouache on antique Carte de Visite 110 x 65 mm
me23



Painted ON Colonial Family, 2021
gouache on antique Carte de Visite 150 x 200 mm
me24



Painted ON Bourke St East Melbourne, 2021
gouache on antique Carte de Visite 165 x 110 mm
me14



Painted ON Cardiff, 2021
gouache on antique Carte de Visite 165 x 110 mm
me18

Painted ON Hobart, 2021
gouache on antique Carte de Visite 165 x 110 mm
me19



Painted ON Manningham Rd Bradford, 2021
gouach on antique Carte de Visite 165 x 110
me15

Painted ON Anvers, 2021
gouache on antique Carte de Visite 110 x 65 mm
me17

Painted ON Hobart 2, 2021
gouache on antique Carte de Visite 
165 x 110 mm
me20

Painted ON Tredegar 1, 2021
gouache on antique Carte de Visite 
110 x 65 mm
me21

Painted ON Tredegar 2, 2021
gouache on antique Carte de Visite
 110 x 65 mm
me22



Painted ON Queen St Cardiff, 2021
gouache on antique Carte de Visite 165 x 110 mm
me16



Painted ON Anvers Blue, 2021
gouache on antique Carte de Visite 165 x 110 mm 
me13

Painted ON Armory Terrace Eben Vale, 2020
gouache on antique Carte de Visite 165 x 110 mm
me12



Painted ON Anvers Blue, 2021
gouache on antique Carte de Visite 165 x 110 mm 
me13

Unstable Aesthetic 2, 2019
antique silver plated objects, black 3.0 paint, brass 
fixtures 650 x 400 x 220 mm
me36



Objects at War 1 2020
gouache on Colonial document 400 x300 mm 
me42



Objects at War 2 2020
gouache on Colonial document 400 x300 mm
me43



Objects at War 3 2020
gouache on Colonial document 400 x300 mm
me44



Objects at War 4 2020
gouache on Colonial document 400 x300 mm
me45



Objects at War 5 2020
gouache on Colonial document 400 x300 mm
me45



Objects at War 6 2020
gouache on Colonial document 400 x300 mm
me46



Markets to Public Works, 2019
gouache on antique book - Victoria Statutes 1883 260 x 370 x 50 mm
me27



Harbour Trusts to Lunacy, 2019
gouach on anitique book - Victoria Statutes 1865 260 x 370 x 50 mm
me26

Rabbits and Suppression to Wrongs, 2019
gouach on anitique book - Victoria Statutes 1865 260 x 370 x 50 mm
me25



Unstable Aesthetic 1, 2019
antique silver plated objects, black 3.0 paint, brass fixtures

820 x 400 x 350 mm
me35
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Isabella’s Helmet, 2019
digital print on rag, edition of 7 625 x 500 mm
me5


