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I paint and sculpt to get a grip on reality...to protect myself

ALBERTO GIACOMETTI
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Scrutiny and Touch

“Fife... simply walked off by himself, into the jungle to look at all 
the things which would continue to exist after he had ceased to. 
There were a lot of them. Fife looked at them all. They remained 
singularly unchanged by his scrutiny.” 

James Jones, The Thin Red Line

Sam Harrison is a hunter. It is a recreation that demands patient 
observation, stealth and scrutiny. It is a process that ends in the 
ultimate intrusion. Some of what falls subject to his scrutiny 
“ceases” to exist.

Harrison’s sculptures and drawings carry the evidence of this sharp 
instrusive gaze. As with his hunting, hand and eye are in concert  - a 
carcass carried out of the bush, a carcass made in the studio, perhaps 
the distinctions are negligable.  For us the notion  of life “halted” 
and the sculpture “rendered” appear diametrically opposed however 
his offering of a natura morte offers  more about life than mortality.  

It is Harrison’s investigative rigour that underpins his work. His 
involvement in the body in its beauty and its idiosyncrasy, it’s grace 
and failings goes well beyond the workings of tendon and sinew. A 
curious echo of Leonardo - to know demands a deep visceral enquiry 
and dissection may lead ultimately to the discovery of something 
other.

There is much about Harrison’s slow gaze feels out of step with the 
superficiality	
�    and	
�    spin	
�    that	
�    accompany	
�    a	
�    visual	
�    culture	
�    in	
�    freefall.	
�    
Thankfully	
�    he	
�    doesn’t	
�    seem	
�    to	
�    care	
�    or	
�    at	
�    least	
�    his	
�    apparent	
�    diffidence	
�    
about strategy and positioning  is driven more from  a scope like 
view of his world that favours a clarity and modesty and excludes art 
world theatre.

Being	
�    with	
�    Sam	
�    he	
�    is	
�    both	
�    fidgety	
�    and	
�    patient	
�    in	
�    roughly	
�    equal	
�    
amounts. The breathless looking required for sighting through the 
cross-hairs and in the studio is set against a more restless urge to 
cover	
�    more	
�    terrain.	
�    this	
�    duality	
�    finds	
�    resolution	
�    in	
�    the	
�    work.	
�    His	
�    
patience allows for the accrual of dimension and meaning that ac-
companies a commitment to process, material and time and time 
is	
�    seldom	
�    wasted	
�    as	
�    his	
�    eyes	
�    and	
�    fingers	
�    scrutinise	
�    surface.	
�    This	
�    
scrutiny and touch underpins his entire practice.

For	
�    Harrison	
�    the	
�    geography	
�    of	
�    the	
�    human	
�    figure	
�    is	
�    mapped	
�    and	
�    
remapped by his hands. It is touch and vision in concert that secures 
the necessary information to distill form from plaster and steel. It 
becomes clear that is through the making that Harrison really deliv-
ers his accumulated knowledge. His facility is unquestioned and 
were it shackelled to a less ambitious mind this would lead down 
the dullest of cul-de-sacs.

There is nothing salacious, nothing gratuitous in his work. The 
naked form is neither exploited nor idealised. There is however a 
sensuality resulting from the tenderness of his approach but there is 
little room for sentimentality. Like his hunting, to capture a quality 
and to hold it still is a prividege. Sculpture is for Harrison his “still 
point in a turning world”.

Andrew Jensen 2013
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Body of a Woman

Body of a woman, white hills, white thighs,

you look like a world, lying in surrender.

My rough peasant’s body digs in you

and makes the son leap from the depth of the earth.

I	
�    was	
�    lone	
�    like	
�    a	
�    tunnel.	
�    The	
�    birds	
�    fled	
�    from	
�    me,
and nigh swamped me with its crushing invasion.

To survive myself I forged you like a weapon,

like an arrow in my bow, a stone in my sling.

But the hour of vengeance falls, and I love you.

Body	
�    of	
�    skin,	
�    of	
�    moss,	
�    of	
�    eager	
�    and	
�    firm	
�    milk.
Oh the goblets of the breast! Oh the eyes of absence!

Oh the roses of the pubis! Oh your voice, slow and sad!

Body of my woman, I will persist in your grace.

My thirst, my boundless desire, my shifting road!

Dark	
�    river-beds	
�    where	
�    the	
�    eternal	
�    thirst	
�    flows
and	
�    weariness	
�    follows,	
�    and	
�    the	
�    infinite	
�    ache.

Pablo Neruda (1904 - 1973)
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