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DAVID 
BURNETT 



‘Krista Berga came to sculpture through 
drawing. For her, drawing is the conduit to 
intuition and an almost visceral engagement 
with the visible…[Her] practice relies as much 
on denying the immediate as it does on seeking 
an essential dimension of her subject. Berga’s 
bronze sculptures emerge from this search 
for essence…

While drawing may be the origin of Berga’s 
bronze forms, her work also establishes a 
dialogue with artists such as Rodin, Bacon, 
Giacometti, and Bourgeois—artists who have 
chosen, or perhaps salvaged, figuration as 
a means to move beyond appearances. In her 
sculptures, Berga confronts the human form 
from the perspective of its animality. Fleshy, 
flexible, and emphatically sexual, her work 
does not set out to imitate, idealise, or set  
the human apart from its origins. 

In their twisting and contorted gestures, 



Berga’s forms betray a kind of anatomical 
anarchy, where genitalia could just as easily 
be a spine, or an ear, or a rodent’s tail…
ferociously fecund, powerful and almost 
self-aware, they bear the traces and scars 
of time and mortality, ‘the thousand natural 
shocks that flesh is heir to’ (Shakespeare, 
‘Hamlet’, iii, i, p.59)…Their Ovidian morphing of 
animal and human intentionally references 
the grotesque and a kind of abhorrence, 
in an effort to reclaim what is intrinsically  
and undeniably part of what we are.’



JESSICA 
CAMPBELL 



‘Berga negotiates the potential of the 
ideal human form with a more cynical 
take on the project of figuration. [Her] 
work conveys the sense of time reckoning 
between the rational control of the 
human on the world and the spontaneous, 
irrational body. Ultimately, a grotesque, 
animal-like , un-beautiful figure emerges in 
bronze—traditionally the medium used in 
celebratory public sculpture—a reminder  
that tradition is not  reducible to the ideal, 
nor does it leave the human body unscathed.’



LOUISE 
MARTIN- 
CHEW  



‘Berga is a writer and an artist given to in-
depth observation of the psyche, to expose 
the essence…[to ] the passion, anxiety and 
emotion…[to] the angst, pain and fissures 
of the journey…There are few artists as 
versatile, whose work traverses territory 
at once literary, poetic, and visual.’



david l. 
clark 



‘Berga’s surfaces thrum, restless with life 
below and within. There is a palpable sense 
of truncation, tearing, and blunting—and 
whether these shearing forces come from 
within or from outside remains tantalizingly 
indeterminate…these forms move, renew, re-
form before my eyes; and i am moved with them.

…it is remarkable to see the process by which 
these shapes are formed, and what happens 
when they are transformed into works more 
monumental in size.  At small (human) scale,  
i am struck by their complicated restraint; 
but cast at monumental scale the relationship 
between the spectator and the sculpture 
undergoes  a transformation. It is me, now,  
that is the smaller form? It is as if in proximity 
to the monuments that i find myself not so 
unlike the smaller works which i once viewed 
at an imagined safe distance…’



‘Hemmung a word from  the German meaning 
inhibition, restraint, suspension, but at 
the end of the eighteenth and beginning 
of the nineteenth centuries took on new 
meaning—inhibiting force, self-contracting 
or cancelling impulse that was somehow 
productive, as if by withholding one also 
created, as if by withholding one did not 
stop a thing from working, but performed 
a type of work in a negative mode. 

Berga’s worked pages remind one of 
Hemmung, of that word—that word that 
was one of Freud’s words for repression.  
It was Freud’s insight at the beginning of the 
twentieth century that forgetting is not the 
negative removal of a memory, but a ‘positive’ 
and particular form of remembering—in the 
mode of forgetting. Forgetting is a form 
of remembering, an inhibtion of a memory 
that is memory’s way of being remembered: 
To forget is to remember in the mode of 



forgetting; that is why Freud invented 
Psychoanalysis—as a means by which to 
make repression legible, to recognise 
it as a way of communicating. And we 
recognise it here in Berga’s Hemmung.’



AMELIA 
Gundelach 



‘…Of hope and fear, [Berga’s works] are 
uneasy, unnerving, the voids as important  
and vital to their comprehension as their 
blunt messages—of the non-acceptance  
of ‘what, where and how we are’, highlighting 
what she says is the inevitability of…human 
weakness—the retreat into ‘the distraction 
of who we are.’



ALISON 
KUBLER 



‘…Berga’s works are figurative; as studies of 
the human form, however, they deviate from 
traditional bronze figurative sculpture. 
These are not so much heroic forms or 
delicate nudes, and indeed they are nudes, 
but rather with their misshapen limbs and 
malformed torsos they are an homage to 
imperfection and a darker vision of the larger 
human condition. Harking back to the artist’s 
background as a painter and informed by a 
deep interest in literature and poetry, Berga’s 
figures are caught in the process of evolving, 
or becoming. The forms are abstract, but 
ultimately human, and overtly sexual.

Sculpted in white ceramic clay by Berga,  
and rubber-moulded and cast by UAP,  
the final work in bronze is a black mirror 
of Berga’s original clay form. The process 
successfully imbues the rigidity of bronze 
with a fluidity not inherent to the material. 
Once the bronze is patinated black,  



the figures—these reductive, featureless, 
hopeless, anthropomorphic creatures—
still bear the traces of the artist’s hand; 
Berga’s fingerprints can be seen through 
the inky patina…’



CHRIS 
WORFOLD 



‘The muscles of horses: A fat woman 
with big breasts and bike shorts walks 
her horse around the park. The animal 
is so beautiful. It’s a tall roan mare. Its 
hindquarter catches the mid afternoon 
sun and you watch the muscles of the 
horse tense and relax, tense and relax, 
tense and relax…
 
The touch of plaster: There is a bust 
somewhere in a library, on top of a piano… 
it doesn’t seem to matter. It’s heavy and 
dense and cool. The features feel like 
ridges, the nose, the hair and then the 
cheek. It’s soft like the belly of a baby 
covered in talcum powder. You run your 
hands over it and over it and over it…

The tension of meat: There are shanks on  
a wooden chopping board. The flesh is 
taut and firm. It feels like a wet rubber 
balloon that won’t break. The muscle 



tapers to the tendon and the tendon 
spreads around the bone. Its so strong. 
You lift up your own leg and feel your calf 
down to the heel. Your hand moves up and 
down, up and down, up and down…
 
The smell of spit on skin: The bed sheets 
are clean and cool. They fold and cascade 
like muffled waves. There is someone’s 
body in your arms. Wet kisses stick to their 
neck, their breasts, their stomach. The 
sharp tang of your saliva reaches your 
nose as you re-kiss the places you have 
kissed before. Millimeters from their skin, 
their blood is warm underneath and you 
breathe in and out, in and out, in and out…

White flesh in the dark: It’s late. The mind 
rolls out of sleep, dreams seem to follow 
into the room. The windows are open. The 
night is quiet. The brains slows quickly and 
the dreams retreat.



The body you love lies next to you, their 
back like porcelain in the moonlight. To 
touch it would mean to break it. So you 
watch it slowly, gently, rise and then fall, 
rise and then fall, rise and then fall…

The difficulty in dying: You’ve been told a 
story about the difficulty of dying. It’s a 
hot Saturday afternoon and the ceiling 
fan is on high. A pigeon flies in the window. 
There is a dull thud, a red ribbon and the 
bird’s head falls onto the floor boards. Its 
body lies in a heap its feathers are flapping 
in odd convulsions like the pages of a book 
caught in the wind. You sit and listen as the 
pages turn over one by, by one, by one…

It’s a wonderful life: Bending over in the 
shower washing your thighs, the plastic 
curtain keeps sticking to your legs. You 
push it away, yet it keeps returning to 
stick to you. The steam makes the air thin. 



Wrapped in the plastic you feel you’rE both 
suffocating and evolving. And as you turn 
the water off you know both change and 
repetition await.’



WILLIAM 
WRIGHT



‘Krista Berga’s blackened nocturnalism 
stands in stark relief in Australia, a land 
which has long characterised its painting 
through the tradition of a light filled  
palette. She has few peers in Australian 
art—surprisingly few have concentrated 
their focus as she has: her work is of the 
scotopic visual realm: here, both object 
and paradigm are tenebrous, light issuing 
only from within a pervading darkness. 
Darkness is its base condition; and 
darkness is the inception… Composition 
in the conventional sense has almost 
no role in the work. Berga’s modus is 
a process of painterly emergence—
of the presence-image from within the 
impenetrable blackness of the surface; 
from within (in its metaphoric equivalent) 
the void-unconscious…

I have had the experience of sitting 
for a portrait painted by Krista Berga, 



watching her working, as i have watched 
innumerable other artists over the last half-
century. While she has consummately adopted 
the techniques of European portraiture, she 
has adapted them distinctively to her own 
ends: when she paints, Berga delimits the 
perceptible field of painterly depiction;  
she not so much renders her subject as 
intimates it. The painting evolves, through a 
process of constantly shifting applications 
and revisions in a time-open work continuum; 
she performs innumerable intensely focused 
intuitive additions, erasures, and further 
additions; the subject forms, disintegrates 
and inexorably re-emerges…By this process 
of emergence and re-emergence, from within 
the mutability of the pitch-void, something is 
sensed or senses…

The history of the arts is the history of the 
transforming capabilities of exceptional 
individuals, those who have brought singular 



insight to the process of making and re-
making those objects of sentience that, in 
our cultural segment, constitute the visual 
arts. Krista Berga a young artist of such 
singular predisposition, and ability, one  
who is clearly in full progress towards  
a significant creative life and presence  
in the visual arts.’


