If you thought that the classification of the visual over language was a natural one - a simple ranking of the immediacy of sight above the conventional use of words - the work of Hobart artist Cath Robinson is likely to make you think twice.  At a time where there’s an increasing hierarchical fusion of media within the visual arts, the relationship of text to image has become revitalised.  Disconcertingly, Robinson’s cogent use of text suggests we are bound to words, even if the right ones can never be found.  The direct onomatopoeic fragments of language: ums, ahs, pauses and punctuation, evoke a dadaistic absurdity that runs through Robinson’s work, ironically shunning words, whilst at the same time using them to do so.

Robinson’s ongoing Uminator series comprises of disarmingly compelling retro, low-tech machines.  A stereoscopic viewer and plastic popper dice contraption made for Ludo, are two of these.  Establishing a focal point through these devices, the aim of such focus ricochets off them when confronted with the dumb, slap in the face graphic, ‘UM’.  Very aware of the objectification of the word she divides these exclamations between a personal defiance - embracing contingency by refusing language - and simultaneously an acknowledgement of the ongoing search for the right word.  This uncertainty is literally, to think twice and is not merely hesitation.

Sally Rees’s Exegesis (Necklace) 2007, shown in Robinson’s most recent exhibition at INFLIGHT Gallery this year, is a 2.86 meter long necklace of tiny pieces of paper, each displaying a single punctuation mark taken (in order) from a colleague’s post-graduate paper.  Here again she focuses on the gap between the contingent processes of thought and the abstraction of language.  You realise that a particular order must have occurred, a destiny as it were, but the idea that this order of pauses could be traced is farcically humorous, as if a comma could possess such singularity, making it meaningless in any other place or time.  The parallels with the desire to verify our own existence in place and time are clear.  We become faced with the possibility that our sensibilities might absurdly be degrees of nothingness.
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