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Tim Silver in his studio, Marrickville, Gadigal Country, NSW, 2021.
Photo: Jek Maurer
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Alex Pedley (AP)/ What are you drinking? 

Tim Silver (TS)/ A little red. You?

AP/ A little gin. It’s a Sunday evening.

TS/ Let’s just try to keep it calm. What have you got up to 
this weekend?

AP/ What do you think? Absolutely nothing.

TS/ I feel like you’re not answering that question properly 
for me right now! It’s about finding the little joys that 
sustain you. Actually, a friend and I have this pact to share 
something that we do, some cultural engagement, every 
day. Including trash TV.

AP/ Very true! So much trash TV. Speaking of little joys, 
you have a solo exhibition coming up at S+S in November.

TS/ Yes. Before getting to the new works, I’m actually 
thinking of drawing out a couple of works from the 
stockroom. I don’t have a problem bringing those pieces 
from the past back in, drawing those lineages, because 
not everything needs to be the next thing, or new, not 
all the time. Maybe it’s a way to push through some 
constraints, not waste—it feels important now.

I often use material just as a blank canvas because I work 
in monochromes, in a monochromatic fashion. Part of that 
is to not implement detail, like in Close to me, 2020. Or 
in the Trauma series, beginning in 2011—their burls of 
blackness appear to portray the impact of bushfires, but 
the way I see it is that they are shadows of their former 
selves. So that’s why they exist in that black polyurethane 
state. An in-between state. 

AP/ We often see time as unstable in your work, as 
something that cannot quite be grasped or controlled. Yet 
here you talk of suspension, the in-between. 

TS/ You know, the majority of my titles come from song 
lyrics and this one is from The Cure song Inbetween Days 
from 1985. It has been playing on me for some time now. 
It’s quite a perky song to listen to in the studio. Music you 
listen to in the studio can sort be about driving yourself 
along, often while you’re doing mundane activities. The 
act of casting is actually one that is quite methodical and 
has a degree of banality to it. The joy is at the moment 
of the reveal. Or the planning of it, rather than the actual 
doing of it. 

AP/ Like the joy of what could be and learning to be ok in 
the getting there. Which we don’t often think about too 
much in the process of making.

TS/ Well, it is but it’s also one of those things, in The Cure 
song it’s about that moment when the guy is in a love 
triangle and he’s trying to figure out what his feelings are 
in relation to his situation, but, I mean, in a broader sense 
it’s about what was, what is and what could be. The ‘what 
is’, is often quite overlooked. 

My interest in this comes from the continual desire to 
investigate overlooked objects, symbols or motifs and one 
of those is this moment in time of the ‘what is’. I’m not 
New Age-y, it’s just one of those little-considered things! 
The concentration on the ‘what’s next’ instead of perhaps 
taking the time to revel, enjoy, and to be content with 
‘what is’ in its complexity without the binary of ‘what was’ 
and ‘what’s next’ is important. 

Last Word: 
In-between Days of Tim Silver 
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Inbetween Days is a sliding doors moment, it’s being on 
the precipice of a decision. There is a moment in that 
decision-making process where anything can be possible, 
you know. You haven’t made the decision, the decision 
that results in the consequences that are yet to be. So 
it’s this beautiful moment where you can imagine things 
one way or another, or all ways, without the burden of 
consequence.

AP/ There are very few simple present states and we’re 
constantly caught between them, and for that we satisfy 
ourselves with a notion of the now. 

TS/ One of the reasons is that we can’t fully grasp, 
whether in language or physicality, what that concept of 
nowness is. Thinking back to 18 months ago, none of us 
knew what it was that we were living through or what the 
implications were. 

AP/ There was a lot of predicting (will it be 6 months, 1 or 
2 or even 5 years?) but not a lot of living with (in a variety 
of senses). A lot of people found themselves adrift—of not 
knowing how to be suspended. Myself included.

TS/ You’re not aware of the present when you’re actually in 
it. It’s only hindsight or in some speculative, or fantastical 
version or model of that time, that makes you understand 
what it is.

There is, for example, in the exhibition, a pair of feet 
intertwined that cut off just above the ankle and we never 
get to know what the reality of that situation is. They have 
been depersonalised and yet it’s a moment we can all 
relate to. Even in that simplest decision-making capacity 
of ‘shall I get out of bed or stay in bed today’? Right now, 
I don’t think it is necessary that we bound out of bed 
each day, so to speak, and get on with the onslaught of 
productivity. Is staying in bed, or staying still, productive in 
a different sense? Remaining in that in-betweenness…?

AP/ Or rolling out of bed and onto the couch…?

TS/ Maybe you fell asleep on the couch… 

AP/ This is the thinking of now, of the last 18 months, a 
new-found relevance or understanding of productivity, and 
perhaps compassion?

TS/ The seeding idea (can be read in so many ways, 
epidemiologically, intimately…!) was when I was trying not 
to watch the news so much last year because of the group 
momentum that produces. It becomes a flood, it isn’t the 
same as the momentum of lived experience, of talking 
to your neighbour, of watching what’s happening on the 
street. Of course, there will be implications from a socio-
economic and cultural perspective also. However, there is 
a misstep of realities here. It doesn’t reflect or promote a 
healthy perspective on this whole thing. 

In my Instagram feed I saw this random post from a 
guy I’d slept with once in New York: a hand reaching 
out to touch another hand. This struck me as such a 
real, intimate moment of what life was probably like in 
my ex-home of New York city where I lived briefly. This 
image struck me much more than anything I had seen 
in the news. A hand caressing another hand is such a 
universal motif, it’s invested with the personal and it is 
such a visceral experience. It felt very real, on Instagram—
the least visceral of mediums. This seeded the idea of 
Inbetween Days.

It triggered my thoughts of these intimate and modest 
moments, of not making giant statements about this time, 
rather reflecting upon this time with humility and taking 
pause. When the current settings of this predicament 
were taking form last year, I will say I was disappointed, I 
thought we were going to have a revolution. I have slight 
fantasies and tendencies towards revolutionary activities 
but to see that it was just more of the same when the 

Last Word: In-between 
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Tim Silver, Inbetween Days, 2021, copper-infused Forton MG, 17 x 52 x 45 cm
Photo: Jek Maurer
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world turned upside down…I was extremely disappointed. 
Deliveroo-type drivers that had to keep on delivering. 
There has been no real thinking about how we might 
reconstruct our societies. From our governments, all we 
still hear in the press conferences is how we can get back 
to ‘normal’, back to the way things were. 

AP/ Again, our discomfort with understanding the realities 
of now. Maybe this is exactly where we are supposed to 
be?

TS/ I’ve been losing you, 2015, featured the remnants of 
stumps of a bushfire that tore through my family home 
back in 2013. Regrowth happens quite quickly in the 
Australian landscape. One minute it’s decimated, and the 
next there’s rebirth. It’s kind of a really beautiful thing to 
witness. Which I’m not sure our own western culture has 
the capacity to imitate.

AP/ We don’t like death, we don’t like unhappiness, it is 
entirely antithetical. Well-being will out.

TS/ Yes, let me wallow in my own misery! This was said to 
me by an artist colleague of mine, speaking of the current 
crisis: we just need to lean into the experience, this is what 
we have, let’s not remake it into anything else but what it 
is, and actually live through it. The idea of getting out of 
this situation as quickly as possible, while necessary for 
a whole variety of reasons, including health (preserving 
life, social, physical, mental health) and economy, doesn’t 
allow for actually living. People are sick and dying, and we 
need to protect the vulnerable, beyond this imperative, 
however, the getting-out-of-this-thinking doesn’t allow 
us to live through this time. When else have we ever had 
this time to pause? I think this is an amazing thing to get 
to experience in this sense. Inbetween Days, works of 
body parts which are censored in the classic sense (to be 
removed of their faces and identities) to become universal 
symbols or motifs, represents this for me. 

Within the hysteria or hype of the last 18 months, my 
own included (as in ‘where did the revolution go?!’), 
these small moments of physicality and intimacy are so 
important. Now stigmatised in a similar way to the HIV/
AIDS pandemic of the 80s and 90s, it has been interesting 
to watch this iteration of stigma unfold, in a way. It is also 
interesting to note the binary illogic of the last twenty or 
thirty years, really, where fear of proximity and intimacy 
expresses itself. Muslims being vilified for covering up for 
religious purposes in the name of security in, say, banks, 
and now we are totally covering up in those places and its 
mandated—for instance. 

When this crisis descended upon us, the presence and 
enduring legacy of these moments in history came rushing 
back. Even though I was in-between two stages of the 
HIV/AIDS pandemic (the crisis and the post-AIDS era 
including the responses to being able to live with it), its 
influence was still huge for me through artists such as Felix 
Gonzalez Torres, Robert Gober and others. Then post-
9/11 and again now, we are being told to fear each other, 
to fear touch, the idea of belonging—terms like ‘social 
distancing’ have infested our vocabulary without anyone 
questioning the health of the terms themselves. 

AP/ I can’t help but think about the long-term impact of 
this time. On everything. Not just our material culture, 
what we leave behind, but all of it. As if we would need 
verification (!), but in twenty, thirty or even 100 years’ time, 
this moment will be one viewed in stark relief.

TS/ I think this will be a time we look back upon to 
rediscover the works and the practices, just as with these 
other major moments of history, which showed a level 
of modesty and humility in the face of the times. That 
weren’t made as part of major public gallery shows to 
‘mark the moment’, we will be looking for those voices 
who were seeking understanding rather than displaying 
Understanding, with a big, capital U. At least, we can 
hope so. 
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