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Sculptures of Brisbane 
I literally talked about making this zine for years before finally putting it together over 

the space of a few days. I love sculptures and public art, and have spent a lot of time 

over the years developing my knowledge of Brisbane’s sculptures which I am now 

sharing with you. 

My interest in them though is not so much as purely works of art in an aesthetic or 

conceptual sense. I like public art because it offers something to how we relate to the 

streets and spaces we inhabit. 

Public art changes the way we view the street – it turns it from just a way to get from 

A to B into an end itself. It belongs in a realm other than the isolated privacy of our 

homes or the restrictive commercialised spaces where we usually socialise or are 

entertained. 

It can reveal to us new knowledge of the places we live and their past; and can help us 

to envision new possibilities for what their future could be. In the end the thing I really 

like about sculptures is the idea that if you stop and investigate things properly, you 

discover that actually there’s a lot more to our streets, our communities and our world 

than what we previously assumed. This zine is an invitation to fully explore the places 

around us for everything they have to offer. 

 

 

ps. this zine has an audio component! Head to soundcloud.com/ian-

curr/sets/sculptures-of-brisbane to hear interviews I did with sculptors Luke Roberts 

and Cezary Stulgis and historian Jeff Rickertt, as well as a reading of David Frith’s 

beautiful article about tracking down Eddie Gilbert in the 70’s. 

 

pps. one of my favourite sculptures is actually not in the zine! The cast-iron milk crate 

in New Farm on the corner of Brunswick and Welsby Streets is dedicated to the 

mysterious Gordon Fredericks and is a wonderful tribute to both the virtues of sitting 

around in public places and being resourceful for furniture! When I was putting the 

zine together I rode out to New Farm only to discover the crate had been removed 

for road works. I called up the council to enquire about it though and they assured me 

it will return.  



The UFO  
corner Melbourne and Boundary Streets, West End 

Surely one of the strangest sculptures in Brisbane. In some ways, it’s well placed to let 

people know they have left the city and are entering West End. The floating spaceship 

lights up different colours through the night and once (before my time) used to emit 

a fine mist of water. 

I once ran into a guy in the middle of the night doing a kind of free hippy dance under 

the spotlight of the UFO, “projecting good vibrations” out to the city; which seems 

to be the perfect usage of the sculpture. 

I was told a long time ago that the sculpture was commissioned by the fringe religious 

sect the Raelians. It seemed fairly believable, and while not strictly true; it was designed 

by Raelians member Luke Roberts - a Brisbane artist whose longest running work is a 

piece of performance art where he goes to public events dressed up as Pope Alice, an 

extra-terrestrial religious leader. 

Somewhat surprisingly, since the UFO seems to particularly annoy cultural elites and 

lovers of respectability; Luke Roberts’ artwork has recently appeared again on the 

streets of Brisbane, with a large sculpture of a poinsettia flower in Emma Miller Place. 

 



Speakers Corner  

King George Square 

For a person who was a pretty anti-establishment figure in her time, Emma Miller has 

been given quite a remembrance in the city over the years.  She has a park named after 

her in Roma St, has her name on the nearby Suffragette tribute sculpture (currently 

missing in action – hopefully temporarily), and tucked away in the corner of King 

George Square is this statue of her; looking suitably fiery and wielding her umbrella 

like a weapon. 

Emma was a feminist and unionist; whose most famous moment came during the 

1912 general strike when holding the picket line for the striking seamstresses union. 

Police charged on horses to break the line; Emma responded by stabbing a horse with 

her hat pin, causing it to rear up and turning the police charge into chaos. I know, I 

feel sorry for the horse too. 

Joining Emma in this corner of the square are former Premier and education advocate 

Charles Lilley; and Arthur Hoey Davis aka Steele Rudd. Rudd is the author of the 

hilarious and often touching “On Our Selection”, a collection of stories about life on 

a Queensland farm in the late 19th and early 20th centuries. 

Rumour has it these statues were once more prominently placed until being moved 

when King George Square was all paved and the busway built underneath it. The three 

orators were supposed to encourage the corner for usage by political demonstrations. 

Conveniently, the statues are placed totally out of the way in a hidden corner of the 

square where virtually no one ever goes. Fortunately, people continue to occupy the 

middle of the square for demonstrations as they have for all of Brisbane’s history. 



Robert Burns 
Centenary Place 

In Centenary Place, on the cusp 

of the city and the Valley, there 

are two statues of men with the 

same surname – Joseph 

Thomas Byrnes was the 

youngest premier of 

Queensland, but much more 

exciting than that is the statue 

facing the city of Robert Burns, 

“Scotland's immortal bard”. 

Robert Burns' poetry covers 

love, war, politics, humour and 

plenty else. His influence 

spreads far and wide – haggis 

(“the cheiftain of the puddin' race”) 

became Scotland's national dish 

after being the subject of a 

Robert Burns poem. His 

birthday is celebrated every year 

in Russia, where his poetry was 

credited as an inspiration for 

the revolution and his face was 

printed on a postage stamp in 

the 1950's. People all over the 

world sing Auld Lang Syne on 

New Years Eve. 

Maybe best of all though is his 

tribute To A Mouse whose home he destroyed while ploughing his field. The poem is 

an apology to the mouse, though also a thankyou for the lesson learned in the end that 

“The best laid schemes o' Mice an' Men,  

Gang aft agley,(Go often awry)” 

  



The Guardian  
corner Ann and Wharf St 

Sometimes as a writer, you have 

to know when to your input is 

required and when it’s better to 

just say nothing. So I’ll leave you 

with the artist statement for the 

Guardian: 

The guardian is a contemporary 

mythological figure, a good natured 

dog/man that restores balance on the 

planet. The sphere in his body 

symbolises his energy or his life force. 

The tree in his backpack is a link to 

our fragile climate. 

  



The Passenger  
corner Adelaide and Queen Streets 

Like The Guardian, The Passenger is the creation of Cezary Stulgis (his other contribution 

to Brisbane public art – the couple in Dialogue outside the post office in Queen St, is 

also pretty rad). 

Unlike The Guardian, who projects strength and hope for the city, the Passenger in his 

portrayal of the boredom, exhaustion and depression of the daily train commute to 

work is a reflection of so much that is wrong about our city as it stands. His furrowed 

brow seems weighed down by the effort of trekking to the office every day to do work 

he doesn’t want to; his briefcase weighing him down like the ancient mariner’s 

albatross around his neck. 

I’m not sure if its intentional or not, but the Passenger being elevated a couple of 

metres from the footpath means he reflects perfectly another aspect of the daily 

commute – though he is in close proximity to thousands of people every day; he might 

as well be invisible as people wander by absorbed in their own world. 

 

  



Witnessing To Silence 
Roma St 

Out the back of the Brisbane 

Magistrates Court is this sculpture 

of two bora rings; once containing 

lotus flowers, the other columns of 

ash. The sculpture is a restrained 

memorial  for the many lives lost in 

the Frontier Wars of Queensland’s 

settlement. 

Interestingly, there are two separate 

plaques providing separate artist 

statements – apparently this is 

because Fiona Foley first got 

approval to make a sculpture about 

the ruggedness of the Australian 

bush and the resilience of people in 

the face of fire and flood; but after 

its completion she revealed what it 

was really about – "the water and the 

ash reference the two ways in which 

bodies were disposed of following 

massacres – mass burning or 

dumping in local waterways".  

Around the sculptures, pavers are 

engraved with 94 place names that 

were the sites of massacres of 

aboriginal people.  

At the base of the huge court 

building, it is a reminder that justice 

does not always mean the same 

thing for everybody. 

  



Forms Of Myth  
corner Turbot and Edward streets 

As you travel up Turbot St something in your 

periphery briefly catches your attention. Is that 

a Dalek? The you realise that the thing that 

looks an awful lot like the Dr Who aliens is one 

of four brass sculptures. They're all tall and 

covered in what looks kinda like piano strings. 

One of them is a pyramid which in its 

illuminati connotations adds to the vaguely 

sinister feeling you get from the whole thing. 

Also helping that is the inscriptions on the 

pavers around the sculptures – they carry 

Greek words for “prophecy”, “power”, 

“ambition” and “machine”. 

As you study it further, you discover that the 

sculpture, by Arnaldo Pomadoro, is inspired 

by the Greek myth of Agamemnon's battle 

with the Trojans and eventual demise. The 

sculptures represent four elements of the story 

– the Dalek thing is apparently “ambition”. 

Just a completely normal sculpture then, I guess. 

  



Eddie Gilbert  
The Gabba 

Whilst Lang Park boasts numerous famous rugby league player statues, The Gabba 

features just one small sculpture – and it is hardly dedicated to Queensland's most 

well-known cricketer either. 

Eddie Gilbert was an aboriginal fast bowler in the 1930's. His most famous moment, 

commemorated on the plaque here, was a Sheffield Shield game in 1931 when he 

dismissed Don Bradman for a duck. Bradman maintained for the rest of his life that 

Eddie Gilbert was the fastest bowler he ever faced. 

Eddie, like a lot of aboriginal people, was removed from his family and country and 

grew up on the Barambah (now Cherbourg) mission. He was the fifth aboriginal player 

to play state cricket but had the longest lasting career of any up to that point. His story 

is a sad one though – there were questions about his bowling action and deeply 

entrenched racism he had to struggle against. He battled with alcoholism an ended his 

life in the Wolston Park mental institution. David Frith wrote a beautiful article in the 

70's about tracking him down only to discover he was not up for conversation and 

had no recollection of his cricketing career. The story of his career has become a legend 

though, and he is immortalised not only by a sculpture of him mid-delivery at Allan 

Border Field in Albion (I rarely venture to the northern suburbs and have never 

actually seen it) but in this sculpture of boomerangs and spears - a touching tribute to 

a cricketing pioneer.  



Scrap Metal Animals 
The scrap metal sculpture is a 

classic Australian art medium. 

Not an especially avant garde or 

critically respected one, but truly 

Australian. It really comes into its 

own in rural areas, where 

eccentric farmers who have 

decided to finally do something 

with the junk they've been 

hoarding for years make amazing 

mailboxes or animal sculptures. 

Brisbane has a couple of good 

examples too – in the middle of 

the city, naturally. The kangaroos on 

George St are great, especially the one 

permanently reclining and stealing 

the seat from tired office workers. 

There are also a couple of pelicans on 

a pylon out in the Brisbane River at 

Kangaroo Point. 

A slight variation on the theme is the giant 

kangaroo on the intersection of Roma and 

George Streets. It wears gumboots, has its arms 

in its pockets, and is welded together from 

rusty bits of sheet metal – a couple of which are 

these days painted red. This is what should be 

on all Brisbane's “new world city” promo. 

  



Sir William Glasgow  
Post Office Square 

 

Given he was a 

conservative politician and 

an army officer, myself 

and William Glasgow 

probably wouldn't have 

had a lot in common. I 

love this sculpture though, 

because it contains, from 

John Monash, one the 

greatest back-handed 

compliments you will ever 

read: 

“Of strong though not heavy 

build and of energetic demeanor 

Glasgow succeeded not so much 

by exceptional mental gifts or 

by tactical skill of any high 

order as by his personal driving 

force and determination which 

impressed themselves on all his 

subordinates.” 

Note his personal driving 

force impressed itself not 

on his enemies, or the world in general, but on his subordinates. I like to imagine that 

it was one of those subordinates who finally got his revenge by arranging to have this 

quote put on William's statue. 

 

 

  



 

The Cicada  
Melbourne St 

So the artwork is called Cicada, and once you learn that it becomes pretty obvious that 

what you are looking at is the insect whose call is such an iconic part of an Australian 

summer night. 

But for most people (not helped here by the fact that the nocturnal cicada is much 

more often heard than seen), this sculpture looks like a big blowfly. And I mean, why 

not? Everyone loves flies, right? 

The best bit about this whole thing is that for all the places where this giant steel and 

glass insect could have been placed, it lives at the bus station called The Cultural 

Centre. There is just something so gloriously Brisbane about that. 

 

  



The Banker  
Post Office Square 

This sculpture in the middle of 

the financial district “represents 

bankers and the industries they 

assist” according to the plaque. 

In practice, the creepy looking 

faceless guy (whose unofficially 

added moustache has adorned 

his face now for a long time) 

seemingly looms over us from 

his desk and giant gate dividing 

us from the wealth the nation 

produces. 

If there’s ever a revolution 

where the people of Brisbane 

tear down the banks once and 

for all, the final inspiring speech 

may well use this sculpture for 

an illustration. 

 

  



 

The Goanna  
Boundary St, West End 

When I first arrived in Brisbane, I carried with me a scrap of paper ripped out of a 

zine that listed radical spaces in different cities. For Brisbane it said “Food Not Bombs. 

Across from the lizard on Boundary St, West End.” It may have been unclear before I arrived 

what that meant; but once you’re actually on Boundary St you figure it out pretty 

quickly. 

The goanna isn’t that old in the scheme of things (it was built in 1996 by Joyce Watson 

and Helen Broadhurst), and it has less overt symbolism that it may at first appear (I 

don’t think the goanna has any direct link to the Jagera people or the locality of 

Kurilpa); but it feels like it has always belonged there – more than just artwork; it is 

used as a spot to meet up, or you can sit on it and chat to friends or the people who 

are usually milling about nearby. 
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