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The world of Daniela Bradley’s recent series, An Implicit 
Inheritance, is one we know on some level, whether we have 
driven through it, or have a personal experience of the depths 
beneath the generic sameness apparent on the surface. It is a 
manufactured world, constructed for our security, but without 
consideration for the nuances of the landscape that surrounds it. 
We have all seen those suburban houses, built to face the street - 
their quarter acre blocks devoid of everything except for a few 
predictable garden exotics. Exemplifiers of the Great Australian 
Dream, these houses appear confident in their utter conformity 
and they are part of the urban Australian landscape. Equally, our 
familiarity with road signs, which also appear in Bradley’s 
paintings, is such they can be read automatically, even when 
delinquent graffiti disturbs their original intended meaning. 
Whether or not these images are close to our philosophies 
informing our individual understanding of place, they are part of 
Australian culture and history. Accordingly, Bradley’s work 
begs the question: how are we connected to this legacy and what 
does this say about our consideration for the natural 
environment? 
Australians have long had an uncomfortable relationship with 
the landscape. When sites are earmarked for housing 
development the policy is still to carve a piece of land into a 
blank slate. New suburbs are bulldozed with conviction and 
levelled sufficiently to locate houses which otherwise would not 
fit. 

 

The houses of Bradley’s paintings are of a type that propagates 
in periods of swift urban expansion. They are one size fits all 
houses, built to put house ownership in the reach of as many 



people as possible. These fully detached, single family 
dwellings include redbrick bungalows, weatherboard homes and 
fibro cottages. They speak to an Australian ideology which 
views home ownership as a step toward a better life and an 
expression of success and security. Robin Boyd scathingly 
termed this character of development “The Australian 
Ugliness”. He said this “begins with fear of reality, denial of the 
need for the everyday environment to reflect the heart of the 
human problem, satisfaction with veneers and cosmetic 
effects.”1 

Boyd’s scourge is immediately identifiable in the exhibition. 
Boxes with tiny windows, the homes depicted shut out the 
outside world and shield the lives within. They demonstrate a 
hotch potch of decorative adornments, which belonged to a 
fashion when the buildings were first built. However, Bradley 
does not describe the homes with Boyd’s condemnation. The 
sun has softened her facades and humbled their vanity. We get a 
distinct sense that time and nature’s fluidity empowers it against 
the insensitive assault of development. Rather than seeing 
inevitable decline, we can be encouraged that the environment is 
more ecologically resilient and adaptive than generally 
acknowledged. 

Further, we have no reason to judge the inhabitants of these 
homes. We see no sign of them. Birds, not people, are alive in 
these images. Galahs, cockatoos, magpies, rosellas, crows, 
wagtails, and other natives move and animate this urban space. 
The dated exteriors of the houses humorously mimic the natural 
adornment of the birds. The feathered creatures appear 
purposeful, like nature’s subjects planning a revolt. 

In the sculptures such as The Incessant Builder I and II, the 
challenge of reclaiming the urban space is more direct, and the 
birds have made their home in ours. The nests of nature’s 
architects fill the voids of the houses, rendering them useless. It 
is a witty reversal of circumstance that points to our selfish 
domination of the planet we co-inhabit. 



Bradley drove five hundred kilometres to photograph the houses 
depicted, and during this trip her eyes were sharpened to the 
roads and the carnage they deliver to wildlife. Bradley does not 
paint this, but by juxtaposing birds and road signs she makes her 
point clear. Perched on or flying about vandalised signs, the bird 
are like soothsayers, compelled to renegotiate their relationship 
with us by appealing to our consciences. No road was ever made 
in consideration of them. In a more direct association with 
death, Bradley’s martyr sculptures take as their material the 
broken bodies of road kill. They are graceful memorials borne 
as a direction result of our conflicted relationship to the natural 
world. 

 

In establishing a sense of place we are bound by our very 
personal position in this life and the environment that surrounds 
us. Ultimately this relationship can only be imperfect in a 
modern world, but our existence cannot be sustained without 
giving this serious consideration. By presenting the built 
environment and the natural one in a single image, Bradley asks 
us which we place the most value on, the miracle of her tiny 
birds, or our fading built environment, which is by no means 
invincible to the elements or future development itself. On a 
larger level, the exhibition is about graciousness for the 
imperfections, the struggles and joys in any life, in this case 
urban Australia. 
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