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“It's water collected from the sea whilst trying to understand the divine wisdom in the 

depths of the ocean as transcribed by Bernard Moitessier but only having access to 

the ocean on the Manly ferry… It's a photograph of ignored focus, exposure and ev-

erything other than the reflected light of those seconds: an image and an object filled 

with meaning, but there is nothing to see in it. It's a plant trying to survive on nothing 

but reiki. It's an affirmation, said once, looped forever.” 

Megan Hayes, excerpt from artist’s statement

There is some discomfort in introducing a show, to 
which you wish all the success in the world, via the shad-
owy premise of failure. LIFE IS HARD features the work of nine 
young artists that explore the idea of failure in contem-
porary life.  Originally part of a discursive collective that 
met regularly to discuss their work, the group respond to 
the notion that failure is a legitimate subject for art and 
culture. 

LIFE IS HARD is a curated outcome of this collaborative inves-
tigation. It features performance, installation, video and 
photographic works. The success of these works is their 
engagement with all that would see us fail: humilia-
tion, vulnerability, emptiness, alienation, the frailty and 

CAtALoGuE ESSAy
Dr Natalya Hughes
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disappointments of language, memory and everyday ex-
perience. In their oblique and individual approach to 
failure each artist attests to Judith Haberman’s notion 
that “losing, forgetting, unmaking, undoing, unbecom-
ing, not knowing may in fact offer more creative, more 
cooperative, more surprising ways of being in the world” 1

Finn Marchant’s Double Rainbow speaks to the percep-
tual losses, and implied failures of digital culture. His 
particular interest is the manner in which experience is 
increasingly mediated through the digital light of the 
screen. Utilising two modified LCD panels, layered to dis-
play a kind of rainbow, his work mobilises screen as pure 
surface, devoid of data. Stripped of the usual interface 
there is no longer a user, only a viewer, reflected back in 
a sublime play of light and colour, with everything to see 
and nothing to do.

Meilyn Michoux’s Untitled Spaces also engages the sub-
lime, but here sublimity is invoked to undermine the 
truth claims of photography.  Appearing as semi abstract-
ed landscapes, the images are in fact small studio con-
structions. Their absence of details rely on our failure to 
ascertain cavernous expanse of space from carefully shot 
miniature. Like Marchant’s work she presents deliberate-
ly configured voids.

Where Michoux’s work relies on the precariousness of 
vision, Marielle Dunaj’s Inflating Mass is born from an 
understanding of the precariousness of subjecthood, 
and the malleability of subjective reality. The work fea-
tures a slowly expanding plastic mass that competes 
with humans and other objects for space. At full volume 
the mass “will form an inverse representation of its en-
vironment”2, the gallery space. Based on the spatial and 

Catalogue essay – Dr Natalya Hughes

sensory hallucinations the artist experienced as a child 
(and the ongoing experiences associated with neurologi-
cal sleep disorder narcolepsy) the work attempts to make 
tangible to many the idiosyncratic spatial experiences 
previously only felt by one.

Much of the work in the exhibition is engaged with the 
fraught mediation of personal experience, it’s small vic-
tories and epic fails. Benjamin Chadbond’s What’s Left is 
Over examines the interstice of failed relationships and a 
failure of language (verbal, photographic and otherwise). 
While attending to the space of romantic relationships, 
it does so in recognition of the manner in which this, 
or any other deeply personal experience, cannot be ad-
equately represented.  Central to the Chadbond’s work 
is an understanding of how the individuals seemingly 
unique subjective experience becomes repetitive, generic 
and even banal when spoken of or ‘pictured’. At the core 
of his work is a negotiation of the profound but insistent-
ly formulaic expression of love lost. 

Formulaic expression also provides a basis for Karina 
Glasby’s Tears In Their Eyes, which examines Latin 
American telenovelas and their melodramatic representa-
tions of intense grief (despacho).  Captured from screen via 
means of a pin-hole camera, and then transformed into 
gifs, the blurred faces of the actresses morph between dis-
tress and it’s dissolve at a disconcerting pace. Where there 
is an implied distance in the repetitions of Chadbond’s 
deadpan imagery, Glasby’s repetition is much more affec-
tive, curiously oscillating between horror and comedy as 
the imagery endlessly loops.

While emotionally charged, there is a deep ambivalence 
at the heart of these works. They speak of feeling but 

Catalogue essay – Dr Natalya Hughes
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mediate it, re-presenting feeling in a manner which raises 
questions as to its sincerity. Ambivalence can also be seen 
to be present in the work of Megan Hayes, though Hayes 
works through ambivalent feeling towards an expansive 
project not limited to the questioning representations ca-
pacity alone.

Hayes’ ongoing quest towards self-fulfillment and en-
lightened living is included in the exhibition in the form 
of an installation: a collection of self-help debris. Each 
item represents one piece of a larger project, one point 
in an attempt to understand the universe and the artist’s 
place in it. To judge this self- directed journey (and the 
objects that testify to its occurrence) as insincere is to 
misjudge Hayes and her project. As the texted cited above 
implies, her project is undertaken despite the sense of fu-
tility that accompanies it. She must go on, she can’t go 
on, she goes on. 

From the object cluttered work of Hayes’ infinite uni-
verse to the objectless spaces of Lauren Commens’ pho-
tographs is a distinctive shift. The melancholic feeling of 
Commens’ work can be attributed to the barren spaces 
she not simply captures but, in a sense, activates through 
capture. Commens photographs gallery spaces in transi-
tion, at a time when few are admitted to them, and most 
would consider them ‘blank’. In Commens’ work this 
‘blankness’ is presented in all its glory: poetic but slightly 
anxious. They are spaces that read as all space, and the 
emptiness is uncomfortable. 

The final two works in the show utilise performance 
and video. Though very different in intent both artist’s 
use these vehicle in address of the politics of represen-
tation. Caroline Garcia’s practice is concerned with the 

Catalogue essay – Dr Natalya Hughes

translocation of ritual and gesture, particularly in rela-
tionship to dance. Her work in LIFE IS HARD makes reference to 
Dancehall, a genre associated with some dubious politics 
of late. Garcia’s performance translocates one key move-
ment from this tradition - the butterfly - to the gallery 
space, and to a mode of art production. In this context 
what was a highly sexualised dance movement is trans-
formed into a particularly absurd means of making an 
image by pressing the thighs to paper in a ‘flap’ and grind 
motion. In this isolation and re-contextualisation the ges-
ture becomes tribute as well as subversive, irreverent act.

When it comes to demonstrating the potential of “un-
making, undoing, unbecoming” 3 Nicholas Shearer’s 
work stands as particularly illustrative. Shearer’s perfor-
mance Work will take place in the gallery space for the 
duration of the exhibition. Work is a kind of unproductive 
productivity, structured around a desire to make work by 
not working. For every moment the artist is away from 
his hospitality job he will rest on a pillow adhered to 
the gallery wall. By not making and not doing the artists 
prompts us to reconsider labour and leisure time both.

Like all the artists in the show Shearer’s work suggests 
an alternative to simply accepting failures as a dead end, 
for productivity, for the activities of art and life. It is this 
celebration of, and resignation to difficulty that the exhi-
bition LIFE IS HARD is staged.

: (

1 
Judith Halberstam, The Queer Art of Failure, Duke University Press: Durham, 2011

2 
Marielle Dunaj, Artist’s statement, 2014

3
 Halberstam, ibid

Catalogue essay – Dr Natalya Hughes
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John Cage (CBS TV Studio, 1967) – Courtesy of the John Cage Trust

joHn CAGE AnD tHE ImpASSABLE WALL
Megan Clune

In his 1958 lecture Indeterminacy Cage tells the story of 
his studies with Arnold Schoenberg, acclaimed compos-
er and master of the Second Viennese School. Famed for 
their invention of the 12 tone row (a method of compo-
sition designed to eradicate the hierarchy between pitch-
es), Schoenberg and his colleagues created music via new, 
highly organised systems. Ever the diligent student, Cage 
explains:

After I had been studying with him for two years, Schoenberg said, ‘In order to write 

music, you must have a feeling for harmony.’ I explained to him that I had no feeling 

for harmony. He then said that I would always encounter an obstacle, that it would be 

as though I came to a wall through which I could not pass. I said, ‘In that case I will 

devote my life to beating my head against that wall.’

From Indeterminacy

He’d given up a lot at this point. He worked a day job at 
the YMCA and survived on 4 hours sleep a night in order 
maintain time to compose. Schoenberg stopped answer-
ing his calls.

Since we all lived in a big house my percussion music was played in the evening by 

the bookbinders. I invited Schoenberg to one of our performances. “I am not free.” 

“Can you come a week later?” “No, I am not free at any time.” 

 From An Autobiographical Statement
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But it was in this place, banging his head up against that 
wall, that Cage discovered everything. Exploring the 
height of this harmonic wall he was opposing, now mu-
sic could be a method of social provocation. An optimis-
tic new world of endless possibilities.

In music it was hopeless to think in terms of the old structure (tonality), to do things 

following old methods (counterpoint, harmony), to use the old materials (orchestral 

instruments). We started from scratch: sound, silence, time, activity. In society, no 

amount of doctoring up economics/politics will help. Begin again, assuming abun-

dance, unemployment, a field situation, multiplicity, unpredictability, immediacy, the 

possibility of participation.

From Diary: How to Improve the World (You’ll Only Make Matters Worse) Vol 3

Now sizing up the length, breadth, width of the wall he 
was opposing, it eventuated he didn’t want to be on the 
other side.

Our concerts celebrate the fact our concerts’re no longer necessary. The rehearsals 

continued and more concerts were given. Her playing which been superb became 

merely correct. It was necessary to suggest certain sloppiness, the playing of some-

thing that hadn’t been written. 

From Diary: How to Improve the World (You’ll Only Make Matters Worse) Vol 3

But, having doggedly convinced Schoenberg to teach 
him for free under the premise he would devote his life 
to music, he didn’t let the wall out of sight – not ever. In-
stead, he closed one eye and it didn’t look the same.

I could not accept the academic idea that the purpose of music was communication, 

because I noticed that when I conscientiously wrote something sad, people and critics 

were often apt to laugh. I determined to give up composition unless I could find a 

better reason for doing it than communication. I found this answer from Gira Sarabhai, 

an Indian singer and tabla player: The purpose of music is to sober and quiet the 

mind, thus making it susceptible to divine influences. I also found in the writings of 

Ananda K. Coomaraswammy that the responsibility of the artist is to imitate nature in 

her manner of operation. I became less disturbed and went back to work. 

From An Autobiographical Statement

John Cage and the Impassable Wall – Megan Clune

And soon, both eyes shut, the wall disappears altogether.
Problems connected with sounds were insufficient to change the nature of music. We 

had to conceive of silence in order to open our ears. We need to conceive of anarchy 

in order to be able whole-heartedly to do whatever another tells us. 

From M Writings

His new world had no distinctions. 
We are living in a period in which many people have changed their mind about 

what the use of music is or could be for them. Something that doesn’t speak or talk 

like a human being, that doesn’t know its definition in the dictionary or its theory in 

the schools, that expresses itself simply by the fact of its vibrations. People paying 

attention to vibratory activity, not in reaction to a fixed ideal performance, but each 

time attentively to how it happens to be this time, not necessarily two times the same. 

A music that transports the listener to the moment where he is. 

From An Autobiographical Statement

Where failure didn’t exist.
instead of Music: 

thunder, trAffic, 

biRds, and high speed military planes/producing sonic boons; 

now and then a chicKen (pontpoint)

A mesostic for Mark Tobey from M Writings

Remember:
Frontiers describe what’s beyond as well as what’s enclosed. 

From M Writings

And:
It’s useless to play lullabies for those who cannot go to sleep.

From M Writings

: (

John Cage, M: Writings '67-'72, Wesleyan University Press, USA,1973

John Cage, Diary: How to Improve the World (You Will Only Make Matters Worse), Something Else Press, New York, 1967

John Cage and the Impassable Wall – Megan Clune
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14 days of Toast or 7 days of Sandwiches, 2013, 381 x 381 mm, Frame Digital C-Type Archival Print Her Last Cigarette, 2013, 195 x 245 mm, Framed Digital C-Type Archival Print 

« 14 days of Toast or 7 days of Sandwiches, 2013, 381 x 381 mm, Frame Digital C-Type Archival Print

B E n j A m I n  C H A D B o n D
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From Letters: There’s a Fire Inside of You, 2013, 800 x 800 mm, Framed Digital C-Type Archival Print Foundation Study I, 2013, 317 x 396 mm, Framed Digital C-Type Archival Print
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Untitled, 2014, Acrylic paint on paper 140 x 190cm 

« Ode to Dancehall Queen Carlene (video still), 2014, Performance, Paper, Acrylic paint, CRT TV, DVD Dimensions variable

C A R o L I n E  G A R C I A

Untitled, 2014, Modified LCD screen, 410x340x70mm

F I n n  m A R C H A n t
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Her Last Cigarette, 2013, 195 x 245 mm, Framed Digital C-Type Archival Print
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Untitled #1, #2 & #3 from Tears in Their Eyes, 2013, Video still, LCD screen, 340 x 270mm

K A R I n A  G L A S B y



Her Last Cigarette, 2013, 195 x 245 mm, Framed Digital C-Type Archival Print
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Studies for Inflating Mass (indoor and outdoor experiments) 2013/14, digital images, dimensions variable

m A R I E L L E  D u n A j
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Interior Study #1 Within The Emptiness, 2013, Inkjet prints on photographic rag, edition of 5 with 2 artist prints, 750 x 575mm

L A u R E n  C o m m E n S

Interior Study #2 Within The Emptiness, 2013, Inkjet prints on photographic rag, edition of 5 with 2 artist prints, 750 x 575mm 
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Interior Study # 3 Within The Emptiness, 2013, Inkjet prints on photographic rag, edition of 5 with 2 artist prints, 750 x 575mm
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Words of inspiration used to pad out the pervasive space of restlessness; the void, 2013, Inkjet print on museum etching, Size variable The void after attempts have been made to fill it, 2013, Inkjet print on museum etching, Size variable 

Scientology's critique of my life, 2013, Original document on paper, 21x29.7cm »

m E G A n  H A y E S
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Untitled I, 2013, from Untitled series, Inkjet prints on photographic rag Untitled II, 2013, from Untitled series, Inkjet prints on photographic rag

m E I L y n  m I C H o u x
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Work, 2014, Performance, Dimensions Variable 

« Situps, 2013, Video, Dimensions Variable

n I C H o L A S  S H E A R E R HALF-GLASSES
Theodore Ell

1

The right to fail is the one they leave out of the charter, 
quite early. “We hold these truths to be self-evident and 
that one to be inconvenient.”

No matter. Like weather and silence, failure is the state 
most of us are in most of the time. It is what happens 
unless we give notice otherwise. Thoughts spy a way 
through it, effort dispels it, plans can be laid to wall it off 
for lengths of time, but it goes by gravity and tides. In the 
heat of work it can still seep in under the doorframes. At 
any lull it comes back to its centre in flood. 

Success is measured by the time between relapses, only 
when to start counting is never explained. Success is a 
club so secret most of its members do not know they are 
in it. Some who do know keep the doors locked and the 
rooms dark. They call failure damnation. The damned 
call it the presumption of innocence. Then failure is the 
brightness that liquidates, the currency that buys out 
class, the estranged birthright that comes home to repeal 
its step-siblings.
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One great relapse awaits every citizen. Lawmakers claim 
not to believe in its republic. 

2

I remember a shapeless road. It went around hills, slip-
ping over low slopes before bending away again. There 
was tree-shade on each side but past that there was sun-
light staring into space. You noticed the driveways lead-
ing off, there weren’t so many of them. There were signs 
reading Close all gates. 

A few locusts must have been in the air when we started 
driving but it was only by the time we reached that road 
that I remember them forming clouds. They were a pul-
verised silver lining drifting between the trees, another 
map unrolled over the farms. 

The road went past one driveway that led into an avenue 
of pines, wooden palings for a fence instead of barbed 
wire, the trees rounded like brush-tips dipped in water. 
“We lost a neighbour there last year. Took himself out 
into the fields with a gun. And the one before that too. 
That place seems to get too much for people.” Millions of 
paper wings were dotting the evergreen.

Leading north, I guess, the road unravelled and reached 
under the winter sun. Far ridges had a brown haze over 
them that spilled into the fields as little fire-tips, then 
came at us hugely. Locusts to the vanishing points. The 
car outlined its slipstream into them, windscreen wipers 
on full, in full sunlight.

half-glasses – Theo Ell

My girlfriend didn’t laugh to see the bodies crack open 
on the glass. Her father turned to me – “They’ll have the 
grapes this year. They tear the vines apart” – and smiled.
By the time we left the tar and changed on to the dirt, the 
air was the same hay-colour as the grass on either side. 
Locusts were stripping the seed-heads and had crowded 
out the sky between the fence wires. 

I do not remember now if her hand held mine back.

“One frost,” my girlfriend’s father said, “Just one frost 
would wipe them out.”

3

When you are ordered to fall in and take up a spare shov-
el near where the riflemen are standing, think only of the 
trench you have to dig. Try not to be better than the job. 
The earth may be frozen and the wind may get inside 
your sleeves but it is the work of your arms that will ob-
ject for you. Let it out through them. It will not be a time 
to reason with nature and certainly not with the sergeant. 
It is not like that cigarette-ration banter. Think of it as the 
dullest routine piece of work, the drone under the song 
you will sing to yourself in your head. Never mind about 
the mud that will get on your uniform or what the on-
lookers might shout. You are doing what is expected of 
you and they will soon be out of it. 

You will know you have nearly finished when you have 
dug to eye-level with the riflemen’s boots. After that you 
had better not look up. Climb out when they tell you and 
then make for barracks, quick smart. Never speak a word.

half-glasses – Theo Ell
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We have all been through this, my friend. There is no 
resigning from it. Your work will lead to better things, 
you wait. Just for that short time forget the rest of your 
life. Think only about the trench, the cold, the earth pil-
ing up, nothing more. Even if you wonder what else you 
might live to see.

4

In the end, she moved back home. The room with the 
view of the golf course was kept made up if ever she visit-
ed. Looking down the fairway as she used to do, mist still 
burning off between the ironbarks, she felt as though her 
long flight was still going.

She did not explain the other side of why she had come 
back. It was more than enough to tell of the strain of 
renting in Paris after she had quit the venomous foreign 
service, with no other work coming, over the months. 
Despite her Sorbonne-sealed French she could not seem 
to make clear in letters that she was worth an interview. 
On approaching former colleagues to ask about freelanc-
ing she found herself rebuffed, being told she knew the 
situation. She did know a situation but it was not theirs. 
When she cried after recalling the days spent lying on 
the living room sofa, staring out at the chestnut trees, her 
parents held her close and told her to say no more.

The next days slowed down and turned grey. Pleading jet-
lag, she seldom left the room, but as she lay on one side 
and watched clouds shadow over the greens, she could 
not retire from herself. She felt the old dread prick her 
skin. There would be friends to face. To some she would 
tell the same story, but many she feared. They would ask 

half-glasses – Theo Ell

about her life after hours. She would shrug, smile, say this 
and that, but see the silent questioning still going on. The 
answer was too immense to give. If some saw through to 
it, a circle of strangers might widen.

How different it had been before she had given up the 
job: no difference at all, except for finally edging out of 
range of herself. On her balcony, level with the chestnut 
trees, she had at last found her way to kissing one girl, 
once. There was no surprise in the days afterwards, no 
turmoil in the grimaces and long hallways of the embas-
sy, only a coming home to tender, natural light. So she 
resolved to let one part of her long-held shield fall, and 
slip out of her work. Only when she had already given 
notice did she feel she owed an explanation back home, 
and found she could not give one. The hunt was on for 
more work; none came. In the empty afternoons she 
would lie there cursing herself silently. Occasionally she 
would vomit into the sink. Then she would walk the usu-
al streets, pulling her coat closer about her and paying 
deep attention to chores. The time for another kiss was 
shaded out.

When she left the house by the golf course again it was 
for a nearby studio flat and a clerical job at a charity. 
When she had friends to dinner they would sit on her 
bed.

It would all come home to her again later on, and pull the 
studio closer about her, when the years began to go qui-
et on her mother. Standing by the back window, looking 
down the fairway together, the old lady would smile and 
shake her head. “I don’t know how your husband keeps 
the lawns so neat,” she often said, “but it’s a credit to him.”

half-glasses – Theo Ell
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5

No cliffs, only a rounding off into the sea. The pasture 
slopes and just gives way. We are at that shape of the inlet 
that holds the breakers back from digging at the edge, 
though some days they turn. 

When I am down there do not come looking for me. It 
is exposed; there is a blame of wind. And if the turf goes, 
there is no hitching you back up from that hem. For a 
moment you will have silver waves below your feet, then 
it will be all cold noise and traffic. You are on the verges 
of a great highway there.

It is where I find myself on the long days of a good sea-
son. You will know them because I will refuse to come 
up home even when you call out the time. I will be out 
of earshot, thinking, Those are the millimetres I must 
plough.

: (

half-glasses – Theo Ell

: (
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FAILuRE
Todd McMillan

Failure, fault, flaw, fiasco, fracas, flop, flunk, fuck-up, fal-
ter. Colin Feltham says that meanings of failure refer to 
“some sort of breakdown, some malfunctioning or un-
derperformance” . Somewhere deep down we believe if 
not at the very least that life should or could be just beau-
tiful, flawless. If not then surely with a heroic effort life 
can, should, will be wrestled into submission.

Failure embraces a wide scope and many moral and 
aesthetic dimensions: defect, imperfection, error, break-
down, malfunction, collapse, catastrophe, meltdown, sin 
blunder, blemish, pathology, foolishness, folly, wrong, 
abortion, underperformance, inferiority. We might add 
the terms lack, disappoint, mistake, defeat, let down, end, 
shortcomings, miss, fragility, weakness, misjudge. We may 
be tempted to believe or be lulled into thinking that 
these all represent quite distinct phenomena; indeed they 
do to some extent belong to different contexts and have 
different uses. But they are joined by the sense of things 
going wrong, not meeting our expectations, and being 
less than ideal. Failure and fear of failure lie at the cen-
tre of a web of risk, fallibility, adversity, stigma and disap-
pointment that none of us can escape.
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And there has been a whole industry born around avoid-
ing failure or stifling our squeaky sniffling voices of 
doubt and releasing the roar of the giant that lies within. 
  
There is a litany of books, talks and workshops that can 
help us to overcome failure and live in success. 

Titles include:

Dare To Fail 

Wisdom in Failure

Dare to Face Rejection Inspirational comic 3

There is something irksome about all of the talk of suc-
cess and always filling of ones potential. Can we really all 
be millionaires? Indeed Arthur Schopenhauer portrayed 
human life itself as a failure:

“We begin in the madness of carnal desire and the transport of voluptuousness, 

we end in the dissolution of all our parts and the musty stench of corpses. And the 

road from one to the other goes, in regard to our well-being and the enjoyment of 

life, steadily downhill: happily dreaming childhood, exultant youth, toil- filled years of 

manhood, infirm and often wretched old age, the torment of the last illness and finally 

the throes of death.”

Or as another bundle of joy, Samuel Beckett, put it in 
‘Waiting for Godot’: “ they give birth astride of a grave, 
the light gleams an instant, then it’s night once more”

Now whether you wish to adopt the brutal pessimism of 
these two is up to you, but there seems to be something 
in acknowledging that all cannot succeed all of the time. 

faIlure – Todd McMillan

Again as Feltham points out:

“The earth’s environment is not a neutral ecology but one that generates considerable 

risk, cruelty, pain and premature death along the way.”

And although we can imagine a world where housing is 
built to sustain, the effect of earthquake, flood, and fire, 
sunscreen that could allow us to enjoy our beaches with-
out the threat of unsightly sunburn… and cancer, there 
is at least for mine a certain acknowledgment that things 
go wrong and something’s going to get me eventually 
and usually over and over again. There will always be 
some sort of breakdown, some type of malfunctioning.

Consider the invention of flight:
 

Inspirational stuff no?

faIlure – Todd McMillan
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But what happens when they crash… we blame it on hu-
man error. I have always found this rather funny, as some-
how we are supposed to take solace in this. Of course it 
was human error, we built them, we can’t fly.

It is in this acknowledgment that is seen a certain hones-
ty, as try as we might, we sort of know deep down that we 
are a flawed species and “all human knowledge is fallible”.
As such relatively recently has seen the birth of internet 
sites entirely devoted to pointing out and making light of 
our little foibles and our grand fuck ups. Fail blog, FML, 
shipmentoffail, to name just a few.

Today, I found out the medications my doctor gave me for depression are making me 

fat. My main reason for depression is an eating disorder. Now, I’m fat instead of just 

thinking I’m fat.

This was posted by darkmaskdiva.

And to date 12667 people agreed that darkmaskdiva’s life 
sucks, while 1949 believed that she deserved it.

Our lives, now constantly recorded produce fodder for 
our amusement, one witnesses the championing of the 
cruel, and the un-kind. Love, lust, and family are rid-
iculed, in the republication of what are often simple 
un-happy accidents: misspelt tattoos, public airing of 
private news, and the unfortunate background item re-
vealed in a self-portrait. Our folly is funny, but it is of a 
humour that is dripping with schadenfreude.

It is in acknowledging this mean streak, this pleasure de-
rived at the misfortunes of others that I introduce 
Mr Frank Sidebottom 
Frank, usually dresses in a 1950s-style sharp suit, he was as 
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an aspiring pop star from the small village of Timperley 
in Greater Manchester. His character was cheerfully op-
timistic, enthusiastic, and seemingly oblivious to his 
own failings. Although supposedly 35 years old (the age 
always attributed to Frank irrespective of the passage of 
time), he still lived at home with his mother, to whom 
he made frequent references. His mother was apparently 
unaware of her son's popularity.

In late 1980’s a lot of really great music was made. Bros 
was one such band consisting of twin brothers Matt Goss 
and Luke Goss along with Craig Logan. 
 
After spending many years of constant touring; playing 
school halls and working men’s club Frank Sidebottom 
was chosen for a support spot at Wembley before 55,000 
bemused Bros fans. 
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contact broke off three weeks into the voyage, and Ader 
was presumed lost at sea. The boat was found after 10 
months, floating partially submerged 150 miles West-
Southwest of the coast of Ireland. His body was never 
found.

Ader attempted to do something grand he failed, he was 
literally over come. There is a sadness to this of course, a 
man died. But there is also a romance to it. And a heart 
breaking beauty. While trying to commune with nature, 
to wrestle with the big philosophical ideas, Ader was tak-
en and we are left with less but he left us with something 
crucial and undefinable.

Failure can break us apart, but it is not something we 
should necessarily overcome. Like Mr Sidebottom we 
can embrace it and reveal an innocence lost, or like Bas 
Jan Ader it can over come us and say more than me 
maybe meant to. Failure can be funny and it also can be 
beautiful.

: (

Speaking of the event Sidebottom was quoted in the 
Independent:

"I said 'Hands up who likes Luke,' and they all squealed 
and shrieked. So I said 'Hands up who likes the other one 
who looks just like Luke but is called something else,' 
and they all shrieked and cheered again. So I said 'Hands 
up who likes the two of them Sellotaped together,' and 
they all cheered again. And then I said 'Hands up who's 
got Betamax,' and it all went silent.''

Sidebottom then launched into a set that consisted of 
the entire back catalogue of Bros songs only done on his 
Casio keyboard.

Sidebottom is a fall guy, he is a fool, he is a scapegoat that 
we can place our fears and failings on. 

Artist, Bas Jan Ader is a fall guy too.
 
He fell from his roof.
 
He fell from trees.

He fell into a canal in Amsterdam.
 
And he was often brought to tears.

Both funny and sad, Ader typifies the strange melancholy 
that comes in the embrace of failure.

Ader was lost at sea while attempting a single-handed 
west east crossing of the Atlantic in a modified Guppy 
13 named "Ocean Wave". The passage was part of an art 
performance titled "In Search of the Miraculous". Radio 
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