


















































































































The Go-Betweens 
what 

It seemed a long time lost from there to 
here, then to now; but when you're pushing 
down 39 standard drinks a night, you don't 
really recognise the loss, the life. I was 
feeling great, mostly in the afternoons. I 
had been given one month unpaid leave 
from work (something about the way I did 
nothing); reports had been submitted. I 
knew I was incapable of spending my time 
productively, so I had an idea. Years ago I 
had considered myself to be some kind of 
an artist. I'd had a few shows, a couple of 
reviews, sold nothing. I'd given it all away, 
Jesus-like, when I turned 33. But now, 
on the eve of turning 34,1 realised I had 
one last chance. The Archibald Prize had 
always impressed itself upon me as a pile 
of shit, but it did have that $35,000 cheque 
attached and, oddly enough, that was the 
amount I needed to tell a lot of people to 
fuck off. So I began my research to secure 
a 'man or woman distinguished in Art, 
Letters, Science or Polities'. It wasn't easy; 
every time I thought I had a possibility, that 
word 'distinguished' would ruin everything. 
I didn't really like any 'distinguished' artists; 
'distinguished' writers were overseas; 
'distinguished' scientists-too fiddly-and as 
for 'distinguished' politicians... 

It was then that I remembered The 
Go-Betweens. They'd soundtracked 
my adolescence. The House That 
Jack Kerouac Built was very much my 
madeleine. Bedroom-bound and stoned, 
I'd observed myself moving in the mirror 
for several years, working on my hair, 
preparing for adulthood. Correspondence 
was forwarded to The Go-Betweens' 
management in London, Bob, who soon 
replied informing me of the difficulty of the 
task, what with Robert and Grant living on 
two separate continents and so forth. Bob 
reminded me of the arts administrators 
who had, through their arts administration 

guidelines, removed me from the artworld 
all those years before. I knew that The Go-
Betweens would have to come to me, and 
they did. Bulli. Fucking. Hotel. By dealing 
directly with The Go-Betweens' Australian 
entourage, I managed to access them 
pre-gig, for the legally bound, signed and 
witnessed Archibald sitting. 

Meeting the two original members of The 
Go-Betweens really made me feel glad to 
be an artist. Robert Forster had grey hair 
and Grant McLennan had no hair, but here 
were two artists getting old and still doing 
what they were doing when they were 
eighteen: playing new songs passionately, 
playing old songs respectfully. I realised 
that all the disappointments that had 
stopped me from producing new work had 
in fact been necessary in order for me to 
meet The Go-Betweens, win the Archibald, 
and pay off all the money owed as a result 
of the disappointments of being an artist. 
Robert wore a crumpled black suit covered 
in crumbs, which was also too small for 
him. He did a lot of funny moves on stage 
and I laughed a lot (I think he was trying to 
be funny). Grant was more contemporary in 
his dress: jeans, shirt; casual cool. How the 
fuck was I going to paint these guys? How 
could I possibly render a portrait of The 
Go-Betweens, arguably Australia's finest 
pop moment? Was my respect too great to 
see the project objectively? 

I left the gig with a lot of images (and beer) 
running through me. I had to think. The 
Go-Betweens songs stick to your brain 
with some form of brain-like industrial 
adhesive. The song, the glue and the brain 
become indecipherable components of 
a brain that merely registers song. The 
Go-Betweens could never really play/sing/ 
produce very well. In a world with such 
great players/producers/singers as Phil 
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Collins and Sting, The Go-Betweens had 
no option but to revolt, and revolt came 
all raw and lacking. Looking for a way to 
correlate the music of The Go-Betweens 
with the portraits of The Go-Betweens, I 
turned to my own prodigious talents and 
was surprised to learn that I, too, could 
not paint/draw/sculpt: the company felt 
good. In fact, reviewing my contribution 
to late twentieth/early twenty-first century 
visual arts, I concluded that the one skill I 
possessed without equal was the ability to 
stick things together. Of course, the works 
produced after the arts administrators had 
gotten their teeth into me and I could no 
longer afford the things (the last works 
produced in my all-too-short career), were 
strictly glue (without things). 

To the untrained eye, glue may seem a 
rather limited medium, but it is through 
limitation that one's idiosyncrasies begin 
to surface. I am probably the world's 
leading authority on the variations in 
consistency between Liquid Nails, Zero 
Nails, No More Nails and the delightful, 
although reasonably difficult to obtain, 
Nude Nails. I played a few more Go-
Betweens records and the afore-mentioned 
analogy of having them stuck in my head 
stuck, to the point where I imagined a 
head composed entirely of glue, humming 
Spring Rain, pouting. Liquid Nails and 
its offshoots do abstraction seamlessly, 
but how could it be manipulated to 
articulate The Go-Betweens? Did I need to 
articulate The Go-Betweens? It was time 
to consider the physical characteristics 
of the subjects. Robert Forster is, to all 
that have stood before him, a giant. He 
looks smart and poetic, but possibly also 
a cattleman, Range Rovering. In contrast, 
Grant McLennan seems a wee man; 
broad shouldered, keen to let the big man 
show-pony. I checked and rechecked 
the measurements and realised I was 
going to need two frames; two heads, 
two perspectives. I found a pair of Italian 
brass oval frames, highly ornate; one 
big, one small. There had been some 
contention regarding my use of antique 
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frames way back before my retirement. 
They were too this, too that, but to me 
they were an actualisation of my boredom 
with the inherent rigour assumed of a 
naked stretcher as opposed to its framed 
counterpart. Consider everything, but never 
from the position of your educators—they 
are modernists. I'd also like to give a 
special mention to The Trustees of The Art 
Gallery of New South Wales. 

Thus began a month-long string of glue. 
Every morning the caulking gun, the tube, 
the stink. I squirted daily, slowly achieving 
the headlike structure that would stage 
the stares of the stars. I soon noticed 
the absence of the back of my throat. 
The toxicity had removed it completely, 
making the inhalation of cigarette smoke 
a real fucking chore. Being self-employed, 
I had obviously overlooked OH&S issues. 
I quickly (and without breath) installed 
a respirator to the front of my head and 
stopped my fucking complaining. 

Not being able to paint/draw/sculpt can 
be a real problem for a figurative artist. I 
reckoned I could maybe get their heads the 
same shape, but there was no fucking way 
I could paint an eyeball. Fortunately, you 
can purchase real plastic ones on eBay, 
and if installed into the head at eye-level, it 
just might work, if you squint. 

So, now the project is spread out over the 
studio. I've got about a hundred empty 
Liquid Nails and associated tubes in here, 
I've got twenty scattered eyeballs, I've got 
The Go-Betweens playing in the corner. I'm 
about to paint the faces of Robert Forster 
and Grant McLennan (The Go-Betweens) 
onto their respective egg-like foundations. 
The entry date for the 2006 Archibald Prize 
is nearing with the night. At last check, 
I have a 99 point something percent 
possibility of failure. Reading this now, as 
you will no doubt be aware of the outcome 
of the aforementioned Prize, you will be in 
either of two camps: 
Camp A: congratulations, well deserved, 
how did you know? 
Camp B: what a stupid fuckwit. 
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A Copy & Paste Life 
Anne Kay 

Copy & paste, copy & paste, copy & 
paste, copy & paste, copy & paste, 
copy & paste, copy & paste, copy & 
paste, copy & paste, copy & paste, 
copy & paste, copy & paste, copy & 
paste, copy & paste, copy & paste, 
copy & paste, copy & paste, copy & 
paste, copy & paste, copy & paste, 
copy & paste-

When I was working at home on a 
computer document recently, rapidly and 
repeatedly duplicating a file, the ease with 
which I could reproduce at will—at the 
click of a mouse button—any file I chose, 
struck me as extraordinary. Actually, it is 
something that has become so matter of 
fact, banal and necessary, that what is 
remarkable is that it struck me as unusual 
at all. 

I'm showing my age, but it doesn't seem 
very long ago that the only way I could 
produce two identical texts in my own 
home was to place a piece of carbon 
paper between two pages and, with the 
pressure and movement of my hand, 
inscribe a duplicate through the paper, 
wax and pigment, onto the other page.1 It 
was a slow process and one that had to be 
premeditated. I could also have gotten out 
my camera and produced a photographic 
reproduction in the darkroom, but that 
would have been a bit ridiculous. 

Of course, it's been possible since the 
latter quarter of last century2 to cheaply 
and easily duplicate a text or image on a 
photocopier, but it usually meant leaving 
the house to go to an office, a library or 
copy shop. It seems to me that the location 
of all this reproduction has increasingly 
narrowed over the last couple of decades 
to allow infinite and instantaneous copying 
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of text and pictures, bringing aspects of 
the factory and mass production home 
to us. The repetition of the intricate 
finger positioning used for the keyboard 
commands for duplicating, cutting, copying 
and pasting makes me think of playing 
some strange and awkward, keyed musical 
instrument. 

Last week I was finishing a particularly 
intricate video project; seven hundred short 
clips that needed to be scripted to play 
on two channels with a control system. 
Many of the clips had to be duplicated to 
play independently while another version 
plays in sync with another clip.3 The tedium 
of the task was unbelievable (an idea for 
a project always sounds so simple and 
straightforward at first), making me joke 
with friends that I was slaving away in a 
digital factory. These changes to work 
practices remind me that we are in a new 
era founded on information communication 
rather than the industrialised assembly-line 
production of things. 

The material dealt with in many 
contemporary work environments is 
less physically present (that is, it's 
virtual, or on a screen, rather than 
actual objects in space) than in earlier 
contexts, yet the methodologies maintain 
clear resemblances. There is still mass 
reproduction, repetition of tasks, and 
the need to pay close attention to the 
matter at hand for quality control and 
accuracy, whether it is objects passing on 
an assembly line, or a screen with words, 
numbers, images or clips. 

In The Language of New Media, Lev 
Manovich describes how, by acting as an 
intermediary between the user and the 
program, a computer program's graphical 



user interface (GUI) has a powerful 
impact not only on how a user interacts 
with the computer, but also on the user's 
conception of (or 'interface with') the 
culture of which they are a part.4 

I know in my own life I have frequently 
found myself thinking and speaking in 
terms of the commonplace GUI functions 
of cut and paste in contexts completely 
unrelated to computer use. And, of course, 
it works the other way; the term 'cut and 
paste' was used by GUI designers because 
it drew on existing cultural forms (paper, 
scissors and glue) that were already familiar 
to people and could therefore be used as 
metaphors to facilitate understanding of 
computer processes. 

Our present information and 
communication technologies are frequently 
lauded as being radically different and 
superior to technologies of the past, but to 
me the computer's basic functions (which 
Manovich points out are now often the 
same at home as they are at work) possess 
a vestigial echo of the assembly line, in 
all its banal and monotonous repetition. 
If those keyboard shortcuts were music 
they would be atonal: rhythmic, percussive 
clicks. 

The intricate movements associated with 
carrying out workplace tasks were the 
focus of the research of Lillian and Frank 
Gilbreth in the early twentieth century. They 
studied and recorded rhythm and cadence 
in the patterns of workers' movements in 
occupations ranging from assembly line 
workers to doctors and homemakers.51 
came across their work by chance when 
researching the history of early film and 
pre-cinematic viewing devices, as it was 
connected to the work of Jules Etienne 
Marey and Eadweard Muybridge (who 
similarly used chronophotography, a form 
of timed, serial photography that measures 
and records the movement of objects). 

The Gilbreths apparently made 2250 glass 
photographic plates and series of moving 
images they termed 'micro motion' films, 
or 'chronocyclographs'. By using tiny lights 
attached to workers' limbs, a gridded 
screen (akin to the grid backgrounds in 
Muybridge's photographs) and a number 
of timers and stop clocks, they recorded 
the sequences of movements and actions 
carried out by workers while undertaking 
the ordinary tasks associated with their 
jobs. 

My 'copy' of the very first photocopy ever, made by Chester Carlson. 



Here's a description I copied and pasted 
earlier from www.makingthemodernworld. 
org.uk to explain the process: 

Lights that flashed 20 times a 
second were placed on those parts 
of a worker's body that were to be 
photographed. The camera's shutter 
was opened at the beginning of the 
work cycle and closed at the end. A 
tear-shaped spot of light, produced 
by the lights switching on quickly but 
off slowly, indicated the direction of 
movement. A stereoscopic camera 
created a three-dimensional image 
when viewed through a stereoscope.6 

adapt their bodily movements in mimicry of 
other's—, not to some creative end (say, for 
instance, one dancer synchronising their 
body with a group), but in a constrained 
way; reproducing someone else's script, 
like a warm-blooded machine. 

And I can't help thinking that governments 
and businesses hell-bent on increasing the 
productivity and output of the workforce 
would be only too happy to make every 
worker into the fastest, most industrious 
automaton possible. If only they could copy 
it all into our portable drives and download 
it direct to our brains; no need for messy 
industrial reform. 

Some of the images are enormously 
compelling, perhaps because of the 
unfamiliar costumes of the workers, 
but also I think because of the slightly 
disconcerted expressions on the faces of 
the subjects under scrutiny, whose working 
space had been invaded by timing and 
measuring devices. 

The images were subsequently made into 
analogous three-dimensional models or 
'copies' of the workers' actions fashioned 
in wire. The micro motion studies and the 
'sculptures' were shown to management 
and other workers with the intention of 
improving efficiency and production. 

These strange and somewhat primitive 
attempts by the Gilbreths at making one 
worker or their actions reproducible—a 
'copying and pasting' of the movement 
habits of the fastest, most efficient workers 
onto other workers—has all the features of 
an assembly line of humans. 

While I really appreciate the record these 
images represent of a particular time and 
place and even the uneasy marriage of 
scientific quantification and everyday life, 
I wonder at the experience of the people 
caught in these recordings, and how it 
must have been for them to attempt to 

1. For anyone interested, like me, in the history of 
ordinary things, there is an essay devoted to the 
history of the humble carbon copy, entitled The 
Exciting History of Carbon Paper at 
http://www.kevinlaurence.net/essays/cc.php. 
2. Apparently we have a person called 
Chester Carlson to thank for the photocopier. 
His experiments produced xerography or 
electrophotography in 1937. 
3. It's a public artwork called Place as embodied 
time, and will be viewable under the Westpac 
building opening up soon on Kent St, Sydney. 
4. Lev Manovich, The Language of New Media 
(Cambridge, Mass: MIT Press, 2001), 65. 
5. http://www.telelavoro.rassegna.it/fad/socorg03/ 
l2/Frank%20and%20Lillian°/o20Gilbreth.htm 
6. http://www.makingthemodernworld.org. 
uk/stories/the_age_of_the_mass/05.ST.06/ 
?scene=2&tv=true Interestingly, the processes the 
Gilbreths employed sit as an antecedent to the 
motion capture processes used in animation and 
game design today. 

http://www.makingthemodernworld
http://org.uk
http://www.kevinlaurence.net/essays/cc.php
http://www.telelavoro.rassegna.it/fad/socorg03/
http://www.makingthemodernworld.org


A 'homemade' copy of one of Frank and Lillian Gilbreth's chronocyclographs. 
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Approaching legend 
Kathryn Gray 

I was working on odd projects when I 
received a call from Belinda. She got to the 
point: 'You should write the story of Boy 
and the socks to the paper.' 

She clarified: 'In the "Big Questions" 
section of the Spectrum, there's a question 
about lost socks and you should send in 
that story about your brother.' 

Big Questions: How long should you 
wait for the partners of clean odd 
socks to turn up? Sydney Morning 
Herald. January 14-15 2006, p.4 

Elaborating: 'It's a great story. It's perfect. 
You know, you used to tell everyone all 
about Robert and—' I remembered. It was 
a great story; a monumental anecdote I 
genuinely believed would benefit everyone. 

Legend 

My brother's name is Robert, although I 
persistently called him Boy until everyone 
else did too. As the youngest, he was 
handed down the job of hanging out 
smalls to dry under the house. Everyone 
hated that chore—it was pesky and time-
consuming—but he hung out the socks, 
undies and hankies, and all was well. There 
was, however, a slightly higher proportion 
of lost socks in the family. 

The odd socks were perplexing and 
continued interminably. Boy seemed as 
mystified as the rest of us. 

One day my mother dropped a hanky 
behind the dryer. Squeezing in to retrieve 
it, she was horrified to discover a wealth 
of musty odd socks. There were enough 
socks excavated to overfill a large laundry 
basket. It was compellingly clear that my 
brother had been hiding socks behind 

the dryer to save time, avoiding detection 
by operating in small increments. We 
all enjoyed the reunion with our long-
lost socks, and the creation of a great 
anecdote. 

It was monument to duty shirked. My 
little brother had demonstrated sustained 
commitment to an absurd labour-saving 
endeavour. He had pitted his evasive 
innocence against my mother's moral 
outrage. I've always maintained that Boy 
won. From then on I knew he was destined 
to take over the world 

Writing home about it 

'Dad, how are you? 
'I'm just calling—do you remember that 
time Robert hid the socks? You know, 
behind the dryer; it was a big drama! 
'Well, ask Mum about it. Ask Robert! I can't 
believe you don't remember... 
'So I wanted to ask your permission to use 
the story publicly. I'm going to write to the 
paper with it; but I thought requesting your 
permission would be appropriate—is that 
ok? 
'Thanks. So check the Spectrum next 
week. Talk to Mum and Robert—such an 
incredible story.' 

Subject: Big Question: odd socks 
Date: Monday, 16 January 2006 3:05 PM 
From: <kathy@firstdraftgallery.com> 
To: <bigquestions@smh.com.au> 

Dear Harriet Veitch, I would like to submit 
this answer to the Big Question 'How long 
should you wait for the partners of clean 
odd socks to turn up?' I hope this provides 
an informative contribution to your column. 

Kind regards, Kathryn Gray 
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BIG QUESTIONS 
How long should you wait for 
the partners of clean odd socks to 
turn up? 
I recommend waiting for at least a 
decade. My sister gave me a pair of very 
fine Mickey Mouse socks in 1993 while 
I was living in Canberra. When I moved 
to Sydney with my now wife, one of 
them disappeared. I hung onto the odd 
sock because it was a very fine sock. Its 
mate reappeared in my sock drawer two 
years ago and I have continued to wear 
them with pride. 
Peter Fletcher, Rozelle 

Don't wait, throw unmatched socks 
away immediately or they start to bulge 
out of the sock bag. You will have fewer 
socks and will enjoy buying new ones 
without the heartache of the loss. 
Alternatively, wash your socks by hand. 
Jillian tferding. Boggabri 

Keep waiting. We had a perplexing^ 
high rate of lost socks in our family.'. 
seven-year-old brother was responsible^ 
for hanging smalls to dry in the laundry^ 
room and when questioned he seemed 
as mystified as the rest of us. One day 
my mother dropped a hanky behind the 
dryer and in retrieving it she discovered 
a wealth of musty odd socks. She was 
mortified, but I was most impressed and 
we all enjoyed the reunion with long-
lost socks. My little brother 
demonstrated sustained commitment to 
an absurd labour-saving endeavour. It 
was a monument to duty shirked. I knew i 
he was destined to take over the world. 

JCathryn Gray, Eastwood 

Wm/rtn hnntly nil rm I mi |ii,irr 
when going in the same direction, 
unlike birds in formation? 
Most of the bats have an extra sense 
called echolocation. Bats emit high-
frequency sounds then listen for the 
echoes to determine what is in front of 
them - this is a sort of biological sonar. 
So, because of this sense, they always fry 
in different directions, determining 
what's in front of them while hunting. 
Jaya Seethamraju, Gladesville 

In the normal atmosphere, but 
especially in the dust of erupting 
volcanoes, how is lightning formed and 
where does all that power come from? 
Under certain conditions, wind flowing 
over cloud or dust formations results in 
the build-up of static electricity on them. 
Once the voltage reaches a sufficient level 
to ionise the surrounding air molecules, a 
flash of lightning results and the 
previously stored electrical energy is 
discharged, quite often to Earth. 

This is what occurs if you "earth" a 
battery or other electrical storage item, 
and even certain types of clothing (for 
example, after sliding across car 
upholstery you may feel a "shock" when 
you then touch the "earthed" car body). 

The power of lightning comes from 
the wind, which is driven by 
atmospheric heat, which in turn has 
come from the sun, which is the 
ultimate source of all forms of 
renewable (that is, excluding geothermal, 
nuclear etc) energy on this planet. 

) Chris de Zylva, B Eng (Aero), St Ives 

With all the make-up and modern 
editing techniques, do models need to 
be naturally good-looking? 
Not even remotery. Fm a 66-year-old man 
but you'll see me modelling in several 
recent bikini shoots. All Fm required to 
do is sniff cocaine, do a little E, relax, 
look vague and sullen, lounge around, 
eat piles of yummy kilojoules and 
regurgitate the lot like a maternal bird. 
Paul Roberts, Lake Cathie 

ANY ANSWERS? 
• Given the number of fatalities in Mecca, 
is there any religious reason that the hajj 
can't be spread evenly over the year? 
• Is the "pinch of salt" in so many 
recipes necessary, and what are the 
consequences if it isn't used? 
• Just what can you make out of a 
sow's ear? 
• Is it true that a full moon brings an 
increased number of admissions to 
psychiatric wards? 

Big Questions is edited by 
Harriet Veitch. 



Thinking About Gardens 
Olivia Barrett 

Harvest Moon: Friends of Mineral Town 
is a multi-console computer game from 
Japan. The idea is that you run your own 
farm; plant, tend and harvest crops, care 
for animals, make friends, learn to cook, 
barter with townsfolk, watch TV (the latest 
version has a duelling chef series like 
Iron Chef), befriend sprites and maybe 
even get married. It is a platform for 
cultivation that allows participants to make 
decisions about their farm and observe the 
consequences. I imagine schoolchildren 
in tiny bedrooms in Tokyo controlling 
the day-to-day business of a sprawling 
farm on their computer screens. The idea 
of a simulated experience that enables 
players to come into contact with 'natural 
processes' is fascinating and paradoxical. 
It reminds me that our points of access 
to particular ways of life are often limited. 
Technology can allow us to investigate 
alternative modes of living through 
simulated activity. Harvest Moon players 
can learn about the seasonal requirements 
of tending to crops, although they may 
never have any practical experience with 
them. 

There might be a solution to the partnering 
of detachment and obsession that exists 
within these kinds of games. Artist and 
plant enthusiast James Deutsher came 
across Harvest Moon at a time when he 
was beginning to involve plants in his 
creative practice. He wanted to copy the 
essential principles of Harvest Moon and 
apply them to his art practice. Instead of 
playing the game, he went to Bunnings and 
bought a 100-litre plastic storage container 
and vegetable seedlings. He visited 
websites devoted to the maintenance 
of terrariums and implemented what 
he considered to be the most effective 
drainage systems. There are hundreds 

of websites and blogs dedicated to the 
care and cultivation of terrariums and 
there appears to be an energetic culture 
of exchange. They invite people to copy 
them and learn from them, creating a point 
of connection and common experience 
between people who will most likely never 
meet. 

Keeping a terrarium is a practical 
application of sustainable living, but it also 
offers the possibility of experimentation. 
One website suggests that 'any clear 
container can be made into a terrarium... 
a humble pickle jar, or a contemporary 
glass sculpture.' James chose a storage 
container over a contemporary glass 
sculpture, and used take away containers 
to collect weeds, moss, plants, and 
sometimes worms and bugs. These 
redundant food containers became 
portable terrariums and were given a new 
function through their re-use. Another 
point attesting to terrariums' sustainability 
is their recycling of water. A terrarium has 
a condensation and drainage system that 
means it rarely requires watering, some 
never at all. James kept a strawberry plant 
in a round takeaway container and didn't 
open it for months. When he finally did, 
there were large, moist strawberry leaves 
pressed against the side. 

But James' Harvest Moon was not 
just about practical experience. At the 
beginning of the year, a friend lent him a 
publication called here and there, edited 
by Japanese publishing veteran Nakako 
Hayashi.1 There was an article about a 
small area in a pebbled garden with three 
or four circular garden beds, each with 
one or two plants growing in it. The plants 
were weeds and the author was developing 
a practice of cosmic gardening. The 
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weeds were not chosen, sowed, watered 
or pruned, thereby removing any idea of 
garden construction or control. Devised of 
its own logic, this garden followed a basic 
conceptual formula: 'weeds + gardening 
= cosmic garden.' James wanted to 
investigate this idea and apply it to his art 
practice: 

I think art is best when it involves a 
strong exchange of knowledge, art that 
can act as a tool, art that can be used, 
or operates in a way that is open to 
other outcomes and infinite divisions. 
The cosmic gardening exhibited in 
Here and There operated as a liberating 
agent for an investigation of my own 
personal gardening techniques and 
knowledge building.2 

Reading about cosmic gardening deeply 
affected Deutsher's conception of the 
significance of living organisms. The natural 
systems he was nurturing existed in the 
infinite relationship between the greater 
cosmos and all living things. For James, 
weeds became small eruptions of life that 
grow towards the sun and hold insight 
into the enormous energy exchange of 
the universe. This energy exchange exists 
on a micro level in his storage container. 
Looking into his garden there is an 
immense tension between the apparent 
stillness and the simmering microcosmic 
activity: 'A truly explosive environment!!!'3 

Once the terrarium had been planted 
(carrots, bok choy, a maple, moss, ferns, 
carnivorous plants and ground cover), 
James became an obsessive hobbyist, 
collecting weeds and inviting them into 
his cosmic environment, just like the 
Japanese schoolchildren who control 
their farms from their rooms. He started 
a journal on his home computer, writing 
a couple of entries a week. Some entries 
were detailed recollections of planting 
and sourcing processes, and some were 
more contemplative responses to the ideas 

that the garden was generating, ideas of 
cosmic relationships between the world 
we inhabit and the universe we observe; 
stories about the bugs James introduced 
to the terrarium; observations of Hong 
Kong balcony terraces; and fantasies about 
alternative and remote living situations. The 
life of the terrarium exploded into ideas 
and activities; paintings, sculptures and 
drawings. Just like the game, it opened up 
multiple possibilities of approaches and 
actions. 

James never played the game and, reading 
about it, I wonder if Nintendo read his 
journal and copied his ideas. But it is clear 
that the Harvest Moon concept, both on 
gaming consoles and in terrariums, is 
about observation and exchange, where 
interaction with plant and animal life opens 
up new meanings within one's personal 
existence. After James' first harvest, he 
cooked a basic meal of bonsai carrots, 
bok choy, honey, oil and jarred enoki 
mushrooms for Yu Okozono and me at 
Yu's small, innercity apartment. This was 
an act of sharing that integrated his ideas 
into daily life. In Harvest Moon the game, 
players are encouraged to meet other 
villagers and learn to cook. Villagers will 
teach you recipes that they know, and from 
this dialogue they will then act with greater 
kindness towards you. There is also a 
culture of gift exchange—one fan website 
advises that Sebastian (a virtual farmer) 
likes milk and cooked meals, and gives 
a record and 'town spirit' in exchange. 
This kind of mutual understanding of 
relationship development and productive 
interaction with other people is intrinsic to 
both James' practice and the philosophy of 
the game. 

There are other active connections 
between James' Harvest Moon and the 
game, which make it seem like they exist 
within an unspoken dialogue of ideas 
about how life can be affected by cosmic 
impulses. James planted a maple bonsai 
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in the initial stage of the terrarium, an ideal 
environment for a dwarfed tree. Soon 
after, he was given some weed seeds 
and decided to grow these in his densely 
vegetated micro-world. As one of the weed 
plants grew, it began to entwine itself in the 
maple. The weed and the tree embraced 
each other and grew in symbiosis, the 
similar shapes of the leaves making this 
pairing particularly beautiful. James called 
the new hybrid plant 'maple-mull.' Looking 
on a Harvest Moon fan site, I came across 
a feature of the latest generation game: 
now, hybrid plants can be obtained by 
planting two different fruit/vegetable 
varieties side by side. Strawberry and yam 
become berrican; watermelon and potato 
become bashbar; and peach and banana 
become magerum. These hybrids speak of 
a willingness to create new systems from 
existing ones, suggesting that life is never 
stagnant and can evolve into new forms 
through interaction with other forms of life. 

James' terrarium was exhibited in a solo 
show at CLUBSproject in November 
2005, along with copies of the 44-page 
journal he had kept for nine months. It 
was an opportunity to allow people insight 
into James' obsessive cultivation and 
observation of his hobby/art/ideas/life. 
During the exhibition, I heard many people 
comment that, after seeing this garden, 
they wanted to start their own terrarium. 
Like floating spores of moss that catch 
onto new surfaces, James' work has 
created new curiosities and new terrariums. 
Having accessed this knowledge through 
a process of exchange, more people are 
now investigating these ideas and applying 
them to their own systems of living. 

1. www.nakakobooks.com 
2. From an email exchange with the artist, 
January 2006. 
3. James Deutsher, Harvest Moon: Friends of 
Mineral Town journal (2005). 
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James Deutsher Harvest Moon 2005, installation view, CLUBSproject, Melbourne 



(interpolate) [ant mrav] 
Got Away With Words 2005 

Artistic Intervention: Casula railway crossing 
Performance Still 
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Oasis Tense 2005 

Artistic Intervention: Designer Outlets 
Orange Grove Road, Liverpool 

Performance Still 
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(latent) [ant mrav] 
Psychiatry Is Not a Science But a Hoax 2005 

Artistic Intervention: Sorting Trolleys, Ward Library, 
University of Western Sydney, Kingswood 

Performance Still 
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(translate) [ant mrav] 
Unweighed 2005 

Artistic Intervention: Orbital (Under Construction) 
Performance Still 
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