i hate this
... feeling

Text: Patrick Pound

losing ...

These paintings were all shiny examples
of losing at sports.
Each of them looked familiar. I thought I
recognised some of the scenes from the press.
The titles of the paintings didn’t identify the
people or the scenes they recalled. These are
images unhinged. They are like uncaptioned
photographs – untitled Vices. One image can
stand in for another. They are signs of the type.
They are a set of losers all feeling the same thing.
They give it off.

It’s a kind of sinking.
Your hopes siphoned off and leached out.
You are left there – drained –
like a lost wax sculpture.
Helpless, hopeless, inconsolable
(no-one say anything).
No one touch me (Noli Me Tangere).
There’s nothing worse.
When the All Blacks lost to Australia in the rugby
world cup my brother Brian and I were watching it in
a Melbourne pub. So was Richard. My brother and I
jumped out the window. Richard turned around and
we were gone.
When the All Blacks lost to France I was in France.
The teams were in Wales. Go figure.
There were a million people squashed in a square,
watching the game projected in front of the Hôtel de
Ville. They had put team jerseys on the statues. One
was by Laurent Marqueste (France), the other by Jules
Blanchard (New Zealand). They were allegorical
figures of art. Classic.
I will never forget that.
Before half time the All Black’s went into their shell.
They were still ahead but I saw the writing on the wall.
We ran back to our hotel to watch the horrible –
inevitable end.
I’ll never forget that. I was silenced.
Dumb life at her stupid work.
When I walked into Richard’s studio I recognised
that feeling writ large – from all sides. The
figures in the paintings looked like statues. They
reminded me of those painted statues in their
painted niches in Padua.
Giotto’s Wrath, Envy, Despair and Inconstancy –
all standing together like a reunion of ghosts.
I could see that feeling in these faces, painted.
I could see it in the painted limp bodies; in the
fallen figures and in the faces looking skyward for
some (impossible) salvation.
I could smell it in the paint.
Losing enameled.

Lewer’s paintings are a bit like crime scenes.
They reek of an ugly event and of
lasting damage.
We have a group of regulars who go to watch the All
Blacks projected at the pub. When we lose I tend to
look first at the others in our group who used to play.
They know what it’s like I guess. It’s a bit like a Victims
of Crime support group. We win most of the time of
course, but that only makes it worse when we lose. I
know it’s all a bit pathetic. Losers like us should just
get over it – get a life, and all that. It’s just a sickening
feeling players and fans share like a virus.
If you don’t catch it you’re not really into sport.
That’s okay (for you).

... not losing
The other (unseen) side of these paintings.
When the final whistle blows, or the siren sounds,
you often hear the winners say that what they
mostly feel is relief.
I suppose this means then, that they must have
been more worried about losing, than they are
now excited about winning.
That feeling passes of course, and the
celebration can begin.
There’s nothing better – until next time.
I asked Richard if he wanted to come to Sydney to
watch the All Blacks play against Australia with me.
He said he couldn’t think of anything worse.
What if we lost.
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