
 

 

this is the site of 

humiliation 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 
and then they took all of use down these 

stairs and into a damp room and it was a 

far bigger room than i thought could 

have been underneath the house. they 

lined us up in a circle and they were all 

laughing and i sort of thought it was 

funny too because what the hell were we 

doing there? then it went quiet for a 

moment and the guy with brown hair 

gestured towards me and made me take 

off my top which was fine because i dont 

mind what i look like and i am in 

relatively good shape, 



It’s sort of post-post internet. it’s a thing that says okay we know what happens when people live 
around the internet. what happens when the internet lives around people? They are totally artificial 
scenarios, usually an interaction between a figure and some sort of intrusion, be it a logo of a 
company, or a drawing of a penis; the figures are in some way distorted, abused or accused by what is 
happening on the surface of the painting. They are labelled and identified by their vices, if such 
‘entities’ can even engage in such behaviour.  The total lack of any grounding in the real world, or 
narrative structure, is crucial to allow these figures to embody a totalising void, sucking in iconography 
which purports to offer some sort of clue to their predicament, but ultimately draws a blank, engaging 
in the airtight logic created by the group staring vacantly at the viewer. 

They are nothing and yet signal towards a perverse humiliation ritual that simply must have taken 
place – did this ritual take place in the virtual or the real world? Can these figures feel pain? The 
surface of the painting is a skin, riddled with imperfections, describing a condition of total absence, 
akin to the hollow emotions that tail complex trauma. Numbness in pictorial form, with a promise of 
malice and masculine posturing. The pictures act as permanent reminders of some form of group-
related trauma, with the figures on display seemingly neither willing nor unwilling, but resolvedly 
indifferent, perhaps scarred by what may have taken place. 

The difference in resolution and content across images perhaps hints at a hierarchy of memories, with 
some events (the most pixelated) being supressed, unable to be fully rendered/recalled. The haunting, 
disfigured visage in panel 3/4 distils this nebulous unease into a garish display of bodily alteration, 
perhaps from the ritualistic abuse, or perhaps there previously, making the figure a target for 
humiliation. 

It simply doesn’t matter if this humiliation ritual took place online or in the real world. The figures are 
harmed somehow, and bear the marks of what may have harmed them (or what may have helped 
them). 

The use of artificial image generation is of crucial importance – the figures are totally synthetic, 
generated through an estimative process which describes everything surrounding them, much as 
blank spots in memory are filled in through knowledge of surrounding events. They are a mixture of 
virtual content available online, and generative content created on crude web-based software. 
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george, 

david p.  

and sex-

man 
 



 

 



 

 and so there is george, rob p. and sex-man and george says to rob p. do you know what we are 

supposed to be doing here and the sex-man makes some weird comment because he is thinking 

about sleeping with one of the attractive ladies who is at the bar because that is what he came here to 

do after all, and george and rob p. wonder what it is actually like, like what happens after the sex is 

done do they talk about what just happened or do they get to know each other or does one of them 

just leave or does the lady say o i have someone coming round or there is a plumber at the door or 

something who she needs to let in so he has to leave or do they go out for breakfast and is that how it 

starts or do they go out again because they enjoy each other’s company and the sex-man would like 

what just happened to happen again 



 

 

 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 



 

this is what 

will happen 
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