
CLANGER
Baden Pailthorpe

1 May — 
22 June  
2018

Published on the occasion of the exhibition  
Baden Pailthorpe Clanger at UTS Gallery
1 May — 22 June 2018 

Supported through the Synapse program delivered 
by the Australian Network for Art and Technology and 
UTS Sport and Exercise Science in association with 
the Copyright Agency’s Cultural Fund.

UTS ART acknowledges the Gadigal People of the Eora 
Nation and the Boorooberongal People of the Dharug 
Nation upon whose ancestral lands the university now 
stands. We would also like to pay respect to the Elders 
both past and present, acknowledging them as the 
traditional custodians of knowledge for these lands.  

Copyright © UTS ART, 2018
ISBN: 978-0-64-813543-2
Published by UTS ART 
University of Technology Sydney

UTS Gallery
UTS Building 6 
Level 4, 702 Harris St  
Ultimo NSW 2007
 
Monday–Friday 12–6 
Saturday 12–4 
Free Admission

art.uts.edu.au 

      utsart 

      utsart 

      uts_art

Left (top & bottom):  
Baden Pailthorpe, Clanger 
(longitude, latitude, velocity), [detail] 
2018. 36-channel video installation. 
Infinite loop. Courtesy of the artist 
and Sullivan+Strumpf

Far left (top):  
Tracked Swans Player GPS data 
captured during the 2017 AFL Round 
23 Swans v Carlton game

Far left (bottom):  
Tracked Carlton Player GPS data 
captured during the 2017 AFL Round 
23 Swans v Carlton game 

Overleaf left:  
Point Cloud 3D render  
of the SCG (artist supplied). 

Overleaf centre:   
Baden Pailthorpe, Clanger (longitude, 
latitude, decibels), [detail] 2018. HD 
video, 4.1 channel surround sound. 
06.30 mins. Courtesy of the artist 
and Sullivan+Strumpf.  

Overleaf right:  
Baden Pailthorpe, Clanger 
(longitude, latitude, velocity), 
[detail] 2018. 36-channel video 
installation. Courtesy of the artist 
and Sullivan+Strumpf

Right:  
Baden Pailthorpe, Clanger (longitude, 
latitude, decibels), [detail] 2018. HD 
video, 4.1 channel surround sound. 
06.30 mins. Courtesy of the artist 
and Sullivan+Strumpf.  



The Rules of The Crowd

It was September 25, 2010, and the crowd was 
silent. I was at the AFL Grand Final for the first 
time in my life, there, hopefully, to see my team 
Collingwood win the premiership cup. It was a 
hard-fought game that had seen the Magpies on 
top by a razor’s edge until the final quarter, where 
our opponents St Kilda seemed to will themselves 
into ascendency. Finally, the ball bounced through 
for a St Kilda behind in the 30th minute of the game, 
tying the match at 68 points apiece. The siren blew, 
and no song played: the 2010 AFL Grand Final was 
drawn in stunned silence.

For all that is made of AFL crowds as collective 
beings of volume and amplified emotion, I have 
never felt more aware of my place in a crowd than 
in that moment of silence. Strangers looked at 
each other, unsure of what would come next and 
unbelieving of what they’d seen. The players on the 
field simply collapsed in place, too spent to stand, 
and too numb from the sudden suck of atmosphere 
to act. It takes a great moment to quiet one hundred 
thousand people. Here was a vacuum that, in its 
silence, reminded me of the power of the crowd.

For those who attend them, AFL matches 

are volumetric masses of bodies that play by 
competing rulesets. First, we have the players 
on the ground, who improvise and flow around 
complicated protocols. AFL is a game of freedom 
in open geography: the earliest matches in the late 
1850s were played in the massive paddock where 
the MCG is today, encompassing a ground of some 
800 metres, and 40 players per side. The paddock 
also contained some enormous gum trees that 
blocked both the spectator’s view and sometimes 
also the path of the ball, which players were happy 
to see bounce off trunks from time to time. Today, 
despite being a corporatised, professionalised 
sport, the sheer space and unpredictability of AFL 
means it still lacks the focus on intricate, pre-set 
plays found in soccer or rugby. It is improvised 
performance, bound by a complex ruleset of 
disposals, ball bouncing, lawful tackles, stoppages, 
and imagined and fast-moving ‘protected zones’ 
where players can and cannot move. It is difficult 
to capture this broad complexity on detail-oriented 
broadcast television, but watching AFL live in the 
stadium means watching a highly-trained mass of 
bodies, improvising in strictly regulated ways. 

Nonetheless, putting individual acts aside, how 
can one read a crowd? Sometimes, AFL crowds are 
stage-managed by teams. They are primed to roar 
at the right moment via the lifting of a premiership 
flag from last year’s successful campaign, or the 
ritualistic pre-siren running through of the club’s 
sloganised and sponsored banner. Richmond has in 
recent years recruited pre-match taiko drummers; 
Collingwood on the other hand plays recorded 
chants to live crowds before home matches, in the 
transparent hope that the crowd will follow along. 
Yet the AFL crowd is hardly so predictable or easily 
provoked as to be induced into supportive, game-
changing hysterics with the flick of a switch. The 
crowd follows the ebb and flow of the match itself 
as its primary commander: a dull roar to accompany 
every potential holding the ball decision, rough 
tackle, and shot on goal. The crowd is prompted by 
the events of the match but is still unpredictable. 
How loud the boos for a villainous opposition player 
will be, when will a supporting chant begin and how 
loud and persistent will it be, and how a cult hero 
player will be selected (Hairstyle? Marking attempts? 
Physical build?) are all open questions with no real 

answer except the one formed in the unpredictable, 
erratic moment. As a mass, the crowd answers to 
nobody and impacts on all.

The crowd gives us the braying for death or 
the stilling of the blade of a Gladiatorial match, 
a democracy rendered in noise. It is emotion, 
analysis, and a kind of quasi-religious support, a 
prayer and a plea simultaneously combined into a 
single act. There is a tempo to this democracy that 
is also quite legible. The crowd unfolds in peals of 
thunder, with reports of each strike echoing around 
the ground in stages. Boos for umpiring decisions 
stagger themselves as counterpoint to the central 
theme of the ball’s path from end to end; sections 
of the crowd unite in calling out a cult player’s name 
while opposition supporters jeer; the crowd hushes 
in anticipation of a set shot on goal, building in a 
crescendo of anticipation that follows the flight of 
the ball across the big posts. Reducible to no single 
element, this is the music of a hundred thousand 
people, performing as individuals but sounding as 
a mass ensemble.

How do you begin to represent such a force? 
On television, such ‘atmosphere’ is reduced to 

ambient microphones and commentator notice. My 
youngest memories of watching AFL on television 
are those of being lulled into sleep by the steady, 
gated sound of the match crowd, so much white 
noise for tired young ears to hear. The vision of AFL 
on television is hardly any more representative of 
being there. The length of the ground itself — up 
to 185 metres long, depending on the venue — is 
impossible to capture in any meaningful sense on 
a television screen. Focal points must be picked, 
and accordingly, watching AFL on television means 
resigning yourself to the surprise of an opposition 
player arriving from just out of frame, anticipated 
by everyone at the ground but entirely unforeseen 
by those at home. A great pass can become a 
nightmare in the fraction of a second: a cheer 
catches instantly in your throat. The movement of 
players is incredibly difficult to mediate, too. The 
world of AFL videogames is one riddled with failures, 
given the absurdly difficult balance of expansive 
strategic planning and centimetre-perfect personal 
skill required by AFL: this is a game of the macro 
and the micro. Crowds too are often disappointingly 
static in AFL videogames, and recede into the 

background as simply the unimportant detritus of 
live sport. 

Instead, in Clanger, Baden Pailthorpe has 
chosen to represent and contrast both the 
movement of the players on the field and the 
intensity of the crowd. He has been able to codify 
the kind of moment-to-moment flow of emotion and 
animation by everyone present at an AFL match 
into an expressive force. Through Pailthorpe’s art, 
potency and sensation becomes representation. 
This kind of experience of the game is immediately 
inescapable for those who attend AFL, but has so far 
challenged representation: despite all of our modern 
inventions, you cannot easily take the crowd with 
you.

That Pailthorpe does this via statistics and 
data is only natural: this is the language of the 
modern game. Nothing has impacted on AFL quite 
as much as the contemporary boon in statistical 
analysis — how many interchanges have been 
made, how many kilometers have been run, what 
an individual player’s movement heatmap looks 
like, or how teams perform from stoppages is 
the Moneyball-style analytical advantage in an 

era where every team will pay big money to get 
ahead. We even have statistical fads — today, we 
focus on ‘possession chains’ where yesterday we 
looked to contested possessions as a marker of 
in-game domination. By taking this kind of data and 
turning it into representation, Pailthorpe returns this 
kind of sport analytic to the world of emotion and 
sensation. In Clanger, we feel and hear the crowd 
react to every data point as it is metamorphosed 
into organic and beautiful forms. Organic matter is 
data-fied and returned to organic representation. 
The crowd does not care about your favourite 
player’s GPS statistics, but we can see in Clanger 
just how clearly the moment-to-moment action 
translates into an affective crowd response.

The result is a representation of AFL that 
goes some way towards finally capturing and 
maybe even aestheticising the experience of 
amalgamating spectator and player in the moment 
of the AFL match. The crowd and the player are 
both organic bodies moving within structures: the 
rules of the sport as well as the social mores that 
govern appropriate crowd behaviour. As a whole 
they combine together to create an emotional, 

expressive moment that transcends any single 
point of origin or affiliation.

I keep returning to sound as a metaphor for 
thinking through the experience of AFL. Eighteen 
players per team, and tens of thousands of 
supporters — each group improvising within their 
set of rules and reacting to one another. Together, 
as a single unit, it creates a sound that is unmatched 
by anything else: the sound of unpredictability, of 
unplanned, uncontrollable action and reaction. 
It is the sound of the crowd — responsible for 
revolutions, on the stage of world history — this 
time deployed with the tempo of an AFL match 
and the strictures of professional sport. The result 
is irrepressible, volatile sound — and occasionally, 
given a rare moment of greatness, silence, too, just 
to remind you of the power of the crowd.

— Dan Golding 

The full version of this essay can be read at 
 <art.uts.edu.au>


