
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Timothy P. Kerr Memorial Show 

Tim Kerr was a selfless man. Many people met him and came away from their 

encounter to utter variations on a similar sentence; “he never really had a 

presence”, “it is as if he wasn’t there”, “it was like I was talking to myself.” If such 

a thing is possible, I would go as far as to say he was so selfless, so 

disconnected from any comprehension of himself or himself as an artist, that we 

were the only things truly present. That in a funny way, we were him. To be frank, 

his death was a good thing, because what his audience thought of him was 

always more important to him than his depth and integrity as an artist. In his art 

we can see an artist not really functioning, not making anything. It is as if, in the 

end, we are painting the picture for him. He was lazy, but because of that he was 

infinitely lovable.  Friends would often complain that they felt they had to fill in the 

gaps in stories and pictures he spoke of or made art about. Sometimes to be his 

friend was an infinitely lacklustre experience.  

Kerr made pop art, but importantly a pop art that has changed irrevocably from 

the past, one that is particularly pertinent and aware of this change. Interesting, 

his work was not based in pop’s traditions of unlimited material consumption, but 

more rightly in its other genre characteristics, namely a distinct lack of pictorial 

content, a focus on popular imagery (interestingly here derived from the internet, 

not a conventional pop ‘source’), in essence a lack of substance in general. All 

these assisted in creating a remarkable sense of flatness in his work, a 

characteristic that is normally disassociated with video art. Thus the question that 

begs to be answered here when considering his work was ‘What am I 

consuming?’ It was not a material consumption but rather an immaterial one, a 

sort of virtual consumption. 

This is confirmed in the body of work that Kerr has left behind, now conveniently 

brought together in this exhibition to celebrate posthumously his artistic legacy. 

Clips such as You know how I feel about money (1998) and Little bunny FU FU 

(2005) depict entirely nonsensical subject matter. Both barely last ten seconds in 

length. You know how I feel about money is a short clip of Kerr’s face nearly fully 

covered with pegs clipped to his face, a random audio clip of dialogue plays over 

the top. Little bunny FU FU has a still image of a homeless man with a bulging 

beer gut with an audio recording from a nature documentary playing in 

accompaniment. The elements that construct these works feel alienated from 

each other, disconnected from any relevance. Often the clips presented feel as if 

they were a hastily made video that could be discovered on You Tube. Kerr’s 

work feels similar to these fads, the production of an empty ‘product’ whose true 

nature is hidden behind a nonsensical sense of humour, as if to distract us from 
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the realisation that what we are watching is giving us nothing in return. One can 

never escape the feeling when watching Kerr’s work that they were the intentional 

beginnings of a ‘meme’, an Internet fad almost always powered by a random, 

twisted sense of humour that becomes a language in the sense that it cuts out the 

‘uneducated’ viewer who is not in on the joke. To be popular on the Internet you 

must be in possession of a sense of humour. 

It was always tempting to fill the space of these works with intellectual justifications, 

to read the images and their accompanying audio as suggestive of some sort of 

deep intertextuality. Yet this amounts to a disservice towards what were, and still 

are, simple yet effective works. Kerr’s talent lay in realising the utter absurdity of his 

work, the humour of it, and importantly coupling it with an understanding of the 

shifting grounds of where popular culture now exists and the defacement of the 

visual arts through this process. The feeling that surely something is gained by 

looking at these works compels the viewer to attempt to construct some meaning 

without considering that the message itself lay in the reliance of the viewer to begin 

this very process.  

As viewers it is only necessary and right for us to attempt to bring some concept of 

redemptive ‘worth’ to these works. But there is none. Luckily however, with Kerr’s 

recent and tragic death, we can now claim the delusions we attach to his works as 

the truth more easily, convinced emphatically that our opinions and wild, deluded 

connections were right. It appears finally that just as the virtual corridors of the 

Internet are increasingly user-generated, so to is the work of Tim Kerr.  

Tim Walsh 

 
 
 
 
 
“Few people make a successful career out of contemplating death and suicide. 
Fewer still approach the subject with the genuine ebullience and elegant despair of 
the prolific, criminally under appreciated artist Timothy P Kerr, who shot himself in 
his Union Square apartment in New York this December past. Kerr was a seminal 

figure in the “Nude Wave” scene, the iconoclastic 1960s movement that earned him 
artistic pedigree and popularized the term “your an idiot.” His work “toaster gloves” 
and “Pee is my middle name” are both considered contemporary masterpieces, 
along with his greatest work, “On the wings of bums and losers” a beautiful, dark 
meditation on the power and limits of transcendence through art. Timothy P, we 
shall certainly never forget you.”  - Anonymous 
 
“Above all, he was. And that’s why we loved him. We will all miss you Tim. 

Ps Thanks for your vote.” - Kevin Rudd 

“I think this memorial should be a joyful one, and not mournful one. We, after all, 
have to keep in mind who we are here to celebrate, and what he would have 

preferred. I hope somebody will speak today of the specifics of what Tim 
achieved as a artist, but all I can do today is talk directly to my friend, my mate, 
Tim.” - Anonymous 
 
“Anything for him but mindless good taste. And that’s what I’ll always remember 
about him—apart, of course, from his Olympian extravagance. He was the prince 
of bad taste. He loved to shock. In fact, Kerr, more than anyone I knew, 
embodied and symbolised all that was most offensive and juvenile in Boxcopy. 

And his delight in shocking people led him on to greater and greater feats. I like 
to think of him as the pioneering beacon that beat the path along which fainter 
spirits could follow.”  - Anonymous 
 
“We have lost a great Australian, and a great man. And I have lost a dear friend. 
In his lifetime Tim Kerr was such a cheerful and invigorating presence that it was 
easy to forget what daunting historic tasks he set himself. He sought to mend 
Brisbane’s wounded spirit, to restore the strength of the free world, and to free 
the slaves of communism. These were causes hard to accomplish and heavy 

with risk. 
 
Yet they were pursued with almost a lightness of spirit. For Tim Kerr also 
embodied another great cause - what Arnold Bennett once called `the great 
cause of cheering us all up’. His art had a freshness and optimism that won 
converts from every class and every nation - and ultimately from the very heart of 
the evil empire.”  - Anonymous 
 

“Almost twenty-five years prior to this day, an event significant to our lives took 
place. Timothy Phillip Kerr drew his very first breath, and thus, the journey into 
life began. Throughout his life, Timothy, although possibly oblivious to this, has 
touched the lives of many. You may all have known him to be an articulate man; 
alert, wise, and knowledgeable, but the Timothy I have come to know in the short 
period of time that we were friends was a man of The Arts; creative, clever, 
independent, calm, courageous and witty.  
 

Unlike many of us here today, Tim was never afraid to speak his mind. He voiced 
his opinions truthfully and always gave honest feedback. This is without a doubt, 
the character attribute I found I most loved about Tim - not to mention the way 
he'd often disregard his mortality after his sixth beer. 
 
He became more than just an acquaintance, more than just a co-worker. Tim 
became a friend, one of whom I could see many would turn to in their times of 
need, one of whom would be the shoulder to cry on when times were rough, one 

of whom would tell us to stay strong and positive throughout this extremely 
difficult time. 
 
Although his physical presence has been taken away from us, his spirit and the 
many memories in which we have shared with him will forever remain. 
Rest In Peace, beloved Timothy.” - Thuy- Vi 


