
 

When me and Alfie worked on the 2020: tender feelings show, accessibility was a prevalent 

conversation, albeit a naïve one. We wanted to take advantage of the fact that the internet was 

so widely accessible and allowed a versatile range of formats, and I had a specific interest in 

virtual environments.  

 I spent a stupid amount of time in Unity designing the space, rationalised by the logical thought 

that 'anyone' could technically enter the space and view the work. It took me about 2 days to 

realise that VRChat was not compatible for Macs, but for some reason this didn’t make me 

change my direction. The central concept was accessibility, and the permanence of building a 

world on a social platform felt really important.  

So those conversations on accessibility dissolved away. Indeed, if what I was doing couldn’t be 

viewed on a smartphone, how accessible was it, really? If it wasn’t on a website, then how would 

people care enough to seek it out? But then, if it was accessible, how would it also be immersive 

enough, or socially engaging in the right way? 

If the goal was to make something accessible, I failed miserably. As it stands the world has only 

been visited 4 times, two of those were me. None of the artists were able to see their work in the 

show and if I’m honest, I felt so embarrassed that I didn’t even send screenshots to most of 

them.  

That 5 weeks of daily work wasn’t worth it, regardless of if those 2 people had a fucking mind-

blowing gallery experience. It was terrible.  

My digital world is still live and accessible, but the concept surrounding it has crumbled 

completely. 



 

As our digital landscape expands, it deteriorates in many ways, and on the obscure fringes 

there’s a lot of things you’re unable to understand or process. When you travel 12,500km in 

Minecraft you enter the Far Lands, where chunks don’t load correctly anymore, and the terrain 

generation starts to fail. The idea of permanence in virtual spaces is initially exciting, before you 

realise that permanence is a hollow existence. I think of Jon Rafmans’ videos in Second Life, 

where he walks through these desolate worlds created by people, interviewing a fellow artist / 
researcher. Those environments were built from nothing, designed to be immersive and 

designed to be lived in, and there are thousands of them just lying empty, hosted on a server in 

America.  

It’s the same in VRChat- everything is uploaded by users. Maps and character models, including 

their unique functionalities, are all developed by users and shared through a sort of virtual 

word-of-mouth, where other players click on your avatar and copy it. Being in VRChat is 

indicative of how it feels to live in a world where attention is the most valuable currency.  

 

In my quest to make the virtual gallery I was frequenting VRChat worlds and power-gaming my 

way to gain social clout, as you had to be a ‘trusted member’ of the community before you could 

upload anything. This meant you had to spend time in-game, amass a friends-list, and not get 

muted/kicked by other players. (just like real life). I would go through, talk to people quickly 

and add them as friends, moving on to the next circle, like I was the hottest-shit curator at the 

hottest and shittest exhibition in LA. I hoped to find some semblance of the fine art world within 

VRChat.  



 

 

Incidentally I met a lot of people who utilised VRChat for their hobbies in game design or 

software development. A lot of people were trying to make money off their Unity talents. I 

talked to Tsuna, a mapmaker and developer, and he told me he has received $600-$2000 for 3D 

modelled worlds, commissioned by people who wanted to host online D&D campaigns, amongst 

other things. (the $2000 map commission fell through.) These developers all frequent Discord 

channels where they share resources, and I joined one, only to realise that their software 

development talks were consistently going over my head.  

I slowed down my VRChat speed run and I started engaging with the people I was meeting. I met 
an Australian who was talking about the wildfires, because they were still burning at that time 
in January. She blamed the green party banning the process of ‘backburning’, which allowed the 
fire to spread more so than other years.  

I met a drug dealer from the Netherlands, appearing as Olaf from Frozen. He had a goofy avatar 
and a similarly goofy voice, which he was aware of. He would mention his time spent slipping 
into selling hard drugs and becoming addicted to them, and time in a juvenile detention centre, 
but each time I pried for information he kind of shrugged me off. 

This is where I got a bit lost in the sauce, for lack of a better term, and I didn’t ever go back. I 
don’t know why this experience was different than others. Maybe because there was so much 
gravity to the conversation we were having, it felt important, like I was being let into 
somebody’s personal history. Maybe because I never heard a “oh, but I’m doing much better 
now…”, I never got that sort of human closure. It was like he left his door wide open, and I 
walked all the way through his house, up the stairs and then climbed out the bathroom window 
by accident.  

It's hard to glean a sense of authenticity or ownership in these conversations because the 
pseudo-anonymity blurs the whole experience of sharing personal expressions & opinions. How 
common is it for people to embellish their stories or their judgements when they don’t have to 
deal with any long-term consequences? Are these consequences a result of shaming other 
people, or shaming ones’ self? Do we have much need for these consequences in the first place if 



they hinder free expression, or do they form a discipline that enables a more acute form of 
expression? 

 

Is it safe to assume he wasn’t telling the truth? My moral obligations tell me that no one would 
roleplay a drug addict for jokes, but then, I was sat around a coffee table with a skeleton and 
Pingu wearing an Ushanka, so maybe all my real-life obligations were on hold. My immediate 
response was one of empathy, but ‘GCG_Cracks 1d51’ wasn’t demanding that from me at all. 

If I’m looking into the eyes of Olaf, how does that affect my responses to the things he's saying? 
Perhaps I should assume he has picked a novel character because he wants to be perceived in a 
novel way, or he wants to attract similar people looking for meme-able interactions. I want to 
take him seriously, ignoring the irony of a snowman sat next to a fireplace*, because the things 
he's saying appear authentic, and I’m looking for human connection in a virtual environment. 
Perhaps it's cathartic to relive troubling experiences in a simulated conversation to challenge 
them, proving they do not define a person, or hold any innate power over how a person chooses 
to direct their life. I don't know, because he didn't really explain anything. I lost connection and 
the room became empty, and when I returned, Olaf was gone.  

Drug Dealer Olaf from the Netherlands seemed completely free. This prevalent sense defined 
my experience in VRChat. There’s a lot of writing online about virtual reality and its use in 
therapy. In my experience, virtual simulations always facilitate a heightened sense of awareness 
and introspection, and that’s something really special.  

 

*Of course, everyone knows that heat could destroy Olafs’ mortal form but not his spirit, as Olaf is a kind 
of Tulpa created by Elsa and Anna while Elsa was realising her magical abilities at a young age. This is 
highlighted in Frozen 2 where Elsa loses her magic and Olaf physically dies and dissolves into a cloud of 
snowflake-dust, only to be brought back to life at the end of the film, much to everyone’s joy. Here is a link 
if you would like to read the Frozen Fandom Wiki page and continue to learn about Olaf lore. 

 

https://frozen.fandom.com/wiki/Olaf

