
The rainbow flag was first used as a symbol for the LGBT+ community in 1978 by artist and activist 
Gilbert Baker, after being challenged by Harvey Milk to invent a symbol for the gay community. Since 
then, the image of a rainbow has become synonymous not only with the gay community but with 
general human principles of inclusion and diversity, and it represents a potently specific image for and of 
our community, one that is inclusive as a guiding principal, not so much tolerant of others as 
appreciative of difference. 
 
The rainbow flag featured heavily in the collateral surrounding the ‘Yes’ campaign in Australia’s recent 
marriage equality vote. In Western Australia Marcus Canning’s newly-installed ‘Rainbow’ sculpture 
appeared prominently in social media by supporters of the Yes campaign. The sculpture comprises nine 
shipping containers, arranged in an arch to resemble a rainbow, that the artist claims is a ‘universal 
symbol of hope as well as aspiration’ with ties to numerous subcultures, including ‘alternative and 
counter cultural hippy styles and aesthetics, a distinctive and ongoing element of the Freo character’. 
However, if unacknowledged, the LGBT association is an undeniable reading that many will have. And 
questions of queer appropriation aside, it is a really successful embodiment of the ‘gay’ rainbow’s 
sentiments of inclusivity and diversity, and as it opens onto the port, keeping its ties with the ships that 
pass through, it is outward facing and welcoming, things we should be in real life. 
 
Harrison’s You Can’t See Rainbows Looking Down is nonplussed in the face of all this happiness. Through 
a nifty move in deadpan, he draws a wonky equivalence between the monolithic sculpture and a cheap 
readymade in the form of a family tub of Golden Gaytime ice cream. While on one level alluding to the 
pot of gold at the end of the rainbow, establishing a mock-serious tone that deflates the ambitions of 
Canning’s sculpture, it also draws an equivalence between the two objects.  
 
Golden Gaytime ice creams were first produced in Australia in 1959, at a time when ‘gay’ could still be 
used to mean ‘carefree’ and ‘joyful’, and the term could be unproblematically used to market a 
dessert product to families, and especially children. Streets appears to be a rare example of a company 
that has chosen to live with the gradually altered meaning of the name of its product, retaining a tagline 
from the 1980s, ‘It’s hard to have a Gaytime on your own’ (did people really not see the double meaning 
in the 80s?), and re-airing a commercial from the 1980s in 2009, and recently launching a ‘Honk if you’re 
up for a Gaytime’ billboard effectively ‘outing’ another iconic ice cream from their range, Bubble O’ Bill.  
 
Through the conjunction of sculpture with readymade, it’s clear that Harrison sees both as participating 
in a type of banal capitalist appropriation of gay culture, one that perpetuates ‘gayness as innuendo’ 
tropes that gay culture would be more likely to mobilise to destabilising effect. And it’s a particularly 
banal appropriation; everything that might be genuinely subversive to heteronormative principles is 
excised in favour of a clean, shiny image of gayness.  
 
Harrison’s installation extends this through an almost brattishly aggressive gesture. The moment of the 
dropped icecream is when the reality of the perfect heteronormative family begins to unravel: children 
scream, parents lose their composure. A scene is caused. Harrison’s melted Gaytime both symbolizes 
this failure into the principle of heteronormativity, and reintroduces the bodily into it. Introducing the 
abject, indeed the scatological, in a gesture he calls to ‘faggify’, Harrison’s work gleefully besmirches 
those clean, cheerful, sexless, rainbow-adorned same-sex couples who were the public face of the Yes 
vote. In so doing, Harrison’s work playfully, but nevertheless with clear intent, questions what may be 
lost in the expanding tolerance, indeed corporatization, of non-normative identities.  
 



The gay community is one that is defined by our sexual difference. Rainbows might be inclusive but 
they’re not very sexy.   
 
  


