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When I first encountered The Aesthetics of 
Failure, I was struck by its sheer brevity—barely 
over a minute long—yet I found myself lingering 
in its afterglow far longer than many films I’ve 
watched that stretched into hours. Lena Mattsson 
manages something extraordinary here: she 
distills an entire philosophy of life, art, and 
imperfection into a fleeting black-and-white 
meditation that feels both intimate and 
universal. It’s as if the film itself is a fragment, a 



 

shard of something broken, but in its fracture lies 
its beauty. 

What moved me most is the way Mattsson uses 
failure not as a downfall but as a form of 
liberation. In the monochrome palette, I sensed a 
stripping away of illusion, a return to essentials, 
where light and shadow don’t just illustrate but 
embody the fragility of being human. The 
absence of color reminded me that life’s most 
poignant truths often emerge from reduction, 
from what is missing rather than what is present. 
This minimalism felt like a direct invitation to 
lean into discomfort, to find the poetry in what 
has cracked or collapsed. 

I also felt that Mattsson was engaging in a 
dialogue not just with cinema, but with art 
history itself. Her background as a painter seeps 
through every frame—the imagery feels almost 
brush-stroked, each contrast carrying the weight 



 

of a canvas layered with intention. There is a 
rhythm to the visuals that borders on the musical, 
a cadence of silence and pause that lets the 
imperfections breathe. In that rhythm, I saw a 
subtle defiance of perfectionism, a refusal to 
smooth the edges. Instead, the jaggedness 
becomes the soul of the piece. 

Symbolically, the film speaks to me as a mirror 
held up to our own flawed reflections. Failure, 
here, is not depicted as an end but as an 
aperture—an opening through which courage, 
resilience, and even tenderness can pass. The 
black and white could easily be read as a 
meditation on duality: success and failure, surface 
and depth, the seen and the unseen. But Mattsson 
refuses to let us settle in neat binaries. The 
tension she creates asks us to question what we 
think we see, echoing her own words about 
perception—that unnerving moment when the 



 

ordinary is suddenly extraordinary, when what 
feels like defeat transforms into an unexpected 
grace. 

Psychologically, I think this film resonates 
because it dares to frame vulnerability as a form 
of strength. I found myself remembering my own 
moments of collapse, the times when I felt 
stripped bare, and realizing that those were the 
very moments where growth and artistry began. 
Watching this, I didn’t feel consoled so much as 
affirmed. It’s rare that a film tells you, in its very 
structure, that imperfection is not a flaw in the 
design but the design itself. 

Ultimately, The Aesthetics of Failure felt less like a 
film and more like a meditation, a fleeting chance 
to look at ourselves differently, to soften toward 
our scars and mistakes. Lena Mattsson reminds 
us that there is beauty not just in what stands tall 
and polished, but in what wobbles, fractures, and 



 

nearly falls apart. To me, that is not just 
aesthetics—it is survival, and perhaps even love. 

 


