


given a different surface treatment—marble, wood grain, chrome—but
is otherwise akin to a newly manufactured showroom dummy in its
smoothed-over, rounded-off featurelessness. The sound track is a com-
pilation of short, Muzak-like instrumental themes that, while suppos-
edly describing a spectrum of moods, rapidly collapse into the same
homogeneity as the visuals. The work is profoundly wearying, yet hard
to turn away from.

Magic Hands and De-Employed utilize similarly debased lexicons.
In the former, a pair of white-gloved conjuror’s hands repeatedly clasp
and unclasp, each motion revealing a new object, image, or effect that
hovers in space until replaced by the next in a seemingly endless sequence.
In the latter, Bell-Smith’s animation technique reaches some sort of
technical apex, as an array of off-the-shelf special effects end every bit
of programmed or found footage in a fanciful explosion or screen wipe.
There are also subtitles of a sort, a sequence of words that gradually
form what might be song lyric mash-ups (EVERYDAY READ THE PAPER
CAN RIP IT UP AND START AGAIN). Again, each frame lasts only a few
seconds before it is displaced.

Other artists before Bell-Smith have, of course, explored the landscape
of boredom. But even if his work is finally just an update, it remains a
useful addition to the canon. Itself resistant to “expression,” it func-
tions as a weirdly compelling survey of defunct motifs that somehow
stagger on, zombielike, despite their thorough absorption into the root-
less, soulless culture of commerce. There’s an energy to the videos that
is irresistible in its sheer relentlessness, even as they worry at our unful-
filled expectation of a wonderful wizard behind the screen.

—Michael Wilson
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