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eering of Barbara Kruger, Atkins's
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khumllhrbh.hdam made objects as ‘A kind of INDigeSTION the
wmﬂﬁdﬂ. reolisotion of this empathetic foilure.” Atkins
chm Gnnﬂc Is shoving his finger down the open fistula
chlich Hsst  Inthe gut of seciety in an attempt 1o release
ums Atkins mit scinem Ansatz inachalten the hiccups of misguided social meces.
~ anf dass wir cine existenzielle Neubewer- At intervals threughout the video the
tung vornchmen. avatar pauses to perform a refrain from the
Ubersetes row Michael Millier Gilberto Serrenting poem, The Morning
Rousdup (1971): *| den't want to hear any
news 0n the radio about the weather on the
Werm, Worm, Worm Spring Mosths (2013) = weekend’ He finishes the recitation then

the main plece and title of Ed Atking’ solo
show at Isabella Bortolozzi Calerie - begins
with the parting of a curtain of luscious
comguter-animated hair to expose a fantasy
world of synthesized computer graphics.
Projected onto a large screen propped in

Beeaks the fourth wall by tapping at his
encapsulating screen, invoking a white glow.
Stuck and defeated, our long-hared avatar
s doemed 10 remain inside the videa, subject
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sattings of desktop wallpaper.

Alongside this plece Untitled 1-9 (2013),
a sevies of enlarged, black and white photo-
copy prints on MDF, perfunctorily leaned
against one side of the room and continued
on to Al a smaller adjoining space. These

creature. The varied scenes wipe across the
screen like in the online Chatroulette. In each
enviconmental context, the same avatar
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booklet form. The text is rife with doubt and
desperate longing: “And this whele thing a
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Atkins exposes the magician behind the cur-
tain. He f oy of ded
belief, as if tempting the audience with

2 handtful of gold sand, knowing that it is
impossible to hold on to.

In the back room of the gallery played
the video Poris Green (2009). Watching this
warbier work of Atkins one sees the develop-
ment of his stylized techniques. Scenes are
accented with audio cues — sounds made
by a &sembodied hand playing guitar strings
with an ancient chiseled arrowhead. Filling
the screen are panning sequences of a rain-
forest, o falling staftf of fire, the moon, shots

like 2 loose study and Is overshadowed by the
tighter Warm, Werm, Werm Spring Mouths
(2013). Thematically, the two videos werk
together in both deconstructing their own
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or Shana Moulton ~ Atkins's work sets

speak about conscicusness and mortalty.
Foe Atking, the more ‘real” he makes his work,
the more ‘dead” it becomes. The artifice of
digtal meda seems hke a masturtatory
conceptual device he uses to grapple with
conceits of perceptive experience. At »
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