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Does Daniel Crooks need to be introduced to an Australian audience? I
doubt it. Especially if I'm to believe the Christchurch Art Gallery, who've
positioned him as an ex-pat wonder-kid, whose popularity abroad is tellingly
asymmetrical to his relative anonymity among his native audience. Construed
as a mid-career survey, 'everywhere instantly' promises not exposure for
Crooks, but enlightenment for his New Zealand claimants. Operating like the
posthumous exculpation of Len Lye as New Zealand art icon (from whom
Crooks imbibes the onus of experimental film pioneer). the show offers up
Crooks as that emblematic 'contemporary' artist in a moment of communal
celebration. So of course there's the high-gloss publication cementing a
historical lineage that stretches through futurism's idealisation of fluidity and
speed, right back to mannerism's elongation of form. But such affirmative
accreditation is more than likely to be enacted through an art experience that
shifts from safety-net decor at the entrance to a backroom unveiling of a
universal mystique, which places Crooks in that archetypal 'experimental'
mould as revelatory artist for our age. Throw in wall texts which not only
explain away the work, but also, in deploying a fractured typographical layout
and luminous fonts, sanitise the special-effects splendour of Crooks's practice
as an innovative triumph of albeit modest means. But populism isn't a crime,
and besides, I can barely think of a better accompaniment for Crooks's sensory
backtracking before the carcass of Paul Virilio's terminal despair.

Taken from five distinct suites of video work, the show begins in the rear of
the gallery's main foyer where, beside the entrance to Crooks's chamber, two
monitors show work from his 2007 'Imaginary Object' series. Rotating on their
axis, these two objects tease like merchandise, becoming evocations that
candidly promote speculation as prototypes for mantelpiece decor. Converted
by this ornamental triumph, their silver-mulch colouration heightens their stilted
motion to concoct that familiar look of sci-fi sterilisation. Such sedate appeal
works perfectly to offset the discomfiting sounds spilling from Crooks's
exhibition chamber as the fun fair's hall of mirrors.

Inside, bracketed off, is a cubby-hole holster where Static no. 70, 2007, is
showing on a monitor. If you're not sidetracked by this 'eco-sublime' of waves
spilling as an entropic mass, then the first work most people see is the
centrepiece of the show, Train no. 7, 2002-08. Spread across seven
projections, the work - all thirteen metres of it - is an impressive locus for the
show, especially if you can get past the cramped viewing conditions. Then

again, this could have been a strategic mimicry, mirroring the bustling train
platform and commanding from its audience that transitory shuffle so ordained
by such a flourishing body of criticism. Though, given the impatient and
frustrated bottlenecks, I doubt the audience really appreciated such coercion.

Two square rooms break off from the claustrophobic projection of Train

no. 7. In the first, three similar works, Pan no. 2, Pan no. 4 and Pan no. 5, all
2007, are shown as immersive (almost) floor-to-ceiling projections. These show
three distinct street-level views of urban congregation zones which Crooks has
orchestrated as spatial time-based simulations of everyday life as anomalous,
spectacular moments of fluidity. In the other room, Static no. 9 (a small section

ofsomething larger), 2005, played alone, splicing its documentation of
pedestrian endeavour into ribbon patterns. Coupled with its soundtrack, which
sources and reconvenes so-called number stations (radio frequencies which
play seemingly random sounds but actually serve as a basis for coded
languages to be embedded in), the work alludes to a potential revelatory
awareness of the patterning of human behaviour as an organic dynamism
similar to the hive behaviour of bees. Such universal appeals seem ready-made
for the globalising impulses of contemporary society, especially transnational
capital flows. Nothing seems to epitomise this more than the fact that Crooks's
fractured ribbons accentuate designer watches and shoes as distinctive,
necessary items. As a pattern, especially as a universal pattern, this would only
reinforce the manipulative rites of consumer society, whose lifestyle pledges
demand adherence lest one risk becoming despondently immobile.

Troubling in 'everywhere instantly' is the way the exhibition leverages
David Pagel's suggestion that Crooks 'gorgeously' transforms the 'mundane
reality' of quotidian experience. Here the show seems to forget the very point
of Michel de Certeau's championing of the everyday as a vigilante
interrogation within the anonymity of the city-multitude. Pagel's description
may capture the voluminous speculation of Crooks's innovations within
cinematography, but it does nothing to account for the risks he takes in
trivialising that miniature through his use of spectacle. Given how keenly the
work could respond to the condition of an age of telecommunication, this
seems a shame.
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