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Filmmaker James Duesing calls his animation a “post-apocalyptic vision of 
humanity.” It’s easy to see why, darkly funny, cynical and profoundly unsettling, 
his films have, since the early 1980’s, given form to the millennial malaise that is 
creeping through our culture. Duesing’s techniques have changed over the past 
15 years, but his sensibility has not. Whether drawn by hand or created using the 
abstracted language of computer animation, his films are cryptic narratives which 
unfold with the logic of dreams and the speed of cyber-communications. He 
presents a world of phantom relationships in which strange hybrids of animals 
and humans communicate through fragments of conversations which often 
sound like sound bites from forgotten films or television shows. It is a realm 
poisoned by environmental disaster, cut off from nature, and populated by 
smooth operators and creepy manipulators. This futuristic landscape, which feels 
curiously familiar, is a playground for Duesing’s undeniable perverse sense of 
humor.  
  
My description may suggest gloom. In fact, Duesing’s films are far too sly to be 
somber, and the sheer pleasure he takes in invention makes the work 
captivating. Duesing revels in constantly shifting perspectives, metamorphosing 
characters and unpredictable logic. He is a master of understatement -- an 
exploding volcano elicits the comment, “This weather!” -- and probably an avid 
watcher of daytime talk shows, because his ear for relationship clichés is 
uncanny. 
  
Still, there’s no denying the emptiness that underpins all those hysterical 
transformations. In every one of his films, from Impetigo to Law of Averages, 
there’s a nagging sense that authenticity is outmoded. What afflicts Duesing’s 
characters can’t be called angst -- that is too active, too emotive a word. They’re 
incapable of coming up with a genuine feeling, because everything’s been felt 
before. And not only felt, but dramatized, so that seduction, love alienation, 
disgust, are all just memories from some movie or pop song. The opiate of 
entertainment fills these films from the cross/don’t cross street sign that doubles 
as a motions picture screen in Impetigo to the sadistic puppet show of Tugging 
the Worm, to the Law of Average’s “Big Ghost.” I guess you could describe his 
creatures as exemplars of the post-modern condition -- but it’s hard to say that 
about a thing that looks like a cross between Mick Jagger and a plucked chicken. 
  
Duesing’s films aren’t cautionary tales -- the damage has already been done. 
They’re movies for chaos-seekers -- people who enjoy a laugh on the edge of 
apocalypse.  
  
  


