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				What’s even left to say about the archive? Sometimes it feels like a topic so bloated and overexposed, that it’s redundant as a curatorial concept. 

				But during the proccess of organising FATAL CRUSH, the new experimental reading series held in the Black Box twice a semester (held by art theory staff and students), Astrid Lorange told me that she’d seen a lot of student work being produced around ideas of the archive. A few weeks later the first FATAL CRUSH event brought together a host of theorists and practitioners to witness four diverse and engaging talks on the archive by current students - and three of those students have excerpts of their readings documented in this edition, archived here for all eternity/until the day when epub files are all corrupted and illegible. It’s clear that the archive lives.

				Along with those indexical reminders of our recent ‘archive’ themed reading night, this edition is full of chicken soup for the archival soul. Gabrielle Chantiri and M.R.Lion respond to two Sydney exhibitions engaging with the archive, Matty Varnay talks to John Fries award-winner Kuba Dorabialski about the archive in his artistic practice, Ivana Jovanovic precedes Kuba’s spectrally-themed interview with a ghostly rumination on photography and the deceased, Caoife Power poetically explores concrete as a historical material and political archive, and Ellen Hewitt wonders why we’re still so obsessed with the photographic archive. 

				Enjoy. Or don’t. No one will remember you anyway. 
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				In D.W.Winnicott’s Through Paediatrics to Psychoanalysis (1958), he details Freud’s specific rules for the set up of an analyst’s room. Freud instructed that psychoanalytic work was “to be done in a room, not a passage, a room that was quiet and not liable to sudden unpredictable sounds, yet not dead quiet and not free from ordinary house noises”. 

				It feels apt as we step into Snack Syndicate’s Cold Cuts in Alaska Projects’ car park gallery space, that we can hear the sound of muted voices and cars parking and trawling for spaces. Astrid Lorange and Andrew Brooks’ work merges the gallery space with the room of the analyst to explore psychoanalysis as a discipline that regulates the body and aims to change hysterical misery into common unhappiness (to quote Freud), and make us more equipped for shitty conditions (to quote Astrid).

				Each work in the space is a reminder of the analyst’s room. A two-channel video of slow moving smoke eventually clears on a single wooden chair filmed in the gallery space that we’re standing in. Hard backed and interrogative, it’s nothing like the cushioned lounge you’d expect. It’s a little ominous and noticeably worn in at the seat, as if hollowed by uncomfortable recollections. On the adjacent wall another channel is the silent voice in the space, displaying quotes from the first season of The Sopranos. 

				On the floor in luscious folds of silk satin* is prosciutto, cut Italian style, thick and by the metre. It’s the ritual box of tissues found on the analyst’s desk awaiting emotional overflow, but it’s also Tony Soprano’s gabagool; The Sopranos’ mob boss and family man is the subject of analysis throughout Cold Cuts. When Tony binges on gabagool he faints, as the flesh triggers a traumatic memory of his childhood, in which his father cuts off the butcher Satriale’s fingers in a gory act of debt collection. When 11-year-old Tony goes home that night he sees his parents in a saucy jouissance as they cut into Satriale’s roast, triggering his bittersweet attachment to cured meats and creating a narrative that threads each of the works in Cold Cuts together.

				Traces of his story are framed in an index reminiscent of the large abstract paintings colouring the walls of the analyst’s room. Words like father, dream, melancholy and ziti (baked) are printed in fleshy opaque text, almost illegible from afar. The work becomes even bigger as we step in closer to read it, trawling the meanings and mentions of psychoanalysis and beyond. These traces of Tony’s story soften the criticality of analysis, but this by no means implies that the exhibition is devoid of 

			

		

		
			
				connecting with us. 

				We’re not merely looking at a mock set up of an analysts room, nor are we being asked to engage with our own trauma. Instead, as we walk in the space, read the text and crouch close to the gabagool on the floor, we’re witnesses to the workings of our safe spaces. If therapy is a discipline and the analyst’s room is the place of practice, then what role does the analysed play in perpetuating this discipline?

				The most explicit nod to this is the small Ultrasonic Diffuser from MUJI smoking essential oils in the corner. By no means the most salient element of the exhibition, it is potent (pun intended) in the construction of the analyst’s space. More to the point, it’s a reminder of where Cold Cuts is orienting us – towards our relationship to the world and the unconscious, and more astutely to our culture of anxiety. It’s not saying don’t go to therapy, but it’s questioning the impulse to be responsible for our anxieties, confront our flaws and sort ourselves out. 

				Cold Cuts was exhibited at Alaska Projects, 4 - 26 August 2017.

				*Scribbled coincidentally as Silk Satan during the interview.
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				Photography: Document Photography 
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				To be performed on the Dark Moon.

				You will need:

					A photograph of someone you know who has passed away (someone you have memories of)

					A white candle

					A semi-transparent cloth (to be used as a shroud)

				Before you begin, take three deep breaths to clear the space and focus your intentions.

				Hold the photograph in your hands – gently if you did not know the person, more firmly if you are still grieving. Can you feel the texture of the image against your skin? 

				Breathing slowly and steadily, conjure a memory you have of the deceased in the photograph. Choose wisely, think carefully.

				With the intent to remember and pay respect for the dead, light the white candle.

				Soften your gaze and focus on the image. Are you still playing that memory in your mind?

				While doing so, recite these words:

					With clarity and peace

					I remember who you were

					I hold you in my mind

					And in my heart

				Cover the image with the cloth. It is sacred. Keep it in a safe space.

				Blow out the candle and come back to the realm of the living. 
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				To Remember the Dead series, 2017
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				Roland Barthes writes in the seminal text Camera Lucida that ‘in order to see a photograph well, it is best to look away or close your eyes.’ When we close our eyes to photographs, we see what we can remember. And then we see what the photograph wants us to remember. With closed eyes, we are surrounded by ghosts. 

				Our photographic collections become, over time, surrogate memories – an extension of our lives and our pasts, potentialities, eventualities. The bleed of memory, in between reality and fiction, exists between the physical and virtual pages of the family album.

				If we look at images of the deceased, particularly those close to us, it is no great surprise or revelation to find ourselves thinking of them alive. There is no denying that it is extraordinarily hard to rid ourselves of these images, objects and artefacts that provide evidence of our loved one’s existence. We are haunted or cursed by them.

				Barthes theoretical premise of what makes these images crucial and affective - in his words, their punctum - exists within the subjective relationship we have with particular images. To engage with them we enter into a bargain for lost souls.

				Two years ago in late July, my grandmother had begun dying of colon cancer in her house in Serbia. Both my parents left Australia to assist her in any way they could while she died. We had a turbulent relationship, my grandmother and I, but witchcraft was always whispered between us. Before she left for Serbia, she gave me the remnants of her spell materials. Herbs, soft velvet pouches, books and tarot cards. 

				Towards the final weeks of her life I received a picture text of my grandmother. Visibly yellowed, shrunken and barely lucid, she looked nothing like my memories of her. That image became a stain, proof that she was transitioning to death. In that image she is both dead and dying all at once. Although I think about that image often, I have never 

			

		

		
			
				looked at it again. 

				Now that these herbs are bequeathed objects I look through with soft eyes. The air around me becomes heavy and full of memories. I read the labels; wood rose, hawthorne berries, oak gall - all aged and yellowed, crumbling, carefully packaged in old cigarette filter bags. Did she use them at all, I wonder? I feel her soul is in these objects and they reassure me that she still exists. But to make sure, I photographed them. I have begun now slowly sorting through these artefacts, categorising them, beginning a ritual that summons the dead.

				In the separation that occurs between the viewing and experiencing of a photograph, a memory, or an artefact, we become disassociated from sight and begin to see with another sense. Memory becomes otherworldly presences.
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				KUBA DORABIALSKI

					

					IN CONVERSATION WITH MATTHEW VARNAY

				Kuba Dorabialski is the 2017 recipient of the John Fries Award for his video artwork ‘Floordance of Lenin’s Resurrection’, currently showing at UNSW Galleries. The following is an edited excerpt of an interview between him and Matthew Varnay.
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				MV: ‘Floordance of Lenin’s Resurrection’ seems like a lament almost. How did your research into the historical record of Lenin influence the development of the piece?

				KB: Ah, good question. Well, the 20th century socialist project hits its centenary this year and the idea was that this work would coincide with that. I also wanted the trilogy to bookend hopefully with the 20th anniversary of 1989 in 2019, as that year marked the beginning of the end of the socialist project in Eastern Europe – or at least that particular iteration of the socialist project. I am Marxist/Leninist and my interests lie in sifting through the good and the bad of that project, determining what can be learnt and what can be discarded. It’s not just my project; it has been the project of most communists of all different approaches because there are discernable, tangible successes that came from the Russian Revolution. Most communists will agree that at first, up until Lenin’s death or at least until not long after, things were…it was a radical jump. [the Soviet Union] went from being a feudal state to being this post-capitalist state. Women could vote, homosexuality was decriminalized, women could buy and sell property – well not property but they could own housing. Basically everything, all the liberation struggles that Western politics pursued in the 20th century, happened in response to what the Soviet Union was doing. But like any big project, such as the birth and growth of capitalism and representative democracy, in its beginnings they had gigantic failures and tragedies and horrors and missteps. But you don’t quit walking as a child, just because you don’t run from your first steps. You keep trying until you can walk. So to get back to the question I think it’s a lament because [communism] is so easy to discard and I think a lot of people think, ‘let’s put it all in the bin and start again’, which means that you lose all the things you could’ve learnt and all the things that were incredible, revolutionary social advances – especially in Lenin’s years. So it’s a lament on that level politically but also for Lenin as a quasi-religious character, particularly as a Slavic pre-Christian idea of a deity that represents a certain thing. Like you’d 

			

		

		
			
				have a god of the spring or a god of fertility, so Lenin I think is a lovely avatar any number of these pagan gods fit, I think.

				MV: I guess with that idea of lament, I feel like the epicentre of the work is the ‘gesture’, or interpretive dance you do towards the end of the interview and I wanted to ask what was the allure of interpretive dance for you as a video artist?

				KD: Yeah right, I hesitate to call it a dance though… 

				MV: Is that why you call it a ‘gesture’?

				KD: Yeah, it’s a gesture because while researching into both 20th century politics as well as my own biography, the work is also looking at the nature of being an artist and what’s allowed to be said and what your responsibilities are as an artist to say certain things. So many forms of human inquiry are pushing at the very limits of language and that’s what you do to interrogate and depart from language. I wanted to have a look at what that would look like literally, by communicating interpersonally without the language part.

				MV: Which almost sounds like the religious aspect to it: correlating dance with something meta-linguistic…

				KD: Yeah right, right, right – 

				MV: In your previous work ‘All of them in there’ (2016), you were talking specifically about Soviet-era architecture and the ideals that are associated with architecture. I’m curious as to where this niche interest in architecture comes from. Also, with that work, how did you go about researching and finding those various buildings…even the building at the beginning of ‘Floordance of Lenin’s Resurrection’ is quite unique, architecturally – how do you go about finding it?

				KD: Yeah my interest in architecture is similar to my interest in landscape in my work. In this piece and a lot of other works, it’s placed often in pine forests, specifically non-antipodean settings, natural settings, in reference to Poland and general Eastern 
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				Europe. But architecture I guess is the flora of urban civilization… just as a pine tree symbolises the northern hemisphere’s temperate landscape, Brutalist architecture speaks of Eastern European, 20th century socialism quite specifically. It’s like a shorthand symbol for talking about a certain era or a certain place or both. And the way I find them… well there are a lot of enthusiasts for these things so you hunt around websites. ‘All of them in there’ I did all the prep work mostly through Google Earth Streetview and just going through, following leads, looking through journals old and new, working out specific shooting locations and access times - you can cover a lot of ground online. You just turn up and you already know what it looks like and you know the best place to settle. The internet’s just invaluable for international preparation.

				MV: Yeah, well I guess on more of a linguistic level, how did you develop the pan-Slavic language you used within the work?

				KD: I’ve been playing with it since I was an undergrad, like 20 years ago nearly. SBS used to be really good with international cinema, I mean now it seems to be mostly Anglophone, but it used to be every night, 9:30, a different movie from a different part of the world. In my house you’d turn it on and sometimes it’d be like this is uninteresting. But often at least you’d kind of sit through to see what language it was and my dad was kind of big on this – he speaks a few languages but it was more like ‘oh is this Danish or Norwegian?’ We’d carefully listen 

			

		

		
			
				through and everyone would try and guess quickly before the credits came on or before someone checked in the TV guide. So we got a sense of the phonemes of languages, but also of the rhythms and styles, particularly Slavic languages. There are 3 groupings of Slavic languages: the central/western Slavic languages, which Polish belongs to; the eastern, which Russian is the major model of; and then there are the southern ones through the Balkans. The pan-Slavic language kind of takes bits of distinctive elements from all of them, like in Bulgarian there’s these quite particular suffixes like ‘ili’ or ‘olo’ which sound vaguely Italian or Latin to the Slavic ear, so I kind of add that a little bit in there and there’s little bits that sound distinctly Russian, like there’s specific words from Russian and a couple of Serb words in there and Polish words. But yeah, I kind of like the idea of a Slavic speaker going in there and just being really uncertain. Funnily enough, on the opening night I met a Russian woman and she just assumed (which I love) that I was trying to speak Russian and doing it badly, which is of course how you’d interpret it. But yeah, I think mostly people assume its not a real language.

				MV: I guess my next question, coming off from that, is what was the choice to use this pan-Slavic language as opposed to your native Polish?

				KD: I think it de-specifies it. I think my sense of being Polish is almost secondary to a more general sense of being actually more rooted to a time than a place even: I feel more 20th century than I do Eastern European, and more Eastern European 
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				Kuba Dorabialski 

				Invocation Trilogy #1: Floor Dance of Lenin’s Resurrection, 2017 (video still)

				9’30’’ HD video, with stereo sound 
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				than I do Polish. And I’ve worked with Russians, I’ve travelled through Eastern Europe, there is this sense of, even between cultures that traditionally have not been considered friends, there is this sense of feuding siblings at least. And there’s proximity that comes from that and I find that quite amusing. But also within my work it takes it away from being simply biographical and more general. And I’m more interested in Slavic representation in cinema and pop culture. Y’know, the Slav is always the sleazy, greedy, working-class plumber or the sophisticated yet cold oligarch killer, like the Bond villain that’s a Ukranian gangster who recites Rilke and then slices someone’s face off with a blade. I think there’s a work in there looking at the stereotypes but at this point I’m just trying to get a pan-Slavic sensibility.

			

		

		
			
				MV: Mmm yeah that sounds good. Well, I guess now that you mention the future, what direction do you see the ‘Invocation’ trilogy going? Without giving away too many details, I was wondering if you could outline some overarching themes and maybe what sort of length the next two works will be.

				KD: One of the structural motifs is the different types of Eastern European cinema. The first one alludes to 80s Polish cinema, people like Kiéslowki, in its music. The second part, which I’m shooting in November and showing next March, is a similar length to ‘Floordance’. That one alludes much more to 70s Soviet cinema, quite specifically to Tarkovsky’s 70s work. The theme of invoking Lenin 

			

		

		
			
				as a Messianic figure will run through all three, either quite specifically or tangentially. And the last one, I don’t know how or when I’ll make it, but it will be feature length. Not for the cinema-festival-circuit but specifically to be shown in a gallery context at feature length. That will take much more of a traditional cinematic approach in terms of narrative arc and characters and things like that – I mean not exactly, but in the context of the gallery it will feel much more like cinema. And that alludes much more to southern European cinema styles, people like Bela Tarr, long slow takes and things like that.

				MV: Sounds exciting. Well, thanks for that Kuba.
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				The gods can be cruel – we find ourselves on this here planet, only to be bound by the scuba-suit of our bodies. We are limited in how we experience and navigate the world, confined to the mere five senses our bodies have refined over time. The modern archival approach, the scientific method, finds us looking smaller and deeper into understanding our bodies through processes of reductionism.

				 

				Screw reductionism. I much prefer chaos theory’s suggestion that life is fluid, dynamic and all relative to perspective – like a cloud, not like something to be broken down into smaller and smaller parts like some kind of pocket watch. 

				We don’t slice through life and gain clarity though reductionism.

				Things just don’t become clearer because they are smaller and smaller.

				We see things (see: ideas, shapes, stuff, whatever), and mud-slap it onto our pre-existing worldviews, which always grow and change and begin to reflect the world outside our flesh-prison-bodies. Artspace is currently a collection of these subjective realities.

				The Public Body .02 is an archive of tales, some older and some newer, of bodies that are, according to The Public Body’s program, ‘displaced, contaminated, insatiable and vulnerable’. It’s an exhibition of bodies that are political, poetic, and elegiac. Some are ‘struggling to free themselves from the dictates of systems’ while other bodies, bloodied and raw, lay stuffed into the open-spaced, skeleton-like gallery as tools of power and autonomy.

				Works like Tierra (2013) show the horrors of genocide and mass-graves in a darkly poetic man-vs-machine performance piece, shown against Del Kathryn Barton’s paintings of exploding vaginas. The body impacts the world. The world impacts the body.

				The exhibition is a self-consciously thorny cluster of works where the only common curatorial thesis that could be distilled down to a haiku would go 

			

		

		
			
				MY FLESH-PRISON IS A 

					CLOUD IN THE GALLERY

					A REVIEW OF THE PUBLIC BODY .02 AT ARTSPACE BY M.R.LION

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				something like;

				I am the membrane

				That separates the cosmos

				Inside, from outside

				 

				The Public Body .02 is, in short, an archive worth visiting.

				 

				The gallery space is set out like a hollow ribcage, never quite allowing a single work to sing out on its own. ‘The Cyber Feminist Manifesto’ glares at an A.L Steiner Collage, ‘Smart and Final’, which looks upon Chris Mason’s ‘Reclining Nudes’, who reject the somatic for the architectural as their bodies are as tall as they are wide. They gaze across upon ‘The Cyborg Manifesto’, who whispers to Gus Lee’s portraits that are kind-of-porn-but-not-really, and so on. We shouldn’t take this show as a collection of individual body-paradigms in a room but rather, as ways to see different worldviews shouting at each other.

				 

				I’ve fallen out of love with the idea of the archive. Being in a post-factual political era where the heartstrings of emotions are played harder than empirical fact encourages this disillusionment; it all devalues fact. Certainties and data are pledged and re-pledged until the only thing you’re sure of in historiography is that people who “approach material with a leading thought will always select material according to their thesis”, or so says Antony Beevor in Berlin. Archives are somewhat unreliable in the hands of people, which reminds me to think about the human body and how it’s they have evolved to see the world as useful, not as it (necessarily) is. Primary and secondary sources alike are melted down like a rainbow-shit-coloured puddle of Crayola’s in the sun. And from that mess we build the frameworks with which we see the world and then, ourselves.

				 

				The other reason that archives lose faith in my brain is their immutable loyalty to reductionism. The archive, as an atomised collection usually approached with the desire to find a needle in a haystack, seems to suggest in its form that we would become all knowing and wise if only we were 
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				THE PUBLIC BODY .02, 2017, Curated by Talia Linz and Alexie Glass-Kantor, installation view, Artspace, Sydney. Photos by Zan Wimberley. 
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				to understand everything at an atomic level. The Woman’s Domestic Needlework Group tried to do just that in 1975, where stitch by stitch they built up portraits of their world. But smaller pieces don’t always lead to clarity. These works, just like the show its self, need to operate as part of something bigger than themselves and even bigger than the sum of all their parts. 

				Still, each work in the show is a framework that offers us an understanding of our place in the world. This archive is powerful because it documents raw, inceptive perspectives on what its like to have, see or be near a human body. 

				I recommend it to any amongst you who has a body. 

				Public Body .02 is being exhibited at Artspace, 28 July - 2 October 2017.
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				CONCRETE FOR THE FUTURE

					ALTERING THE ARCHIVE WITH CAOIFE POWER
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				When I was little, there was grass.

				It was fenced off.

				We would stick our hands through the metal and steal the fruit.

				I liked the mandarins.

				In 2009 my house was put up for demolition.

				Rachel Whiteread called it a ghost.

				 

				Eventually the concrete cracked.

				This was a part of the process.

				Walking home.

			

		

		
			
				A CONCRETE POEM
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				I imagine the hard ground in deep and varying shades of black and grey. I am on this solid, concrete skin, being directed home. I’m on a walk around the block, tripping over the cracks in the footpath.

				This little square block is darker than the others; it’s recently been resurfaced. It leaves its mark, defining the end of the footpath and the road. The concrete is drawing and shaping where we live and what is private/ intimate versus what is public/ to share. 

				This ground is not blank.

				D A V I D drawn letters in the wet is now dry. Drawing attention, details, the illusion of dominance… Man’s hard edges this footpath contains and gives space to the illusions of knowledge and ownership. 

				More history of concrete and m a n –sky’s scraped, concrete jungle, new materialism, minimalist, grey, art. Minimalism was supposed to be the world in its purist form. 

				Art to find the truth. They told everyone else the world is a void. Inspiration that takes up the entire room. A single slab. A defined line. A monument. A moment-

				too high to see.

				I look up at the sheer scale of the buildings as they cast their shadows over me. The remains of the raw Brutalist Architecture to save my city from its smell. Squares on squares on squares. Inexpensive construction. This is my visual hierarchy; my man-made man. 

				From below: a yellow stain from last night. Another colour. Paint in the pavement where a boyfriend did a piss (or a dog). 

				Or an ant slowly covering its tracks, moving with my eye, inside and out. Each time I walk past the cracks they are changing. Growing bigger. Increasing. The earth is moving.

				I am wishing for a new perspective, for my voice to be played over the fuel, burning and echoing. A panning shot that removes itself from the intimate action. Inserting myself in the landscape, so I can get posted on instagram. 

			

		

		
			
				Points where we touch, outer and cyber and inner worlds, the aesthetics for the future. Like a horizon line, where the concrete holds the necks of the trees. A flattening of what lies beneath. Plastered to hold. 

				Tensions rise.

				Concrete is always breaking. Tree roots lift, a rippled surface. I loose my balance. Eventually the trees along the street lift so much they start to fall, raising the concrete within its roots before it lands onto a parked car. Demolition. 

				When disasters happen we like to cover it up. Layers of concrete. Removing the ground that was there before. Loosing the change and tensions and intricacies and stories of the motions in the earth. A new flat surface. A violent act of replacement. We are in control. 

				We clean the dirt, to cover it over. Each of us. A privilege in this moment to imagine such a large world and to make our mark. Marks that occupy this space. That create borders on my day. I observe them with close scrutiny. 

				The ground picks itself up in places and draws its own lines. A wound opens up and lets the air back in. 

				From this incision the silence of this scene is lost, giving space for music to arise. A sound I haven’t heard before. There is so much sound filling the curb and the street and the wall. With or without me – forming on its own – these spaces are breaking free. My structured thoughts of the world hover timelessly in this moment of flux. I understand this new reality that does not include tension in its language. 

				And I listen.

				…

			

		

		
			
				A CONCRETE MANIFESTO : 

			

		

		
			
				WALKING HOME 
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				Concrete collage on Microsoft Powerpoint by Caoife Power.
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				Re-vision - the act of looking back, of seeing with fresh eyes, of entering an old text from a new critical direction - is for us more than a chapter in cultural history: it is an act of survival. Until we can understand the assumptions in which we are drenched we cannot know ourselves. And this drive to self-knowledge, for woman, is more than a search for identity: it is part of her refusal of the self-destructiveness of male-dominated society.1 

				 --- Adrienne Rich, When We Dead Awaken: Writing as Re-Vision

				~

				In 1972, Adrienne Rich published an essay that would subsequently impact future feminist and queer approaches to women’s history and self-archiving practices. The essay, ‘When We Dead Awake: Writing as Re-Vision’ calls for women to look back at the past and challenge, re-vise and offer alternative perspectives to dominant and exclusive narratives of women’s history. Archives have constantly been renegotiated both literally and conceptually and today, the archive both in a physical sense and as a concept/idea has been approached by artists to be a negotiable medium in itself rather than taking it to be a neutral site of record. 

				In particular, the archive has been interrogated in feminist, queer and post-colonial revisions of history by engaging with alternative methods of documentary to make visible previously invisible or repressed histories. What follows is my examination of the archive as site and subject which will be investigated through archival aesthetics, documentary and alternative historiographies in the collaborative work by artist Zoe Leonard and filmmaker Cheryl Dunye. Within the work The Fae Richards Archive and the film The Watermelon Women, what is vital is their critique and use of archival aesthetics with a feminist, queer and post-colonial lens. By examining alternative and productive methods of documentary within this case study specifically through this lens, we are able to locate the archive today as being a contestable site on which investigating people’s visibility and invisibility is necessary. 

				THE ARCHIVE AS SITE AND SUBJECT

				I define archives as having been commonly understood as hegemonic systems of power and knowledge that assembles, organises and regulates information for future consideration. As such, archives are always intertwined with memory and truth claims. As a physical site, archives are often contained by museums, libraries and large institutions which are held to be memory factories or repositories. This already poses multiple problems as there is an inherent bias, level of authorship and 

			

		

		
			
				cultural-political trajectory in which certain information is and is not collected and disseminated. Here begins the problem and the desire to interrogate the archive as a physical site and more conceptually, as an imaginative and speculative space. It is here where I am interested in exploring the use of documentary aesthetics and further, explore what place the archive still holds in creating our collective cultural memory today.

				Today, the archive is a deconstructed subject. According to Hal Foster, artists that began experimenting with documentary aesthetics “sought to make physically present, historical information that was often lost or displaced”2. For Foster, it is necessary to negate the very concept and power of archival systems and aesthetics so that “gesture(s) of alternative knowledge of counter-memory”3 are able to become not only visible but acknowledged. Pursuing an approach of counter-memory and reimagining or restructuring past histories, we can begin to look more specifically at documentary aesthetics (what is taken to be visual or factual record) in relation to feminist, queer and post-colonial revisions of history and the contemporary discourse which surrounds this within art today. 

				These revisions of history have constantly been a site of renegotiation as they firmly involve an intersectional and inclusive consideration of ‘official’, collective and personal histories. The use of revision here then prompts a shift “from archive-as-source to archive-as-subject”4. No longer are archives just seen to be repositories or reliable sources of information, rather they are now taken to be a subject in itself which is able to be fleshed-out and manipulated. In this process both Leonard and Dunye, like Rich, “try to find language and images for a consciousness we are just coming into, and with little in the past to support us”5 and by way of doing so, they question the little presumed knowledge of the past itself. By extension of this, multiple feminist methodologies emerge to create a space that begins to envision futures of archival aesthetics and productive methods to documentary.

				THE FAE RICHARDS ARCHIVE AND THE WATERMELON WOMAN

				A method that is specific to this way of approaching forms of documentary is the complication between fact and fiction, the real and the non-real. Using photography and film is a common approach as they are often seen to be the token forms of documentary, traditionally held to be objective or reliable accounts of events. The fabricated biography of Fae Richards was presented as an installation photo archive by Zoe Leonard, titled The Fae Richards Archive (1993-1996), which was comprised of assembled images and texts of the hoax figure’s life. 

			

		

		
			
				RE-VISING THE ARCHIVE

					AN EXCERPT OF A LONG ESSAY ON ALTERNATIVE METHODS OF DOCUMENTARY BY JUNE MISKELL
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				Alongside this, a film titled The Watermelon Woman (1996) was produced by the Dunye in collaboration with Leonard in which these constructed photographs are used to give evidence to the life of Richards, a black lesbian actress from the 1930’s and 40’s. The documentary aesthetic and truth-like quality of the photographic image manifests as “an archival record, as an analogue of a substantiate real or putative fact present in nature”6. In the construction of not only a life but an archive, the character Fae Richards becomes immortalized as a synecdoche for the repressed agency of African-American women.

				The film The Watermelon Woman (1996) explores Dunye as she works at a video store and becomes fascinated by films from this era that feature but discredit the black actors in them. While watching the film Plantation Memories, Dunye becomes frustrated at the exclusion of a particular woman who is only credited as ‘The Watermelon Woman’ and decides to create a documentary in an attempt to find out more about her life, her relationships and the gay clubbing scene active at the time. In the acts of creating an entire fiction surrounding this figure and searching for this ignored history, Dunye engages directly with a feminist re-imagining of history that is concerned with cultural, identity and personal politics all at once. 

				Through the form of the mock-documentary ,Dunye engages with film aesthetics in an attempt to further blur the lines between taking evidence such as narration, archival footage and interviews to be fact or fiction. Given the prior knowledge that the figure of Fae Richards is a fiction, the “mock-documentary not only calls attention to the subjective and fabricated nature of documentary film and other factual discourses, but also points out that the contemporary black lesbian’s relationship to the past is as much an imaginary as a real one”7. It questions methods of memory by recreating a past that was untold but does so in a self reflexive way of appropriating methods of documentary itself. 

				The creation of the Fae Richards figure questions memory and trace within archives and the absence of such minority groups and figures from history, highlighting the importance that race and sexuality play in the visibility of women. In turn, it questions authorship and the very controlled nature of knowledge through archival systems. The archive here acts as a type of archive within the archive, revealing “photography’s entanglement with a collective history”8, specifically a history that is inexact and exclusory to minority groups and figures. It also explores the question that if Richards had indeed existed, would she have been documented into the archives of American cinema and, if so, how well? Would she have been made visible considering the politics of her race, sexuality and class? It shows the difficulty of writing such a history for black lesbian women not just in the past but also still today. As such, we are able to view Leonard and Dunye’s search and creation of the Fae Richards figure, her life and narrative as functioning as a synecdoche for black lesbian women who are largely missing from historical documentation and denied the space in ‘official’ archived narratives.

				~ 
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				1  Rich, Adrienne. 1972. “When We Dead Awaken: Writing As Re-Vision”. College English 34 (1): 18, p. 18.

				2 Foster, Hal. 2004. “An Archival Impulse”. October 110: 3-22. p. 4.

				3 Ibid.

				4 Stoler, Ann Laura. 2002. “Colonial Archives And The Arts Of Governance”. Archival Science 2 (1-2): 87-109, p. 93.

				 5 Rich, p. 19.

				6 Enwezor, Okwui. 2008. Archive Fever. 1st ed. New York, N.Y.: International Center of Photography. p. 11.

				7 Wills Foote, Thelma. 2007. “Hoax Of The Lost Ancestor: Cheryl Dunye’S The Watermelon Woman”. Jump Cut, no. 49.

				8 Zapperi, Giovanna. 2013. “Woman’S Re-Appearance: Re-Thinking The Archive In Contemporary Art—Feminist Perspectives”. Feminist Review 105 (1): 21-47. p. 30.

			

		

		
			
				Upon the act of looking back on history critically through the mode of revision, we are able to see that the archive itself and documentary materials are problematic and contestable sites that have previously denied or repressed certain histories and people. The approach to archival aesthetics demonstrated by Zoe Leonard and Cheryl Dunye, proposes new ways of thinking about and looking at documentary at large. Their collaborative practice speculates on what a more intersectional historiography can do and what archives might be like if a revisionist lens is applied. In using such a methodology, the documentary is able to be revised, refracted and reframed to not only propose archival futures but also to create an awareness of the partiality of the archive and the documentary, making visible what was previously invisible. 
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				ARCHIVE

					AN EXCERPT OF A MULTIMEDIA PROJECT BY JACLYN FENECH
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				Prologue

				Archive is a mediation of my internet journey from searching ‘Egypt’ on Google to reading an article about the internet cut off in Egypt. The work engages with archival practices by being an exploration into its ideal medium - the mega-archive of the Internet. 

				Much like an archive, the material is fragmented rather than fixed, and as such it calls out for interpretation. Although the content of Archive is barely indiscriminant, it remains indeterminant like the contents of any archive, and is presented in this style – as promissory notes for further elaboration or prompts for future materials. Archive is as much pre-production as it is post-production.

				Finally, Archive is archival since it not only draws on informal archives but produces them, and does so in a way that underscores the nature of all archival materials as: found yet constructed, factual yet fictive, public yet private. Archive is about coincidence and what is invited and what is not – an allegory of the archive, as sometimes fabricated, often arbitrary, always incomplete.

				+ 

				A delegated performance of the architecture of the internet - a space of rhizomatic gestures and activities 

				The critique of the museum as a defining discourse of the twentieth century and a spatial embodiment of Western colonialism and cultural hegemony

				Classification and representational totality in institutional spaces as well as the collection of cultural objects in museum spaces as a process of the colonial project

				The Museum as a physical and online database and by extension, the projection of the ontology of a computer onto culture itself

				Exoticism and associated mythology of Ancient societies and people in museum spaces as well as mainstream cinema 

				The binary of truth and fiction and, by extension, the subjectivity embedded into historicising information, memories, events and experiences

				Uneven access to Internet technologies in an increasingly ‘global’ information economy as well as the oscillation between the information available about Egypt and the lack of access to information by Egyptians

				The authority of the original through the shift to digital representations, which enables one to make radically different versions of the same art object which disrupts the traditional strong link between the identity of an art object and its medium

				The ability of information technology to enable emancipation of the audiences via digital mass viewership and ease of consumption, transmission and dissemination 
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				INQUIRIES

					AN EXCERPT FROM INQUIRIES BY MATTY VARNAY
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				Inquiry 1: How did that dead octopus get there amongst those mangrove roots?

				First assessment was that it came up during high tide and got left behind when tide went down. However, its large size (approx. 15cm headspan) would seem that it would be very hard to get so far up the banks as the water only raises at most 10cm up this high (maybe during king tide). Also the fact that several mangrove roots appear to have perforated the octopus (from below) leads me to believe it was dropped (this would also make sense, with the fact that all its tentacles are splayed out). It must have been picked up by a bird, had some of its tentacles pecked off and dropped (possibly due to thrashing). 

				Final assessment: mollusc homicide.

				I came back the day after and the octopus was still there, looking no more decayed. I came again the day after that and the entire octopus was gone. Did the murderer return to clear the evidence during the night? Did the octopi have a funeral? Octopi have been known to walk out of water before. Do octopi decompose exponentially between the 2nd and 3rd days after death (presuming the octopus died on the day I had found it)? Did the tide rise high enough and carry its body back out to the water? (This seems unlikely as water wouldn’t be able to dislodge the mangrove roots perforating the octopus’ tentacles). Did the molecules of its body ascend to a higher astral plane?

				(Side-note-to-self: it is far easier to theorise why something is there than why something is not there).

			

		

		
			
				Inquiry 2: How did that makeshift Gatorade bong get caught in the fork of that dead she-oak over there?

				It seems too high for someone to have jumped up there and place it (also considering they were probably high when placing it). But also it seems too far from this outcrop for it to have been surgically thrown into that fork (one branch of the fork runs parallel to the outcrop so essentially the bottle is half-hidden by the branch, so for it to have been thrown there it would have needed to have curved in). Considering they were likely high this seems unlikely too.

				However a big branch from the she-oak is half-severed so maybe someone did climb up an approx. 10-15m high tree while high. It grows from approx. 2.5m away from the base of the outcrop, so the makeshift Gatorade bong is stuck in a fork approx. 4m higher than the outcrop. Someone could have jumped from the outcrop onto the she-oak but this seems unlikely considering there are 3 smaller she-oaks growing from the outcrop which block the way and have also covered that part of the outcrop in their slippery pine-needle-like leaves (pines and she-oaks are not related however). There is however also a dead gum tree as well at this point of the outcrop which could have been used to step across to the dead she-oak with the broken branch to place the makeshift Gatorade bong in the fork of that she-oak.

				At this point I have to stop writing as my right calf has been bitten by a mosquito.

				Post-leg-scratch assessment: it is unknown how the makeshift Gatorade bong got into the fork of that dead she-oak tree.
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				WHY ARE WE SO OBSESSED WITH THE PHOTOGRAPHIC ARCHIVE? 

					A LIST OF 5 MILDLY INTERESTING EXPERIENCES IN WHICH I FOUND MYSELF ENCOUNTERING THE PHOTOGRAPHIC ARCHIVE AND SOME VAGUE REFERENCES TO THEORISTS INCLUDING ROLAND BARTHES, SUSAN SONTAG, TOM GUNNING, JANE BENNETT AND HARUN FAROCKI BY ELLEN HEWITT
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				This question has been drawing my attention for a while now, but no more so than most recently when I nodded to a fat parcel I had left in front of my housemate’s door after dinner. 

				‘There’s a parcel for you.’ 

				1. He tore open the parcel like a kid at Christmas and revealed hundreds of 6 x 4 photographs. He had decided that he wanted physical copies, instead of relying on digital storage. He had changed the state of his photographic archive, and seemed to be enjoying it a lot more than the digital version. We had the ‘ohhh look at how different I look there!’ conversation, in between giggles. 

				2. Also recently, one of my favourite artists showed me her archive of photographic material, which she has gathered over a lifetime of photographic practice. Sarah Malone’s artist archive was one of the richest I’ve encountered, exploding with memory, experience, emotion and the essence of who she was. The cupboard was almost bursting with it, leaking out of the hinges and pooling on the floor…I stifled outcry when she started writing on a one-off photo she had taken a thousand years ago.1 When she saw my expression she laughed and said, ‘it’s okay. The archive…It’s always changing.’ 

				3. Last month I left a photography book on my coffee table that coincidentally was open on Alfred Eisenstaedt’s iconic photograph of an American solider kissing a nurse in the street where the recent announcement of the end of the Second World War was clearly being celebrated. My mother sat down and put her tea cup beside it, ‘what a beautiful photo - so happy – they look so in love.’ 

				I looked over her shoulder to see what she was referring to, ‘are you sure she’s happy for that man to bind her like that and kiss her without proper 

			

		

		
			
				consent?’

				She hesitated and said, ‘oh. It looks so different now…’ 

				5. The other day at work, my boss showed me an old analogue photograph of her mother in her youth (during the 70s). While we were still looking at it and commenting on her incredible beauty, my colleague approached and showed us Instagram posts she made in 2015 on her iPhone, enthusiastically describing the event being pictured (her wedding). The comments about the beauty of the subjects and the value of the photos were identical and shared all round. 

				4. On one of my dives into the rabbit holes of internet procrastination I came across the terrifying story of Morgan Geyser and Anissa Weier, who are now being tried for murder. When they were 12 years old they stabbed their friend 19 times after reporting an imaginary man had coerced them to. This person was the Slender Man, whose fictional child-kidnapping activities were born on an online forum. Old photographs that had been edited in Photoshop revealed that Slender Man, if you looked closely enough, has actually been appearing in the background of photographs of children for years. They went viral at the time. Supposedly the two girls (who have a type of schizophrenia) took the images as historical documents. 

				Clearly it doesn’t seem to matter how photographic technology evolves, how abundant the image becomes, or how apparently meaningless or valueless an image is. We all respond to a fundamental drive to return to the photographic archive. Some of us do so by looking at our family’s dusty albums while others find themselves glued to Instagram feeds scrolling through posts they made 
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				pre-2015. 

				But why? What are we achieving in these acts? Theorists like Susan Stewart and Jane Bennett write about how objects we collect are often metaphors for something we consider very important, but are too hard to comprehend or remember. Bennett in particular shows how objects have a kind of special power over us. The parent who collects their child’s teeth, for example, does so because they want to somehow capture their child’s fleeting innocence and youth. 

				With these motives in mind we often turn to photography because we assume it gives us the truth, being the most realistic representation of reality we are capable of creating. But the photograph, intentionally manipulated or otherwise, is always a metaphor or a metonymy. Never is it fact and it definitely isn’t truthful.2 We’re constantly complaining about this in media, in history, in science, in law, in politics and in art. 

				Thinking about this gets even more wack when we introduce Ronald Barthes or Susan Sontang who not only said that photos depict people simultaneously alive and dead (wait, what?) but that photographs affect us emotionally.3 Seeing as we all feel in different ways, the truth we interpret from a photo is never the same as anybody else’s. Photos tell different stories to everyone, every day, in every place (see listed encounters). 

				But this makes photographs the perfect form of archive. In a kind of poetic way the photographic archive is as volatile and uncertain as the nature of remembering itself. It lives, breathes, evolves. It is a body of memory from the past, catapulting into the future. It is the accumulation of images that demonstrates, for us, what it means to be human - which in turn has little to do with acquiring truth at all. 

				This, in my opinion at least, is a phenomenon too seductive to ignore. And so we return, always just to see how the photographic archive might enlighten us, scare us, thrill us, betray us, or maybe remind us what it means to be us. 

				But don’t take my word for it. Your old Instagram feed is calling. 
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				Sarah Malone and her archive. Photographed by Ellen Hewitt. 

			

		

		
			
				1  It was a picture of a human heart and she was writing my name. In retrospect, I realise that this was an incredibly powerful and tender gesture towards me that I can’t accurately express my gratitude for. 

				2 The truth claim in photography was originally discussed by Tom Gunning. See also Susan Sontang, Harun Farocki and Ronald Barthes. 

				3 Google Camera Lucida or On Photography for texts.
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| The Met collection of ancient Egyptian art consists of approximately 26,000 objects of artistic, historical, and cultural
importance, dating from the Paleolithic to the Roman period (ca. 300,000 B.C.-A.D. 4th century). More than half of the:
olection is derived from the Museur's 35 years of archacological work in Egyp, iniiated in 1906 in response to
increasing Western inerest n the culturo of anclent Egypt.

Virtually the entire collection s on display in the Lila Acheson Wallace Galleries of Egyptian Art, with objects arranged
chronologically over 33 rooms. Overall the holdings reflect the aesthetic values, history. religious beliefs, and dail life
of the ancient Egyptians over the entire course of their great civilisation. The collection is particularly well known for the
0ld Kingdom mastaba (offering chapel) of Permeb (ca. 2450 B.C.); a set of Middle Kingdom wooden mode's from the
omb of Meketre at Thebes (ca. 1990 B.C.); jewellery of Princess Sit-hathor-yunet of Dynasty 12 (ca. 1897-1797 B.C.);
royal porrai sculpture of Dynasty 12 (ca. 19911783 B.C.); and statuary of the female pharach Hatshepsut of Dynasty |

paintings, most of which are copies produced between 1907 and 1937 by members of the Graphic Section of the
Museum's Egyptian Expedition

One of the most popuiar destinations in the Egyptian galleries is the Temple of Dendur in The Sackler Wing. Buit about
15 B.C. by the Roman emperor Augustus, who had succeeded Cleopatra VIl the last of the Ptolemaic rulers of Egypt,
the temple was dedicated 10 the great goddess lsis and to two sons of a local Nubian ruler who had aided the Romans
in their wars with the queen of Meroe to the south. Located in Lower Nubia, about 50 miles south of modern Aswan, the
temple was dismantled to save it from the rising waters of Lake Nasser after the construction of the Aswan High Dam. It
was presented to the United States as a giftfrom the Egyptian government in recognition of the American contribution
to the international campaign to save the ancient Nubian monuments |
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Cleopatra is a 1963 American epic historical drama film chronicling the
struggles of Cleopatra VII, the young Queen of Egypt, to resist the
imperial ambitions of Rome. It was directed by Joseph L.

Mankiewicz and shot in the 70 mm Todd-AOformat, with a screenplay
adapted by Mankiewicz, Ranald MacDougall and Sidney Buchman from [
a book by Carlo Maria Franzero. The film stars Elizabeth Taylor, Richard
Burton, Rex Harrison, Roddy McDowall, and Martin Landau.

Cleopatra achieved notoriety during its production for its massive cost
" overruns and production troubles, which included changes in director
and cast, a change of filming locale, sets that had to be constructed
twice, lack of a firm shooting script, and personal scandal around co-
stars Taylor and Burton. It was the most expensive film ever made up to
that point and almost bankrupted 20th Century-Fox
| It was the highest-grossing film of 1963, earning box-office of $57.7
milion in the United States (equivalent to $451 million in 2016), yet made
aloss due to its production and marketing costs of $44 million
| (equivalent to $344 million in 2016), making it the only film ever to be the
highest-grossing film of the year yet to run at a loss. Cleopatra later won
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@ . Egypt Cuts Off Internet and Cell Service
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Autocratic governments often limit phone and Internet access in tense
times. But the Internet has never faced anything like what happened
in Egypt on Friday, when the government of  country with 80 milion
people and a modernizing economy cut off nearly all access to the
network and shut down cellphone service. The shutdown caused a 90
percent drop in data treffc to and from Egypt, crippling an important
communications tool used by antigovernment protesters and their
supporters to organize and to spread their message.

Vodafone, a cellphone provider based in London with 28 milion
subscribers in Egypt, said in a staement on its Web site that “all

mobile operators in Egypt have been instructed to suspend services

in selected areas.” The company said it was “obiiged to comply” with

the order. Egypt, to an unprecedented extent, pulled itsel off the grid.

In a fundamental sense, its as i you rewrote the map and they are no ..z
longer a country,” said Jim Cowie, the chief technology officer of

Renesys, a company based in New Hampshire that tracks Internet
traffic.

“Almost nobody in Egypt has Interet connectiviy,” Mr. Cowie added.
“I've never seen it happen at this scale.”

In the Internet era, governments have found many ways to control the:
flow of information — or at least 1o ry to do 5o — by interfering with
digital communications or limiting them. Few governments have cut
off access entirely: Myanmar did so in 2007, as did Nepal two years
earlier. But at least 40 countries fier specific Internet stes or
services, as China does by prohibiting access to some foreign news
sources, said Prof. Ronald Deiber, a politcal scientist and director of
the Ctzen Lab at the University of Toronto, which tracks the
intersection of technology and politcs.

Onine activists inside and outside the country passed along
information about how to work around the shutdown, like using dial-up
Internet connections in other countries. Professor Deibert said that a
government that chooses to tamper with the Internet — et ajone shut
toff — incurs potentally serious diplomatic, poltical and aconomic
costs. Cilizens and businesses, he noted, have become increasingly

dependent on Internet communication and transactions, and
doubiess are putting pressure on the Egyptian government to relent|
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