The crisis at UNESCO is
symptomatic of a general global crisis
that can be read in 2 number of ways.
Most obviously, it's part of a
challenge to UShegemony by most of
the rest of the world, Secondly, it’sa
function of the contradictory mis-
sion of the organization: independent
institute and intergovernmental
agency. It's also to do, | think, with a
struggle around how to interpret
post-war history. The balance of
power at the UN shifted in the 60s as
a result of decolonization, It was the
moment, in Sartre’s words, when the
natives became human beings. A new
politics of resistance emerged
everywhere in the world, not least in
the very colonial nations themselves.
The attack on UNESCO today ought
to be read, in part, as atrashing of the
60s, and as an attempt to reverse the
cultural and political gains made here
and elsewhere in those years. To be
fair, those liberatory moments were
often accompanied by systematic
corruption and militarization, as well
as by the entrenchment of neo-
colonialist institutions like the
International Monetary Fund.
UNESCO by no means stands outside
of this ambiguous and paradoxical
history. It is a centralized, hierar-
chical and bureaucratized institution
too often committed to large-scale
projects that do little other than rein-
force dependence on first world
capital and expertise. There's not
much attention given to what’s
sometimes called the fourth world—
nations within nations, tribal and in-
digenous cultures. Neither is there,
as far as | can tell, any recognition of
the limitations of development and
growth themselves, '

But then again, UNESCO is pro-
bably not the place to look for the
kind of autonomous politics I'm talk-
ing about. | still think it's important to
defend the tatters of liberal institu-
tions (and states) that remain, to
refuse the language of the market-
place (if only, Reagan must be think-
ing, UNESCO could be made to turn a
profit, like the Los Angeles Olym-
pics). At the same time we have to
continue to invent other public sites
of political struggle altogether. What
i liked about the information and
communications debate at UNESCO
was that it named a terrain of
resistance that doesn't recognize na-
tional boundaries—ijust like capital
itseif.
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Artists and cri-

tics tend to assume that meanings and
intentions can be simply ‘read off' a
work or its description. But to
ascribe to David Tornas' recent work
Behind the Eye Lies the Hand of William
Henry Fox Talbot such a univocality of
intention would be to contradict the
work itself. Tomas' exhibition can be
understood as marking 2 moment of
uncertainty for such a collaborative
position, a position that would leave
unsolicited the relation of the work
and its ‘criticism’. | will therefore
consider in some detall the problems
and issues that his work raises in
order to try and draw out a few of
the unchallenged assumptions of the
dominant view on art and photo-
graphy. If | now proceed to do that
which | have prefatorially warned ag-
ainst—describe the work—it is be-
cause, like Tomas, | too wish to con-
taminate the very thing that {am deal-
ing with. For after all, to review a
work, like reading a dream, is always
to try and give it a sense and place—
a secondary revision that Tomas’
work would seem to want to ob-
viate, or at least to defer. But if l am
to move at all, | am, despite my suspi-
cions as regards the interest of such
an operation, cobliged to employ a
descriptivemodel.

Moving in and out of the galleryisa
(child's?} train on tracks: a bridge that
joins the inside of the gallery to its
fenestered extremities. There are
video and photographic cameras, TV
screens, a strobe that flashes inter-
mittently and mirrors that are placed
on opposite sides of the gallery. A
variety of texts are inscribed on the
walls and mirrors and there are
others on the window which can be
read from the street. Historical char-
acters and anonymous and imaginary
personalities mingle freely in this
dense intertextual space: onone text
Mayakovsky and Vertov exchange
views on the Kino Eye, addressing me
as third term, as cinematic spectator
perhaps. There are impossible
meetings, not to mention readings:
Fox Talbot 'sits' next to Vertov; !
read about ‘Talbot the man’ from a
text that is letraset onto one of the
mirrors. This text is taken from a
coffee-table book on Talbot by Gail
Buckland who took an early calotype
of Talbot's hand to a palmist in order
to gain some insight into Talbot's per-
sonality. Here and elsewhere in the
exhibition there seemstobeatroubl-
ing insistence that the faith we have in
our readings of images is problematic
and blinding, an insistence that runs




