


This is a shared, free collection of ideas about Books in direct response to the Central Library occupa-
tion by After Hours festival. JCDeacux is a non-hierarchical collection of artistic thought and practice, 
which is gathered in response to a site-specific event. After the event, the organisation of this thought 
dissipates leaving only material documents and an appropriated name.

 
At this point, it is necessary to express support to the present occupation of St. Peter’s Square by Homeless 
Rights of Justice MCR.  These people have been forcibly prevented from entering this public space by G4S. 
The employment of G4S to violently oppose people from using public services based on their social situation 
is a fucking disgrace. The privatisation of the Police Force in our libraries equals to the privatisation of our li-
braries.
 
Why is this happening? And what have books got to do with all this?
 
Libraries are now working with commercial partners such as Google to Digitalise Text. Google’s ambition is to 
digitise every book ever printed. By making digitised books freely available, they ensure that no other library 
is disadvantaged and that there are as few obstacles to access as possible. However many of these texts are 
being sold back to libraries by private companies with a profit incentive. At the same time, hundreds of libraries 
(particularly local libraries) have closed in the UK under the tory government.

Social relationships to technology are mediated by a multitude of economic and political factors, which are 
being overlooked by our government. Computers have the potential to absorb all of our means of production 
into one technological model. Not everyone has the economic means to access this.
 
The Internet, and with it social media, has brought us a surge of localised language games.  Paradoxically this 
language is both specified and endlessly replicated in a stream of networked data. The power of words has 
shifted online; a meaning is maintained but lacks a material remnant. Historically we can get lost here. The 
Internet spits out discourse at an incessant speed. We forget to remember. We remember to forget.
 
Social media has undeniably helped Homeless Rights of Justice MCR gain public support. Yet in the lived 
world, a physical space for their bodies to exist has still been denied to them. Where a Facebook like can pro-
pel a public consensus it can never meaningfully represent a material human specificity.
 
We could say a meta-narrative is at work here. A hierarchy is forming in our modes of accessing information: 
A virtual reality absorbing a physical.Technological progress for the sake of technological progress. And of 
course, the idea of progress itself naturalised by capital gains. Humans do technology well. We do it best when 
it’s in our hands. When its methods of execution are put the hands of those in power, we psychologically inter-
pret technology in terms of ownership.
 
When the government stops sharing space and information with the public, and instead puts it in the hands of 
market forces we become less able to share resources with each other. When Public libraries close, the gov-
ernment have stolen our space. When Public information is sold back to us, they have stolen our history. 
 
We cant let market forces dictate the what is and isn’t necessary in life. We learn from what is already there. 
This can mean public libraries, second hand books, Books from friends. We need to keep fighting for our right 
to access public information whatever our social situation.

                          
                 

                  Rachel Margetts

Instructions for “My Books are Your Books”

 
This will be an Audio/Visual event, which uses the sensual and concep-
tual experience of books to explore issues of recording data. Two people 
are needed for this performance. These individuals will communicate 
through sound from virtual space to an embodied experience. The Per-
formance will be a live improvised experiment into how pre-recorded 
data can be used to communicate amongst people. This performance 
will take place in Manchester Central library and will consist of capturing 
this environment through live audio sampling of the space using con-
tact microphones and samplers.

Person 1: is pre recorded.
Person 2: Is live, responding to the pre-recording of Person 1 . They are 
transitioning from live acoustic sound to digital sound.
 
Use Video as a moving graphic score.
 
Part 1
 
Person 1: Play pre-recorded sounds of the library back to the room.
Person 2: Play clarinet as emotional response to books visualised.
Person 1: Sample live clarinet and play back warped.
(Listen for the slow introduction of voices and begin to prepare for part 
2)
 
Part 2
Person 1: Plays a pre-recorded rhythm using modular synth to respond 
to the layered visuals.
Person 2: Begin textural exploration of book using contact Microphones 
and record samples of Books.

Part 3
Person 1: plays pre-recorded improvisation layering recordings to build 
a digital wall of sound.
Person 2: Plays with feedback.



Graphic score for “My Books are Your Books”







Jackie Haynes



On Literature

Earlier today I read a Guardian article by Tim Lott, dated the 29th of June, 2013. The title was ‘The Magic 
and Wonder of Science’. This strikes me as part of a movement to discredit something (magic) and then 
appropriate it for one’s own purposes. (Richard Dawkins does this, too, in the title of his book, The Magic of 
Reality. He would never dare reverse this to The Reality of Magic.) Lott writes approvingly of the interest his 
daughters show in science: “…my six-year-old, Louise, now gets involved in discussions about the big bang 
versus God (she’s come down on the side of the big bang)”. 

There’s a very telling dichotomy at work here—the big bang versus God. It is telling because it is false. The 
original developer of the theory of the big bang clearly saw no such dichotomy. Georges Lemaître, the orig-
inator of the theory, of whom it would seem Tim Lott has never heard despite his championing of science, 
was a Catholic priest.

Science is championed by left-leaning intellectuals such as Tim Lott because it is seen as progressive. (It’s 
not surprising then that people wish to appropriate ‘magic’ and ‘wonder’ as properly belonging under the 
banner of science.) Later in the same article, Lott mentions in passing “the fundamental subatomic nature 
of reality”. But if the fundamental nature of reality is ‘subatomic’, then what is it that we are progressing to-
wards? Clearly, the only answer science has to give on this question is entropy and heat death. If we believe 
progress is a good thing—the kind of progress that we refer to in political and humanistic contexts—then we 
cannot let science dictate to us what the fundamental nature of reality is.

In his long essay In Praise of Shadows, Tanizaki Jun’ichiro puts forward an intriguing idea. He suggests that 
technology might have developed along very different lines had Far Eastern countries been allowed to grow 
at their own pace: “The Westerner has been able to move forward in ordered steps, while we have met supe-
rior civilization and have had to surrender to it, and we have had to leave a road we have followed for thou-
sands of years.” Thinking of the road that might have been followed had this not happened, he continues: 
“We would have gone ahead very slowly, and yet it is not impossible that we would one day have discovered 
our own substitute for the trolley, the radio, the airplane of today.”

What is intriguing in this idea is that technology, advancing as it does under the flag of science, and armed 
with all of science’s ‘objective truths’, might present cultural assumptions as inescapable universals. What if 
technology could embody different cultural modes than our current predominant mode of gadgetry arms race, 
of planned obsolescence as progress?

I think we already have an idea of what an alternative technology might be, or of what it would be focused on. 
It is already with us, though it is marginalised. 

In mystical circles, language is much derided as a deceiver. It seems to me that language is only deceitful 
when you misunderstand its nature. Language is an object in the real world. If one apprehends the real world 
directly, as mystics apparently do, then one simply has to apprehend language directly, too, as an object. It 
is not only an object, however. It is a transformative object, that is, a technology. I would like to remind these 
mystics of Helen Keller’s account of what understanding the word ‘water’ did for her. Before, she had lived 
in an animal darkness. But then, “I felt a misty consciousness as of something forgotten—a thrill of returning 
thought; and somehow the mystery of language was revealed to me. I knew then that ‘w-a-t-e-r’ meant the 
wonderful cool something that was flowing over my hand. That living word awakened my soul, gave it light, 
hope, joy, set it free!”

But the technology that does this—language—is neglected. The study of literature is seen as a ‘soft option’. 
Is not the light, hope, joy and freedom of which Keller writes the only possible basis for real human progress?
 
In a letter to his editor, J.R.R. Tolkien describes some of the ideas behind his fiction. For Tolkien there are 
two kinds of magic. One kind is “the Machine”. He explains that by this he means “all use of external plans 
or devices (apparatus) instead of developments of the inherent inner powers or talents”. The Elves, howev-
er, have a different magic, which for Tolkien is only called magic by confusion: “Their ‘magic’ is Art, delivered 
from many of its human limitations: more effortless, more quick, more complete… And its object is Art not 
Power, sub-creation, not domination and tyrannous re-forming of Creation.” 

We might have preferences of terminology here, but these could be two kinds of magic, or two kinds of tech-
nology. 

What does technology mean? It is a word with Greek roots. An online etymology dictionary tells me it refers 
to, “a discourse or treatise on an art or the arts”. ‘Art’ here, itself, means something different to what we tend 
to mean when we use the word today. It means a skill. I believe that many have commented that ‘art’ and 
‘technology’ have become divided when they were once conjoined. 

My impression is that today the word ‘technology’ is almost inseparable from the idea of electricity. I read 
that the oldest remaining building in the world is the Cairn of Barnenez, a tomb in France which dates to 
about 4,800 BC. An online article tells me that nuclear waste might remain hazardous for 240,000 years. Our 
greatest—at least in terms of how long it physically persists—cultural legacy might be hazardous waste, the 
by-product of the kind of technology that we associate with electricity.

I am tempted to dream a dream something like Tanizaki’s. Instead of dreaming of how things might have 
been had the civilisations of the Far East been allowed to develop without Western interference, I dream of 
a world (some might say a distinct possibility) in which all the technologies related to electricity have been 
lost. Much of the culture produced by these technologies is now inaccessible, too. The compact discs cannot 
be played. The films cannot be watched. The hard drives cannot be read. And so on. Printed matter remains; 
this can be read without electricity. 
What if people decided to develop then what Tolkien called their “inherent inner powers”, with the help of the 
culture amassed in books? What if they followed the light, hope and joy experienced by Keller in the con-
sciousness that language awoke in her?

Literature is a porous technology. A book may give a different experience each time it is read. The cham-
pions of electronic technology appear to be on the side of change and progress, but they strive towards 
personal, physical immortality (an extreme stasis). If they perfect virtual reality and it makes books obso-
lete, then each story, by dint of virtual reality, will be exactly the same each time it is experienced. It will be 
non-porous, unchanging, non-biodegradable. There are spaces between the lines in books. These spaces 
are death and they are transcendence. All things need to decay in the soil to bring forth new life. What is the 
soil in which physical existence itself has its roots? Answer this question and you might begin to have some 
idea of what real progress means. 

                Quentin S Crisp
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Ink-based manifestations,

Of thoughts once locked in mind,

Spill out onto paper,

And as they dry,

A memory solidifies,

Ready for repeat,

To many minds more.

      

      Tom Hanrahhan



Books live living, if you feel them,
if you remember their smell and their shape,

 
Solitary guests of a journey,
Old sentinels of the night

 
Resting one beside the other through fate.

      Francesco Scarabicchi

       Chiara Ludolini





THE POET

Prescient smoke gallops ambitiously from her orifice

Incandescence from a source afar sharply introduces itself

Shadows of vain pleasure reveal themselves

And finally

Words of illumination fall upon her.
   

   
        Luke Thomas



 



Fəsiʃ
“All this must be considered as if spoken by a character in a novel.”- Roland Barthes

 (I.e. I’m exaggerating how much of a cunt I am, if only slightly)
My friend Rachel asked me to write something for this performance but the remit was pretty broad so I 
wasn’t sure what to do and decided to join a few different ideas together.  After all, Rachel isn’t paying me for 
this so why should I waste my precious, precious time structuring something coherent? (Today I slept until 
6pm, ate an oven pizza, a big bar of Milka, a whole packet of Special K, watched half an episode of Mad 
Men and spent the rest of the evening faving derisory tweets about the royal baby and waiting for a guy I’m 
trying to fuck to message me back 1, so as you can see I’ve got a lot on my plate atm)

  First of all, since this exhibition is about the sharing of books, I had an idea to write about that happening 
involuntarily. I’ve lost quite a few notebooks before, all of which were excruciatingly personal and explicitly 
sexual in their content. I assumed that if anyone ever found them they’d just piss themselves laughing and 
read out extracts to their friends in funny voices, as I definitely would. However, a part of me hoped that 
they would be found by someone who could relate, someone who could make out all that self-indulgent lust 
and pain and see themselves in it. So I was gonna write a story about finding a notebook and becoming ob-
sessed with it: 

“It’s busy on the metro and I’m tired. Earlier I had ran to the bank to cash my pay-check before it closed. 
There was no shade in the wide, treeless streets of Serrano and it was over 30c. I could feel myself burning.  
I got to the bank in time but realised I’d forgotten my ID. They refused to cash the cheque.  I told them ‘I work 
as a model. If you google my name, you’ll see a picture’ and though the teller didn’t respond to that remark 
with the contempt that it deserved he told me there were precautions and there was nothing he could do. 
They were shutting in fifteen minutes. Tomorrow was a bank holiday.

 I only had 1.50 euros left and needed it to get to my evening job. I was ten kilometres away from my house. 
I had no water and only a couple of cigarettes. I walked home (two hours) and it was shit, it was really shit, 
so forgive me for the ruthlessness with which I wait for a seat now. I’ll barge past pregnant woman and peo-
ple on crutches and the elderly if I have to. A woman stands at Diego de Leon and, staring down a man in his 
twenties with greasy hair and a Metallica t-shirt, I sit down. I fix my head down at the floor in case anybody 
comes on the metro I’d be obliged to stand for. I think about how much I want to go sleep and how long it will 
be before I am back in my bedroom. I feel like I’m going to have a panic attack but I never do.

 On the floor behind my feet I see a black notebook and I assume for a second that it’s mine. My bag is 
zipped up though. I pick ”

  Anyway, I got to there and realised I couldn’t be bothered. Sorry, if you were really gripped by that. All that 
was gonna happen was: our hero picks up the notebook, reads its mixture of turgid political philosophy and 
homoerotic love poetry, feels a connection to it and has a wank. That’s it. When I say ‘couldn’t be bothered’, 
though, there’s more to it than that. As I was trying to write, I kept getting distracted by reading this closed 
Facebook group I’m a member of called ‘Madrid Writer’s Club’. Here’s some quotes which might give you an 
idea of how horribly compelling I find it:  
2

1 He finally replied but speaking to him sketched me out even more than not hearing anything. I said ‘I’m looking forward 
to meeting you’ and he said ‘aye, should be a laugh if nothing else’.
 ‘If nothing else’? What does that mean?
 ‘If… I decide I’m not attracted to you’?  ‘If… we don’t begin a love affair that changes everything’?  ‘If… I don’t invite you to 
move in with me in my Paris apartment’? 

2  There’s definitely an argument to be made that it’s ethically sketchy to publish content from a private group without the 
posters’ consent. On the other hand, equally compellingly, I don’t care ☺

“Finished the second round of edits on my novel yesterday and it’s headed to the beta readers (thank you 
Andrew). So what’s the first thing I did once I finished? Opened up a new file and wrote chapter one of the 
next novel. No reason to stop. Then I went out to a bar with two great artists.”  Ok then m8. 

“Felicity Hughes gave us an aimless British artist in Granada who falls into everything; including being a drug 
mule.” This is a stand-in character, they all are, but you just know from her name and her profile pic that Fe-
licity Hughes has never taken any drugs in her life, never met a drug dealer. The only thing she’s ‘fallen into’ 
is a crowd of mediocre ex-pat writers.

It’s full of people like this, vapid, boring, bourgeois, self-indulgent1, pompous cunts, people making semi-rac-
ist jokes about Spanish people being lazy and writing ‘dystopian steam-punk trilogies’ and there’s one guy 
writing a series of short stories where a middle-aged British man explains the history of Madrid to attractive 
young Spanish woman in expositional prose that reads like a copy and pasted Wikipedia entry (only far less 
stylish) People like this are why literature is a dying art form. I truly hate them. I just wanna write ‘YOU ARE 
ALL IRREDEEMABLE TRASH AND NOTHING YOU CREATE IS OF ANY VALUE WHATSOEVER’ and post 
it a thousand times. But then they’re the ones getting shit done and putting their work out there and I’m just 
sitting in my flat consumed by contempt, failing to write the first thing I’ve tried writing in ages because I’m 
too busy sneering at them. So the lols, ultimately, are @ me. 

   But anyway, I felt like I could make this distraction relevant to Rachel’s performance. So what does it tell us, 
if anything? Well first, and this isn’t relevant but w/e, it tells us that whilst collaboration and communities of 
artists are A Good Thing, there is a limit to this. When all you’re creating is an echo chamber, when all you’re 
doing is telling each other how wonderful your work is - that might be very comforting to you but ultimately it 
will be detrimental to the quality of your work, and probably turn you into a smug cunt for good measure.

Second, Rachel’s poster has a question to the effect of ‘can the exchange of books exist outside of a he-
gemony?’ Well the Madrid Writer’s Club’s obsession with e-books and self-publishing shows that it can. The 
question is, do we want it to? Maybe if you’re forced to self-publish your own work outside of the ‘hegemony’ 
it’s because you’re a shit writer.  And when I say ‘maybe’ I mean ‘probably’. Maybe a market economy in the 
arts is necessary for quality control.  I’m convinced that the internet will continue to open up new ways for 
artists and writers to share and distribute their work and I’m excited by the possibilities, but nothing is inher-
ently worth sharing in the first place.  Sorry that I couldn’t string this together into a more compelling conclu-
sion. Sorry for the self-reflexivity, it’s annoying as fuck, even acknowledging that it’s annoying as fuck is as 
annoying as fuck. I’ve hit my word count. I hope you enjoy the performance.
Send me abuse on twitter @fudwedding

1 “Finished the second round of edits on my novel yesterday and it’s headed to the beta readers (thank you Andrew). So 
what’s the first thing I did once I finished? Opened up a new file and wrote chapter one of the next novel. No reason to stop. 
Then I went out to a bar with two great artists.”  Ok then m8. 

“Felicity Hughes gave us an aimless British artist in Granada who falls into everything; including being a drug mule.” This is 
a stand-in character, they all are, but you just know from her name and her profile pic that Felicity Hughes has never taken 
any drugs in her life, never met a drug dealer. The only thing she’s ‘fallen into’ is a crowd of mediocre ex-pat writers.



The Third Appearance of Adele Bloch-Bauer

A girl in a golden dress on the ground floor of

the library made me remember

a painting and think of Banksy, washed up

on the Gallic coast like undiscovered gold.

“Freelance artistry,” said Banksy, “spirals downwardly,”

as the girl in the golden dress appeared, double-barrelled

and shot across

the library in

a gust of

golden

leaves
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Friedensreich.

He reclaimed his jagged perch in haste, beside himself on the bookshelf, remarking

“she, Like Gustav Klimt’s Gold Woman,

has transcended herself!”

               Freddie Bruhin-Price


