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COPY /// understudy 
This issue of COPY is launched as part of The Plaza Principle, curated by 
Derek Horton and Chris Bloor in the partially vacant 1980s Leeds 
Shopping Plaza; an exhibition that aims to acknowledge the economic 
context in which artists are invited to occupy vacant shop units to 
disguise or compensate for economic decline in the nations town, city 
and district centres, supplementing commercial inactivity with cultural 
activity. 
 
COPY proposes understudy as a point from which to consider, reflects 
and interrupt this context through a collection of art writing around the 
stand in - the temporary, illusory, consumed or performed; smoke and 
mirrors; the assessed, inquired or theorized. The works in this issue 
address, allude to or form tangents from these ideas and present a range 
of approaches to the use of the page, print and the form and nature of 
writing as or within practice. 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
COPY is developed by Critical Writing Collective, a network and platform for art 
writing and critical dialogue based in the Yorkshire region. 
criticalwritingcollective.wordpress.com 
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DOG MAN SEEING DOUBLE 
 
1 
 
Kingsway, thought Dog Man coming out of Holborn tube station, is where London 
feels most like Paris. It’s the buildings, trees and the width of road and pavement. 
The correlation of these elements causes Kingsway to substitute for somewhere 
else. Somewhere French.  
 
Or Hyde Park as time machine. Each time he walked in Kensington Gardens Dog 
Man saw, amongst the trees, Henry VIII hunting wild boar. Or Victorians drifting 
around the round pond. During World War I the gardens had hosted a 
camouflage school, so perhaps other historical periods, thought Dog Man, are 
still here, disguised as trees...  
 
At Gants Hill, the central line stations felt like Brooklyn. A single Jewish cloth 
merchant on Brick Lane; a synagogue folded into the mosque on Fieldgate 
street.  An oasis, also on Whitechapel’s Fieldgate street, across the road from the 
bell foundry, worn out looking palm trees sabotaging a desert comparison. 
 
Dog Man never experienced such resonances in the close by financial district, 
either its busy day or empty night and weekend streets. Its substitutions, copies, 
exchanges were all on the flickering screens, behind receptionists, on upper 
floors, to which he had no access.  
 
Little Philippines. Little China. Little Korea. Little France. Little Italy.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
2  
 
Dog Man made himself an orbiting reading list for Whitechapel High Street: Knut 
Hamsun’s HUNGER; Pierre Guoyotat’s SOMA; Junichiro Tanizaki’s Diary of a 
Mad Old Man; Sam Selvon’s The Lonely Londoners.  In the later West Indian 
immigrants chase pigeons for food in London’s parks. 
 
Dog Man stood outside the Spitalfields house of Gilbert and George. He had 
seen on ubuweb a film about their archive. The semen, the chewing gum, the 
dog turds. It had seemed comprehensive, but Dog Man could see new gum and 
dog shit everywhere, whilst G and G stayed inside, behind the shuttered windows 
of their tall town house. 
 
Gilbert and George must be old now. Who will photograph all the chewing gum 
when they are dead? Dog Man bought two suits, and wore them both whenever 
he walked in the vicinity of their house. Gilbert and George could not be copied.  
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DOG MAN lurked by Whitechapel Station, where the tourists gathered for the 
night time walking tours. They always looked at him expectantly as he 
approached, so he took their money and began. This, he said, is where Jack the 
Ripper bought his first pair of Converse trainers... 
 
On the radio there was a crisis. North London was standing in for East London, 
which had slipped towards South London. Every road sign in the city was now 
inaccurate. Dog Man decided to ditch the A-Z and start again using only the fliers 
for Pizza delivery leaflets that came through his letterbox... 
 
Then there was Cranham,  a short bus ride from the eastern end of the District 
Line, which, differently to Kingsway, according to Dog Man’s 96 year old mum, 
was Paris. Dog Man asked his mum what she meant by this casual remark. She 
told him: 
 
We go there for the St. Francis Hospice charity furniture shop. We sit in the 
bakers and it feels Parisian. Everyone says so. Don’t tell anyone. We don’t want 
it ruined. The supply of the apple turnovers is limited, even in the French 
capital.... 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
4  
 
Dog Man went to see the London Stone in Cannon Street. It was supposed to be 
London’s heart. It was in a hole in the wall  He made offerings. A Tesco croissant. 
A Twix. The stone ate them noisily. 
 
By the river in Hammersmith, Dog Man takes off shoes and socks to walk along 
the riverside path where it is flooded each day by the Thames.  The Thames is 
wide and flat and it curves towards Barnes like the Amazon.   
 
Dog Man went  to  Shored i tch  H igh Street , where the financial district 
changes to Hoxton via an interzone of massage parlours, kebab shops, gay 
saunas, revue bars, wine distilleries, art supply and cycle shops.  
 
Dog Man had never been to sea. He welcomed the growth of storage 
warehouses along the A12 as a chance to approximate life aboard a container 
ship. Dog Man hired one and christened it HMS Greyhound. He went there often, 
filling it only with a deck-chair and a mini-bar stocked with non-alcoholic 
purchases from Mags & Fags, the legendary East London news agent.   
 
Dog Man would stop off, too, to watch the West Ham players on the Chadwell 
Heath training ground. Then he sat, locked up for hours in his storage bin, eyes 
closed in this sun bed for a (his) very particular soul. 
 
Does this mean, Dog Man wondered, that all of Paris is reminiscent of 
Kingsway?  
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EDITOR’S NOTE: It was in Mags & Fags that Dog Man told me the story of King 
Gant: his hill and his triumphal journey into London in 1225. King Gant said: In 
memory of me let there be a roundabout just here to smooth entry into London, 
particularly during rush hour. Let there be passageways under the earth for 
access to the tube station that can also work as pedestrian thoroughfares 
avoiding the busy traffic.  
 
King Gant stopped off, too, at a pre-Medieval version of the Faces nightclub, 
which was not that dissimilar from the celebrity and premiership footballer 
hangout of the present day.  King Gant never thought to leave throughout the 
subsequent eight centuries, a permanent fixture at the bar until Dog Man came, 
luring him to his A12 storage facility with promises of champion greyhounds.  
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Dog Man followed no religion until he went into the bargain basement of a 
second hand bookshop on Charing Cross Road. Dog Man still remembered 
leaving his bag at the counter, coming down the steps and seeing the 
congregation: twelve or so old men rummaging through the shelves of recently 
re-stocked books. 
 
Dog Man could see the old men in his mind like they were there now, which 
some of them probably were: carefully looking over each page of Whitaker’s 
Alamanac 1973; stood reading books in the Foreign Language section, 
indiscriminate as to tongue. 
 
They knew what each other would like, finding treasures in the overspill shelves 
and the boxes of pamphlets. They moved delicately around one another in the 
narrow spaces, discrete about their lives outside, the unthinkable homes where 
there endless purchases were stored.  
 
In one box Dog Man had found a copy of Antonin Artaud’s Pour en finir avec le 
judgement de dieu from 1948. It was on his pile of finds at the bottom of the 
stairs. Dog Man growled if one of the other men eyed it too longingly. 
 
In the basement there was no worry about how book mania might  relate to the 
rest of one’s life, if such a life existed. Dog Man was exhausted. He sat on a box 
of books to write on the back of his Subway receipt: 
 
 
Paris 3AM. A chocolate raisin is thrown into the Nile. 5.30AM outside Stepney 
Green tube station in New York City. The same chocolate raisin on the floor by 
the ticket machines, balanced on its end.  
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Contributors 
 
Huw Andrews is an artist based in Cardiff 
huwandrews.com 
 
Fabienne Audéoud is an artist based in Paris. 
Working mainly in performance with video and 
painting her work is related to the practice and  
politics of music.  With fellow artist John Russell,  
she has twenty women play the drums topless in a 
gallery and has been shot in a museum. Her solo  
work has also include de-learning to play the piano  
or trying to make a hit as an art piece. She is  
currently working on a lecture to be performed at 
Modern Art Oxford in November 
fabienneaudeoud.com 
 
David Berridge is a writer based in London and 
curator of VerySmallKitchen. Dog Man, a serial 
investigative fiction, is currently part of Beyond the 
Dustheaps at The Charles Dickens Museum and 
NierghtravAOnWint'sIf A Teller: a book in 8 chapters 
and 4 dimensions, at the Gooden Gallery's 24/7 
vitrine.  
verysmallkitchen.com 

 
Emma Cocker is a writer and lecturer in Fine Art at 
Nottingham Trent University. Her work explores 
models of practice - and subjectivity - which resist or 
refuse the pressure of a single or stable position by 
remaining wilfully unresolved. Postcard No.4 
addresses the idea of following as a manifestation of 
copy, as the repetition of another's actions. It is taken 
from a larger series of postcard text-works developed 
in collaboration with Open City (2007 - 2010), which 
attempt to invite or encourage non-habitual modes of 
behaviour in and navigation of the public realm. 
not-yet-there.blogspot.com 
 

Rachel Lois Clapham is a writer based in Bradford 
and co-director of Open Dialogues.  
open-dialogues.blogspot.com 
Re – is an ongoing, iterative performance reading that 
presses on two writers – and two writing practices – 
coming together to explore process, product and 
performance (of text). For COPY // understudy  
Rachel Lois Clapham and Emma Cocker present a re-
iteration of Re – that essays the relationship between 
performance/document, writing/written through the 
collision of textual and gestural languages.  These 5 
fragments or extractions are an iteration of elements 
mis-remembered from the live performance. They are 
also duplicated in the exhibition THE DEPARTMENT 
OF MICRO-POETICS, London and New York, October 
2010, and are offered partly as specific/ally open 
fragments of performance, part textual rumination on 
COPY, and as part of Plaza Principle’s (gift) economy.  
 
Sam Curtis is an artist based in London.  His work 
applies a reflexive process to the language and social 
mechanisms that surround art and attempts to define 
that which might not be artistic practice as something 
worthy of our attention. 
scurtis.co.uk 

 
Charlotte A Morgan is an artist based in Sheffield. 
charlotteamorgan.co.uk 

charlotteannemorgan.blogspot.com 
 
Flora Robertson is an artist based in London and 
Leeds. 
florarobertson.wordpress.com 

 
Rebecca Weeks is an artist, curator and writer based 
in Penzance. Her work explores the apparatus of 
power and offers resistance through the re-
appropriation of systems and social conventions. 
Rebecca often works collaboratively. 
artdept.org.uk 

thewesternalliance.org.uk 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Critical Writing Collective is a network and 
platform for art writing and critical dialogue based in 
the Yorkshire region. T he collective aims to create a 
platform for experimental art writing, promote critical 
discussion around regional visual art and performance 
activity and support artists and writers through events, 
publications, projects, opportunities and an open 
network of contacts. 
Critical Writing Collective was initiated by Leeds based 
writer Joanna Loveday and Sheffield based artist 
Charlotte A Morgan. 

criticalwritingcollective.wordpress.com 
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