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HOLIDAY CAMP - DUDLEY

I’ve wondered a lot why class is the hill I am willing to die on. 
I feel so glad when I think about prisons and private schools 
closing. I found out recently that the prison I visited my Dad in 
was declared by a judge in court as like a holiday camp.

I get pissed off with people saying “They have TV you know.” 

Firstly, how oblivious. What holiday camps do you know where 
people and sometimes babies die of neglect?

As a kid my dad would write to me from prison, telling me the 
food was better than at home and how nice this or that was. I 
guess he didn’t want me to worry.

Obviously holiday performativity is one way of blagging your way 
though so you can’t be hurt by reality. I used to do this sort of 
thing at shit jobs i’ve worked.

But when people who know nothing about prison say this it 
doesn’t mean the same thing at all. People are complaining a lot 
about the lockdown and I’m thinking? You got an xbox?

Performativity is a great way to muster dignity for the tough bits 
of life. My gender gives me a little something nice I can’t explain 
that makes life feel doable. And I’m leaning on being on holiday 
hard to get though today. I’ve got the heating on too high, I’ve 
got bad sunglasses on and I’m listening to Holiday by Madonna. I 
notice, she says, IF we took a holiday IT WOULD be so nice. And I 
realise she’s faking it too.
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GOD IS AN ABOLITIONIST - DUDLEY

So you’re all abolitionists now which is nice! Maybe I can get more publicly 
wacky in other ways. Ready for the G word?

I loveeee the new Netflix show Midnight Gospel. But I have some criticisms 
about the use of prison within the narratives. Why does Bob (the prisoner) 
have to realise his violence keeps him from enlightenment? What an ungen-
erous reading of violence. Why use prisoners to tell a story about spirituality 
and the human condition? It’s such a cliche. Why is it never on the guard to 
realise he’s pissing in his own eye? Why do people with jobs never have to 
realise how trapped they are? Why is the violence of the walls invisible?

The Buddha said we can get self realisation from any realm, human, hell or 
other. There is always a path. So why the fetish for hell? Do they know any vio-
lent prisoners? Why are we threatened by violence when it’s criminal and not, 
say, army violence? Why are people so obsessed with these kinds of people’s 
realization? Stop pretending to do Bob a favour. Or people who die in custody. 
It is at best a lazy representation, spiritual bypassing and at worst justification 
for oppressive control over people whose lives you know nothing about.

On the subject of spiritual bypassing I found this book the same week by a 
benign cult, the Hare Krishnas, talking to the biggest gang in the world, the 
lieutenant of Chicago Police public media relations department. They were 
discussing the definitions of crime. If you don’t know the Krishna movement 
is obsessed with celebrities and was founded by George Harrison. I’d call this 
the warrior realm.

Their ideas about why people do crime makes sense maybe when thinking 
about are celebrities and other important powerful people if at all but no 
further. Their ideas about why people do crime sort of make sense from the 
perspective of celebrity, but doesn’t hold any weight beyond that. They can 
only see it from why they themselves would commit crime and are oblivious 
as to the reasons other people from entirely different realms of reality do it.

This is just one part of the huge amount of money the police spend every 
year to keep their reputation up. I wonder how much they got paid for this. 

At the end of the inveview the cop asks how they can bring crime down, and 
the guy says, chanting. He promises to take this valuable information to the 
superiors as though they’re gonna listen to what he has to say? It’s clear neither 
of these people are listening to each other, they are both trying to placate the 
other’s ego and illusion of superiority and self righteousness. It’s quite audacious 
to see people using their god and the taxpayer budget to make the police and 
the cult look good and talking about people who they have no comprehension 
of. Boil my piss.

I love the Buddhist wheel of worlds. I see this as spiritual classes of being. And 
I don’t think it’s cool to come to another world and say what’s what. I tried to 
do buddhism classes to get well and it made me worse cause the ideas were for 
humans who the Buddha says learn thought education about liberation. I was a 
hungry ghost or a hell being and I had to learn these ideas another way (twelve 
steps and help from other addicts). Essentially I needed a basis of stability that 
people are assumed to have. This stability brought me to the human world. Now 
I am well enough to do meditation and not do crime. The only people who 
understand why crime and violence happen in hell or ghost worlds are those 
who’ve been there.

The Ten Commandments are a mistranslation. They are simply facts. When we 
are getting our needs met we tend not to hurt each, other covert each other, 
kill each other. So obvious you might just miss it. They aren’t rules and making 
them rules is playing God. Making prisons is playing God. I am punished by my 
anger not for it. I don’t need any human or institution to administer it. Stability 
is much more than just material security, for me the biggest thing I have now is 
access to a group that won’t reject me. That’s changed my life and my relation-
ship to everything.

“Religion means to abide by the laws of god” he says to the police rep. Noit 
don’t, you got cause and effect backwards mate.

So what I wanna know is what Bob was not getting in his life to bring him to 
that point of being the worst thing possible- a cliche in a TV show. Its implied 
Who the implication is, that he deserved to be imprisoned for our safety and 
who is somehow spirituality or socially reformed by his experience. Can we 
stop exploiting suffering to justify the biggest stain on humanity’s collective 
conscience?







DDERFs (Drug Dealer Exclusionary Radical Feminist)

When I lived in Bristol I ended up randomly at a talk about legalization of 
drugs. My MP was on the panel. She had already been shooed out of my 
garden once, but that’s another story. Now here she was again. During the 
talk she mentioned she wanted to decriminalise drugs but had an issue 
with dealers. You’ve many heard of TERFSs and possibly SWERFs. Here are 
the DDERFs. Why split hairs? It’s all carceral feminism.

“I just don’t like them,” she said. I was a fist of emotions. I managed to wait 
to the end when my ego wanted to take her down publicly. No, no. I’m on 
a spiritual program now. Humiliating one MP isn’t gonna out the past right. 
I waited till the end. 

“I just wanted to let you know how I feel about what you said up there. 
You know there is as much variation in dealers ethically as landlords of 
pubs. You get good ones who care about their customers and ones who 
exploit people.” 

“I know it’s an unpopular opinion.” She said, standing by herself.

“Well your unpopular opinion is why my Dad went to prison. And why 
I was called scum at school. He was serving a social function. And I was 
dependent on him. We were all punished, it ruined many people’s lives.” 
She wasn’t getting it. 

Another person from the panel who ran a group called anyone’s child, 
about people whose kids had ODd from dodgy drugs, was interested. He 
wanted me to speak in parliament about my experience. 

“But I’m not anyone’s child. Anyone’s child is for innocent victims of drugs 
who get them from non innocent people like my Dad. My family aren’t 
innocent. My whole class isn’t innocent” He agreed the name wasn’t 
perfect and still wanted me to speak.
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RAVE TUNES

Today I am listening back to old rave tunes and thinking about what’s 
been lost since the day of the first free festivals.

Within pride there has become an effort to resist assimilation which 
has been brought along with the naming of Marsha P as the starter of 
the gay rights movement. Within the drugs, class and land world this 
has not happened.

Festivals have gates and fences and police. Someone always has to have 
their life ruined for selling everyone drugs on site. Before this, I’m told, 
gangs made festivals a hostile environment. Everyone knows everyone 
is on drugs but will stand by while someone is hung out to dry to 
create the safety they could get from legalisation. This is the white 
method of safety. It’s arbitrary and random, like a shit game of musical 
chairs. We could have just decriminalized drugs?

I came from where your drug came from. I lived in your dealer’s house. 
As a child I saw your drugs cut and weighed. The police came and 
fucked up my home. And then a judge took it away. You weren’t there 
then. And when my life fell apart you disappeared. No one defended my 
dad.

When I hear Sweet Harmony I don’t think of a euphoric moment of 
everyone coming together, I feel like I’m gonna explode because there’s 
a child with complex adult feelings of loss that it can’t understand. 
The loss absorbed all that energy, hope and magic and it became an 
insincere promise. I suppose that’s a pinger summed up neatly. Drugs 
will never disappear but punishment for them will. It’s just a matter of 
time sadly.

Mostly I remember as a kid feeling like scum. That’s what I was called 
at school when people found out my dad was a dealer. But at the same 
time everyone wanted something from me too. Access to substances. 
So entitled. You feel like you have a right to free porn; you have a 

right to whatever drug you want. But have you ever thought about 
what happened to all the people that have supplied you with all those 
experiences? I hope one day dealers will become class conscious with 
sex workers and all outlaws. I dream of a united underclass, who rejects 
their grooming, low self esteem and no rights while providing a service.

I’ve been demoralized, humiliated and groomed by people with so 
much more power than me throughout my life and had nothing stable. 
I wasn’t allowed because I was dependent on someone who relied on 
illegal labour to survive. It didn’t have to be that way.

A Mansfield MP recently said we have to stop giving the free food 
vouchers because it ends up in brothels. That’s literally the point. I can’t 
imagine going through what I went through with an added pandemic. 
There were many times that we had no gas or leccy because of a 
drought. When things got worse, I had no home, no parents looking out 
for me, no phone, nothing. The only guarantee was that I’d get £1.50 
a day of food at school. Without that I would have had to steal food. 
Without that hand out you’re denying people access to safe ways of 
getting their needs met.

I found several pictures of me laying asleep on the floor in various 
raves.. It’s all still a mess in my mind. I became that entitled person 
with my own drug habits. Around the time was the jubilee when the 
queen toured the UK and I saw her in real life, on the high street in 
Nottingham, while I was wonky on ketamine. I thought that Margaret 
Thatcher’s funeral, which I also remember seeing on ket, was a month 
later. Turns out it was over a year later. Which sez a lot about my 2013. I 
only left the house to go to free parties. I was banned from most places 
in Notts and became agoraphobic and incapable of fitting into the world 
whatsoever. Free parties felt like this place where I couldn’t make a 
mistake or get thrown out. I had been getting thrown out my whole life. 
Out of my home. Out of my family. Out of pubs and clubs. Over those 
years I remember multiple hospitalizations, X-Rays, drips, stitches, and 
making bad non-choices. All I did in those places was nap on the floor in 
the dirt.
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RADICAL READING GROUP

RRG is an alternative reading group who meet once a 
month as part of the Artcore Gallery exhibition programme. 
Together we discuss a range of texts which draw on current 
ecological and political themes in an informal environment. 

The syllabus is curated by visiting artists, curators and 
researchers, changing theme each month to align with our 

diverse exhibition programme.

The reading sessions enable the use of collective resources, 
knowledge exchange and support creative responses. All 
texts will be provided by Artcore prior to the session.

ARTCORE GALLERY, 8 ALBERT ST, OSNABRUCK 
SQUARE, DERBY, DE1 2DS. 

WWW.ARTCOREGALLERY.COM


