
Time, comitment and the 
ongoingness of artistic 
research (Melanie Fieldseth): 
Reading can be transform to a 
special kind of work—the 
work of reception. Following 
Melanie Fieldseth/Bojana 
Kunst’s critique, I resist the 
temptation of making a project 
out of my work, and thereby 
transmit the project-horizon to 
the book (Time has fallen 
asleep). I have to talk to Mette 
Edvardsen about this, 
because I think that qualities 
of excellence of the book 
reside precisely in this. I am 
not alone to have seen a 
potential of excellence in this 
book, the question is why? 
One reason might be that the 
book’s activity basis—the 
living books—delivers 
immediately: it doesn’t make 
promises.  It doesn’t have to. 
For this reason, there is also a 
sense of urgency in the book. 
Not something that needs to 
happen quickly, but something 
that needs to happen now. (p. 
177) 
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My days in the years (Johan Sonnenschein). 
What I appreciate in Johan Sonnenschein’s 
contribution to the book, is that he proposes an 
horizon for reading, by placing his passion for 
reading in the context of his job as a postman. 
He does not merely present this as a pragmatic 
choice, but that his perception of his job as a 
mailman operates as a backdrop for this reading 
practice. In my reading, it transforms his day-job 
into something else. It does not transform it into 
mail-art. But in his job he has a full second life 
as a reader. Therefore when he obtains 
employment as an academic reader, there is a 
startle effect in his piece: as though he himself is 
surprised. Time is of essence, of course: 
because in the swooning of time, behind the 
face of a regular delivery, there is infinitude and 
its modes. A trail of footprints. (p.57)



The library (that others call the universe) (Victoria 
Pérez Royo): what is conspicuous with the living 
books activity, is that there is no obvious relation 
between effort and reward. The effort of learning 
the books by heart exceed the reward. Still, 
throughout the book, there are multiple 
references to the decision to continue. Which it 
has for now 10 years. The activity thereby 
challenges expectation as a standard. So, it will 
either challenge expectation, or serve to liquify 
it. So, it will either frustrate or replace quiddity 
with liquitidy.  I am tempted to link the idea that 
entire libraries can open in a single volume—like 
the present one—to this idea. The idea of 
inhabiting the present consistently, and the 
premise and consequence of this residing in the 
contingency of the book, and the possibility 
there in finding love. (p. 119)



Reading, listening, enduring 
(Bojana Cvejicíc): though the 
living books activity is not a 
performance for an audience
—it is the book speaking to 
each person borrowing them 
at the library—it could be 
conceived as a performance 
for the book. The book 
performing for itself, as it 
were, if that is possible. It 
makes sense if we think 
about the book as already 
embodied, and then a 
second embodiment in the 
live reading. As such a 
possible transition from an 
older world-view where 
bodies were more extant, 
and then turning to the body 
as a kind of modern turn. 
Paradoxically, the activity will 
frustrate the listener with the 
habit of making margin 
notes. As far as I can see, 
the living books are the only 
ones documented in taking 
notes (with each their system 
of memorising).  Hence the 
seduction of unreadability 
may be amplified w/living 
books (p. 161)



Some notes on the book 
(Emilioano Battista): “We 
become, Borges said, books 
when we are dying.” As a 
placeholder alternating 
between embodiment and 
holding worlds, the living 
books activity comes 
interestingly to feature a 
verbal activity as an artistic 
practice that does not seek to 
self-historicise itself 
(Nietzsche). What are the 
interpenetration between 
artistic practice and 
-discourse that we may 
foresee in its wake? To which 
degree will what we currently 
call artistic research come out 
of the weft of superposed 
practices. In Time is falling 
asleep there is no discourse 
(just as, for the same reasons, 
there is no project). The living 
books project proposes a 
practice—specifically, to 
memorise and deliver—and in 
effect, features a 
transposition of an art 
practice unto the realm of 
reading, and unto Time has 
fallen asleep  (p. 223)



Back to paper: stuttering and 
saxifrages (Thomas Bîrzan): 
the book is such that for 
each continuous sequence 
there is a consequence of 
discontinuity. Interruptions, 
distractions away from the 
book, and loose ends inside 
it. As in Yoga, for each pose 
there is a counter-pose. For 
each timely point there is an 
untimely counterpoint. 
Moreover, these are 
asymmetric, uni-directional, 
non-reciprocal and therefore 
limping. Bîrzan articulates his 
theoretical points from 
examples in Time is falling 
asleep. Arguably he brings us 
to another horizon—again 
tangential to infinite modes—
not in the context of reading, 
but in the particular 
materiality featuring in the 
book itself. It’s bumpy 
outskirts, as it were: a bed of 
saxifrages (as some 
mathematicians would 
experience natural numbers 
as a moonscape). Neither 
world nor body: a terrain.  (p. 
239)



I don’t remember the title of the work (Laurence 
Rassel): ‘le souvenir n’est pas le contraire de 
l’oubli, mais son envers’. In this text, recapitulation 
is in a serif font, while momentary recollections 
are in a grotesque font. It is the between space 
that separates the two that vehicles meaning, in 
the sense of Derrida. I cannot but help thinking 
about Derrida’s long swims (like, up to 6 hours or 
so). There is a time consuming element in 
Laurence Rassel’s turning to and from the two 
fonts. They invite abductions: we never know all 
the premises, but only some of them. This is 
enhanced by the context of the piece, in which 
this contributor travels back and forth to Japan. 
Hence the piece is one striking example a 
geognostic form of knowing emerging. Related 
both to particular facts and taking knowledge of a 
monstrous, techno-organic object (p. 275)



To remember the common 
choreography that is our 
humanity (Susanne 
Christensen): the possibility 
of transposing the activity—
living books and time is 
falling asleep—via 
choreography back to dance 
is tempting. But here dance 
belongs to everyone. 
Ranging from Wilhelm Reich 
to Elvis Presley. Here a third 
horizon is drawn up, which I 
know is of one of Mette’s 
core concerns: the horizon of 
the uncomprehending 
(potentially unsympathetic) 
audience, The challenge, I 
read, is how a perlocutionary 
consistency can develop and 
exist, on indigenous terms, 
without being cheaply 
mimetic. Kristien van den 
Brance;s I am Bartlelby, the 
Scrivener features, in some 
sense, the monster-
generating potential of crude 
mimetism: that of copying. 
Here the dance element is 
identified as one somehow 
forestalling mimetism (p. 
249).



When the time has fallen 
asleep (Mette Edvardsen): 
there are two elements I want 
to emphasise here— a) the 
launching of the idea of the 
living books activity in 
response to the call what do 
we bring with us for the 
future? (simile to Svalbard 
Seed Vault)l; b) and the 
tender she developed for the 
Great Public Sale of 
Unrealised but Brilliant Ideas’ 
where it was sold to the 
highest bidder (STUK). Then 
they would have the means 
to work on the idea. To 
develop it in thought and 
extension. Perhaps the work 
of establishing telling and 
writing on an equal footing in 
the activity—though 
lopsided, prone to upheavals 
and reversals—prevented it 
from shipwrecking on 
mimetism, and helped to 
develop a practice. Perhaps 
the fact that the practice did 
develop, featuring a great 
variety, is what made the 
people involved sustain the 
activity (p. 11) 



Thoughts on performing (inside a work / as a work 
/ as work) (Lizzie Thomson): to work works within 
works. What communicates from body-to-body 
before words and concepts (Bourdieu, 1968). 
Reading the Waves by Virginia Woolf, memorising 
it, and telling it. In the process, visits fo the pool. 
Mimetism? This piece features the book in its 
presentational aspects, one that does not seek to 
represent but to partake of its materials (as 
directly during a swim as reading the book). Here 
the book is not an embodiment by proxy, it really 
is a body in its own right. This is a very exciting 
piece from this point of view. Since what we bring 
with us to the future, unavoidably prompts the 
question of what we bring with us from the past. 
A question we know to be particularly acute in 
Virginia Woolf’s authorship, e.g. haranguing 
Whitaker’s table. (p. 103)



The page I’m at (Kristien van den Brande): this is 
a piece that evoked the work of mediaeval 
illuminations, where the illuminators—for 
instance of the Book of Kells—were working 
alongside copyists, whose work determined one 
feature of bookishness: that the manuscript be 
uniform throughout, flanked by wild creatures 
beyond our present-day imagination. When the 
copyists died, their names were proclaimed, as 
though they came out from years of anonymity. 
The passage that made me think of this was 
“The first email address of a librarian I had read 
for in Oslo on a mild spring afternoon, both of us 
sitting on a bench under a tree in which birds 
were nesting.” Some monk of the scriptorium 
had written something similar. Melveille’s book 
illuminates Bartley. The present text illuminates 
being the Bartley of a living book.  (p. 43)



The phantom archive—An 
email essay (Lara Khalidi): this 
contributor discusses 
emancipation in a cut-and-
paste dialogue between her 
work to develop an essay for 
the Time has fallen asleep and 
a resistance to historicisa-tion 
in the Palestinian struggle 
getting attention to a 
situation, where nothing can 
be filed so long the situation 
is not recognised, and 
therefore the retrieval from 
storage is not politically 
available: “Thus if the 
Palestinian Museum exhibits 
any object in its exhibition 
hall, this object would be 
bearing witness to the end of 
a politics of emancipation. 
Therefore the audience 
committed an act of 
resistance: they refused to 
see that the struggle has 
ended and realised that the 
vampire had not reflection in 
the mirror. The vacuum 
became a radical site 
constructed by an 
emancipated public”. (p. 205)



On the luxury problems 
related to compulsive 
reading and how the 
companionship of something 
slightly resembling a holy 
book helped med address 
them more or less 
(Sébastien Hendricks): initial 
quote of T.S. Eliot 
reminiscing on StAugustine’s 
brink of infinity formula—the 
presence of things past, the 
presence of things presence 
and the presence of things 
future. He muses at this 
edge: for instance on how 
Moslems and Kabbalists 
(Sic) never tire of learning, 
reading and studying 
fragments of the Koran and 
Kabbalistic texts. “The 
relation between the 
believers and their sacred 
texts are recalibrated”. The 
two terms of an equation f(x) 
= y are considered equal. 
But they are not the same, 
since otherwise the equation 
would be void. This relation 
of equality between non-
same terms produces 
information. (97)



Is she a translator? (Olivia Fairwheather): learning 
by heart and delivering somehow exists in the 
same realm as translation. This piece challenges 
us to make up our minds about the difference, 
based on the suggestions and encouragement of 
this contributor. Her infatuation with a female 
actress is brought to contrast with this. The 
feelings of jealousy—picturing a couple sitting on 
a bed, where one of them should have been you, 
according to Harold Bloom—appears to extend 
into the relation between living books and 
translation, but in a relationship likely to make us 
learn more of what these practices are: “But, 
difference and repetition here cannot be made to 
stand in a dichotomy: translation by virtue of its 
character enacts both these forces.” Acting, 
then, can be seen as translation and the 
manifestation of it. (263)



How I learned a poem by 
heart (Jon Refsdal Moe): in 
some ways, this piece 
states that—given their 
poetic ideals—people are 
what they are. In this way, 
Baudelaire’s poem Le chat 
constitutes a backdrop for a 
story of the contributor’s 
adolescence in Nordstrand, 
one of Oslo’s better off 
suburbs. It invites the 
recognition of anyone with a 
similar background—turning 
the retrospective into a 
popular stereotype—while 
the more intricate relations 
to a French teacher, with 
whom he does a course in 
advanced French, asks him 
to memorise the poem over 
the summer. Which he 
does, with some mistakes 
that he eventually grew fond 
of. Through his dealings 
with the teacher—the 
curious part of the story—it 
becomes a refraction of Les 
Fleurs du mai (perhaps an 
oblique reference to Les 
fleurs du mâle. (p. 141) 



Portrait, 2010-2018 (Sébastien Hendricks): the 
shortest piece in the anthology, but one of my 
preferred ones, because he attempts to gather 
the experience of the living book practice, in 
an act of portraiture. The reading of the text is 
left for others to read. The essence of it, as I 
read it, is that it forays into the practice by 
telling the practice. It relates to a practice in 
the making, by allowing a kind of 
contamination by refraction. It does not seek 
abstraction, but rather a kind of theoretical 
insight commanded by a desire for precision. 
The task of the living books is specific. The 
delivery requires precision at one level. The act 
of portraiture allows a second level of 
precision. It could serve the purpose of 
discussing the notion of excellence that 
exudes from the volume, and also its import 
for practices in artistic research. (P. 115)



Favery in Trieste (Bruno de Wachter): the piece 
is about the anticipation and postponement of a 
live delivery of Favery’s poetry to his widow 
(herself a poet). After a wild goose chase for an 
appointment with her, he finally gets rejected. 
Not only rejected, but also challenged by her to 
comprehend her rejection. The piece therefore 
provides an educational—and delectable—case 
on the questions of expectancy, featuring more 
broadly above, by providing an example of a 
challenge inherent in the practice: abiding by 
anticipation and postponement without 
expecting that it somehow should be solved, 
but finding in this an instance of how the 
practice is programmed, and thereby how it can 
grow and evolve by simply making do (Miche de 
Certeau, 1984). It gives the sense of a field that 
may live to find its ethnography. (79)



Subject: The elusive 
eloquence of dozing off 
(Jerome Peeters). I have 
saved this to the last 
because it features an exit 
and displacement featuring 
one paradox of the activity. 
All of the contributors are 
paradoxically pressed for 
time. This contributor is 
pressed for time on account 
of an exceedingly prolific 
author that he has become 
obsessed with. He has no 
time to contribute to Time is 
falling asleep and gives 
Mette Edvardsen a thorough 
account of his reasons. 
Which is why it is published 
as an email. A parallel to this 
emphasis on the format is a 
mention of a flyer that 
somehow has stuck in his 
mind. Not because of its 
contents, perhaps even the 
contrary: the contents are 
quite banal. It gave me 
reason to ponder on my own 
exceedingly prolific 
production of flyers. In a 
project(191)
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