
A Rolling Series of Encounters
#1 (Brockley to Chelsea College of Arts, 30/10/14)

1. I set out to walk from my home in Brockley to the exhibition, 
pulling a cable drum I found.
2. It is immediately awkward to work out the best way to drag the 
drum, to loop the rope I’ve tied myself to it with around me.
3. I cross the bridge over the railway.
4. I notice the sound of the wooden wheel crunching on the concrete 
behind me.
5. At the top of Norbert Road two children approach. 
‘What’s that?’ 
‘It’s a cable drum.’ 
‘Cool!’
6. On Peckham Rye a dog takes an interest. It keeps coming back for a 
smell, then runs away.
7. My pace slows on Rye Lane, as I have to weave in and out of the 
many people. They all walk at different paces and especially crowd 
around bus stops. There are used crates, cardboard boxes and market 
stalls encroaching on the pavement. I feel guilty and apologetic for 
my obstructive cumbersomeness. 
8.‘Where are you taking that?’ 
‘Pimlico.’ 
‘Good luck.’
9. To avoid the busy pavements I turn down Blenheim Grove.
10. The rope around me is coming loose. I have to stop and rearrange 
it. As I do so I inadvertently block the path of a mother with pram 
and young children. I feel embarrassed, less deserving of pavement 
space. 
11. A policeman asks me what I’m doing. 
‘Taking this cable drum to Pimlico.’ 
‘Okay, you seem to know what you’re doing.’
12. Down the wide pavements of Camberwell Road I pick up speed. 
13. Approaching the green I slow down again. It’s busy, more crowded 
bus stops to negotiate.
14. Two young women, probably Camberwell students, drinking outside 
the Hermit’s Cave look on with encouraging interest. 
15. A van driver sneers derisively. 
16. Another policeman. 
‘Is this yours? We have to check when we see a member of the public 
with rope around them.’
17. Crossing Denmark Hill, a boy looks at me and turns to his mum. 
‘That’s so cool!’
18. The closer I get to Oval tube station the more suits there are 
around me. Commuters, avoiding eye contact.
19. Approaching Vauxhall I have to re-set the rope again. A group of 
after work drinkers step outside for a cigarette as I do so. A few 
sideways glances, then studious avoidance.
20. ‘That’s a funny dog!’ 
(A shout as I pass the Royal Vauxhall Tavern.)
21. Finally I cross the Thames, and arrive.


