
A Rolling Series of Encounters
#2 (Brockley to Bermondsey Studio, 12/1/15)

1. Much the same as last time as I set off up Beecroft Road and 
across the railway bridge.
2. I’m surprised to receive no attention from the primary school 
playground I pass, busy with break-time.
3. On Turnham Road a man, Jim, approaches me asking if he can borrow 
my rope. He needs to lower something from a window he explains. I 
agree, and unwrap the rope from myself, but he finds another just as 
I finish. I assist lowering a sofa down the outside wall of the 
building, making sure to avoid the satellite dishes. 
4. Jim queries my journey, not hiding his bemusement.
5. On Peckham Rye my thoughts turn to purposeful-ness. It feels 
rebellious to be moving through the city without what most would 
consider a sensible purpose, especially in such an awkward manner. 
This isn’t what should happen in the productive capitalist city, 
especially on a Monday. 
6. I start thinking about Shakespearean fools. 
7. Rye Lane is busy, but less so than last time. The cable drum hits 
an advertising board. It’s advertising McDonalds.
8. After this, I’m very careful not to hit any of the stalls along 
the pavement. Stall-holders eye me closely. 
9. A charity collector asks if I have a minute.
‘I’m a bit busy’
‘The audacity! How can he ask you when he can see what you’re doing?’
I concur.
10. Following the path along the old canal route, I pick up speed. 
11. I overtake two mothers pushing buggies. 
12. My rope keeps catching on the drum, and I have to keep stopping. 
The mothers overtake me. I’m embarrassed. 
13. It starts to rain.
14. I’m tired, physically and mentally. My arms ache. 
15. A car beeps at me on Trafalgar Road.
16. Passing a bus stop, a woman kindly gets up and stands aside to 
make it easier for me to pass. 
17. I cross the Old Kent Road. A line of busses are parked behind 
Tesco. Spotting me, a driver leans out of his door and laughs loudly. 
18. There are groups of children and teenagers heading home from 
school. Most look, and several whisper to one another as I pass.
19. I arrive.     
 
 


