
A Rolling Series of Encounters
#3 (Bermondsey Studio to Lewisham Studio, 8/3/15)

1. Along Willow Walk I catch up with two women in ‘Sunday best’. The 
first of many.
2. I reach the Old Kent Road, which I’ll follow for much of this 
journey. A tinted-windowed people carrier of young men stare in 
intent silence.
3. Teenagers on a side street
‘Whhhaaaatt the fuckkkkk?’
4. Despite the wide pavement I feel obtrusive, more so than before. 
I’m attracting more negative attention. 
5. I catch up with a car. A child in a rear facing seat smiles and 
waves.
6. I thought I knew this road well but there are new flats, an 
Iceland, the nightclub’s changed name.  
7. A woman on the phone glances back.
‘This is so out of this world’
8. Music from Pentecostal churches, hidden behind unprepossessing 
storefronts.
9. A carload of young men pulls up
‘What the fuck are you doing?’
10. As I approach New Cross Gate, I pass a smartly dressed man, 
sauntering in the same direction. (Later in Lewisham he will pass me, 
and say ‘good day’.)
11. Teenage boys in football kit by New Cross bus garage. More, now 
predictable, shouts of ‘What the fuck?’, but one of ‘Oliver Twist’.
12. Sideways glances from well-dressed couples on the Brockley side 
of Lewisham Way.
13. A few friendly smiles of acknowledgement. I think I may be being 
mistaken for a Goldsmiths student. 
14. I let two girls on BMXs pass. Their dad catches up. Approaching a 
junction he calls for them to stop and look both ways but when he 
gets there he steps straight out into the road without hesitating.
15. It’s hard to control the cable drum downhill along Loampit Vale.
16. A man on a mountain bike, smelling of weed, approaches
‘Does it bite?’
17. A final chorus of jeers and the ‘What the fuck’s as I turn in to 
my destination.
   


