Brixton to Bonds Green
Sunday 12.30pm

Actually it is going well

| was dreading it but it is going well
Eyes red and stinging

Some mysterious thing

Will you sit down ?

| am squashed against the window
Alight here for the Tate Gallery

| do | might

I might do

| like to be a bit challenging

Shall we come back to your place ?

Foreign language

staring at a small tube map

Mumble mumble mumble

M| Yeah yeaaaaah Well actually yeah yeah
Yawn across the carriage

F2 irrational M| yeah yeah

F2 change here | think

F3 A qui Esperanto

Lips moving in the distance

indetectable indelectable

A female hand scratching a man’s scalp
Before alighting

Don’t think your life might depend on it
Time to stop
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Brixton to Oxford Circus
I1.10am

Next station Vauxhall

yes but..... engine roaring
hahahu...doors closing
what ?

imitate the sound of engines
VYWOOOOOO0OO0000

Bold head big stomach red faced
sleeping across the carriage
head doddling about

a son a spring

relaxed

stand clear of the doors
mmmmmm?

pimlicooooooooo

bleak morning
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