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of them were on our paper-rounds” 
says Christine. “Blimey! I wonder what 
brought that on?” “I don’t know. Do you 
remember him who built our steps? He 
was one, hung himself.” “Really? That’s 
terrible” I say. “I know, and the thing is 
everyone’s always going on about them 
steps; the top one’s too short. People 
are always tripping over it and then 
they come in here and say ‘Whoever did 
them steps wants shooting!’ What am I 
supposed to say to that now?”

Thursday, 26 August 

I find a note in the street on my way 
into work. It’s written in marker pen 
on a sheet of A4 paper. It’s the third 
I’ve found bearing this message in the 
last six months: ‘Iranian intelligence 
officers lick English Arse’.

Bob is back at work after a week off. I 
ask whether he’s had a good time and 
he tells me his dog ate his Yorkshire 
pudding in a café in Grassington.

Twice today, I’ve been asked for direc-
tions to the Spiritualist church.

At County Foods, I hand my paperwork 
to the receptionist and she fills in her 
signature while talking on the phone, 
“I’ve got this guy on hold, he’s ringing 
from a café in Batley. He’s on about 
black puddings…” Suddenly, a large 
dog jumps up from behind the desk 
and starts barking at me, its front paws 
on the sill of the service hatch. The 
receptionist puts down the phone and 
drags the dog back down by its collar. 
A tall man in a suit leans in through an 
adjoining door and gives her a quizzical 
look. “Don’t ask”, she says. “Is it a guard 
dog?” says the tall man. “It’s guarding 
me from the likes of you Alan”, says the 
receptionist.

The chubby assistant with the heavy 
foundation and the glittery bits on 
her face at the newsagent’s tells 
her colleague about her unfaithful 
boyfriend. “He said she looked better 

from a distance than close to but he 
still knobbed her, didn’t he? He’s got 
a picture of it on his phone!”

Monday, 6 September 

In her garden on Hart Street, an old 
woman in a dressing gown empties a 
jug of custard onto her borders.

A young man with his hand down 
the front of his trousers and a bloody 
nose is talking to a man in a snapback 
cap, “Drop them two off…” he says, 
gesturing to two young women with 
low cut tops and large breasts in the 
back of a P-reg’ VW Golf, “…then we’ll 
go into town and get wired”.

Later, in the park, I see another man with 
a bloody nose. He’s talking to a tree.

A squirrel carries a Wagon Wheel (the 
chocolate kind) across Wren Street.

Thursday, 9 September 

“Oh, Septimus! Oh dear! I told you to go 
before we came out! Oh dear”, says the 
woman in the twin set and obvious wig 
to her King Charles spaniel.

Howard says he shot a rat at 6.30 this 
morning. He says he’s pleased to have 
got the bugger at last but his neighbours 
complained about the noise.

At Slack Farm, Mr Haigh comes out of 
the milking shed carrying a coat at arm’s 
length. The lining is torn out and It’s 
completely covered in shit and straw. 
“Fucking cows have had us coat. They’re 
a set of bastards” he says. “Eurgh! That’s 
had it now, hasn’t it?” I say. “Aye, normal 
folk would chuck it away. I’m gonna wash 
it.” I follow him up to his front door with 
his mail, past the tractor with the mature 
ragwort growing out from under the seat 
and the neat row of four dead moles laid 
out on the garden wall. Mr Haigh tells 
me that moles have a very keen sense of 
smell and hands like people. “If you smell 
of fags or booze when you lay the traps 
you’ll not catch any.”
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At the Community Health Centre, the 
receptionist bursts out through the 
doors into the car park and vomits next 
to a Honda Civic.

Back at the office, I see Irfan. He’s been 
off work for a couple of weeks and when 
I ask why he tells me he’s been stabbed.

Sunday, 12 September 

While I’m opening the pouch box on 
Heatherfield Road, an old man at the 
bus stop comments on my bunch of 
keys, “You’ve plenty of keys there”, he 
says. 

As I’m posting the mail at the Baptist 
church a young man in a hooded top 
starts shouting something to me from 
the other side of the street. I can’t hear 
him above the noise of the traffic so 
he shouts again. I still can’t hear so he 
shouts a third time. And a fourth. I still 
can’t hear, so he shouts again. I still 
can’t hear. I go to the very edge of my 
pavement and he goes to his. He shouts 

at the top of his voice over the top of 
the traffic “HE ONLY GETS HOLY MAIL 
YOU KNOW!” “OH!” I shout.

Inside the council flats, the window 
cleaner is talking to an elderly woman. 
She tells him she’s not been well. “I’ve 
been here, there and everywhere at the 
hospital and they can’t fathom what it 
is.” “Oh dear, there’s always summat 
in’t there?” says the window cleaner. 
The woman continues, “Now they’re 
reckoning it might be Parkinson’s 
disease so I’m going to have to go 
for tests for that now too”. “Oh dear, 
there’s always summat in’t there?” 
says the window cleaner again. “Oh, 
but it is painful in my hands.” “There’s 
always summat in’t there?” “I can’t 
even do the washing it’s so painful.” 
“There’s always summat.” “But I always 
like to say to myself ‘There’s always 
someone worse off, isn’t there?’” “Oh 
dear, there’s always summat in’t there. 
See you next time love.” The window 
cleaner leaves the building and shouts 
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up to his colleague who is cleaning 
windows on the first floor, “Jesus-God-
Alive! I feel like slitting my wrists when 
I’ve gone in there! It’s your turn next 
time!”

Thursday, 23 September 

The man with the tartan Thermos, the 
pea-coat and the all-year-round woolly 
hat has started crossing the road when 
he sees me. We pass each other at 
6am every morning and he’s often the 
only other person I see as I walk into 
work. After a few weeks of ignoring 
each other, I let on and said “Morning”. 
He didn’t reply. As time went by and 
I persisted, he started to respond but 
never seemed very comfortable with it. 
His eyes would start flickering nervously 
at me from about twenty yards away, 
I’d say “Morning” and he’d emit an 
awkward choking sound accompanied 
by a twitchy sideways glance. Now he 
crosses the road and keeps his eyes fixed 
on the pavement.

A man in a hooded North Face jacket, 
elaborately top-stitched jeans and Nike 
trainers is smoking a cigarette and 
fiddling with a Blackberry on the steps 
at the entrance to the flats. I say hello as 
I approach, assuming he’ll move across 
so I can get past. He doesn’t. He doesn’t 
respond or even glance up. I squeeze 
through, my bag scraping against 
his knee, but he still doesn’t move or 
acknowledge my presence in any way. 
When I come out of the flats ten minutes 
later, the man is still there, smoking 
another cigarette and thumbing his 
Blackberry. I say hello again, he looks up, 
squints, pulls on his cigarette and looks 
down again.

Two overweight men in their thirties 
are talking as they walk past me on 
Ings Way, “I bet I fucking could”, says 
one. “I bet you fucking couldn’t”, says 
the other. “I bet I fucking could.” “You 
fucking couldn’t.” “I fucking could.” 
“You fucking couldn’t.” “I bet I fucking 
could…”
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A woman in flat shoes and a very full 
skirt stops me in the street to tell me 
she’s been to the ninetieth birthday 
party of her pianist, “I’m in the choir 
at the Methodist. The cake was in the 
shape of a grand piano. It was sponge 
but it was lovely and moist”.

Sunday, 3 October 

A young man wearing a yellow vest, 
faded red boxer shorts and fluffy yellow 
slippers is sitting on my neighbour’s 
front step in the rain at 5.30am. 

I see a fox on Station Road.

On the bus, I overhear a man telling his 
companion that he shat himself in bed 
after drinking too many Turbo Diesels 
in the pub.

Mrs Shaw gives me a bag of homegrown 
tomatoes. She says she’s completely 
self-sufficient as far as tomatoes are 
concerned.

Dr Groves opens his front door to take 
his mail. “It’s a reasonable day by the 
looks of it”, he says.

Mr Briggs pulls up to tell me he’s off 
to Oldham today. He pauses, then says 
“Actually, I tell a lie, I’m off to the office, 
then to Meltham and then to Oldham. 
I’m working on the precinct there, it’s a 
right bastard to park”. That’s all he says, 
then he gets back into his Suzuki Carry 
and drives away.

At the Chartered Accountants’, a 
chubby white male chartered account-
ant with brown plastic-rimmed 
glasses, a white shirt and a grey 
suit is talking to a slim white female 
chartered accountant in a white shirt 
and a slightly lighter grey suit. “Did 
you get through Chapeltown all right 
yesterday?” asks the man. “I know! I 
didn’t see a single white face!” says the 
woman biting her lip. “I bet you didn’t 
want to stop at the lights did you?” 
“No”, says the woman, “I pushed my 
door locks down!” She mimes twisting 

around and pushing down the door 
lock. “Absolutely terrifying”, she says.

Mrs Gaunt waves to me from her first-
floor window with a tenon saw in her 
hand.

Places I’ve seen the Cross of St George 
today: 1. Painted across the bonnet 
of a white baker’s van. 2. On a flag 
flying from a dead tree in a garden on 
Manse Drive. 3. On a flag flying from 
the Foresters Arms pub. 4. Painted on a 
drain cover by the back door of a house 
in Cowlersley. 5. On a flag flying from 
what used to be The Green Cross real 
ale pub but is now a Sex Encounter Club 
with blacked out windows and plans for 
a sauna.

Saturday, 9 October 

5.30am: A man is walking towards me in 
the park. He’s singing loudly to himself 
and occasionally performing a kind of 
shimmy. He stops to take a long drag on 
his cigarette, briefly looks up and notices 
me coming down the path. At this point, 
he begins to cough in what seems like 
a fake way and when he starts walking 
again, he does so with a pronounced 
swagger and an expressionless face.

Trizzle and N. Smith have both written 
their names on the May Street pouch 
box.

On the estate, I knock at a house to 
deliver a registered parcel. A man 
answers. He’s carrying a little boy in 
a duffle coat, mittens and a woollen 
hat, “Oh thanks, mate, that’s great, I’ve 
been waiting for that. Excellent!” He 
puts down the little boy to sign for the 
package and a slim women in a vest top 
peers around the door. Her eyes widen, 
“Is that your new phone? Fucking hell 
you jammy cunt! Mine took fucking 
ages. Fucking hell!”

According to the large A1 laminated 
poster entitled ‘The Toby Grill Hall Of 
Fame’, Mick has served 994 drinks and 
Kerry over 400 meals so far this week.
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The man who is brewing beer in his 
garden and doesn’t wear a shirt says 
hello.

I stand on a dead mouse and, after 
several minutes of trying, I can’t get 
the worst of it out from the tread of my 
shoes.

Wednesday, 11 May 

The man in the black Astra is blocking 
the street where he has stopped to 
answer his phone. He breaks off briefly 
from his call to wind down his window 
and shout, “You fat fucking bitch!” to 
the woman in the red Saab at the front 
of the queue of oncoming traffic. She 
doesn’t move because she can’t; he’s 
blocking the road ahead and she has 
a queue of traffic behind her. The man 
calls the Saab woman a fat bitch a 
couple more times before he finishes his 
call and then speeds off, shouting “You 
fat bitch!” a final time as he goes.

Half an hour later I see the man again, 
he’s dropping an old man off at the 
hospital. They are smiling and sharing 
a joke together. The man takes the old 
man’s arm and patiently escorts him 
across the car park and up the steps to 
the reception area.

At Hill Park, the air is filled with copulat-
ing insects, the yelping of lap dogs and 
the smell of deep fat fryers. A man in 
jeans is putting a fresh coat of magno-
lia Wethershield onto his stucco. I say 
“Good morning” and he made a sort of 
“Mgh” noise without looking up.

Garden statues: squirrels, many rabbits, 
birds (mainly owls and woodpeckers), an 
elderly couple on a bench, hedgehogs, 
a donkey (with saddle bags), a horse, 
an angel, a castle, windmills, otters, a 
fox, tortoises, cats, highly glazed orbs, 
a ten foot tall giraffe, ducks, gnomes, 
Buddhas, frogs (two that croak as I walk 
past), a miniature Chinese terracotta 
army figure, some miniature Easter 
Island heads, fairies, a lion, cats, dogs 

(mainly terriers and collies), naked/
semi-naked women, men with golf bags/
cricket bats/shotguns/bags with swag 
written on them, moulded resin imita-
tion Jean Arp/Barbara Hepworths…

A plane takes off from the airfield. Its 
engine cuts out for about five seconds as 
it flies overhead.

Mr Ainley asks me why the mail is so late 
these days. He says he’s going to write to 
his MP and “sort the bugger out”.

Tuesday, 24 May 

At the newsagent where the Adele 
album is played on a loop, two men in 
their fifties compare their experiences 
of school. “When the bell rang and we 
were playing football, we’d just ignore 
it. Did you do that?” says one. “No, not 
really” says the other.

On Bankfoot Lane, a man in a flat cap is 
clearing debris left by the high winds. 
He holds up a garden gnome, “I just 
found this”, he says “Isn’t he a little 
beauty?”

I get hit in the face by a wet clematis 
when it breaks free of its trellis in a 
strong gust and a woman answers her 
door wearing a Father Christmas oven 
glove. Also, the Christmas tree is still up 
and fully decorated in the pool room at 
the flats.

I see an owl at Wheelwright’s farm, a 
young boy of about seven threatens to 
cut my head off with an axe and the man 
in the park with a chest-length beard 
and Bermuda shorts asks me whether 
I’ve ever been to London.

I see Marc getting off the bus at Berry 
Brow. He has a snare drum in one hand, 
some cymbals in the other and his jacket 
is done up to the top. I pull over to say 
hello and he says he’s just got back from 
London where he’s played at Ronnie 
Scott’s. I say to say hello to his mum, he 
says he will and then he sets off home 
because it starts raining.
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Friday, 27 May 

I still pass the man with the tartan 
Thermos and the all-year-round woolly 
hat on my way into work but I’ve 
stopped saying hello since it obviously 
makes him so uncomfortable. This 
morning I happened to glance up as he 
approached and he faked a trip to avoid 
making eye contact.

I deliver a parcel to a man with a side 
parting and a plaid shirt. He tells me 
it’s a box of chocolates. He suggests 
that should I ever want to get round 
the wife then I could do worse than 
to order some myself. “They really are 
first class”, he says, “far more effective 
than flowers”. The man also mentions 
that he owns a Volvo V70 which he also 
recommends very highly, “A beautiful 
car” he says.

The man whose shirt is perforated 
with tiny hot rock holes apologises for 
his signature. “It’s gone a bit funny”, 
he says.

Wildlife of note: two dead hedgehogs, 
one dead blackbird, one dead squirrel, 
one heron (alive), one woodpecker (alive).

Thursday, 2 June 

Up the driveway of replica stone setts, 
past the box trees, the cobbles, the blue 
slate chippings and the saplings with 
their nursery tags flapping in the breeze 
to the faux timber door. A large cock-
chafer has turned turtle on the doorstep. 
I right it gently with the toe end of my 
boot.

Twice in succession during my parcel 
delivery, the door is answered by a 
middle-aged woman with a broken arm. 

At the next house, the door is answered 
by a man in his thirties with shaving 
foam all over his chin. Another full hour 
into the delivery and somebody else 
with a broken arm answers a door. This 
time it’s a middle-aged man, his sweater 
bulging over the bad arm with the 
empty sleeve dangling at his side.
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The man with the regulation haircut 
and the 4x4 in the carpark of the gym 
explains how much he hates show 
muscle. “All the young lads are into it”, 
he says. “They look good but they’ve got 
no stamina. I was sparring with a lad 
twice my size and half my age yester-
day and I just hung in there till he wore 
himself out and then gave him a good 
smack in the kidneys.”

A grey wagtail flits around in the dust 
on the forecourt of the BMW garage. I 
go inside through the big glass doors 
and when I hand over the package to the 
man in the blue overalls, he says “Is it a 
food parcel from UNICEF?” I laugh but 
when the overall man looks for a reaction 
from the man at the desk in the corner—
crew neck sweater with his shirt collar 
tucked inside—he doesn’t get one.

Tuesday, 7 June 

6am: Three men are playing on the 
roundabout in the children’s playground. 

The one with the black bandana tied 
around his head is pushing it round as 
fast as he can and repeatedly shouting 
“Oh baby! You’re gonna die!”

A man in military uniform carries a 
carriage clock across Church Street.

At the newsagent’s, Christine is on the 
till. She tells me the new owner is apply-
ing for an off-license. “I don’t want to 
be in here on my own at ten o’ clock at 
night with all the skanks coming in. It’s 
a local newsagent for goodness sake, he 
thinks he’s bloody Tesco’s.”

A man in sportswear watches me deliver 
a parcel. He’s leaning on a broken fence 
with a bottle of Ribena in one hand and 
his bollocks in the other.

A woman walks past the pink teddy 
bear in the road on her way up to Dead 
Man’s Hole. She’s wearing a pale grey 
fleece jacket, black ski-pants and she’s 
carrying a shopping bag that’s so big 
she’s holding it with her arm bent at the 
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elbow so it doesn’t drag along the floor. 
She’s talking on a phone: “Joan has been 
up with some boxes and one looked like 
it might have been a cat basket”.

I find a four leaf clover in Dead Man’s 
Hole.

Adam Ant’s tour bus is parked outside 
Holmfirth Post Office.

Things people said to me today after I 
handed them their post (not including 
‘Thank you’ or variations thereof which 
is what most people say): “Is that it? 
That’s a poor do.” “Ooh, lots!” “That’s 
not too bad.” “That’s great.” “Parcel? Oh 
yes, that’s David’s tea actually, birdseed.” 
“You haven’t been knocking long have 
you? I was asleep.” “Oh my God!”

Saturday, 11 June 

Yesterday, I saw a crow pick up a basket-
ball-sized piece of scrunched up fish 
and chip paper in its beak and fly away 
over the houses with it. Later, on the 
same street, I saw a woman in a spangly 
lilac sari and headscarf hoovering the 
pavement outside her house with big 
upright Dyson.

Earlier today, I was smoking on the 
steps at the entrance to the park 
opposite the post office with Michael. 
I told him about the woman I’d seen 
hoovering the pavement and he told 
me he’d once seen a man watering 
his garden despite the fact he’d paved 
over it several years earlier. I suggested 
that the man might simply have been 
cleaning his flags, but Michael said 
that when he’d asked him what he 
was doing, the man had said he was 
watering the flowers. At this point in 
the conversation, a sparrow flew down 
and landed in the gap between us on 
the step, about two feet away from 
each of us. Michael didn’t notice so I 
caught his eye, said, “Aye-up, who’s 
this?” and I glanced down at the bird. 
When Michael caught sight of it, he 
started with a small yelp of surprise. 

The sparrow flew off and Michael said: 
“I fucking hate birds”.

A group of school children pass me in 
the street. They all have their coats over 
their heads to block the glare of the sun 
on their phone screens.

Sunday, 19 June 

I walk into work in the slipstream of 
a man who is smoking strong weed 
and listening to Chaka Demus and 
Pliers without headphones. As we walk 
through the Market Place, a splay-
footed drunkard wearing the remains 
of a tuxedo shouts “HELLO!” to us both 
from the steps of Headrow Furnishers.

Two women in their seventies are 
discussing custard tart: “It was lovely, 
I had the custard tart”, says the tallish 
one with the mid-calf length floral-print 
pleated skirt and the Summer Wine 
perm. “Ooh, I do love custard tart”, 
says the shortish one with the mid-calf 
length floral-print pleated skirt and the 
Summer Wine perm. “My mother used to 
make the best custard tart—lovely thin 
pastry.” Says the tallish one. “Lovely. My 
husband says he doesn’t care how thick 
the pastry is!” Says the shortish one, 
eyebrows outraged. “Well, that’s it you 
see: men don’t mind so much about the 
pastry. All they’re interested in is the 
custard. All men love custard.” “That’s 
true. Whenever we go anywhere the 
men always go for the custard option. 
It’s a schoolboy thing I think.” “You’re 
right.”

At the house with the balloons tied to 
the gate posts, the builders are swearing 
on the roof. I count seven “fuckings” and 
a “bastard” in the time it takes for the 
young mum to walk her two toddlers up 
the driveway to the front door for the 
birthday party.

Sunday, 3 July 

Mr Barton has fixed a hook adjacent to 
his back door on which he hangs the 
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There’s nobody on the streets around 
here except for old women at bus stops 
and the occasional commercial dog 
walker. A Toyota Yaris goes past leaving 
a trail of weed smoke in its wake.

Friday, 27 March 

On the estate where people in bathrobes 
often shout loudly at barking dogs above 
the noise of high-energy auto-tuned pop, 
they are shouting particularly loudly 
today. The wind whistles through the 
streets, slamming knackered garden 
gates, flapping and cracking at the poly-
thene in the broken trees and inducing 
that weird clanging sound from the 
inside of metal street lamps. A man of 
about sixty years old in a tracksuit and 
an old Suzuki Swift pulls over to ask me 
whether I know where he was born. I 
say I don’t. “Sorry, I mean, the thing is, 
my wife asked me where I was born the 
other day and I realised I don’t know. My 
mum’s dead, so I can’t ask her so I sent 
off for my birth certificate and it says 
Storths Road but I don’t know where 
that is.”

I can hear a woodpecker in the tree 
above the owl that’s made of hundreds 
of tiny shells.

An elderly man in a stained anorak is 
sitting on an upturned bucket to paint 
his garden fence. He tells me he used to 
work for the GPO, “…on the engineer-
ing side, like. I’ve got a good pension. 
It’s seen me right! I’ve been retired for 
twenty-eight years. I bet it’s not like 
that anymore though, is it? I couldn’t 
believe it when they privatised the 
Royal Mail; nobody wanted it! It was all 
just to line the pockets of the big boys. 
Greedy buggers”. He dips his brush into 
the paint, “It’s water based, this” he 
points out. I comment on the unpredict-
able weather we’ve been having. “Aye, 
but isn’t it grand working outside. I love 
it. I always have. I think it’s why I’m so 
fit—apart from me knees, and me back. 
I’ve always worked outside. It can be 

the worst job in the world but as long 
as you’re outside and you’ve got some 
good workmates it doesn’t matter.” I 
agree with him, and tell him about my 
back and knee problems. He sympa-
thises and then parks his brush. “I’m 
going to call it a do for today”, he says, 
groping for a dry bit of fence to pull 
himself upright. “I’ve enjoyed our chat. 
It makes the world go round, doesn’t 
it? Talking to folk? But there’re some 
right miseries around these days, aren’t 
there? My bus driver says he hates his 
job because everybody’s so miserable 
now.”

Three doors down, a tall man in a black 
anorak and sandals is looking directly 
ahead and holding his hands behind his 
back as he paces slowly round and round 
the perimeter of the small concreted-
over garden of his terrace house.

Tuesday, 7 April 

Woman at the back of the bus in a 
three-quarter length quilted anorak: 
“You should have seen us roller skating 
the other night!” Other woman in 
three-quarter length quilted anorak: 
“You weren’t kaylied as you were going 
round, were you?” Woman in three-
quarter length quilted anorak: “Aye, the 
drunker we got, the braver we got.”

Crisp shadows, blue sky, a starting of 
blossom with the shreds of newspaper 
in the trees, a weathered, grey wooden 
fence with the greenest cotoneaster 
leaking through the cracks, the second 
bullfinch in a week on Newsome Road 
South, rotten gates that fall apart in 
your hand, a moulded ‘stone’ tortoise 
with a solar panel shell and a night-
light face, massive cars parked too 
close together, a woven willow rein-
deer which is still kicking around from 
Christmas…

Mr Briggs pulls over in his Suzuki Carry. 
He takes his pipe out of his mouth and 
pins it between the ball of his thumb 
and the steering wheel while he leans 
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across and shouts to me through the 
window: “I’m off to t’bins; I’ve got a load 
of bloody rubbish in!” And he drives 
away.

I see Mr Eagle outside the newsagent’s. 
He tells me again about the time he 
went to see The Rolling Stones in 1980: 
“Mick Jagger was from me to where 
that Renault’s parked… Jill was on my 
shoulders… The car broke down on the 
way home…”

Saturday, 18 April 

A still day: petrol, cigarette smoke, lawn-
mowers, paper litter, traffic noises from 
a quarter-mile away, daisies, dandelions 
and daffodils, a peacock butterfly on 
white UPVC…

Out on the estate that hasn’t changed 
for forty years, the old couple are having 
a small tiff about which bag to put all 
those jam jars in while a sparrowhawk 
disembowels a small rodent on the ridge 
of their dormer bungalow.

Rockeries, cracked-flag driveways, 
scuffed casey footballs, bikes on their 
sides, tiny weed-bound ponds, bird 
feeders, overweight builders with broad 
accents, 8x8’ lawns, cotoneasters, hebes, 
leylandii, a willow or a silver birch in 
the corner—planted by the developer 
in the seventies—low double-skinned 
fake-sandstone walls infilled with soil 
and alpines, brutal pruning, and a David 
Brown tractor spreading muck on the 
field behind.

There are lots of large women in their 
fifties and sixties with grown-out grey 
bobs, Reactolite glasses, floral shirts—
sometimes open with a pastel vest-top 
underneath—and knee-length shorts, 
also in pastel. They sit sipping gin & slim 
outside the pub waiting for “probably 
the best fish supper in town”. 

The chickens in the field full of mangold 
wurzels are excited, they sound as 
though they are singing Khachaturian’s 
‘Sabre Dance’. I hear lapwings, buzzards, 
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and the nearly naked man walking the 
Border terrier who is singing at the top 
of his voice.

Saturday, 23 May 

I leave at 6am and the low sun is glint-
ing off silver seams of slug trail. At the 
junction where the double yellow lines 
divert around the big sycamore, Jackson 
Pollock bird shit covers the road and part 
of the abandoned pushchair.

A funfair has set up in the park, behind 
the row of massive Dolly Mixture holly 
bushes. I walk past behind two other 
men in high-vis vests: “Do you know 
that guy up Deighton with one arm?” 
“Stumpy?” “Aye, that’s him, Stumpy…”

In town, I pass a noisy lock-in at the 
bar under the railway arches: ‘Setting 
the new standard of late night drinking 
culture…’

I drive out into the country, where 
nightclub moguls and ex-football 

professionals have built big houses as 
high up the panoramic ridge as possible. 
They compete for the stripiest lawns, 
the most striking life-sized Buddhas, 
the shiniest black 4x4s, the most 
unorthodox use of decorative gravels 
and spars etc.

Mr Briggs pulls up in an old Toyota Yaris. 
“I’ve just taxed this: £60. Just insured 
it: £250.” That’s all. And he drives away 
again.

In the village, this year’s flying ant 
day is underway and the builders are 
listening to eighties heavy metal on a 
paint-spattered radio.

Back in town, a man with a chin-strap 
beard pops up from behind the fence of 
the residential care home: “Hello, mate. 
Do you know me?” he asks. “No,” I say. 
“Well, this is a residential home and I’m 
Wayne. I’m a bit autistic; I’m always 
thinking people are going to knife me. 
That’s no way to carry on, is it?” “No”, 
I say, and then add, “You should be all 
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right at the moment, there’s nobody 
around”, and I set off walking again. 
Wayne shouts after me, “But I look all 
right though, don’t I?” I shout back, 
“Yeah, yes, you look fine!”

Saturday, 6 June 

The postman leans against the bus shel-
ter and squints into the squall, “As long 
as my fags and my phone are dry, I don’t 
give a shit about anything else”, he says.

Two ducks fly over the swathes of 
buttercups in the yellow meadow off 
Moor Lane.

“Are burglars poor?” the young son asks 
his dad. “That depends on how success-
ful a burglar they are”, his dad replies.

A pair of crows fly over the Ferrari, the 
rhododendrons and the brace of Range 
Rovers. They land on the ridge tiles 
of Wisteria Cottage with its gravel, 
its vintage boot jack, the stone pixies 
climbing over its gate, and its wisteria.

The views, the cars and the houses 
around here, are massive.

There’s an angry bee trapped under 
the plastic envelope that’s housing the 
planning notice stuck to the lamp post 
next to the Toyota Previa with the long 
deliberate looking scratch down its side.

The man from Sunny View has come 
outside, his hood drawstring tight. He 
tells me to get myself out of the rain.

I wonder if the little ginger dog turd 
left next to the imprint of a dog’s paw 
in the cement around the drain cover is 
a memorial tribute.

The old lady with the piles of books and 
the oxygen tank has died.

The couple who are always arguing with 
the windows open are arguing with the 
windows open. 

“Nice one, mate. See you later, bud”, 
says the young man through a haze of 
weed smoke from the passenger seat of 

the little Suzuki Ignis with the Ferrari 
air freshener hanging from the rearview 
mirror.

The sun dries the rain and brings out 
the man in the shorts who hoovers his 
pattern imprinted concrete driveway. 
The man in the rugby shirt calls his Jack 
Russell terrier a knobhead and a tit.

The man in his seventies with the 
opaque Reactolites and the black 
Labrador stops to talk to the other man 
in his seventies with opaque Reactolites 
and black Labrador. They compare their 
experiences of electrocardiography.

The roofers’ expletive ridden conversa-
tion is easily loud enough to be heard 
from the bus stop where the woman 
with the Sainsbury’s bag-for-life raises 
an outraged eyebrow.

What I thought was a bee in the pocket 
of my shirt was just a piece of leaf litter.

The estate agent in the tailored grey 
waistcoat, jeans, light tan brogues and 
sunglasses climbs out of his black Audi 
S4. He grabs the large, strappy digital 
SLR from the passenger seat, takes a 
couple of snaps of the end-terrace with 
the pretend wooden front door and 
drives away again.

Back in town, I get off the bus where 
the Asian man who is wearing salwar 
kameez and holding a toilet seat is 
having a stand-up row about parking 
spaces with a fat bald white man with 
no shirt on and ketchup around his 
mouth.

Wednesday, 17th June 

Litter Survey, Fitzwilliam Street to 
Church Street, via Greenhead Park, 
Heaton Road, and Branch Street: Costa 
take-out cup, Coca-Cola plastic bottle, 
Mayfair cigarette packet, Greggs take-out 
plastic cup, Richmond cigarette packet, 
Greggs take-out paper bag, Benson & 
Hedges cigarette packet, Kinder Bueno 
packaging, train ticket, 7up drink can, 
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Kevin Boniface

“I see the waxwings again. This time they are in the tree by 
the flats where the skinny Asian man with the grey jeans and 
studded belt is trying to gain access by shouting Raymond.”
—Sunday, 23 January 2011

For the last eight years Kevin Boniface has been writing 
succinct descriptions of events and incidents that have 
taken place whilst out and about on his postal round, his 
daily route taking him from the main sorting office to the 
streets and outlying neighbourhoods above the town. 

In these commentaries and records nothing seems to 
be typical—engaged and disconnected conversations, the 
observed and the overheard—the everyday activity of life 
on the move. 

With 58 black and white photographs.

............................................................................................................................................................

KEVIN BONIFACE is an artist based in Huddersfield, West Yorkshire. 
After graduating in art and geography in 1993, he joined the Royal Mail 
as a postman which has influenced his artwork ever since. Over many 
years, he has also produced zines, exhibitions, artists’ books, short 
films, audio recordings and live performances. His previous publications 
include Where Are You? (2005) and Lost in the Post (2008).


