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Round About Town

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).
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concemed.
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A
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she's holding it with

of his voice

Saturday 23 May
Ileave at 6am and the low sun s gint
ing off silver seams of slug trail. At the
junction where the couble yellow lines
divert around the big sycamore,Jackson
Pollock bird shit covers the road and part
of the abandoned pushchair

funfai has set up in the park, behind

high possile
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and spars etc
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it rzsa That's all And he drives away

agai

In the vilage, this year's fiying ant

e of massive Dolly Mixture holly
bushes. [ walk past behind two other
‘men in highvs vests: “Do you know

listening to eighties heavy metal ona
paint-spattered raio.

Backinte hach

“Stumpy?” “Aye, that's him, Stumpy.

I tow, [ pass a noisy lockin at the
bar under the railway anches: Setting
the new standard ofate nght drinking
alture...

Idrive outinto the country, where
nightclub moguls and ex-football

beard pops up fom behind the fence of

hining peole gl 0 e m
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When
started with a smal yelp of surprise.
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around”,and
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- e says

Two ducksfly over the swathes of
buttercups n the yellow meadow off
Moor Lane.

“Are burglars poor?” the young son asks
his dad. “That depends on how success
fula burgla they are”, his dad reples

i bis sventes with paque Reacoltes
and black Labrador. They compare their
experiences of electrocardiography.
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the
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of Wisteria Cottage with s gravel, ofmy shirt s just apieceof aflter
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The views,the cars and the houses
around here, are massive.
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54, He grabs the large, strappy digital
SLRfrom the passenger seat,takes a
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et o the oyota P with e long
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parking
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the windows open are arguing with the
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