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A few notes from D«:m, Cath an g’Z.
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SCHITZOPATH

My life's in forward motion,
I feel no negative emotion,
I've gotta get on,

Gotta get on

That train to somewhere.

- My life' s in backward motion,
I feel no positive emotion

I've gotta get off, :

Gotta get off

That train to nowhere.
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a cautionary tale of public
transport romance

Bus journeys to work can be soul
destroying; the same people getting on
at the same stops and the same time
every day, all wearing the same grim
expressions, all dreading another day of
boredom and monotony. All dreaming of a
different destination, hoping the day ends
quickly, waiting for the weekend. Ipods,
metros and poker faces. Everyone looking
straight ahead, making no eye contact
with the same people they make the
same journey with five days a week. Even
though a word is never spoken everyone
understands each other and what they
want; to be left the fuck alone. It's an
unspoken rule just to let everyone be,
all you need to know each other is which
stop each of you get on or off.

Bearing this in mind I was surprised one
morning when a cute red haired girl I'd
never seen before seemed to be looking
straight into my eyes at the bus stop. She
got on the bus before me and glanced

“at me again and I was left wondering

what the hell was wrong with her? Maybe
she just had a lazy eye? Maybe she was
actually looking at a pair of shoes in the

~ shop I was standing in front of? Maybe

she hadn’t been commuting on buses long
enough to know the rules? Maybe she was
just a bit mentally retarded? Either way
she'd messed with the status quo, I didn't
know what to think.

Glances quickly turned into smiles and
we'd have this little ritual of smiling at
each other first thing i the morning when
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when her Black Prince didn't turn up but
no words were ever spoken. It was all a
tad bizarre and I decided one day that I'd
have to talk to her, even if it was just to
find out what the hell she was smiling at.

A couple of weeks later after building
myself up to talking to her and then
backing down a fair few times the usual
double decker bus had been replaced by
a single decker bus meaning that I'd have
to sit next to someone rather than having
two seats to myself. This would usually be
a nightmare, everyone just wants space
and silence in the morning but I'd had
enough white Russians and bitters the
night before this particular day and in my
still tipsy state I found the courage to sit
down next to and actually talk to this girl
I'd been calling Bus Stop Girl or BSG for
the last couple of months. We'd already
half broken the number one commuting .
rule by glancing and smiling at each other,
why not blow it the hell open by actually
talking to each other.

This chatting carried on for another week
or so until one day she said she was feeling
a bit ill and so rested her head on my chest
and I put my arm round her. Next thing I
knew we were getting off with each other
at the front of a packed bus full of people
who had seen this strange friendship
develop every step of the way. I expected a
mass round of applause, possible a couple
of ‘get a room’ comments or perhaps our
fellow commuters to start a hug dance
around us to the Replacements ‘Kiss Me
On The Bus’ which would start playing on
some magic sound system that appeared
from nowhere like what might happenona
particular bad episode of Ally McBeal. But
nothing; these men, women and children
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