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HERFE, ARE few nofses the bus

user dreads more. Not (he hiss of

the iPod, amplified in the echo

thamber of the listener’s head,

Not the plinky-plonky tap tap of
the Nintende DS, These are concertos,
symphonies next to the noise surly
schoolkids are now inflicting on the top
decksof London’s buses with their mobile
phones, 1t is giving me bus rage.

There they sit, every meming on the 106,
biaring out bad hip hop from their Nokias
and Samsungs with blatant, brazen con-
tempt for their fellow passengers. No one
tells them to stop:

Perhaps my fellow commuters heading
to Finsbury Park all share a passion for 50
Cent's oeuvre played through a tiny
tweeter: Perhaps, like me, they simply
fear confrontation, humiliation or a cold
blade in the thigh — never nice at that
time in the morning. Either way, we sim-
ply sit there, tutting, sighing and pre-
tending il Isn’t happening.

What ugly, shameful thoughts run
through my head! The social policies
mentally draft would make Stalin Blush.
Thave a inkling of what it must be like to
be Richard Littlejohn. Most of all, I fan-
tasise about plueking the offending
instrument from their hands and watch-
Ing their horrified little faces as I foss 1t
outof the window But | lack the boldness
10 act.

Besides, I do not have a good track
record with confronting youths. Once, T
shared a Tube carriage with a boy who
spent the entire journey with his hand
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Dreadful, tinny
music from mobile
phones is ruining
public transport

— but we're too

scared to complain

argument — and the race up the escala-
tor -~ ‘but had to surrender the moral
high ground when we reached the ticket
barriers and I found my Travelcard was-
n't valid. (I still maintain that fiddling
with yourself {n publicisa worse crime
than fare dodging, but he was having
none of it).

T have thoughtof Nghting fire with fire,
drowning ouf the kids’ racket with a
tinny blast of Leonard Cohen. However,
when I went to upload, T found to my
great shame that my mobile phone isn’t
%t,lmciently pimped up 1o handle musle

08,

But one morning last week, I saw the
light. The absurdly late arrival of the
106 had inspired sume wry joking among
the waiting commuters. Climbing to the
top deck to find a blank-eyed teen blaring
out bad R'n'B, I was exasperated cnough
to plead: “Could you please turn that
off?" — and was immediately backed up
by two girls from the bus stop. The lad
huffed and puffed and, amazingly obliged.
The social pressure was too much. The
rest of the journey was bliss,

Thanks to an admirable campaign at
www.hovisZl.com, Transport for London
has promiséd to look into the menace. Bt
wo can't expect it to do much if we ordi-
nary commuters don't stand together.
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Staggering: away from the bustle of the city, Richmond Park is home to deer and parakeets

PEACE AND QUIET IN THE CAPITAL

Abney Park Cemetery, N16 and one of the largest colonies

London’s suburban cemeteries  of escaped parakeetsin

are a delight: Nunhead and Europe.

Hampstead in particular, My

local one in Stoke Newingtonis ~ UCL Grant Museum of ,

an overgrown Victorian Gothic ~ Zoology, Gower Street, WCT.

masterpiece. Avoid after dark, 1pm-5pm. 020 7679 2000

when the local rent boys take One of London’s least

over, frequented museums, the
Grant attracts some 20 visitors

off the street each week. But
it's a delight, not least as it

Richmond Park, TW9
The largest green space in

LIFE & CULTURE:

LONDONLIFE |]

Reading Rooms, British
Library, Euston Road, WC1.
02074127332

‘Home to London's most

thoughtfut silence (as fong as’
the students are kept at bay).

The City, EC1.
Wander the Square Mile at the
weekend — full of historical
interest— and you'll barely
bump inta a soul. Pratend voau
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Plights by Altitude
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