
Chapter I

Falling in Love
on public 
transport

This one starts in a field somewhere in Wimbledon...
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had no understanding of the Tube 
system. It's no suprise I ended 
up in a burnt field instead of 
the set of Pride and Prejudice (2005). 

In said field I was forced to 
confront some difficult questions 
about what brought me there 
besides the wrong train and 
subsequent wrong bus. 

What was I so drawn to in Jane 
Austen's world of stolen glances, 
stolid expressions, and wordless 
sexual tension?

It's complete 
chance! No swiping 
or hungry, drunken 
pickup lines, 
just two paths 
who happen to 
intersect.

At least that's what I 
tell myself. 

Because I still find 
myself waiting 

for that moment of 
mutual recognition 
from a stranger, 
in a smile or a 

glance,

or to coincidentally 
step off together at the 

same destination. 

Yeah. So I 
tend to fall 
in love with 
strangers on 
subways, 
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The allure of the 
stranger is not a physical 
attraction, it's the odds 

that I shared a moment

in the midst of a million.

Therefore I am an active viewer, meaning 
I peer over shoulders at texts and 

admire the lapels on their jackets. I'm 
gathering the details of the stranger's 

story because falling in love is a 
process of understanding.

And of course, this is a story I've 
given them, with my personal perceptions 

of our shared space and time.

But from point A 
to B, we are all 
alone together.

on day trips, 
morning commutes, 
and rush hour. 

Made and missed 
connections.  

Perhaps the most powerful 
type of empathy allows us 
to fathom loving strangers 
before we even know them. 
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