Before Lockdown
The sun is beating down on me

in the streets of London,

as I find a place to rest.

A square - part grass/part concrete -

and with a fountain.

But still with the buzz of traffic.

No peace here.

However, there is a temporary break

from the heat of the sun's rays.

And amongst the clang and clatter

of a distant building site,

there is also the laughter of strangers.

The joking, the conversation,

the lunchtime sandwiches,

the sometimes sunglasses

wearers in the square.

And the chimes of Big Ben

begin their round again.

Some sleep on benches,

others carry children,

and some chirrup away on phones.

Pigeons - who know no fear,

have found me here.

Surrounded by

the laughter of strangers.

Because I am alone in this city -

except for the laughter of strangers

Perhaps will come the day

where it will always be this way.

Surrounded by strangers,

by soft spoken summer conversation,

by the laughter of strangers.

Or will we remain distant forever?

Locked away - and the growing

gangs of pigeons

will win.

