YOUNG PEOPLE’S
LAUREATE

Despite the Noise

She tells me her thoughts on London while her eyes roll
like a coin shifting in a purse.

In this city, time is a circus acrobat balancing

our never-ending demands.

Anything beyond a 1-minute wait

for the tube train tightens our blood pressure.

In the summer the Central Line alone will fry the loose hair
on the nape of your neck,

in the winter the crammed bodies in the carriage

will heat up your cold shoulders.

At night the moon in London is a wandering eye

bloated with options, unable to pick which crowd to watch;
which friends to eves drop on, which events to attend,
which places to eat, which art locations to soak in.
Despite the noise and the always abruptly shifting sky,
London knows when to slow down,

when to shut its loud-mouthed clocks,

when to lower our noise and hear whose spirit is suffering.
When a riot breaks out, or a tower turns black from smoke,
we hold each other to check the other is still breathing,
and even the moon stays still until we are sure

it is the right decision to move again.
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