THE OLD Tow

WM a poent, v a dreat, | turn and find myself

wal King through e old Town, 1< it g@“‘v\bugh 7
Kreakaow 7 In e 100ew), inthe dreawm, itls both,
someh oW, 1t's both at ﬂ/\,e Same Time,

| wallc on down the Canontgat +0 Market Sguarg . |
[+'s Festival tiwe , tWere's a2z inThe streets, poe’ﬁy
m the airt | +urn and find myself iv o poewr ’
W a deeawr, Where 7 Bere iw thig brighrt foom.

crevensoun and Courad Trade stories, tell their rales
travellers come home oF lost +o +hig }o\a&. |
Milosz and Mde Caig Flyte, fake HB\A‘T, a 28U ca\\/hABT,»
o catholic atheist - Theit ideds £izz and Hare .

Lanquage is the only howeland, savs Milosz.

Mete Cavig TR$ponds, Myloml’\/ country/ 15 six oot hij%.,.
Beyond the poew, the dream, the world |

is Turning mad, hellbenT on self - dostrucT

So praise thew, these sisTec- cities of li+erdTure
as one, Edinburgh - Kralkow, Wrakow - Ed«’m\oughi
as awne, Molo_‘fvvj yo the dreawr, +he poewt,

+o lomgudqe, our howeland, our hope.
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