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Todag, | have flown
with the buzzards, the kestrels,
the Pigeons and the crows.
Flown across counties,

Flown across centuries.

] have wound up stone stairs
to a timbered hall.

[Held in my hands Pede’s
guic{e to grammar and poetry,

Felt the brush of a mind

1Crom a thousanc] ancl more 368["5 ago.

] have secen a” t]"lC i(ﬂOWﬂ world

maPPcd out,

And caught a glimpsc oFJuc{gcment Dag.

| have read of Private Henr3 -
Roya] Scots Fusiliers,
Shrapncl wound in his forearm.
5% Novcmber 1914,

At the start of another

of Europc’s dark crimson harvests.

| have watched know]edge and ideas
ﬂg onto a screen.
Expressions and discoveries

from across the globe,

Barely hOUFS Old,
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Set free and Passed on -
(Inchained with the press of a kcg.

5Par1<s of ideas, of know]cdge,
OF Passion -

T oland, iFyou’re luckg,

On dry kinc”img,

Liglﬁting anew, bright flame.

So open the door.

| etinthe air.

Preathe life into these s!eeping words.
Wake them up.

| et them whisper.

[ et them declaim.

Lct them shout.

| et them inspire!
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