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White fields with 
post and wire fences 
slide by and 
disappear into the fog. 
A lake glints below, 
rows of vines 
separate strips of snow. 
Through rock-cut tunnels 
the quiet train smoothly caresses. 
Behind me low voices murmur in French 
and fog wraps all us 
mummies in a lighted carriage. 
 
 


