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Paths Beyond the Glass

Her hands rest softly on the pane,
her gaze is lost, both pale and plain.
A train moves slowly through the land, |

as if it held a dream in hand. r

|

|
ol Her thoughts drift out to skies afar, ’
' and bring back longing where they are. |
A silent pull begins to rise,
with no set end — yet wide it flies.




