Dmgpe Mosntain Mt Spriveeg snowmeli—die Alps)

T'he 125t house of this village stands
as alone as if 1t were the last house i the world.

The road, that the little village cannot hold,
moves on slowly out into the might.

The hittle village 15 but a place of transihon,
expectant and afrad, between two distances,
a passageway along houses mstead of a bndge.

And those who leave the village may wander
a long time, and many may die, perhaps, along the way.
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