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Toward world’s end, through the bare

beginnings of winter, they are traveling again.

How many winters have we seen it happen,
watched the same sign come forward as they pass
cities sprung around this route their gold

engraved on the desert, and yet

held our peace, these

being the Wise, come to see at the accustomed hour
nothing changed: roofs, the barn

blazing in darkness, all they wish to see.



