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The Hanled Ghos]

by (arence Edwn ﬁ-{;’"

AGHOST came running homeward “Heavens, what is the matter?"’

Trom wandering on the moor, His wondering wife began.
His hands so weak from terror Through chattering teeme managed
He couldn’t bolt the door. To say, “I met a man.”

“I'm sorry, Dear,” he stammered,
“But I confess to you,

I'm so afraid of o

I don’t know wb‘:tw £I do.”




