The Ghost
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Peace in thy hands.
Peacein thine eyes,
Peace on thy brow;
Hower of amoment in the eternd hour,
Peace with me now.

Not awave breaks,
Not abird calls,
My heart, like a sea,
Silent after a storm thet hath died,
Seegpswithin me.

All the night’s dews,
All the world's leaves,
All winter’s snow
Seem with ther quiet to have dtilled in life' s dream
All sorrowing now.



