Where am I7
How i I get in
here?

Little givls are

Fumbling Aown,

Tumbling Aown,

Tumbling Aown,

Little givis are
famﬁ//ng Aown,

My faiv lady.




Cool/!
Who are you Fhen?

I# seems we have
guests. Oh, what an honour,
what a great honour! Allow me
fo infroauce myself, young
lady: AF your service, Quirk
-Free spirit, Areamer
and poet.

Alas , poor Yorick!...
Where are your gibes now,
your 50/:?5 Fhat were wont 1o
sef the Fable on 2 roar? Not
| one now o mock your own
grinning - quite chop fallen!

well, that chap Hamlert

AIANTF want Fo believe in

9/105/'5 er/ther. Ana ook

what & Averdful mess

he founa himself in ar
the end.

My
name /s pAnne.
What is 1his, some
Kina of Dispeylandd or
whart?

Dispeylanid? What poor taste! We are
In the most splepnaiA, the most secres
ANA ... The most fervifying enchante
forest in the worla. Welcome
fo the Ghos?t Fores?t, Anne!

prh! That's vubbish -
there's no such thing as
ghosts.

Did you hear #hzt,
Boo? No ghasfs, eh?

Boo, /et us leave. Those
Fellows will be heve before we Know it.
The ast fime I Jost fwo of my feethwith
all the clattering.

e

Flease warit, I
beg you! I'mso
scareA! I'mso

scarea!




