
The Light of Other Days
he wiJ] },.. to the end. It wasn't Jr».u- o ..
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Fielding, who had known him all his life Innt ah.m curiou.ly for a moment, and hei fI r
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sort of voice, made recitative:
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"' Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray
And when I crossed the wild.

I chanced to see at break of day
The sohtary child.'

"

Dimsdale gasped. " Lucy Grav ? " k- jr.
Fielding nodied. " You dll t
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She's been here for six monthf h
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than the whole diplomL^r'^wr^^^^^^
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Wordsworth wasLong whe„7e ;roter
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' ^ Q^*?' ? '°™"'^« Lucy knew;
She dwelt on a wide moor:

The sweetest thing that ever grew
Beside a human door *

For my wife's been her comrade An^ k
would you like to know her it , u^,''
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you know."
^' ™*'^ ^-^he's married,

Dimsdale's face was pale. He was about to reply
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