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back rtter of life. Now (he wai being drawn into that
world of the new woman—where are women police-
men, and women chauffeurs, and militant suffragists,
and women in overalls and breeches, and many other
strange types. The war has shown us—suddenly and
marvellously—the adaptability of women. Would
little Nelly, too, prove as plastic as the rest, and in
the excitement of meeting new demands, and reaching
out to new powers, forget the old needs and sweet-
nesses ?

It might be so; but in her heart of hearts, Hester
did not believe it would be so.

Meanwhile Nelly was wandering through the May
dusk along the lake. She walked through flowers.
The scents of a rich earth were in the air; daylight
lingered, but a full and golden moon hung over
Loughrigg in the west; and the tranced water of the
lake was marvellously giving back the beauty amid
which it lay—form, and colour, and distance—and
all the magic of the hour between day and night.
There was no boat, alack, to take her to the island;
but there it lay, dreaming on the silver water, with
a great hawthorn in full flower shewing white upon
its rocky side. She made her way to the point near-
est to the island, and there sat down on a stone at the
water's edge.

Opposite to her was the spot where she and
George had drifted with the water on their last night
together. If she shut her eyes she could see his sun-
burnt face, blanched by the moonlight, his strong


