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will be no love. She marries as one who steps

through a beautiful arch further along one's

path.

Whither that path leads, I do not know;

from what may lie at the end of it I turn away

and shudder.

My thought of Tilly on her wedding morn-

ing is of one exiled from happiness because

nature withheld from her the one thing needed

to make her all but perfect; that needful thing

was just a little more constancy. It is her

doom, forever to stretch out her hand toward a

brimming goblet, but ere she can bring it to

her lips it drops from her hand. Forever her

hand stretched out toward joy and forever

joy shattered at her feet.

American scientists have lately discovered

or seem about to discover, some new fact in

Nature—the butterfly migrates. What we

have thought to be the bright-winged inhab-

itant of a single summer in a single zone fol-

lows summer's retreating wave and so dwells

in a summer that is perpetual. If Tilly is the

psyche of life's fields, then she seeks perpetual

summer as the law of her own being. All our

lives move along old, old paths. There is no

new path for any of us. If Tilly's fate is the


