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as yet theymxaynfot fiid mesave iii drearns. And soine
dream of tme as the highiest Truth, and others as the
highest Beauty, but noue know of the dreatus of others.
And by night and by day thouglits of me are ever pres.
ent with theni, for, though they :uay flot see me, yet to
soute is granted a glinipse of the 'l1orch or of the Book.
By soute, even,-but alas ! they are fev-my voice may
be heard, far, far above theut. Once I did dwell on the
earth, but the sons of menx would have none of me, and
forsook my ways, and the Eternal WVisdom took tue
and set tue amiong the clouds, and they may see me
only iii dreanis. Iret without their dreatus of me wvouId
corne despair, and life would be worthless."

And sadly I asked: -'Will it atever be pernxitted to
nien to see thy face? "

And the voice replied: "es ;" and through the veil
of cloud came a flash of liglit-the lighit of a glorious
smile, "'es. Whien by sorrowv and suffering the world
shall be purified front sin, then shall I dwell again
amnong mien."

Aud the Figure faded away iii the distance. and 1
awoke.

M. T. W.

SIGURD THE VIKING.

(Coniued).

Act IV.

S1Gý,*itWs andi I!ÂKotti',- ships eatr- rowing
another. 31en ready for battie.

towards ane

HAROLD'S MEN :
WVhere battle storna iS ringing.
Whcre arrow.cloud is singing,

Haroldi stands there,
Of armor bare,

Ris deadiy sword stili suingiug.
The focien Cei its bite,
His horsemen rush to figlit,

Danger to saue
WVith Harold there,

Wberc steel an steel is ringing.

HARtOLfl. 31FN:-
Ativance, advanc-

No beimttictgiance,
But Nlue swords play
In our array.
Ativance, ativance.
No mail-coat's giance,
But hcazts are here
That ner knew fear. (Blettie rages>.

(SiGtitD as victorioas, andi witb other men ini tow, bis men
row aubore, singing *1Rule Britannia.">)

Sîian--Gooti Digobcrt, rny trusty fricud, another figbt wc've
fought; andi now we'll test atutil our frientis corne up
with fair Eifrida, wbosc prescuce is requireti, while
wc try this caiti fi for bis deeds of ill.

DAGouxar,-Yes, iWeve got hi. tials tume, and c'lb auire hin:
bowl to beat the baud. It wculti be better ta
cakes andi aie to give bina the Rista-orn. WeiI, olti
man,. my eyes begiat to water. Now theluat obstacle
is removeti, 1 <un yoa'll ýbe joineti for better for
wouuc to Fritia dear, andi give your old i cbum tbè
.ip ?

SIGURD.-Nay, nay, niy friend. The love I bear for niy
betroti:ed is something so grand, cicvating and sub-
lime, that it mnakes ail other laves aui friendships
more lofty and ennobling. My heart je so full ofits
own happiness that I can scarce feel angry with old
Haroldi liere. "ris trme 1 may no longer care for
the xough sport of war, witli rElfrida by iny side, but
thon, wito hast been more than another in put ycars,
shait e'er have a speciai resting place iii my heart.

DA(GOIR.-Thanks, old matn. Don't say more or the briuy
tears wil stert toflow. Perheps lIlI have to get nmar-
ried tnyself some.of thesc days, but the girls are ail
50 nice that I can't begin to choose.

SmGutam.-Wait for the breathiug of the god. Hither cornes
Elfricla.

<Elfrida enters with attenidants, aid nurse, etc.>.
Let me welcome thee, my beioved. <Embraces ber.) 'Fre

our wcdding is celebrateti, we mus&.try Harold for piracy and
murder. Sit thou here.

Good vassals ail, I have to thatak you for your aid ini -sinuing
back my bride. %Vcil have y. fought, and well the victory
won. Now, 'tis Our duty to try this prisoner here, and decide
what shah be bis fate.

Omixs.-Let bina die.

SiGtlit I-Hast thon, oh Harold! aught to say agaunat titis
judgment ? Thine bas Lècti a lire of fearfal deetis.
Hast tbou aught to say ?

HAatom.n-I fcar flot death. Oft on the stormy ses ad Off the
*rocky shores of Bretlatid, wheti storms bowied long

atid loud, I l&tughed at fear. Wbhen sbip met sbip
witb sbudderitag shocit, atnd clshi of steel rang bigit
above the dYing groaus of woundcd mcen, I'vc

*swiled at death. Thinkest thon, then, that now
l'lcringe and beg myilife of thcc? No! Here in my
bonds I citrse tbcc for a pratitag imbecile and scorti
thy petty triumph!

*Sto.uni.-Then shait thon die!
* It.vdtA.-~I tuy, wny lord. Let cicmetacy rest with thy vic-

toriotas baud- Hast thon flot won ettougit? This
man is old, atnd was a king. He useti me well, andi

*only wanted mue to wcd bis sou. Now bis son is
stain, andi le will five à lonely lite. Spare hùt,, sud
in old âge thou too shalt find some pleasure in tb>*
kindtîess.

Nuîtsx.-NNCU speakest titan, Elfrida, for hc is thy aire.
SIGUlt.-%What sayest thou?
EtviriAn.My sire?
HARoLD.-Can it be that she is indeed my long-lost chulci
NtitSF"-Aye!1 Thy claughter, Kitng, who was carrieti Off b>'

that oid robber Hakon, whom Sigurd's father over-
tbrew. She then %-as taken ta, gooti Atholes' home,
andi there grew up. I had neyer icnown ber bati
1 flot seen titis %car tapon lier anti, that as an infant
shegot wbile piayingon thebearth. Bitter werethe
tears 1 shed that day, littie thinking it would lac a
remcutbrance in after tinie.

SmGtmn -UnhindtiUi uag! Oh sire, tby daugliter I restore,
- and trust that thon wilt not dcci. me an uwortby

àsuitor for ber band.

i ttLD>r.Ebracing Eifrida) No, ne'er ahall I fte a braver
nor more abler min than thou. I bave been a relent-
leu. warrior in my day, andi now I crave pardon
for muy crimes, andi waut but rut. Do thon fate anti
protect ber titrougit life, andi let me sec in yoi the

apiesthat 1 bave lost myseif.
(Sigurd embraoes; lrida) anti


