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silver truinpet-<' It was flot ZAns th-it proclairned that edict for
nie, flot such are the laNvs set a[îîorg mnî by the justice tlîat
dwvells \vitli the Gods above. Nor did I deern that thy laws \vere
of such force that a mortal could over-ride the unwritten and un-
failing statutes of heaven. For their life is not of to-day nor yes-
terday-and no mian knows the hour whien they were fir-st set
forth. Not througli dread of any huinan pride could I answ'cr to
the Gods for breaking thesc. That 1 niust die I knew without
thy edict. To die before iny time is no sucbi dread evil that for
fear of it I sbould be false to rny dead brother !"

Thus does the weak girl defy the tyrant to his face, strong ini
the iniit of love and faith-two powcrs against whicli the gates
of hieu have neyer yet prevailed and neyer shall.

On Creon's iron pri(le ani( nrro\\' inid her \vords are lost
She and her sister Ismene shall both dlie. Ismenc however coules.
uipon the stage, and lic discovers that shie is innocent of disobed-
lence. To lier lie then softcns, but will flot listen to ber Mien
she pleads for the life of lier dear sister, witbout \vhorn to live is
worse for lier than deatli. ''\Vhat,'' says Isrne, making a final
appeal, "\Vill you slay your son's bride ?" Antigone, it appears,
then, is affianced to Haernon-Creori's son. "There are other
womnan lu the world, good store," says thie tyrant ; " I like flot a
l)ad wife for îny son.?' "I)carest laýemoni," exclaims Antigone,
"bhow tby fatlier wvrongs tliy lieart." During the dialogue bet\veeni
lier sister and Creon, sbie lias stood by in silence, flot deigning to
l)esto\v upon ber judge one word. But this hast brutal taunt opens
the floodh gates of wvounided love. In onie passionate cry-thc sole
sign of the undreamnt of deptlisof tenderness in lier nature, \vbicli her
protnd self-control suffers to escape bier, we se that she has in-ide
the sorest, the final sacrifice to duty-the sacrifice of lier s\veet
lnai(lci dreains. \Vhcen she lîcars Creori coldly speculatirig o11 bis
sol's inarriage, as an insignificant (letail that admits of solutions
eîîongl and to spare-she who kniows thie heart of bier betrothed.
incapable of falsebood to ber, incapable of makirîg any clice but
one, cannot maintain bier proud 'silence any longer "Beloved
Haeruon," she crics, "hoxv deeply tby father wrongs thy beart !"
She is righît. Haernon soon appears, wearing the mask which the
conventions of the stage assîgn to lovers-witb black iair arîd pale


