
THE OWL.

utiflinchingly at the files of nîusketry be-
fore lier. The command 'was given, a
sbeet of flame flashed forth. virie reeled
and feil; a bail bad entered ber heart.

The dlock struck six when Paul awvoke
froni his deep sleep. In deadly terror,
for it was already day, he sprang froni bis
coucli. His dlock, bis uniforrn were gone.
He seized an old bunting suit, dressed
bimself quickly, and hurried out of che
roorn. Henri rusbed up to bim witb up-
raised hands.

"lWbat time is it?" said tbe Young
maxi desperately.

IlIt is too late !"the old servant
answereid tremiulously.

IlM1iserable man, you know flot whiat
this is to me!

"I know it ; it concerns your life.>
"It concerns my honor, and that is

more!1 Hurry and get rny borse. I must
go away without disturbing any one. I
wisbed to see tbemn once more. That
was the reason of my coming. I have
given my word of bonor ro return in time.
Now, away, away ! "

At that moment Madame de Turgis
came rusbing up to birri. Although tbey
bad spoken in husbed voices, she had
heard part of their conversation. Sbe
wvas extremely agitated.

"lWhat is the matter ? XVhat have I
'ýeard ? sbe gasped.

IlKeep him back j Von must flot die 1
Your deatb will be mine! "

She clasped bim in ber arms as if to
draw him from the brink of a precipice.

In the meantime Henri hurried to
Marie's room, hoping that Paul could not
witbstand the united entreaties of mother
and sister. He knocked again ; still
silence reigned. Hie took an old servant's
privilege to open the door. He bastened
back to his niaster, who tried to free him-
self from Louises embrace, who bad also,
been arou-,ed.

"lMarie njas gone."
One tbought flashed simultaneously

tbrougb their minds. They rushed to ber
rooni. Paul was the first to see the note.
It was addressod " My Dearest Brother,"

ivas signed "lMarie,", and ran as follows:
" You shail not die, and your lhonor

will be saved. Live and conîfort our dear
mother. Tell ber not to grieve for nie. I
gladly give my life for yours. Farewell,
beloved ones!1 In beaven we will icet
again."

"And shail I let nîy sister perisb ?"
cried Paul wildly.

He rushed away. At the foot of the
stairs stood lus groom, wbo looked as if
be saw a gbost.

Il Is it really you, master ? Wlîo wvas
then tbe victim, who wvore your uniforni ?"

IIt ivas my sister!1 Oh, unhappy
mortal that I amn! She bas sacrificed ber-
self foi nie."

Hie pressed botbh bands against bis
breast, aIl the blood seemed suddenly to
stagnate about bis beart. He feit as
thougb life and senses were forsaking hini,
and then, struck as it were by a flasb of
ligbtning, be feli senseless. Madame de
Turgis, despite ber inexpressible grief, felt
that she must do everything to save ber
son. She almost blessed the unconscious-
ness that bad come over hlm. After the
swoon bad passed awvay, be was raving
with fever. Often be cried, IlPaul de
Turgis-bere !" or " Fire ! " Then again,
"Keep ber back, keep ber back! "
The same day, Louise, disguised as a

peasant girl, and accomponied by Henry
and their groom, went to Vannes. The
dead-over seven buîidred-were stil]
awaiting their burial. After an hour*s
search they found Mnrie. Her glassy
eyes stili betrayed the restless look witb
whicb she had scanned the distance, fear-
ing to the hast her brother's arriva!. Louise
raised the still, cold form and kissed tbe
lips closed forever. Her remiains were
placed at the foot of the altar in their
chiapel, wbere two years aftervards Paul
Louise were united.

Many days and nights--nîany weeks-
passed before Paul de Turgis knew w'bat
'vas passing around bim. H-e recovered
in tinie; but what be bad suffered %vas
known only to bimself and heav,-n. lie
ivas given back to hife and love, but at a
bighi price, A Sister's Sacrifice.


