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' DUR BURCLAR.'

¢ NESTa, what was that #*

I awoke to find my twin-sister Lucie standing st my
bedside. She had turned op the gas = little, and the
fuint light shone on her startied fsce, As she laid her
hand on my shoulder, and, raising her finger, asid,
* Hark !*

I listened ; in the stillness of night the sound of some
ot trying m latchkey at our front door eame horibly
clesr and distinct to my ear, and hell asleep 2o I still
was, I guessed at once the thonght in my sister’s mind.

Not long before this our dear father had died sud-
denly, and we had brought motber to thia quicet subur-
ban road, intending to stert & girls’ school. Mother
was left with enongh to keep her, but she was anything
buat strong, and we girls were anxions not to break up
the home. Mother was now staying with Aunt Jessie,
until we got straight in oar tew abode, and gur one ser-
vant wah no doubt aleeping soundly in her room st the
top of the house. Now, only that morning Lucie had
lost her Jatch-key. and ever since we had felt rather un-
eaay, We had snother, 80 were not inconvenienced, Tat
I wondered now, half-sleepily, if soticone had picked it
up, and was entering our house by its means.

Whoever it was seemed going stealthily to work ; the
lock was stiff—we had discovered that—and the introder
waa evidently anxions not to be heard. Just them the
clock from the chapel at the corner of the road struck
twelve. Lucie hastily slipped her feet into soft slippers.
put o her dremsing gown, and then opened a locked
cabinet which had been our father’s. From it she took
a revolver.

* Lucie,” I gasped—I was terribly afraid of fircarmas,
and knew it wan loaded—* what are you going to do?*

With her lipe firmly set and her big bloe eyes flashing.
she a d tad: ically, I am going to defend
onr lives and property.’ .

Creak went the uncarpeted hoarda. Oh, horror! The
burglar, if suck he was, and we did mot doabt it, was
creeping upstairs! I also donned dressing-gown and
slippers, and peeped over my more courageous gister's
shoulder, as she opened the doot, and advanced to the
head of the atairs. By the faint light issviug from onr
room I saw, with a strange sinking of heart, that the
burgiar was an unusnally big man ; Lucie looked a mere
child as shc stood fronting him, her fair bair in & long
plait down her back, attd her ofoally merry rianic face
sct and hard.

* Move a step farther and I fire I*

Her voice rang oat clear and distinct as a bell.  The
burglar, who carried a little hag in bhis hand, gave a
start, & half articulate cry, theo, to our horror, lost his
balance, and fell backward down the steep flight of
stairs he had nscended. Lucie gave a little shriek, laid
;g: 'revolver azide, and ran down to bim, How coold

e !

‘Nest,” in a moment, she called, ¢ get me & light.*

Shaking all over, like the coward I wag, I went down-
atairs, where Lucie cronched by the silent figore,
into the kitchen, and lit a candle, My sister knelt on
the bare boards of the hall, snpporting the burglar’a
head, but when the light gleamed on his deathly pale
f:tﬁ I sgon saw it was no househresker-who lay there so
still.

‘Lu, is he dead ?* T gasped,

*I don't koow.’ she mosned. *Oh, Nest. we have
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made a terrible mistake. Wake Sarah and send her tor
s doctor or somethibg.'

Just at that moment the yooog man—he ouly looked
about six-and tweoty -opencd his eyes, and murmuored,
*What has happened

In & few momenta he was able to stroggle to his feet,
and then sit on the bottom stair. With the exception of
a big bruise on his head he seemed nnhuart, thongh of
course 8 good deal stanned hy the fall, and I do not
know when I felt more thankful. I know Locie’s heart
was fall of gratitude; she had not meant to kill even a
burglar, unless he had atiempted our lives, and this was
no burglar evidently.

Well, to make a short story of a long one, it appeared
ihat the voung men, who was & commercial traveller,
hsd, two days betore we bad moved into our new abode,
taken a honse two doors below for himself and sisters.
Having just retnrmed from a joaroey, and heing anxions
not to distarb his sisters. who were mach older than
hime=elf, and tired after several days, packing and un-
packine of honsehold goods, he had made his entrance
as quietly as paasible, only, being not yet familiar with
the honse, each of which was bailt exnctly alike, and
with his thomghts full just then of bosiness. he had
entered ours by mistake, with his own key, which, how-
ever, was found to fit both doom. .

He waa so sorry for the fright he bad occasioned, and
behaved in g0 gentlemanly a manner about his accident,
caused by the sodden apparition of Lucie’s white figure
and loudly uttered threat, that mv heart gquite warmed 1o
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him, and the acquaintance began so stranyely grew into
& [riepdship between the two families.

No, I did not become his wife; it wan ILucie who
married ‘Our bolgiar,’ bot in the day she, in a pretty
white dress and veil, stood at the altar with Nugent, 1
was there also, in & like costnme, with his great chum,
Reymond Price, and everyone said the double wedding
was one of the prettiest ever seen.  And as both ouor hus-
bands are travellers we live together, ‘to keep each other
company,” and the only point on which the two families
differ is as to which I8 the finer child, my little dasghter,
or Lucie’s little zon.

The * Woman of To-day' is now disttognishing her-
self a8 & mouniain climber. Miss Anmie 5. Peck, who
has already scaled the Matterhorn, and is described as
the greatest woman mountain climber who has ever
lived, is abouot to undertake the most dariog feat of her
ventoresome career, in making the aacent of the Mexican
monntains Popocatepet]l and Orizaba. Both the moun-
tains are volcanoes, of an nnintermiitently emptive
nature, hoth are practically unknown to the moat in-
irepid explorers, and both present difficnities in the
way of precipices, gorges. and treacherous sarfaces, that
are almost insnperable. Miss Peck does not embark on
the enterprise from a spirit of mere bravado, but for
scientific purposes,
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