BARRIERS SWEPT AWAY

——

No other moment In the course of a
woman's life {8 fraught with such sig-
nificance, both In anticipation
retrospection, as the one
tains an offer of marriage,

the culminating point of all
points of scenlc ar-

eertainly
gtorles, and the
rangement and dramatiec effect receive
much attention from romance writers.
In fact I am free to confess that I had
net reached my twentleth birthday
without having occasionally dreamed
of the hour when 8ir Launcelot woula
eome riding down. 1 even plctured in
fancy the gorgeous drawing-room (not
our own) or the romantie glen, when
& manly voice should repeat nonsense
and plead for the boon of my regard.
He should plead in right good earnest,
too, for it was my privllege to be de-

lightfully cruel once In my life. The
glrl of the perlod Is much too easily
won to be wvalued. My lover should

fully appreclate the worth of my con-
pent, It would be so long withheld.

But In my most Improbable fancles
f had never Iimagined the possibility
that upon a wild and terrible February
night, on the way home from the lec-
ture of a popular humorist, as we
plung together and hobbled over the
lcy pavement, Frank Moore should
remark, in his wusual terse, practical
manner .

“I've been promoted, Kate, I'm
junior partner now, and father has
given me entire charge of the ware:
house. That means a great deal to
me now."

“T puppose 80, I answered,
upon balancing myself.

“Yes—hadn't we better take the
mlddle of the street here 7—It means
enough for two, If she lsn't killlng
extravagant. I shall go east the first
of April. Can you get ready to go
with me by that time 7"

The suddenne=zs of the suggestion
and the high wind took my breath,
but T was able to answer with great
dignity, “No, I think not.”

“First of May, then 7"

“No, sir.”

“Giood heavens! You don't mean to
may that you won't have me, Katie?”

Why couldn’t he call me Katherine,

intent

as T made everv omne eise do, and :anﬂtll

it with a K?

“¥You don't mean to say that Yyou
thought T would 2"

“Why, no, I—well—yes, I rather
thought that you might."

I could not see Freds face in the
Egyniian darkness; the little quiver
in his voice I did not notice until I

recalled it afterwards. We were bath
go occupied in keeping our equilibrium
that neither could analyze the mental
gtate of the other. We walked on in
gilence, and T was obliged to depend
upon Fred's sustaining arm more than
ever. 1 wondered if he had expected
me to be so anxious to take the “trip”
with him, that I could accept his
loveless, unromantic proposition. How
I wished that I could tell him that
my heart was another's, but it wasn't,
4nd he knew it. I might have said in

ealm kindness that we should alwa:.-sl-

be friends as in the past, but he gave
me no opportunity.  His only further
remark being, “What a thundering
night !"" a striking figurative one, by
the way.

And I vowed a vow, in the depth of
niy injured fanecy, that before 1 said
vwyes” to Fred Moore that easy-going
young géntleman should literally go
down upon his knees in the mosiL ap-
proved manner, and tell me thatl he
worshipped the ground I walked upon,
and that his only hope of life was in
my smile. I meant that he should do
it, too. 1f I was not too lightly won,
neither was I to be lightly dropped,
He left me at my dovor with a gquietl
“Good-night, Katie,”” and
later I heard the great hall-door of the
Moore mansion slam with much
energy, and then the well-known
light appeared in his own room.

Motner looked up as I entered, and
psked, “Why didn't Fred come in 7"

“f didn't ask him,” I returned
ghortly. _
“Don't you thin/t you treat Fred

rather—well—ehildishly for a girl of
your age ? You are not children any
more, and yet you tilt and quarrel as
you did ten years ago."

“Fred Moore s the most disagree-
able young man in town. He is8 &
perfect bear and I detest him,” I

exclaimed, unbuttoning my boots with
B vigor that sent the buttons flying
across the room,

“Katherine !"" cried mamma, ‘'you
are abusing your most faithful friend.
He has been like a brother to you for
years. You owe him too much to say
any such thing."

“I know he has teased and worried
and scolded me as devotedly as the
most horrid brother would have
done.”

“Katherine, you shall not go to that
ekating rink another night. It makes
you nervous and cross all the time. 1
knew vou couldn't stand It.”

I vouchsafea no reply, but stretched
out my slippered feet toe the fire and
meditated., We sat in silence for
pnearly half an hour. At the end of

that time there was a ring at the
door-bell, and when I opened the door
there stood Fred Moore,

A Hash of triumph came over me.

T He had

| the most approved manner,
|

and :
which con- |
It Is prob- |

ably the-basis of elvilized society, It is r

liance

a moment |

I Knew
make love
and

come again,

NOW in
he
would, for he looked so0 grave and
resolute. He stepped into the hall,
saying, "1 came over to give the warn-

swould. e should

ing. Rob has just telephoned up to
getl ready for a tood. The river is
on a4 tear and 18 risipng fast It will

be as bad as It was lasl year, and per-

haps worse.,”
tEUt it won't

sireet,” 1 said.

It is over Second and rising.
Iront and Xirst are si leel unaer.
It is coming fast. Pull up your car-
I will
heavy

come up to Third
now,

X

L0 louse,
plano and
but there's sach a
be able to. Hurry
into the dark-

pets, there's no time
get help for the
things If I can,
panic, I may not
now,'"' and he vanished
1Eess.
We

to: think of the most im-

but found our-

tired
portant things to do,
selves with trembling, uncertain
haste, doing the least necessary. Fred
returned very soon with two or three
strong and under his guick,
business-like directions, preparations
were made like magle. The plano was
hoisted into wooden chairs, the library
taken apart and packed upon the din-
ing-table, the carpets were piled upon
these, and the parlor furniture was
carried upstairs. Mamma and I bus-
fed ourselves in carrying provisions
and cooking utensils up to my 100m,
which had a grate, the others being
heated by registers. In twenty min-
utes the cozy sitting-room looked like
{he debris of a hurricane. Then a
tkin stream of water came under the
front hall-door, for our house was low
and old-fashioned. Fred turned to
mother on the stairs, saying : “"Moth-
er is anxious to have you come OVEL
and stay with us until the danger Iis

INLEET],

over. She does not consider it sare
for you to stay here alone, es-
vecially as you are so delicate, Mrs.

Burnett,”

Mother was about to accept the invi-
tation, but I answered ifrom the 1op
stair, ""Oh, no, we shouldn't think ol
such a thing. We are perfeclly safe
here, and we have everything we shall
need."

“You will both get sick or lone-
some,” sald Fred, pulling his cap over
hisg eves, and looking at mamma.

““No, we are accustomed to living
alone. You had Detter come up-
stairs, mamma, 1 urged.”

She came, reluctantly, up a step or

Lwo.
Fred came upon the lower siep.

“] shall leave my window o0pen,
Mrs., Burnett, It is not over ten feet
from yours and if you should want
help just make a noise. 1 shall hear
yvou. Good night.”

‘“We shan't disturbh you, my
boy, we are so much indebted lo you
already,’ said mother In her sweel
volee. “I shall not try to thank you,"
and she took both his hands and look-
ed into his face. He blushed iike a
girl, and dropped his eyes. “*Good
night ; call me if you need help.”

When we were alone in the black-
ness of the night, with the water
climbing up the starway and beat-
ing against the doors, I could have
cried out in my longings for the suf-
ficient presence that had been our re-
for s0 many years. Wha!
would life be to mother and me with-
out Fred Moore ?

One foot on the parlor stood
the water, two feet, three! the
piano began to float ; the library was
bumping around the dining-room. The
current had grown swift in the street
and all night long came cries for help
from boatmen who were upset by Lne
whirlpool at the corner lamp-post.

We could not sleep, but, like thou-
sands of others, sat by the fire and
awaited the ali that weary
Thursday night,.

It did not take many of those wait-
ing hours to show that I had loved
Fred Moore all my lire. A childish
terror lest he should die or be drown-
ed or go away before I could see him
overcame nie.

Higher and higher swept the flood.
Another foot would reach the parlor
ceiling. The frail old shivered
as the waves beat against it. At last
the pray, awful dawn of that Febru-
ary morning revealed the “abomina-
tion of desolation’” that had been
wrought by the angry rlver. A tur-
bid wellow lake lay between us and
the brown tops of the hills—a Ilake
that was navigated by a pitiful fleet
of lost houses, homes to which some
of the Inmates were yet clinging as
they swept on to destruction. How
long hefore our home would be swept
from its foundation and swept down
the river ? Mother looked wistfully
at the staunch brick walls only twelve
feet away, but twelve miles would not
have seemed farther then,

She busied herself about brealkfast
with the calm adaptability of her na-
ture. It was hard to think that sne
had ever cooked upon anything but
a smoky gzrate, or used a larger table
than the toilet stand that she spread
with a towel.

Suddenly she gave a cry of alarm,
“We forgot the bread, dear.”

“Make pancakes, then., I brought up
flour,” 1 suggested, in my miserable
idlenes=, ax I curled up my hair.

“Did you think of baking peowder?"”
“*No, nor soda."”

dear

floor
and

WOorstL

house

he

_—

| ished,

“What shall we do 2"

""Hello,"” ecried a volce, 1 ran to ti
window,

“How are vyou this fine morning
ot plenty to eat 7" called Fred from
1S wWindow.

0, Fred, we haven't any baking
powder, nor bread, and we're hungry.'
You shall have some of our biscults,

he wvan

Taj‘nlj"li]]:'

have a store,”” and

with a

théen; we
reappearing

piateful of hot rolis.

“Now catch them or starve,” he
called, as one by one he fired them
Into my hands with the accuracy ol
. baseball pitcher.

“=hall call for you to take a walk
this morning; don't forget your rub-
pers, it is damp. L'his was an ex-
ampe of Lthe execrable jokes that flew
back and forth during the day; bul
they had a mission, for we should
have died of pure misery if we hadn'l
joked. A slow rain fell most of the
day, and the river rose several inches

belore nightfall.

We that night from sheer ex-
haustion, and the next morning look-
&d upon the terrible flood that had
wrought such havoe.

Our own hastily-gathered supplies
began to fail, and we hailed the news
that the Government boat was on ils
way up the river, and the sufferers
would be fed. We had not yet con-
sidered ourselves suflerers. Liooking
out at a sound, we saw PFred shove
a long plank from his bay-window to
our verandah roof and walk across
upon it. Tapping at the window he
entered, sayving:

“Mrs. Burnett''—all his ecommunlea-
tions were addressed to mamma nNow
—'"father telephoned up from the of-
fices that the relief boat is making
such waves that all the lower houses
are carried from their foundations
we are afraid that yours is not quite
safe. You must come over right
away. Gather up what you can carry
and I will come back for more. Be
quick.,"”

We made no reeistance this time,
but went, mamma first, and I the
second trip, trembling over the plank,

glept

clinging to the strong arm of our
rescuer. How good the Moores had
always been to us. When Fred put

his arm around me to help me in at
the window I wanted to tell him how
sorry and ashamed I was for my
speech of Thursday night, but he
helped me down and hurried back for
some of our treasures. The Hhouse
was rocking plainly now—it swayved

with every wave,
“Oh! Fred, Fred, come back; it is
not safe,’”! I ecalled. He came to the

window in answer to my call.

“Dear old home,” moaned mamma.
“I was married there, and my child-
ren were born and died there, and
husband lay in that very room,"” and
she waved her hand in a piteous fare-

well,. I am afrald my own feelings
wavered between sentiment and re-
gret for my paintings and my new

black silk, just home from the dress-
maker's.

Fred stepped out wupon the roof
with his arms full of goods, and he-
fore he could put his foot upon the

plank the house gave a lunge and a
groan, and, careening upon the side,
swepl out teward the street. I shut
my eyes and screamed, while Mrs.
Moore cropped upon her knees in an
agony of praver.

Surely no experience in after life
can equal the anguish of the next
half hour, and when we saw— How
convenlient to be limited by facts'!

I could describe a very graceful scene,
as my lover, borne in with drip-
ping locks and pallid face, if left to my

fancy. But to say that he pad-
dled up to the window alone, in Mr.
Murray's water-trough, and was so

completely encased in coating of mud
that he was unrecognlzable, seemed
g0 ludicrous that our sobs of joy can-
not be understood. He disdained ou:
opeén arms and growlied, “You women
gel out of my room, or I won't
in. Camphor sling be—be condemn-
ed. Get out, I'm freezing on the
roof,"

‘'hen, in addition to having mamma
crippled with rheumatism, and Mrs,
Moore and her servant girl sick with
colds, we knew, in a few hours, that
F'red, our rock of help, must go down
into the Valley of the Shadow with
poneumonia., so0on after his icy bath
his fever had risen, and I could hear
his hoarse whisper as I passed in the
hall. What if she should die with my
cruel words yet In his ears! Was it
on my account that he lay in danger?
0, my darling! my darling!” I
vhispered over and over again, and 1
resolved that I would see him before
Lthe worst came.

"0, Kate, is my splendid boy to be
taken from me ?" cried Mrs. Moore,
putting her motherly arm around me.

How could I tell her the truth, that
I had dared to throw away that good,
true life, when it was offered to poor
little me ? Three agonizing days foil-
lowed in which his life hung by a
thread, and one night every one elsi

was worn out and I had to be asked to
it by him. How I had longed to do
it, and yet when the worn-out mother
left at midnight and I slole into the
dim room, I trembled from head to
foot. There was something awful in
the sight eof the tall, fine form
etretched upon the bed, weak anil
helpless, the sufficient hands idly mov-
ing upon the spread.

He turned his head wearlly ence eor

L

ﬂl‘ri.

|

| the minister
guess you won't object then to her sit-|

| lundred.

Then the brown
ind looked at me,

twice. eves
“kKate I
“Your mother has gone to Eet some

r'est,” 1 explained,

opened

“Poor mother ! After a pause—
‘hatle, you had better go to bed, I
lon't need any one here. It is night,
isn't it

“Let me stay, Fred. I want to take
care of you a little, I am so sorry for
vou."

““Never mind,
lay or two."

“Fred—"'

“What Is 1t 7

“I am sorry for what I said the other
night."

“That's
worry.
L

I'll be all right In

€l

all right, Xatle. Don'
I had to speak and you ha:
[t I8 over now—almost.’

Clearly the woolng would not be on
I'red's gide. He turned his pale face
away with a pathetie quiver of the lip
and blinking the eye that wrung
my heart. I sat upon the side of the
bed and touched the limp hand be-
slde me, The situation was growing
desperate, [ had not anticipated this,

|
L
1
]

answer.

of

| &t all.

“But, Fred, I am sorry I answered."
““No, Katle. He apoke with short
breath and painfully. “I'm  sorry,
too, for something, but upon my f'l.ﬂI‘l—

or it never occurred to me. I've mo-
nopolized you for a long time, and
have never given other fellows, bet-
ter ones, perhaps, a chance to know
you, and some of the boys were wild
about you, too. And I'm not just
the sort of a man you would care o,
1l see now. Of course, we all kuow
that you could MAarry anybody.
You're the prettiest and sweetest
girl in Centreport, and I had no
business of taking possesison of you

without finding out how you liked me.
But if you'll forgive—"

"Don't say that! I don't want any-
body else. I love you. Dear Fred, I
have loved you all my life, truly I
have, and if you will only get well—"

“Katie,” 1 a tone of quiet incredu-
lity that sent the hot blood up to the
roots oi my hair, “I am afraid Lhat
your sympathy has made you say some-
thing that you will regret some day,”
and he looked at me eagerly in the dim
light.

"0, you are cruel to make me say
S0 much. You know that I have loved
you always. I couldn’t live without
you,"

I hid my burning face in my hands,
but he took them in his and looked at
me steadily, although I could' feel the
quivering of his fingers.

“0, my love, is that true ?
ed little girl at last !’

He closed his eyes for a moment,
and then said, as he laid my hands
upon his forehead, “Would you mind
kissing me, dear, just for once ?"

My bless-

When he fell asleep, soon after, I
watched [or the dawn In a reaction of
Lhappiness as great as the sorrow of
the past few days had been. Every
care seemed to roll from my heart,

and I knew that while Fred lived they
could never return.

When Mrs. Moore came in the eavly
morning, I tried to slip away, but
Fred caught my dres and then my

hand.
“"Mother, Ixatie, will take care of me
now. You have done your part.”
“But, my dear boy, it will not be
“l know it, and you can send for
as soon as you like, I

B ¥

ting by me,"

“*Well, well, I've always expected Iit,
but it does seem a little sudden. Why
didn’t you settle It all before this flood
and we could have had a reception and
everyilhing else—but now—the parlor
paper is ruined—and, eh, dear, I ean't
think of it all. But y>»u are sick, and
sick folks must be humored."”

My trousseau consisted of a cash-

mere wrapper that I wore and a whitel

sald we would be
we shouldn't have over a
At about noon that day
Mr. Moore and Bob paddled up from
the warehouse where they had watch-
ed their goods, and the eclergyman
having already arrived in a boat, the
little party gathered round the bed as I
sat upon the edge and was pronounced
8 wife, while the river played a wed-
ding march outside.

I cannot tell the joy of ministering

apron, but Fred
select and

t0 my husband's comfort, as he
watched me with such loving eyes.
“Ah, Katie !" he whispered. "I have

dreamed of this day for twelve years."

“"And we were only engaged twelve
hours."

What a fairy castle we built during
his convalescence, as the river went
down and left us in a sea of mud, s
foot thick on the wvery floors, and
our windows framed sueh a scene as
Noah must have recognized could he
return to look.

The more dreadful the situation out-
slde became as the mud froze and
plaster and chimneys fell, the brizht-
er grew our plcture for the future.
IF'or those days brdought a new Frad,
lacking. the brusqueness of the old,
and with such a kindness in his tone,
and such love In his eyes, that I
nardly knew him. When the spring-
time came we built the home we had
planned, upon the site of the Ilost
one, and mother was recenciled, and
thought the dainty Queen Anm oel-
tage almost as nice as the weather-

beaten gables of the old house,

|

|
|

|I
|
|

|

Already two summers have flown
the flood, but the water marks
can yet be traced all over the valley.

Will they last while tne happiness
they brought us lives 7
When it was my turn (o go down

inte the Valley of the Shadow, It wasa
F'red's strong, arm that held
back. It was beloved volce

gavé me courage, and im the
solemn midnight viglls, when he
would trust my life in no other hands
but his own, 1 regd the depths of his
brave and Knew that
riage was Knit which
tilme nor eternity could sever,

I look up from my paper and ask,
“Why werent you as nilce before
you werz married as you are now 7

A twinkle shines in the brown eyes
as he says: “"Because I had a theory
that people did too much courting Iln
eheir best clothes. I meant that you
ghould marry the worst of e and
learn the best afterward. So I dldn't
buy you with compliments and pres-
ents and nonsgense—and was mittened
for my pains! It was the flood that
helped me,

tender
me his

Lhat

neart, a4 mar-

bond neither

i
SIBERIAN ROAD BLOCKED.

——
Mo Frelght Except War Material Hauled on
the Lint,

Recent lelters from Moscow, print-
edd in the Furopsan papers, are full
of delails concarning Lthe inability of
Lha Railroad meel Che
strain imposed upon it by the Chim-
Beyond the Urals
occupiad by she
yransporiation of troops and military
No goods are accepted from|
consigners and only eeeas-
ional trains are run for the comven-
lence of pussengers, and it is eften
difficult
of

~iberian to

ese campaign,
13 almost entirely
SLores,

private

to find a place even upon
these. Thare is muchk «iffi-
culty in working the road, and men
have been drafted from all the knes
1n Buropean Russia, at dobule wages
and a dauy bonus, to work on the Si-
berian OUne the great
Woubles 18 the lack of proper emn-
gines, Break-downs are fregument,
amd even troop (rains are swhjeet to
constant and prolonged delays. All
along the roud tha prices of previsiens

onea

division, of

have risen to famine prices, and bay
and oats are worth almost their
weight in gold. 'he inhabitants of
tlhe different towus on the lime are
compelled to food, ehiefly
rusiks madle out of the ordinary bliek

provide

bread of the countiry, for the moldiers,
who are on thoeir way to the Chinese
In_some places the velue
of this commoditly has risen to ten or
twelve limes the ordinary rate; and
this scarcity of provisions 18 sawl to
exodus from central
I[tussia. 1n-
actual cendi-

frontier.

ik Il
Siberia towand Europsaan

be causing

formation as to the
tion of afiairs is guarded jealously by
the authorities, and it 13 theught
that matters moch more serious
in Kastern Siberia than any one weuld

gather from (he official bulletins,
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THE FLY BURIED THE SPIDER.

“While strolling aboul in my garden
the other day I was very much inter-
eted o the elever and almost baman
in which erdi-
nary house fly buried a dead speder,”
a2 naturalist recently. "The [ly,

manner a large but

said

| bearing the lifeléss bady of the mpider

in its feet, flaw down on a patelv of
bare sandy soil and laid its load dewn

within a few feet of where 1 was
standing. [t them went abeut 18
inches in another «ddirection frem

where I stood, and from where it ‘had
alighted, and commenced diggimg a
hole in the ground. My curiesity
was excited and I stopped te walch
work.

{he insect

“Well, after the fly had the bhole
dugr bhalf the length of himself he
went to where he had left;'the spider,
and apparently took
After going back to the hole (he found
it was not big enougzh andtbegan dig-
ging again, After taking out a
quantity of earth he once more went
to the spider and again took its meas-
wrement. He 4did this eighi times
and as often enlarged the hole. " When
the busy little fellow had the hole too

at

ts dimensions.

deep for him to throw the earth
clear out he would go on the bank and
forece it baek with his feet. At last
when he had ths exocavation large
enouwgh for his purpose he went for
the spiler and brought it te the

grave, for such it proved to be, and
Iragged it to the mouth of the hole.
After he had the body in he cevered

it with fine ewrth first and finished

by placing a tiny piecs of cinder omn

the top. When he had finished the
work he flaw away, having completed
the burial in exactly forty-five min-
uwtes by my watch.”
<
RIGHT UP WITH HIS GAME,

[ am striving for the peace of the
world, said the first wily diplomat

Which particular pieee do you rwe-
fer to as th> picss? the sther diplo-
mat, who was just as wily, inguired.




