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“Aln' yo' habin' er good tlme,
© honey?"

“No, I nm not.”

“I"o' do lan® snke. Ah wouldn'

- a'pleloned hit fo' n minnit,
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Ain't Thoy Cute.

Twao of the Contestants 1n our

Show.,

BEVERLY OF
GRAVSTARK

By GEORGE BARR M'CUTCHEON,
Author of “Giaustark”

Copright, 1904, by Doddd, Mead and Company

Tike. Yo' buf is ready, Mliss Bov'ly."”

Bevarly splashed the water with un-
Teasonnble feroclty for a few minutes,
trring to enjoy a dlversion that had
not failed ker ant!l this morning,

“Aunt Fanny.” she announced after
looking darkly through bler window
Into the mountains above, “If you
ean't brush my halr—ouch!—any easler
than this I'll havo somao one clse do
It, that’'s all, You're a regular old
hear."” i

“Po' 111" honey,” was &all the com-
Pincent bear sanid in reply, without al-
tering her methods In the loast,

“Well,” said Bevorly threateningly,
wiih a shake of Ter head, “be careful,
.that's all. ¥Tave you heard the news?’

“Wha' newa, Miss Dev'ly 7"

“We're golng back to Washin'ton."

“Thank de Lawd! Wheni"

“1 don't know. I've just this instant
‘made up my mind. I think we'll start
—let’'s aece, this Is the Oth of August,

‘tsn't 1t? Well, look and nece If you
don't know, stupid! ‘The 10th? My
goodness! Where hna the time gone,

mnyway? Well, we'll start some tlme
‘between the 11th and the 12th.”

“Of dla monf, Mias Dev'iy?"

“No. | Meptembor. 1 want you to
ook up /4 time table for me today. We
must sar hbout the trains.”

“Deoy'f: on’y one leavin' heah dally, an’
hit goerl' at 0 In de mo'in’. One traln

.a day!’ |Aln’ dat scan'lous?”

“I'm|sure., Aunt Fanny, it ts thelr
“businenss, not ours” sald Beverly se-
verely,

“Iraps dey mought be runnin® a
excuhslon roun’ 'hotit Saptembeh, Mlss
Bev'ly,” apecuinted Aunt Fanny con-
solingly, “Dey gen'ly has ’em In E!m;:-l
tembeh."”

“You old goosne,” crled Deverly In
spite of herself.

Hit's de
gnyest plnce Ah mos' eveh saw-—'cept
Wash'ton an’ Lex'ton an’ Vicksbu'g."”

“Well, you don't know everytling,'
sald Noverly crossly. “I wish you'd
inke that red feather out of my hat
right away.”

“Bhall Ah frow hit away, Mles
Bev'ly
“Well, no. You needn't do that,”

sald Reverly. “Put it on my dressing
table. 1'Il attond to it.”
‘“Wha's become o’ de gemman 'at wo'

p my things, Aunt IPanny,

fo' two—three days.'”

“I'm sure I don't know. Ile's proba-
Liy asleep. That class of people never
losa sleep over anything."”

“'IE's er pow'ful good lookln' pus-
son,” suggested Aunt I'nnny. DBeverly's
eyes brightened,

*Oh, do you think so?” she sald, quite
Indifferently. *“What are you dolng
With that hat? o

“Takin' out de fentheh—jes' as"'—

“Well, leave it alone, Don't disturb
How many
times must 1 tell you''—

“Good Lawdl" wae all that Aunt
Fanny could say. X

“Don't forget about the time tables,”
sald Beverly ns sne sallied forth for
her walk In the park.

In tho afternocon she went driving
with Princess Yotlve and the young
Duke of Mizrox, upon whosa innocent
and sufileiently troubled head she was
heaping secret abuse becnuse of the
nows he brought. Later Count Mar-
lanx appeared at the éastle for his first
lesson in poker. e looked so sure of
himeself that Boverly hated hlmn to the
point of desperation, At the same tline
she was eager to learn how matters
stood with Baldes. The count's threat
still hung over her head, velled by iis
ridiculous shadow of merey. She kunew
him well enough by this time to feel
convinced that Baldos would have to
accodnt for hls temerlty sooner or
later. It was like the cat and the help-
less mouse,

“It'a too hot,” she protested, when he
announced himself ready for the game.
‘““Nobody plays poker when it's 92 In
“the shade.”

P11 bt father will be glad to Lear
that I am coming bome,” she sald to
Yetlve after the letter was xone,

“Oh, Béverly, dear, 1 huate to hear of
your golng.” erled the princess. “When
did.yon tell him you'd start?” .

“Why—oli—er—let me see, when did
I say? Dash me, as 3Ir. Angulsh
would say. I don't.beliewe I gave g
date. It seems to me F auid s00n;
that's all,” &

“You don’t know how relleved I am.”
exclalmed Yetlve rapturously, and Dev-
erly was In high dudgeon beesuse of
the tmplled reflection. "I belleve yon
are In a Y with Baldos,” went on Ye-
tlve alrily.

“Goodness! IHow foollsh you enn he
at times, Yetive!” was what Beverly
give back to her highness the Priticess
ol Graustark.

Late in the evenlng courlers canw in
from the Dawsbergen frontier with re-
ports whieh created considerable: ex-
citement In castle and army cireles:
Prince Gabrlel himself had heen seen
in the northern part of his domain, ne-
companied by a large detachment of
picked soldlers.  Lorry sct out that
very night for the frontier. happy Il
the bellef that something worth while
wis about to occur. General Marlanx
issued orders for the LEdelwelss army
corps to mass beyond the southern
gutes of the elty the next wmornin;:.
Commuands were also sent to the out-
Iying garrisons.  ‘Phere was to be a
general movemant of twoops before the
end of the week. Graustark was not
teo e enught napping.

Long ‘after the departure of ILorry
and Angulsh the princesa sat on the
bateony with Deverly and the Count-
ess Dagmar, They did not talk much,
The mlission of these ventureaome
reung Amerienn husbnnds was full of
danger. Something In the alr had told
thelr wives that the first blows of war
were to be struck before they looked
egain upon the-men they loved,

“I think we have been Letrayed by
somme one,” suld Dagmar after an nl-*
most interminable silence. 1Ier com-
pnnfon dld not reply. “The courlers
say that Gnbriel knows where we are
weakest nt the front and that he knows
our every movement. Yetive, thore 1s
a spy here after all"’

“And that spy has necess to the very
heart of our deliberations,” ndded Bev-
erly pointedly. I say this In behalf of
the man whom you evidently suspect,
countess. Ile could not know these
things.”

“¥ do not sny that he does know,
Miss Calhoun, but it 13 not boyond rea-
son that he may be the go-between, the
means of transferring information from
the main traitor to the messengers who
await outside our walls,”

“Oh, I don't belteve {t!" eried Beverly
hotly.

“% wonder if these things would have
happened If Baldos had mever come to
Edelwelss,” mused the princess, As
though by common Impulse, both of
tiee @raustark women placed thelr
avms about Beverly.

“It'sa because we have so much at
stake, Deverly, dear,” whispered Dag-
mar. “IForglve me If I have hurt
m“.n

Of course Beverly sobbed a llttle in
the effort to convinee them that she dtd
not cure whom they accused If he
proved to be the right man in the end.
They left her alone on the balcony.
IFor an hour -after mldnlght she sat
there and dreamed. REvery one was
ready to turn neainst Daldos. I2ven
she had been harsh toward him, for

“But, your highness,” compiained the
count, “war may break out any day. 1|
cannot concede delay.”

“I think there's n game called ‘shoot-
ing craps,” " - suggested sho menely.}
“It peoms to ‘me it would be patticu-
lnrly good for warriors, You could be
shootlng something all the time.”

‘He went ‘away In a decldedly Irascl-
ble frame of mind. She did not know l
it, but Buldos wns soon afterward set
to work In the garrison stables, 8 most |
lonthsomo occupation, in addition to hig |
dutles a8 a guard by night.

After maturo doliberation Boverly set :
hevsell to the task of writlng home to
her father. Tt was her suprome In.|
tention to convince him that she would |
he off for tho States In an amazingly
short time. The major upon mceivlug!
the letter three weoks later found noth.
ng In it to warrant the belief that sho |
was over coming home, He did ob-
“erve, howevor, that she had but little
use for the army of Graustark and
vad especlally disappointed Jn the set
i -mon Yatlve rotained as her private
suard. Tor the Iife of her Beverly
mould not have told why she disap-
oroved of the guard In general or In
oartlcular, but she was consclous of
‘he fact after the letter was posted
*hat she ha@ satd mauy things that
might have boen loft unwritten.: Be-
uldes, It was not Baldos' fault that she
could not sleep. It was distinetly

. Bit in G2 fuat place?. A ain' seen him

{

bor own. He had nothing to do with

it —

i by his frm ndsertions,

hox.
]

had she not seen him relegated to the
most ohnoxloua of dutles aftor promis-
ing him a far different life? And now
what was he thinking of her? iy de-
scent from favor had.followed:upen
the disclosurea which made plain to
cach the Klantlty of the other. No
datbd Ho was atftibuting his dograda-
tlon in p senso to tha fact that she no
longer relished his services, having
een w romangle Httle tdeal shattered
Of course she
knew that Gederal Marlanx was alone
instrumental i assigning him to the
unpleasant duty he now observed, but
how was Baldos to knotr that she was
not the real power beliind the Iron
Count?

A light drizzle bogan to fall, cold and
disagreeable. There weore no stars, no
moon. The ground below was black

*with shadows, but shimmering In spots

touched by the feeble park lamps. Bhe
retrented through her window, deter-
mined to go to bed. Ker rebelllous

from her thoughtd, ‘She wondered If
he were patrolling the castle groumdls In
the rain In all that lonely dnrkness,
Selzec by a sudden Insplration she
threw a gossnmer about her, grasped
nn umbrelia and ventured out npon the
baleony once more, Guiltily slie search-
ed the night through tho flne, driz#ling
raln.  Her eonrs llstened eagerly for
the tread which was so well known to
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-of couruge and of hope,

At Inst he strofe bemwmil: a Iy not
far away, Ile looked up. but of course
could not see her agninst % dark: wall,
For a long timie he stood' mntionless be-
neath thic light, She could'not help see-
lug that he was dejected, tzed, anhap-
my. Ills shoulders droopedl. and there
wius n general alr of lstlessnwes nbout
thre figure which had once bLeoaw so tull
The pest light
fell direetly npon his face. [t was
somber, despondent, stralned. 1Te wore
the afy of a prisener. [Ier hoart went
out to him like n flash. The debvnalr
Knight of the black pateh was nosmore,
In his place there stood a sullen aieyve
to discipline. ’

“Iinldos!” she ealled softly, her voire
penetmting the dripplng alr with e
eledtirness of n bell. IIe must have heem
langing for the sound ofit, for e stavt-
ed and looked -engerly In her direction.
IEls tulk form straightencd as he passot!
his Baud weer his brow. It was but s
volee from - his dream, he thought,.
“"Aren't yon afrakl you'll get wet ¥ nski-
od the sume low, sweet volee, with thos
suggestion of a lnugh behind it Witln
long strides he crossed the pavementt
and stood nlmost directly beneath her.,

“Your hiz:ness!” he exclnlmed gen
bly, Joyoursy. *“What vre you dolng out*
thore ™" s

"Wendering, Baldos.  Wondering:
what you were thinking of ns you
stood wader the lamp over there."

“T whas thinking of your highness,” he
valleE up noftly.

“No. no!l” she protested,

“I. too, was wondering—wondering
witrt ybn were dreaming of as you
slept, for you should be asleep at thls
hoar, your highuess, Instepd of stand-
ing out there in the rain.” '

“Baldos,” she ealled down tremulous-
Iy, “you don’t lke this work, do you™

“It has nothing but darkoess in it for
me. T never see the light of your cyes.
I never feel the"—

CSh! You must not talk llke that,
Jt's not proper, and besides some one
may be listening. The aight has a
thousand ears—or ls It eyest But s
ten. Tomorrow you shall be restored to
your old dutles, You surely cannot bo.
lHeve that I had anything to do with
the onler which compels you to work
at this unholy hour”

“I'was afrald you were punishihg me
for nxy boldness. My heart has heen
sore—yon never can know, bow sore. |
was disgraced, dismissed, forgotten' —

“Ney o; you were not! You must not
Bay that. Go away now, Baldos, You
will ride with me tomorrow,” she crled
nervously. ‘““I’lease go.to soma place-
where you won't got dripping wet,” -

“¥ou forget thut I am on guard,” he
cald, with a laugh, “But you are a wise
counsetor. Is tha rala so pleasant to
o2 o

“I have an wmbrella,” she protested.
“SWhet are you doing¥' she cried In:
sdwre. He was coming band over hand:
up the trellls work that inclosed the-
lbwer voranda.

“k am coming to a place where It
won't get dripping wot,” he ecalled;
goftly. There was a dangerous ring I,
Bls volee, and she drew back® in, o
panle.

“You must not!” she crled despernte-
fy. “Thbis is madneas! Go down, sl

“I am happy cnough to fy, hut emnrs-
mot. So I do the next best thing—1
elimb to you." His arm was across: the
stone ralling by this thee, and b was
pating from ibe exertlon, not two
feet from where she erouched, “Just
oune minute of heaven before 1 g6 back

o the shadows of carth. 1 am; happy

agaln, Marlanx told me you hnd dis-
missed nw. I wonder what he kolds In
reserve tor me. I knew he liest, but it
Is not until now that 1 refolce Come,
You are to shield me from the raln.'
£'Oh, oh!" she gasped, oveswhelmml
b#p hig daring passion, *I should dfo
it any one saw you here Yot she
spasmodically extomded the umbrella
80 that it covered bim and left her out
in the drizzle,

“And ®o shouwld 1," responded he
softly, “IJjsten to me. Feor Lours and |
hours 1 have been longtng for the dear
old hills In which you found me. I
wanted to crawl out of Edelwalss and
lose myself forever im the rocks ang
cragf. ‘Tonlght when you snw me I
was trying to say goodby to you for-
ever; .1 was trylng to make up my
mind to desert. I could not enduro tha,
new order of things. You had cast
me off. My friends out there wore
enger to.have me with thom, In the

| clty every one 1s ready to call me a
braln, however, refused to banlsh him '

spy—even you, I thought. Life was'
black and drear. Now, my princess, it
is as bright as heaven Itsolf.”

“You must not talk ke thls,” she
whispered belplessly. “You afe mak.

. Ing me sorry I called to you,” .

“I should have heard you If you had
only whlsperod, my raln princess. I
have no ri,ht to talk of love—I am a
vagabond, but I have n heart, and it ig
a bold one. Perhaps I dream that I am

foucl your fuce—but It Is the sweetest
of dreams. But for It I should liave
left Edeltwreiss weeks ago. I shall nev-

not rob me of the joys of dreaming.”

Under the spell of his passlon she
drew nearer o him as he clung strong-
Iy to the rall. The roscs at her throat
came 8o close that he could bury s
face in them. HMer linnd touched s
cheek, and he: Rissed Its palm again
md agaln, his et lips stinglng her
blood to the tips of herp-toes,

“Go away, plense,” she lmplored
fnintly,  “Don’t yoir seé¢ that you must
not stny here-—now "7

“A rose, my prineess—one rose to
Kiss nll through the long night,"” Ilg

"I should e if any one saw you here."

whispered. She could feel his eyes
burntng into her heart. Witly trem-
biing, hurried fingers she tore loose a
rose. Ife could not selze it with his
hands beeause of the position he: held,
and she laughed tantallzingly. Then
she kissed it first and pressed It agalnst
his mouth. Hia lips and teeth closed
over e stem, and the rose was his,

“There are thorns,” she whispered
ever so softly. 1

“They are the riches of the poer?”’ he
murmared, with difficulty, but sbe un-
derstood. !

“Xow, go” she sald, drawlng reso-
luteiy awany., An instant later his heaa

| but forgotten umbrella,

diseppenred below ' Ve rall,  Peering
over the slile, she sav: his figure spring
easily to the ground, a.\l then came the
rapid, steady tramp ar ho went away,
on s dreary patrol. i

“T eouldn’t help It,” sho was vwilisper-
Ing to horself botween joy and eliame,

€lancing Instinctively out towusd the
salltary lamp, she saw two mon standy
‘hag in it light. One of them ‘wos Gen-
ezl Marlanx; the other she knew to
bre the spy that watched DBaldos Her
Reart sank llke load when she saw.
that the two were peering Intently to.
ward the blacony where she stood and
whero Naldos had clung but a mementy
before.

D

CHAPTER XXII. .
HE shrank back with a great
drend In her heart. Marlanx,
of all men! Why was he in the
park at this hour bf the night?

There could be but one answer, and

the very thought of It almost suffocat-
o1 her. Ile was drawing the net with
his own hinds, he was spying with his
own eyes, lor a full minute it sepmed
to her that her heart would stop beat-
Ing. Tow long had he been standing
giere? What had he seen or heard?
Involuntarily she peered over tho rail
for a glimpse of Baldos. He had gone
out Into the darkness, misging the men
at the lamp post olther by choleo or
through pure good fortune. A tlrob of
thankfulness assailed her heart. She
was not thinking of her position, but
of hia, .
Again she drew stealthily away from
the rall, posscesed of o ridieulous fool-

ing that her form was as plain to the .

viston as if it were broad daylight, The
tread of a man impelled her to glance
below once more before fleelng to her
room. Marlanx was coming toward
the veranda, 8he fled awiftly, pousing
at the window to lower the friendly
From below
came {he slbllant hiss of a man seek-
ing to nttract her nttention, Once mors
she stopped to llsten. Tho “Ilist!" waos
repeated, and then her own name was
called softly, but Imperatively, It wae,
beyond the power of woman to keep
from lnughing. It struck hor ns ifre-
sistibly funny that the Iron Count
should be standing out there in the
raln, slgnaling to her like a loveslck
boy. Once she was inside, however, 1t
did not seem so amusing, Htill, it gave
her an immenso amount of satisfaction
to slam the windows loudly, as if in
pure deflance, Then she closed the
blinds, shutting out the night com.
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er awaken from this dream. You ean-
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