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CHAPTER Vin.
A Strange Welcome,

“I see ; it's very kind* of you," said 
Cyril. “Your room smells quite like a 
chqmjgt’s shop.”

Quildford Berton glanced up at him.'
''“You noticed it?” he said. "Let us 

go into another room,” and he rose. "I 
very seldom sit here myself.”

He led the way across the small hall 
into another room, which was not 
quite so gloomy, and much more com­
fortably furnished. There were some 
books and a few pictures, and Cyril 
was rather glad ,to miss the peculiar 
odor which pervaded the other room.

His host turned up the lamp, and 
got some spirits and glasses from a 
sideboard.

“I have only one servant, the old 
woman whom you saw, so you must 
excuse the absence of ceremony, Mr. 
Burne,” he said.

"I am too accustomed to waiting up­
on myself to require many servants,” 
responded Cyril.

“You’ve emptied the carafe, I see,” 
said Guildford Berton, when he had 
fetched it from the other room, and he 
went to the fireplace and touched an 
electric bell.

The old woman entered, and Berton 
pointed to the carafe and made signs 
to her on his fingers in the deaf and 
dumb language.

“Your housekeeper is greatly afflict­
ed,” remarked Cyril, looking at her 
compassionately, and thinking at the 
same time that it was the finishing 
touch to the gloomy little place, and 
What a cheerful kind of person Mr. 
Guildford Berton must be to live under 
such conditions.

He was evidently of a melancholy 
disposition, was subject to fits, and 
lived in a sunless house, surrounded 
by a high wall, and quite alone, ex­
cepting for an old woman who was 
deaf and dumb!

“Yes,” said Guildford Berton, care; 
lessly. “She isn't quite deaf, however, 
though she’s as dumb as this table,” 
and he struck it, “but I thought it 
easier to teaçh her the deaf and dumb 
language than to be continuously yell­
ing at her. I dislike all noises.”

"Much more -convenient,” said Cyril. 
“But—I'm afraid you’ll think me ra­
ther impertinent—I’m surprised at 
your choosing such a person for your 
housekeeper.”

Guildford Berton shrugged his 
shoulders.

“The best kind of servants to have,” 
he responded; “they can’t din the life 
out of you with their tongues, and 
they don’t carry tales. Besides, a 
younger woman would be always gad­
ding about, and give me no end of 
trouble looking after her. Help your­
self, will you, and try those cigars. 
They—and the liquor—are good,” he
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added, with the shadow of a smile, 
“for they come from the Court. The 
earl is good enough to keep me sup­
plied.”

He raised his eyes and glanced at 
t is guest, tb see what effect, if any, his 
words would produce, but Cyril mere­
ly nodded as he said: •

“Yes, It’s a capital cigar, and I am 
sure the whisky is all right.”

“X suppose you are rather surprised 
tiiat the Earl of Arrowdale should be 
so intimate with so humble a person 
as myself?” said Guildford Berton, 
leaning back in his chair, but looking 
not one-half so much at ease as his 
visitor, who, though in the most com­
fortable attitude, had that peculiarly 
graceful air which is born with some 
men.

“I don’t kUpvr why I should,” re­
sponded Cyril, wondering whether his 
strange host was going to he confiden­
tial.

“You don’t know, I suppose, that I 
am the son of the earl’s late steward?” 
went on Guildford Berton, his eyes 
fixed on the ground.

“No,” said Cyril, “I did not know It.”
“I am, which makes it all the more 

extraordinary that the earl should ac­
knowledge me as his friend. It is 
very condescending, don’t you think?

It was a question which it was only 
possible to answer in one way.

“Not at all,” Cyril replied.
“You don’t? I fancy most people 

do, and they let me see that they do. 
His pale face grew dusky red for : 
moment. “But it is easily explained, 
I have been of some service to the 
earl, Mr. Burne, and as I have always 
refused to accept any remuneration, 
he has paid me I in another fashion.

“I understand,” said Cyril, still won-
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dering why Mr. Guildford Berton, who 
had looked ready to eat him In the 
morning, should be so communicative 
in the evening.

“Had you ever seen the earl before 
this morning?” asked Berton, care­
lessly.

“No,” replied Cyril.
“You were very much struck with 

him, I suppose?”
Cyril hesitated a moment.
“I thought him extremely courteous 

and—well, ‘highly polished.”’
A smile, cynical and not altogether 

pleasant, curled Guildford Berton’s 
lips.

“Yes, he is admirably veneered. 
Don’t they jsay that If you scratch the 
Russian you find the Tartar under­
neath?”

Cyril nodded.
“Well, that applies to the earl. He 

is smooth enough until you scratch 
him, then----- ” He paused and shrug­
ged his shoulders. "Did you ever 
hear of his nephew?” he asked, sud­
denly raising bis eyes and looking at 
Cyril.

“Who is he?” asked Cyril.
“The Viscount Santleigh.”
“Oh, yes, I’ve heard of him,” replied 

Cyril.
Guildford Berton leaned forward, 

then fell back, as if he desired to sup­
press any sign of curiosity.

“What sort of man is he?” he asked. 
"’Pon my word, I’m scarcely capa­

ble of describing him,” said Cyril. 
“We unknown artists don’t have very 
close acquaintanceship with viscounts, 
but from what I have heard I should 
say that he is considered something 
of a fool by most people.”

Guildford ^erton seemed to turn the 
answer over InEis mind for a second 
or two, then he nodded.

“I understand. Do you know where 
he Is now?” he asked.

“When he was last heard of he was 
going abroad, I believe,” said Cyril.

“He must be a fool,” remarked 
Guildford Berton.

“Why do you say that?” asked Cyril, 
rather languidly, as If the subject did 
not particularly interest him.

“Because, though he is a poor man, 
lie has refused a large sum of money,” 
said Berton. “He has run through 
what property he held .in his own 
right, and though the earl offered him 
a large sum to cut off the entail, and 
so enable the earl to leave the estate 
to whom he pleased, Lord Santleigh 
refused it.”

“That sounds foolish,” said Cyril. 
"Yes,” assented Guildford Berton; 

“he forgets that the earl may marry 
again, or that he—the young viscount, 
I mean—might die before the earl. Life 
is uncertain, and money”—Cyril fan­
cied that a sudden gleam flashed In 
the sombre eyes—“money is tangible.” 
' "Perhaps Lord Santleigh doesn’t 

care about money," suggested Cyril.
Guildford Berton looked at him In­

credulously.
“Even he can’t be such a fool as that 

would make him,” he remarked.
“It seems scarcely likely, I’ll admit, 

said Cyril.
There was a pause, during which 

the two men sat and smoked, Guild­
ford Berton with his eyes fixed on the 
carpet, Cyril looking at his host with 
some curiosity.

Then suddenly Berton said:
“Do you admire Lady Norah?” 
Cyril’s handsomé face flushed, and 

a feeling of resentment tingled 
through him. There was no great 
harm In the question, and yet Cyril 
found the greatest difficulty In an­
swering It.

"I think Lady Norah is very beauti­
ful, yes,” he replied, coldly.

Guildford Berton glanced up at him, 
“Yes,” he said, “I suppose she is. 1 

don’t profess to be a judge. I am a 
little of a woman-hater. You know 
she only arrived last night”

Cyril nodded rather curtly. He felt 
the strongest disinclination to discuss 
Lady Norah with" Mr. Guildford Ber­
ton. But if that gentleman observed 
that disinclination, he persisted, for 
some reason or other, in continuing 
the topic. v

T wonder how long will she remain 
at the Court?” he said, reflectingly.

“What do you mean?" asked Cyril, 
coldly.

T meant how long would It be be­
fore the earl quarreled with her. He 
quarrels with every one sooner or 
later.”

Excepting with kjr. Guildford Ber­
ton,” Cyril could not help putting In. 

Guildford Berton looked at him.
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“Excepting with me—yes," he said. 
“He is sure to quarrel, he always does 
with all his relations; he quarreled 
v,1th his wife. Which is a pity, for 
Lady Norah’s sake.”

“Why?” asked Cyril, reluctantly.
“Because,” said Guildford Berton, 

slowly, as if he wished to impress 
every word upon him, "there was no 
settlement when she and the earl were 
luarried, and the quarrel and separa­
tion prevented any being made after­
ward, consequently Lady Norah is en 
tirely at the mercy of her father. If 
they should quarrel he would leave her 
penniless.”

Cyril stared at him.
"I don’t see how this can interest 

either you or me, Mr. Berton,” he said, 
and at his tone Guildford Berton’ face 
grew red.

"I didn’t know whether you might 
not regard her In the light of a 
wealthy heiress,” he said, “and I mere­
ly mentioned the matter in the course 
of conversation.”

“I don’t think I can discuss the 
carl’s private affairs, Mr. Berton,' 
said Cyril, coldly, “and I am sure I 
have no desire to lean) anything con­
cerning Lady Norah’s.”

“Of course not, of course not,” as­
sented Guildford Berton, with an up­
ward glance. "As you say, it is no 
business of qjirs.”

“I -didn’t say so quite so plainly, 
said Cyril, “but I certainly think so. 
None whatever.”

He looked at his watch, and got up 
from his chair.

“It is later than I thought,” he said, 
“and I must be going.”

“Oh, don’t hurry,” remonstrated 
Guildford Berton, but Cyril would not 
be persuaded to extend bis visit, and 
his host accompanied him along .the 
winding path and to the gate.

“Good^ulght," said Cyril. “I hope 
you will come and see me some even­
ing,” he added, as he was bound to do.

Guildford Berton accepted the invi­
tation at once, and held out his hand.

Cyril took it and almost started, for 
though the night was warm and gen­
ial, Guildford Berton’s hand was as 
cold as ice.

“If I were a doctor,” Cyril said, 
should order you another glass of 
whisky—hot this time—and bed."

Guildford Berton smiled.
“Oh, I’m all jight, thank you,” • 

responded; then, as Cyril turned, 
said: “Oh, by the way, Mr. Burne, I 
shall be glad if you will say nothing 
of the—the slight indisposition under 
which you found me this evening.”

(To be Continued.)
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AT THE CRESCENT.
The Crescent Picture Palace pre­

sents a big week end variety pro­
gramme to-day, Nel Craig and Darwin 
Karr in “Millstones,” a drama of the 
underworld. Ray McKee and Jean 
Dumar in “Black Eyes" an Edison 
Comedy. “When California Was 
Wild,” a Selig wild animal drama; and

Davy Don, the unique comedian, in 
“Cutting Down Expenses,” a great 
Lubin comedy. Professor McCarthy 
playing the latest and best music, 
send the children to the big Saturday 
matinee ;_ they always enjoy them­
selves at the Crescent.
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EVEBYDAY ETIQUETTE, 
en name it I so desire on my cards?” 
en anme if I so desire on my cards?” 
asked Mrs. Newlywed.

“To an acquaintance you sign your 
name Violet Smith. It you are writ­
ing a business letter you use this sig­
nature and add further down on the 
page at the left hand, Mrs. Francis 
Blake," answered her mother.


