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The Silence

of Gwynneth.

IN TWO INSTALMENTS.

CHAPTER 1V.

Katharine Jessop sat by the open win-
dow, looking out over the wide stre ch of
sea.

The restless waves were tipped with
white, and glistened brightly in the sun-
shine as they ran inland.

Sailing boats danced merrily before the
breeze, dipping their bows from time to
time, as though coquetting playfully with
Father Neptune. '

Gulls flew hither and thither, sometimes
circling round the high rocks to the lett
of the bay, sometimes riding recklessly on
the crest of a hurrying wave, and shrieking
discordantly, or mewing plaintively, to the
delight of the children at play on the peb-
bly beach.

But the woman at the window of the
centre house on the little parade saw noth-
of all this.

Her quiet patient eyes looked straight
across at the spot where sky and eea ap-
peared to meet, ber thougbts busy with an
event which was to happen tbat day—a
great event in her colorless existence.

To please her old friend, Clarenc: Sterne
she had consented to have Gwynneth Nay-
lor to share her peacetul solitude.

Mrs. Naylor had closed the door of her
house, as well as that of ber heart, against
the step daughter who had dragged the
family homor in the dust; and Gwynneth,
with the taint of recent imprisonment fresh
on her, would bave found 1t diffi ‘ult to ob-
tain # refuge anywhere, had not Katharine
Jessop stretched out & willing hand, in re-
sponse to Mr. Sterne’s appeal to her to
give the triendless girl a home.

Edmund and Maude had tried their bard-
est to solten their mother, but she was in-
exorable ; and forebade them ever to men-
tion Gwynneth ia her hearing.

So, her term ot imprisonment at an end,
Gwynneth travell=d to Beachhollow with the
vicar of S:. Cuthbert’s, to be given into the
charge of the only person, save himself,
who was ready to befriend her.

Clarence was afraid. to let her travel
alone.

He did not like the reckless indifferenc:
with which she returned the curious stare
of these who recognised her, as he and she
waited for the train which was to take
tbem away trom Kingslea.

He had tried to persuade her to stay out
of sight, in the waiting-room, until the
time to start. but Gwynneth only laughed
—a hard little laugh, with no mirth i it.

*You think I care® I don’t; not a bit !
I've got over all that sort of thing. A lew
weeks in prison soon takes all the non-
sense out of you.’

‘There is no nonsense about honest
shame, child,’ he answered gravely.

She flushed slightly at tbat, and moved
away from him a little. :

I forgot! Of course, you can’t helg
feeling ashamed to be seen with me.
ought to have thought of that.’

‘Gwynneth! You know me better than
to think [ meant d

She interrupted him quickly, terrified by
the sternness ot his face and tone.

‘Forgiv: me! Yes, I doknow. Oh!
don’t you turn from me—ever—or I don’t
know what will become of me!

‘1 turn trom you ¥’

He could not trust bimself to say more
than that, but bis eyes sought her for an
instant, and the flush deepened on the
girl's face.

Long betore the jourmey was at an end,
however, the old hardness nad possession
of eyes and mouth agsin, and only deepen
ed when Gwyoneth remembered that it
was ber birthday.

‘It is my birthday, Mr. Sterne. I am
eighteen today. What a birthday! But
then, I never remember having many happy
ones.’

‘Poor child ! I trust this may be the
last unhappy one. I am going to wish you
many happy returns, Gwynneth.’

‘Thank vou. I rather hope I may not
live to see another.’

*You must not, you shall not wish that.
To say nothing of the wickedness of such a
wish—1hs ingratitude of it—’

‘Where does the ingratitude come in P
What have I to be gratetul for to anyone
except to you ? My own (ear mother died
when [ was a baby, nnd my father’s sec-
ond wite took a dislike to me. You see, I
was thrown back on her hainds when she
thoughbt she had got rid of me.’ :

‘] koow; your eister told me But, in
spite ot 21l this, you have much to be grate
tul for Js bealth nothing P Is sanity noth-
ing ? Is it notbing to have been born in a
Christian land P

‘I didvu’c ask to he born ! 1'd rather not
have been born ! You might as well spare
yourselt the trouble ot tryi'g fo makea
respectable person ot me, Mr. Sterne! I
tell you plaioly 1 would ratter a thous»nd
times have been born a heathen, with
parents who would love me !

‘Poor child 1| Poor little Gwynnetb !’

For the lite ot him he could not coatrol
his voice, or his eyes.
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She blushed again at the tenderness
which flooded her lonely young heart with
comfort.

Recovering himself partially, he con-
tinued, more steadily—

‘I think you will be happy with Katha-
rine Jessop. You will, it you will let her
love you’

‘I shan’t like her well enough !’

I shall be sorry it you don’t like my
friend.’

‘Something in the words touched the re-
bellious heart.

She glanced at him half apologetically.

‘I will try to like her, of course; but I
suppose she is perfect in your eyes, and I
sm so much the reverse, that I feel more
like hating her. You can’t help compar-
ing us in your mind.’

‘I should never think ef attempting any
thing so uselestly absurd. Does one com-
pare strength and weakness, light and
darkness, peace and storm? Katharine
represents strength, light and peace; you
weakness, darkness and storm.’

‘Strength? I thought she was an in-
valid—lame P’

‘1 was thinking of her soul, and yours.
What does the body matter P’

‘Oh! so my soul is weak, dark, and
stormy? Well, I think it 1s—it I have
one. How you must adore Miss Jessop !
And what a pity that she should not have
better bodily health! You could marry
her if——'

‘Gwvnneth, do you wish to pain me. or
sre you only speaking at random? You
force me to mske a conftession—to tell
you what I bad not intended telling you
for, at least, a year. Can you not guess
—have you not seen that 1 love you, temp-
est tossed and hardened as you are? I
have tried to close my heart to you, but
the task is beyond me. Ilove you, andI
desire nothing better, at this moment,
than to flood your young life with happi-
ness. Will you let me do it, Gwyoneth P
Will you come to me, and let me teach you
to forget the dreary, mistaken past? As
my wite——"’

‘Ah!" she almost shricked, as she drew
away the band be had taken. ‘Your
wite P I—tbief and gaol-bird as I am—be-
come your wife, to spoil your life and drag
you down to the gvtter, which is the only
fit place for me P Never ! You don't even
tempt. me, Mr. Sterne.’

as this fine face, with the brave, flash-
ing eyes, the same he had looked on a
moment previously P

Cl rence Sterne’s heart bowed low in
reverence betore this noble young thing
who showed such unexpected courage and
highmindness.

‘When you have learnt to love me,’ he
murmured, ‘will you marry me then '

The priest was forgotten in the man; he
remembered only that he loved her, and
that she was necessarv to his happiness.

‘Love I’ she raised her eyes—dreamy
eyes now—and looked at him questioning
ly. ‘I never thought of love. Of course,
people do love—or ought to—when they
marry.’

‘I would teach you to love me, Gwyn-
neth.’

Was cvot the leeson already partially
learnt ?

Not for long could she meet that im
passioned geze with calmness; very soon
her eyelids quivered and drooped, as she
shrank from him, trembling with a new
and delicious fear.

Again he took her hand.

‘Dear, you will not retuse to think of
what I have said P We would go away—
quite away—out ol England. where your
bistory would not be known. And I would
make you so happy that—'

‘Don’t I’ she said, sharply, her old bard
manner returning,as she once more snatch-
ed her hand from his. ‘I will not listen to
you. If I loved you ever so well. I would
not marry you. Bah ! if [ loved you at all,
I should not even think of it. Love makes
one think of others, not of oneself. I will
not ruin your life, Mr. Sterne. No, nota
word more—if you really love me; for, if
you persist in wishing for such an impos-
sible thing to happen, I must retuse ever
to see you again.’

‘Say, at least, that it things bad been
different——"'

‘It things had been different, I should
have been different, and you would have
been different, snd we might never have
met.’

‘But,Gwynpneth,listen to me a moment—I
love you, and 1 believe you like me a lit-
tle——'

‘I like you too much to allow you to talk
nonsense. Tell me aboutr Miss Jessop,
please—is she dark or fair?

Clarence almost smiled as he looked at
the determined young face, feeling a new
respect for, and confidence in, its owner,
and, as he tell under the influence ot the
giri's innate strength of charactar, his fir:t
beliet in her utter innocence returned to
him.

‘Gwynneth,’ he said suddenly, ‘you never
took that money !

She raised her eysbrows as she glanced
at him.

‘Yes, I did.” She spoke as coolly as
though thett were an everyday thing with
hex;.’ ‘What new idea have you got hold
of

‘One [ am not going to impart to you,’
hs replied, still watcbing her face with his
keen, questioning eyes.

She tursed away with a little frown, and
did not ask bim anything else. And as be
noted her unususl silence ;an ¢ xpression of
sati«faction stole into those waiching e)es.

Very li'tle more passed betwern them
until the train reached Beachbollow.

“This is our destination,’ said Clarence
Sterne, in order to rouse bis companion
from a reverie into which she had fallen
tallen during the last half hour. I wonder
it' Katharine has driven to meet us P’ Here
comes Deborah at least !

A grave-looking, middle-aged woman
advanced as be spoke.

‘Miss Jessop’s compliments, sir, and she
hoped Miss Naylor wouldn’t think her
unkind not to come herself. It's one of
ber bad days, and I persuaded her to stay at
home ’

‘Quite right, Deborah. I am sure Miss
Naylor doesn’t mind. Do you P’

He smiled down at Gwynneth, who look-
ed sadly unresponsible as she replied that
she would have been sorry had Niss Jes-
sop put herselt at all out of the way on her
account.

Inwardly Gwynneth was saying to her-
self— :

‘She is beginning as she means to go on.
I am only her companion, and I must be
shown my proper place at once.

Mr. Sterne felt somewhat dismayed as he
saw the obstinate look he knew so well
settling down on the young face.

If Gwynneth persmsted in setting up a
barrier of pride between herself and Katba-
rine Jessop, it was useless to hope that the
two would ever become friends.

He watched the meeting with very real
anxiety.

Miss Jessop sat in her low chair, by the
open window, her eyes turned to the door
as Gwynneth entered, and both hands beld
out to her.

‘Forgive me for not coming to meet you,
dear, and for not rising now. I don’t feel
equal to any exertion to-day; but I am
very, very glad to see you.’

Gwynneth took the bands with slowly-
flushing tace, and responded to the gentle
movement which drew her low enough for
the invalid to kiss her.

‘You have been worrying about me, Miss
Jessop. But you must not do that. I will
try my bardest to make you feel glad of
vour goodness to me.’

The words were only whispered, and
Katharine Jessop alone heard them ; but
Clarence sighed with infinite relief as he
saw the look which passed from the brown
eyes to the grey ones.

He did not stay long.

Satisfizd that he had not made a mistake
in bringing these two together, and hoping
great things of the influence of his old friend
over the girl he loved, he took his depart-
ure within an hour of his arrival.

CHAPTERYV.

Nearly & year passed without sffording
Mr. Sterne the proot for which he sought
unceasingly, of Gwynneth Naylor’s inno-
cence.

He became more and mere convinced
that she was shielding someone ; that some
one being her step-brother; but he could
not win a word of confession from
her, and, as for Edmund, if be really
were guilty be had so wrapped him-
sclt in the cloak ot utter selfishness which
had permitted his young sister to suffer in
his stead, that it seemed useless to hope
that he would ever exonerate her at his
own expense.

He still lived at home—he and his moth-
er being alcne now, for Maude had mar
ried a man who refused to spoil his lite
and hers by holding aloof on account of
her family history.

Almost before Maude and her husband
went to America, where the latter held a
good post in a large mercantile house, it
began to be whispered in Kingslea, that
the shame of his younger sister’s guilt bad
been the ruin ot Edmund Naylor.

Up to that time he had been a quiet,
well-condncted tellow, but latterly he had
changed terribly. :

It had become nothing unusual for him
to go home at night so iutoxicated that his
motber took to sitting up for bim, in fear
lest be should set the houre on fire.

But she still believed in him and adored
bim as some moth:rs are always toolish
enough to do, no mstter how badly their
sons turn out.

And all this while Clarence Sterne
watched and waited for the time when
Gwynneth would be proved innocent of
the sin for which she had suffered impris-
onment and shame.

Now and then Miss Jessop tried to win
her confidence, and to get close to the
heart which bad ached so sadly, in spite of
its short experience of the world.

But always, on such occasions, the old
hard look settled down oa Gwynneth’s
eyes and moutb, and her kind friend felt
berselt rep-lled by the forbidding silence
with which her overtures to a more thor-
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ough understanding were received.
ater, Clarence Sterne’s well-wisher
tried another tack.

She began to talk of him and his many
sterling qualities.

:It is time Clarence paid us another vis
it.

With this little speech she one day
broke into a reverie in which both she and
her companion had indulged, tempted
thereunto by the beauty of the evening.

The sun was setting into the sea just
beyond the rocks, to which Gwynneth was
so fond of rowing—tfor she was becoming
quite clever with the oars, and was a con-
stant source of pride to the old fisherman
who, on her her first coming to Beach-
hollow, had instructed him in matters
nautical.

Clarence Sterne had not been to see
them since quite early in the year.

But, except that the red lips parted in a
grave smile—far too gravea smile for so
young a girl—Gwynneth did not appear to
notice her friend’s remark; so Katharine
continued—

‘‘He will surely come before long, now
that the weather has settled so nicely.
The seaside ought to tempt anyone in the
summer, and Clarence works so hard that
a week here would do him good.”

“He will scarcely think ot taking a holi-
day before Trinity Sunday,” observed
Gwynneth, looking out to sea.

‘I never thought of that, and it wants
nearly three weeks to it. Perhaps that is
what he is waiting tor.” .

“‘Perbaps so. The breezs is freshening.
Shall I close the window, Miss Jessop ?’
““Not unless you feel cold, dear. I am
all right. I like to listen to the waves
breaking on the beach. See, Gwynneth
—the sun is going for today. I rarely
watch a sunset without wondering it it is
the last [ am destined to see in this world.’

“Do you ever hope it may be P”

“Not quite. Once or twice, when the
pain has been greater than usual, I have
dropped to sleep at last with the thought
that 1t might be well never to wake again.’

*‘] used to wish every night and every
minute of each day that I could die,”

“Buat you don’t wish it now ? You see,
you lived through it. Itis always poesible
to live through trouble if one will only
face it bravely. It is when one tries to
shirk it that it looks so formidable.”

“Yes, I suppose there is something in
that. But why should trouble exist?
Some people seem to go through life with-
out it, while others get more—far more—
than their share.

‘Don’t you thiok that, very often, people
bring trouble on themselves P’

‘Not as often as——' she brcke off sud-
denly, and went to the window, where
Katharine could not see the expression
ot her tace. ‘It is really getting chilly,
Miss Jessop ; I think I bad better close it.’

*As you will, dear. Won't you ficish
what you were going to say P’

*I think not. 1 am not a philcsoher,
like you. I can’t take things calmly when
I don’t see the use of their happening.
Shall I read to you ?,

‘By all means. Go on with the book
we were reading last night.’

Gwynneth tetched the book and read a
few pages aloud; then, tossing it aside,
she rose and went to the window again.

‘I can’c read all that nonsense ! Nothing
but love, love, love! I don’t believe in
love ot any sort.’

‘Not in mine for you, Gwynneth? And
don’t you love me at all P’

‘You? Yes, if I love anyone it is cer-
tainly you, Miss Je:sop You have been
so good to me, you see.’

*And bow about Clarence ?’

‘Ob, of course, I am grateful to Mr.
Sterne, too.’

‘Only gratetul, Gwynneth ? Surely you
do not repsy his devotion to you with
mere gratitude ? Can you not love him as
he loves you ?’ '

*Can I not? The questionis more one
of ‘ought’ than ‘can,’ 1 think. Should I
ever cease to loath and despise myself, it I
weakly vielded to the temptation to love
and be loved like other women P Does
Clarence Sterne, of all men, deserve to
bave the finger ot scorn pointed at bim?
Heaven grant 1 may never be such a
coward as to sacrifice his noble lite to any-
thing so petty as my desire for happiness!’

She turned trom the window and faced
Miss Jessop as the passionate words left
her l:ps.

No sconer were they spoken, than she
seemed to repent her usual lack of sell-
control, tor she rushed from the room as
though teartul of being led to say more.

But Katharine Jessop, in spite of her
keen sympathy witb her young companion,
felt better satiefied than she had ever been
with her.

The ice had thawed, the hardness lad
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given place to passion, and the glimpse
she had had of the warm unselfish heart
under the rebellious surface, made her long
more than before to see this girl safe in the
keeping of the man who loved her.

But Clarence himselt knew that Gwyn-
neth would never listen to him as long as
the world deemed her guilty of thett.

All he could hope tor was that she
might, perchance, consent to marry him if
her innocence were fully established.

He paid frequent calls in Church , Road,
though Mrs. Naylor showed her resent-
ment of his championship ot her step-
daughter by refusing to attend bis church.

But he did not let this, or anything else
discourage him.

He wanted to keep his eye on Edmund,
and the bust way to do this was to be on
visiting terms with his mother.

One evening, as Clarence was returning
to the vicarage alfter a late evensong, he
overtook Edmund reeling along the road,
evidently tresh from the same public-house
out of which he had rolled, hali-intoxica-
ted on the day of Gwynneth’s trial.

*Come,|Naylor , this won’t do, you know.
You'll break your mother’s heart if you go
on like this, and she has only you left
now.’

Edmund turned, and gazed with stupid
anger at St. Cuthbert’s vicar, as he re-
plied, almost incoberently —

‘Just leave me alone, will you? I'm not
intertering with you that that I'm aware of.
It’s a free country, and if I like to enjoy
myself, I shall do so without asking your
permission ’
it onjoying yourself to be
slowly but steadily committing suicide ?’

‘Who talks about suicide ? I don’c. Only
fools commit suicide, I'm not a fool. Go
’long, Mr. Sterne, and leave me alone ; I'm
all right, and as jolly as a sandboy !’

‘You are not all right, and I'm not going
to leave you. You'll be under the bhoots of
the first borse that comes along, if you
stagger about as you are doing. Take my
arm, and 1'tl walk as far as your house with
you.

‘I won’c take your arm, and, if I like to
stagger, I shall do it without asking you. I
believe you're staggering yourselt, and
that’s why you want to hook on to me.’

‘Don’t be an idiot, Naylor ! Come, take
my arm !’

‘I won’t, so there ! And if you touch me,
I’ll bave you up for assault.’

Disregarding this absurd tbreat, Clarence
took tbe other by the arm, and tried to
make bim walk steadily.

But Edmund had drunk enough to make
bhim quarrelsome, and ready to resent all
interterence, however kindly intended.

He struggled turiously, until he suddenly
lost his balance, and fell to the ground,
where he lay, without attempting to rise.

CHAPTER VI.

Stooping over the prostrate form in some
uneasiness at its utter stillness, Mr. Sterne
discovered that Edmund was unconscious.

In falling, he had struck bis head with
sufficient force to stun him.

The vicar looked up the road and cown,
in search of assistance, for young Naylor
was no dwarf.

To raise bim alone, and carry him to a
softer couch was impossible.

But there was no one in sigbt.

What was to be done ?

As Clarence knit his brows in perplexity
pondering over the wisdom, or otherwise,
of going to seek the help he needed, he
noticed that a pecket book bad tallen trom
Edmund’s coat in his briet struggle.

Mechanically, Mr. Sterne picked it up.

It was very old and shabby, the elastic
band round it being so badly frayed, that
a careless touch trom those s'rorg fingers
spapped it, and some papers, released
thereby, flattered to the ground..

Ciaregce stopped to reover them, and,
as he did so, bis eyes fell ona small un-
tolded strip, which had escaped from the
others. -~

The semse of what was written on it
found its way to the vicar's brain, deepen-
ing the suspicion with which be bad long
regarded Gwynneth’s brother.

For, that which he saw was a receipt for
ten pounds, dated the previous July,
signed by a name not known to bhim

There was notbing to indicate why the
money had been paid—nothing but the
tact that Oswald Snellgrove bad recived
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