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The Silence 
of Gwynneth. 
IN TWO INSTALMENTS. 

CHAPTER IL 

The R: verend Clarence Sterne was be- 
ginning to feel at home in his new pulpit, 

and to recognize the majority of faces be 

longing to his congregation. 
e had been vicar of St. Cuthbert’s for 

pearly three months, and his parishioners 
were growing accustomed to the strangely- 
striking countenance of their incumbent. 

Sometimes the strongly marked face 

looked like the index of a lost soul in its 

haggard melancholy, which was not peace- 
ful enough for sacness, but looked more 

like remorse. 
At other times, the vicar’s low and musi- 

cal laugh rang out as light-heartedly as 

though be had never known a care. 
His eyes, looking like burpicg lamps 

bidden far in his head under dark, arched 
brows, roamed over the faces upturned in 
expectation of the sermon to tollow the 
text he had just given out — 

“Lock unto the hills I” 
And while he preached, on that partic- 

ular Sunday evening in mid-July, be in- 
voluntarily watched the progress ot the 
sunlight slanting through the large west 
window, and tinting the attentive faces. 

Presently a rich red ray rested on a 
bowed girlish head. 

There was no upturned face bere. 
All the preacher could see of the coun 

tenance was a singularly set, drawn expres- 
sion about the compressed mouth ; nothing 
else was visible, but a straight delicate 
nose. 
Was the girl in trouble, or only in 

anger P 
f the former, the young vicar was ready 

with sympatby ; it the latter with pity. 
“We do not look up enough,’ the low, 

earnest voice filled the churco easily, so 
clear were its tones ; “when trouble comes 
we retire into ourselves too often, instead 
of looking ‘unto the hills frm whence 
cometh our help’ 
Yet, how gladly we would have the help 
that is always ready, always waiting for our 

acceptance. Ifit should o ly prove help 
to endurance, is not that worth having? 
But it is more than that; it is a very pres- 
ent help in need’ that is promised us. Ob, 
my triends, look up !’ 
With a start, the girl he bad noticed 

raised her head as these words fell on ber 
ears. 
Dark eyes, raging wish resen'ment and 

fear, met tbe vicar's, which were bent on 
her at the moment. 
He saw then the pallor and anguish of 

the childish face—which, yet, was not 
childish. 

Her look of suffering haunted him when 
be bad finished bis sermon. 

‘I should like to speak to ber; to comfort 
ber, if poseitle,’ he said to himself, as, the 
service over, he returned to the vestry with 
the choir, and, alter dismissing them, took 
off his surplice, and re entered the fast- 
emptying church. 
He walked down the north aisle in 

quest of the girl, but she bad already left 
her seat. 
He was too late ! 
Well, it could not be helped. 
He went on to the porch, where he 

spoke to one and another of his con- 
gregation, who had news to give him of 
themselves and their belongings, or who 
wanted a word of advice. Then, when 
all bad gone, and the orgamst was locking 
up his organ, the vicar slowly returned to 
the vestry by way of the south aisle. 

His head was bowed pow; the smile, 
with which he bad aismissed bis last parish- 
ioner, bad, died, and a look of deepest 
woe had possession of tne deepset eyes 
and full curiously moulded lips. 

A slight rustle, as of a woman's gar- 
ments, made him glance around, and bis 
face grew interested once more, for, ap 
parently trying to hide behind a pillar, 
was the girl he had sought. 
He stepped towards her, laying a detain- 

ing hand on her shoulder, as she would 
have escaped. 

‘Don’t run away, child,’ be said. gently, 
in the tone he kept tor the little ones of his 
flock. ‘Why were you trying to hide P 
You might bave been locked in, you 
know ?' 

*That was what I wanted — what I bopea! 
Please let me stay ! I'll not do any harm 
I cannot—cannot go home again I’ 
‘Why not ?’ 
He kept all surprise out of his voice 

and manner. putting the ques ion a< quiet- 
ly aa though the requ-st to oe locked up 
all night alone in a dark church were an 
ordinary and reasoaable one for a girl— 
almost a cbild—to make to bim. 
‘Why pot ? he repeated, as the remain- 

ed silent, standing before him with down- 
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cast eyes " 

‘I can’t tell you. I am very unbhsppy— 
very wicked ; but I shall be worse it I go 
home.’ 
‘What bave you done that has made you 

so unhappy #’ 
‘I can’t tell you,’ sbe said sgam. ‘You 

will know, it you care to—everyone will 
know to-morrow, and then it will be worse 
than ever. 

“Child, tell me your sin I 
Clarence bad taken her band, and he 

drew her to his side as he seated himself. 
‘Don’t be afraid, tell me all, and I may 

be able to help you’ 
‘No; I can't tell you. Please don’t 

trouble about me. Wken you know what 
it is you will see that I am not worth troub- 
ling about. I—I did it because I was so 
unhappy.’ 

" “At least you will tell me your name ?’ 
‘Yes; I am Gwynneth Naylor’ 
She raiscd her head rather defiantly, but 

it drooped again when she saw that a man 
—the sexton—stood not tar off, waiting to 
lock up the church and go home. 
The vicar noticed him, too, and called 

out to him— 
‘Don’t wait, Roggs; I'll leave the keys at 

your house as 1 paes.’ 
The man vanished, glad to be released, 

and seeing nothing unusual in Mr. Sterne’s 
prolonged conversation with a member of 
bis congregation ; interviews in the church 
after service were of frequent occurrence at 
St Cuthbert’s. 
‘You live in Church Road,’ said Clar- 

ence, ‘number twenty, I think, is it not? 
But I do not remember to have seen you 
before.’ 

‘I generally go to St. Matthew's, but to- 
night the others went for a walk, so I 
thought I would come bere. 

‘1 don’t quite understand. Do you mean 
that you don’t accompany your mother——’ 

‘She pever wants me, she has Maude and 
Edmund. [| am only her step-daughter, 
you know.’ 
The hasty interruption gave the first clue 

to the meaning of the girl's evident trouble 
the pain 1n her voice and the flash cf re- 
sentment in her eyes told more than she 
guessed. 

Evidently, thought Clarence pitifully, the 
poor child was, or thought herselt neglect- 
ed by her step mother, who, perhaps, 
showed an unwise preference for her own 
children; and Gwynneth hac, therefote, 
done something to widen the breach be- 
tween them. 
He talked to her gently and 

kindly trying to win ber con- 
fidence; reluctant to confess to 
bimselt how uneasy he felt at this being 
withdrawn, for there was a something 
about Clarence Sterne which invited con- 
fidence, not only from women and child- 
ren, but from strong and erring men. 
What could this young creature have 

done that she should keep to herself while 
1t was easy to sce how she suffered trom 
the remembrance of ber faul’, and in an- 
ticipation of the result ? 

Clarence owned bimself completely bat- 
fled, though he was not relieved, ina 
measure, when he succeeded in making 
her pro.nise to go home, and haa persuad- 
ed her to accept his escort thither. 
He eaw the pain in ber face increase to 

positive anguish when, on turning into 
Church Road, she recognized her step 
mother and sister ceming towards them 
from the other end. 

‘It is mother and Maude,’ ste said bas. 
tily. ‘Do you mind walking a little faster? 
I want to get in before we meet them. 
On reaching number 20, she wished him 

good bye hastily, and ran into the house. 
Clarence walked on until he met Mrs. 

Naylor and her daughter. 
How do you do, Mr. Sterne ? Did I 

see Gwynneth with you? Ihope I was 
mistaken, for she certainly leit you very 
brusquely, not to say rudely.’ 

‘Nothing of the kind I assure you Mrs. 
Naylor Miss Gwyoneth is not feeling 
well | took the liberty of walking home 
with ber, for her appearance gave me real 
uneasiness.’ 

Ste has been in very bad temper all 
day,’ said Gwynnetb’s step mother; ‘there 
is nothing else the matter with her. 
*Was she st St. Cuthbert’s this evening? 

inquirea Maude. ‘How like her to go, 
wien she krew we were not going ! She 
rarely accompanies us anywhere ’ 
Maude was a pretty blonde, vivacious 

and smiling. 
Clerence mentally compared her careless 

bsppy face with the whit, suffering one 
of her young step sister. 

‘Will you come in, Mr. Sterne ?’ 
Mrs. Naylor's portly figure filled the 

gateway ot No. 20, and her well preserved 
features smiled zmiambly on the young 
vicar. 

‘I mustn't, thanks. I have to visit a 
sick patishioner, wbo is expecting me. | 
will cail to morrow, it you are likely to be 
at home. 1 want another talk with Miss 
Gwynneth.’ 

‘Come, by all means. If you can say or 
do anything to improve the child's hor- 
rible temper. you will earn my «¢verlssting 
gratitude, I am always wisning she was 
more like her sister.’ 

Mothar, dear! 
Ciarence liked the tone and manner with 

which Maude uttered her quiet little ex- 
pos ulation 

‘It’s all very well, Maude, to try and 
stop me I bold my tongue about Gwyn- 
neth to other people; but Mr. Sterne is 
different ’ 
‘You look on me as a spiritual doctor, 

Mrs Naylor? Quite right, 00. Iacc-pt 
the charge of your little girl's cas , ard 

will do what I can to cure ber.’ 
‘I only bope it basn'c on too long 

to admit of a cure,’ said Mrs. Naylor, 
doubtfully. ‘She is not the child you seem 
to think ber, Mr. Sterne. She bas long 
passed her seventeenth birthday.’ 

‘The advantage we pbysicians of the 
soul bave over our brethern of the body, 
Mrs Naylor, is that no illness is past cur- 
ing by the remedies we offer. be only 
thing necessary is willingness on the part 
of the patient to be cured. Hero comes 

| your son, I thik. I recognize him from 
baving seen him with you in church; but 
he basn’t been to-day.’ 

‘No, poor boy. ow, he is ill, if you 
like. is bead has ached badly all day. 
Edmund, Mr. Sterne has been talkin 
about Gwynneth. He is going to try an 
cure her ot her wretched temper ’ 

‘Oh, do leave the child alone!” Young 
Naylor rpoke A as his fingers 
momentarily touched, rather than clasped, 
those held out to him by Clarence in greet- 
ing. ‘I am tired of hearing Gwynneth 
rumbled at. She’s not so bad, when all 

18 said and done.’ 
‘It's like you to defend her my dear boy. 

But bow pale and tired you look! Goin and 
lie down a bit, and we must not keep Mr. 
Sterne any longer.’ 

Clarence shook his head as he went on 
his way. 
He did not like the look of things at all, 

and be promised himeelf to visit the Nay- 
lors at an inconveniently early hour on the 
following day. 

CHAPTER II. 

‘Come in, Mr. Sterne, please. Some- 
thing terrible has bappened, about Gwyn- 
peth. I am afraid it will kill mother.’ 

Maude Naylor was no longer the smil- 
ing, careless girl of yesterday ; her fair tace 
was white and troubled, and her blue eyes 
were full of dread. 
‘What is it?’ asked Clarence, briefly, 

following her into the small drawing-room, 
which in spite of the perfect taste eviden- 
ced by the arrangement ot all it contained 
spoke of a more than limited income. 

‘Gwynneth bas been arrested for steal- 
ing I" Maud spoke with a painful catch in 
ber breath. ‘She took a Bank of England 
note for ten pounds irom Edmund's desk 
at the office on Saturday. She had gone 
there with a message from mother to Mr. 
Barnes, Edmunds employer. He is 
mother’s trustee, you know. Edmund went 
to Mr. Barnes’ room to give the message, 
and while be was gone, Gwynneth took the 
note, which had been given to Edmund to 
pay some ground rents with. Gwyoneth 
changed the note at Huater’s, t:e draper, 
buying a pair of gloves, which she gave me 
as a birthday present yesterday. We can’c 
find that she bought anything else, though 
the money has all disappeared. She says 
it is spent and that she only took jit to 
show mother how wicked she really could 
be She has often declared she would do 
something dreadful when mother bas scold- 
ed her. 

“This is something more than dreadful; 
it means ruin. Mr. Barnes already hints 
at Edmund’s leaving his cffice ; and I don’t 
suppose Mrs. Macdonald will let me teach 
her children any longer. But 1 am more 
anxious abont mother than anything else. 
She goes trom one fainting-fit to aoother, 
and Doctor Philips looks quite grave ’ 

‘I am more sorry than 1 can tell, you, 
Miss Naylor,’ said Clarence, in his gentlest 
manner. ‘I saw last evening that your 
sister was in trouble, and I did all I could 
to win her confidence ; but she refused to 
say what bad occurred. Is it quite cer- 
tain she took the note ?’ 

‘Quite, unfortunately. E 'mund miesed 
it directly she had lett the office, and, 
thinking she had done it for fun, he tollow- 
ed her, in time to see her come out of 
Hunter's. When be asked her for the 
note, she said rhe had changed it, and re- 
ferred him to Hunter's cashier. Still think- 
ing it all a joke, and knowing Hunter's 
people well, he went in, and casually in- 
quired if Gwynoeth had been there, and 
then be found it it was true. 

‘He kept it to himselt, puzzled at her 
behaviour, until he came home to dinner, 
and then, it seems, she vowed she had done 
it on purpose to sh 'w mother wbat she 
could do. Not liking to worry mother, 
and, knowing w-ll enough that she could 
not ¢fford to replace the note, even it she 
h.d so much money by ter, Edmund told 
Mr. Barnes insteat', and asked to be al- 
lowed to refund the amount out of his sal- 
ary ; but Gwynn-th is no favourite with 
Mr. Barnes, and he said, at once,, that he 
should prosecute. You may guess what a 
terrible day poor E ‘mund spent yester- 
day—no woncer he suffered from bead- 
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ache.’ 
‘And yet he defended your sister when 

Mrs. Naylor complained of her temper.’ 
‘He always detends her, though they 

quarrel sometimes between themselves.’ 
“This is very terrible—very, very ter 

rible. What has reduced your sister to 
such a deplorable state of mind, Miss Nay 
lor? Sheis so young to have brought 
trouble on you all.’ 

‘I don’c think it is all her fault—her 
temper, I mean ; though she is always very 
difficult to get on with. But mother— 
poor dear!—bas always shown Gwynneth 
that she has not forgiven her for quarrel- 
ling with Aunt Gertrude. Aunt Gertrude 
is mother’s aunt; she lives at Chelsea. 
When Gwynneth was three years old, 

Aunt Gertrude's only daughter died, leav 
ing a girl of Gwynneth's sge, and Auat 
persuaded mother to let her have Gwyn- 
neth as a companion for little Edith, 
promising to educate her, and provide for 
her future. Gwynneth’s father had just 
died, aud mother found herself much poor- 
er than she bad expected, so she was 
tempted to let her go. 

‘All went well for some years, though 
from time to time, Aunt Gertrude wrote 
complaining of Gwynneth’s temper, but 
saying that she hoped to break her spirit. 

I cannot help thinking that gentleness 
might have succeeded better than harsh- 
ness though I ought not to judge my elders 
I suppore. At any rate harshness failed, 
and poor Gwyn came home in disgrace on 
ber twelfth birthday. 

‘An invitation had been sent for both 
children to go to a large party; Aunt Ger- 
trude excepted tor Edith, but Gwyn for 

some childish naughtiness by saying she 
should not go. A few days aft.r the in- 

vitations arrived tbe children’s birthdays 
occurred, the one following the other, and 

as usual, both were to be kept on the same 
day, Edith’s present from Aunt Gertrude 
was a pretty frock intended tor the party ; 
but Gwynneth had nothing at all, which, [ 

think, was carrying punishment ratber too 
far. 

‘Evidently she thought to, for during the 
morning Edith, running upstairs to have 
another look at her trock found it all cut 
into little pieces, and strewn over the floor 

of her room. Aunt Gertrude refused to 
have anything more to do with Gwynneth 
after that. She sent her home at once ard 
mother has never forgiven either of them ’ 

‘Poor child! Poor little bad-tempered 
unloved Gwynneth I" Toe pity in the 
man’s face outweighed all condemnation 
he might teel for either of the actors in the 
sad little drama. ‘What do you imagine 
will become of your sister if they send her 
to prison, Miss Naylor ?’ 

Maude shook ber head despairingly. 
‘I am sure I don’t koow. In her short 

intervals of consciousness mother declares 
she will not have her home again.’ 
The vicar's face grew as stern as his 

name ; but he did not speak his thought to 
Mrs. Naylor's daughter. 

Holding out his hand, he said, kindly— 
‘You will want to return to your mother. 

I will come in again by-and-by to ask how 
che is. Will you b:lieve in my sincere sym 
pathy, and depend upon me to help you in 
any way that 1s possiole ?' 

*Thank you. It is good of you not to 
shun us in our disgrace as otber people 
will. I wish I bad been kincer to (wyn 
n+th—perbaps this would never bave bap- 
pened it someone bad shown ber a httle 
love; but it seemed so natural to ignore 
her, poor child 

‘Poor child, indeed !" echoed Clarence. 
‘Now she has taken a downward - step, it 
will require a vast amount of love to re- 
claim her. Be car¢iul you do not refuse to 
give it when the opportunity comes.’ 
‘You may be sure I will not.’ 
Maude took ber streamiog « yes and sor- 

rowiul besrt to ber mother’s bedside. and 
Clarence Sterne let himself out of the 
house, going straight to the police station 
to asc: rtain if, by any chance, Gwynoeth 

was to be brought betore the magistrates 

that day. 
He tound the case was then on, and he 

entered the court, anxious to let the poor 
child see tbat at least one friend and sym- 
| athizer in ber trouble was present. 
He recognized Mr. Barnes's bard, ac- 

cusing teaturer, and laid to himself, that 
be did not envy him bis future reflections 
it the young girl should be imprisoned for 
ber theft. 

Pity filied his heart at sight ot Edmund’s 
shamed, white face. 
But someth:ng more like anger than pity 

seized him when h+ met Gwynneth's ces- 
pairiog, yet still defiant, eyes—snger 
against those whe bad helped to warp the 

young nature, and bring out the evil that 
was in her. “ 
So stubborn was Mr. Barnes in his 

righteous (P) wrath that the magistrate hsd 
no option but to senterce the unlucky girl 
to a term of imprisonment, making it as 
short as they could out ot considera- 
tion to her youth, and the fact 
of her father having been a respected citi- 
izen of the town years before. 

Moreover, the actual reason for the 
th: ft seemed wrapped in mystery. 
Gwynneth bad declared she did not 

want the money, and yet she said it was 
all spent. . 
How, when, or where, she declined to 

explain 
Except tor the half crown she had paid 

at Hunter's for the gloves she had given 
her sister, she could not, or would not, 
account for a farthing of it. ; 
When she was sentenced, her eyes went 

to Clarence Stern’s sorrowtul face, and 
from thence to her brother, who seemed to 
be on the point of fainting. 

Clarence made his way to her side as 
she was leaving the dock. 

‘Child’, he whispered tenderly, ‘I shall 
come and see you. You will not deny me 
your confidence any longer? You will 
tell me why you have done this thing P’ 
Her colorless face was raised to his: her 

eyes burned into bis with an imploring pain 
too deep for words. 
He tbrilled from heart to brain with a 

sudden thought. 
Bending lower still, he touched her band 

and smiled a world of healing comfort into 
the piteous eyes as he whispered — 

‘Thank God for your innocence! Ex- 
pect to ses me shortly.’ 
He telt sure she wes innocent of the 

theft to which she had pleaded guilty. 
But what was her reason for having 

done so ?’ Who was she shielding ? 
His eyes tell on Edmund Naylor, who 

bad just struggled to his feet, and was 
staring in a d-zed kind of a way at the 
door through which his sister had disap- 
peared. 
The shame which should have been seen 

on her tace, was only too evident on his. 4 
He turned away when Mr. Sterne step- 

ped towards him. 
Don’t avoid me, Mr Naylor. The rest 

of the world may condemn that poor child 
I can only pity’ 

You may well pity her; she has had a 
bard time of it at home. But I never 
thought it would coms to this.’ 
The young man played pervously with 

his watch-chain ; his eyes refusing to meet 
the vicar’s. 

‘You really think she took the money ?’ 
asked Clarence. 

‘I am sure she took it, unfortunately. I 
hoped it was only a joke until Hunter's 
cashier told me she had changed the note 
at their shop.’ 

This plain statement of facts was rather 
staggering to that new-born conviction of 
Gwyuneth innocence. 

Clarence felt hope and assurance slip- 
ping from him as he continued— 

‘Have you really no ides what she did 
with tbe rest ot the money P’ 
Edmund shook bis head. 
*She will not say; you heard it all, I 

suppose ? If so, you know as much as the 
rest ot us. You wil excuse me if I burry 
away, Mr. Sterne P Barnes is not likely to 
be lcrient wi h any neglect of work on my 
part, after sending my sister to prison for 
taking a paltry ten pounds out of all the 
hundreds he makes every year.’ 

‘Mr. Barnes bas acted with unnecessary 
harshness, in my opinion,” observed Clare 
ence ; ‘but that does not lessen the sin of 
thett, whether the sum taken was ten or 
ten hundred pounds. I mean to get per- 
mission to see your sister as often as pose 
sible, Mr. Naylor. [ canoot believe her 
guilty, in spite of her confession, and I 
shall not rest until I have got at ber motive 
tor what she is doing’ 
: ‘You will be cleverer than I take you for 
it you succeed.’ Edmund did not speak 
very pleasantly ; his next words were in- 
tended es a sort of apology for his rude- 
ness. ‘I am very bard bit over thie, and I 
shall take it as a kindnessjit you will not 
say another word on the surject to me now 
or at any other time. You may depend 
upon my looking atter Gwynneth to the 
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