
PROGRESS, SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 12,1898. 

3 A DAUGHTER 
OF JUDAS. 3X 

By the Author of *Sir Lionel’s Wife,” “The Great Moreland Tragedy,’ Etc. 

CONTINUED. 

CHAPTER XLVIIL 

Morewood, as he walked along the well- 
swept paths, with Kate's daintly-gloved 
hand on his arm, felt a delighttul glow of 
happiness through all his veins. 

is betrothed looked so bright and 
sweet. 
The frosty air was calling a daintier col- 

our to her cheek, and a bright sparkle to 

her eye. Wh 
Her laugh was clear and ringing, her 

step buoyant. 
She seemed as happy as he. 
It was long since they had been so Lappy 

together as they were that December atter- 
noon. 

It the truth must be told, Morewood and 

Kate had both been conscious ofa cloud 
between them of late. 2 

Perhaps that never-to-be-fergotten visit 

to the clarivoyante had worked mischief. 
But whether this were so or not, assured- 

ly there had been a touch of coolnes about 

their intercourse with each other ever since. 

In the early days of their courtship, Kate 

had not a scrupled to show her lover how 

much she loved him ; but of late she had 

been reserved, and even a little cold. 

She never breathed a word to him of her 

suspicion that he had once lovod Sir Ger- 

ald’s wite ; but the suspicion rankled in her 

boson all the same, and subtly affected her 

manner towards him. 
There are some men who will not show 

tenderness unless a girl shows tenderness 

in return 
Ot this class was John Morewood. 

When be tound his betrothed disinclined 

to show tenderness, he abridged his own. 

There had never been a ghost of a 

uarrel between them as yet ; but neverthe- 

less, both were conscious that their inter- 

course was not as delightful as it once had 

been. 
On this afternoon, however, the old 

tenderness seemed to have returned. 

Kate’s hand pressed her lover’s arm con- 

findingly. ; 
His eyes, as they looked down into hers, 

were alight with happy love. 
They walked for more than an hour. 

Kate was almost as good a walker as 

Morewood, and kept pace with him well; 

but, at length, she suggested that 1t was 

high time to return. : 
“There is no burry, dearest,” he said. 

‘Let us take just one more turn round the 

lake.’ 
‘I think we mustn’t, John. Vi begged 

me not to be long away. She is all excite- 

ment over these theatricals, you know.’ 

‘Ah! is she as bent on having them as 

ever? I declare I'd forgotten all about 
them.’ : 

‘She is perfectly wild with enthusiasm. 

Ske’ll make you take a part of some sort, 
John!’ 

‘I know she won't!’ laughed Morewood. 
‘Play-acting isn’t in my line at all. Has 

she entrapped you, little woman ’ : 

‘Oh, yes. 1am to have a very ambi- 
tious part! 
Kate colored just a little, then added— 

‘I am to play Juliet !’ 
‘Indeed ! and who is to be the Romeo?’ 
‘Mr. Rochefort.’ 
Morewood stopped short, and looked 

steadily at her. 
Greatly to her own vexation, she could 

not help coloring a little beneath his 

glance. ; 
‘Do you really mean this, Kate, or are 

you jesting ?’ 
His tone was one of displeasure—as she 

was quick to feel. 
‘I really mean it!" she answered, and 

there was just the merest touch of defiance 
in her tone. ‘Why should I not play 

Juliet —wby should not Mr. Rochefort 
play Romeo ?’ 
1 am not sure that I approve of your 

playing Juliet with any man,’ said More- 
wood, slowly; ‘but to Rochetort, as Romeo 

1 have the most decided objection. His 
admiration for you has been too 
patent to please me for some time 
ast. He 1s a man I mistrust and 

dislike. It would annoy me very much to 

see him playing the lover to my bethrothed 
wife!’ 

Morewood’s tone was distinctly one of 
authority—a tone little likely to be borne 
by so proud a girl as Kate. 
The mere fact that her lover was rich 

and she poor, made her peculiarly sensitive 
to any usurpation of authority on his part. 

Hitherto he had never once offended her 
susceptibilities ; but, in his not unnatural 
irritation, he did so now. 

See drew herselt up with a little haughty 
gesture, and her lips setin an obstinate 

line. 
‘The arrangement is made,’ she said, 

coldly. ‘I shall certainly not withdraw 

from it.’ 
‘Very well. My wishes, it appears have 

little weight with you.’ 
He said no further word upon the sub- 

ject—simply walked on in silence. 
She saw he was gravely displeased ; but 

her pride would not suffer her to make any 
effort to conciliate him. 

Scarcely another word passed between 
them until they reached the house. 
Then Morewood bad Kate a cold ‘Good- 

bye.’ and remounted his horse, sending mn 
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a message of apology to Mr. Muggleton by 
a servant. 

Pride upheld Kate to some extent ; but, 
nevertheless, there was a sinking at her 
heart as she watched him ride away. 

CHAPTER XLIX. 

JEALOUSLY. 

The next morning, an hour after break- 
feast, a note was brought for Kate by one 
of the Court sesvants. 

‘Dearest Kate,—Can you come to me, if 
only for an hour? I want to see you very 
particularly indeed. I shall send the car- 
riage. 

‘Yours affectionately. 
‘LirtaN VERE.’ 

Of course, Kate complied with her 
friend's request. 
On arriving at the Court she found Lili- 

an alone in her toudoir, looking very love- 
ly, but a trifle anxious. 
‘How good of you! she said, rising to 

greet her friend. ‘But, then you are al- 
ways good to me, Kate.’ 
‘Good to myself, you mean! replied 

Kate, laughing, and kissing her affection- 
ately. ‘I can tell you it's always a plea- 
sure to me to come to you, Lilian. But 
now, what is this important business ? Tell 
me quick, for I’m impatient to hear.’ 
Lady Vere colored just a little, and put 

her arm lovingly round the waist of her 
friend. 

‘Promise you won’t be vexed with me, 
Kate I’ 

“Vexed with you? I couldn’t be that if 
I tried, Lilian I 

‘Well, then, Kate, I want to make peace 
between you and Morewood !’ 

Almost involuntarily, Kate drew herself 
away from Lilian’s tender clasp—a flush 
rose to her cheek, a proud light to her eye. 
Lady Vere, quick to read these signs 

aright, put out her hand, and touched 
Kate's, appealingly. 

‘Dear Kate, don’t be angry,” she said, 
gently. ‘I know I've no right to interfere, 
but Morewood asked me about it—and, 
ob, my dear! I do so want to prevent any 
serious misunderstanding between you two. 
You are both so proud. I tremble to 
think where it might end. 

‘Lilian, what has he been saying to you?’ 
‘Not much, dear,’ said Lady Vere, hur- 

riedly, as though to avoid further question- 
ing. ‘He dined here last night, and while 
Gerald and Louis were playing a game of 
chess, he just said a word or two to me. 
I could see he was vexed at your playing 
Juliet. It makes me ll the more unbappy 
dear, because it was I who suggested it. 
I told him so.’ 

‘It does not matter who suggested it. 
I have a right to please myself in such 
matters, and it isa right 1 mean to ex- 
ercise, I do assure you. But now, Lilian, 
tell me this; did he ask you to speak to 
me ?’ 
Lady Vere hesitated, and, in that hesi- 

tation, Kate read the answer to her own 
question. 
Her heart swelled with wounded pride. 
To herself she said it was a proot that 

Morewood still loved this beautiful woman, 
that he must needs pour out his complaints 
into her ear, and invite her sympathy. 

Against Lilian herself she felt no anger, 
but against him her anger was intense in- 
deed. 
‘How dared he make complaints of her 

to another woman ? How dared he P’ 
So her heart passionately demanded 
Lilian watched her in silence, and, as 

she watched, her own brow grew troubled. 
A look of mingled sorrow and anxiety 

stole into her large, velvety eyes. 
‘Dear Kate,’ she said, at last, in a low, 

hesitating tone. ‘In one thing he is right. 
Forgive me for saying it, but Louis is in 
love with you. I have seen it for days 
past.’ 

‘Lilian !’ 
‘It 1s true, dear. I know him better 

than you do. He conceals his feelings 
well, but he cannot altogether conceal 
them from me. He loves you, Kate. 
You may believe me—indeed you may !’ 

‘I would rather not believe it!’ said 
Kate, a little coldly. 

‘Kate you are not angry with me P’ 
And Lady Vere looked into her face so 

beseechingly, with so much sweetness, 
earnestness, and love, that Kate's heart 
could not but be melted in a moment. 

‘No, no! Don’t think that,’ she said. 
‘I am a little vexed with Mr. Morewood’s 
unreasonableness. That is all.’ 

‘But, Kate, you will do as he wishes ?’ 
pleaded Lilian, and there was a world of 
wistiulness in her eyes. 

‘No Lilian. He bas no right to dictate 
to me in this matter ; no right to show dis- 
pleasure because I have thought fit to enter 
into such a simple arrangement without 
consulting bim.’ 

‘But consider to what it may lead. He 
is very proud p 

‘So am I,’ said Kate; and anyone who 
had seen her at that moment must have 
credited her assertion. ‘Believe me Lilian 
it isn’t of the slightest use for you to / 

f to persuade me against your cousin. 
Morewood had chosen to ask me it would 
have been different. But, as he has seen 
fit to take the tone he has, nothing on earth 
would induce me to oblige him in his whim.’ 
And from this nothing could move her 

as Lilian was quick to see. 
+ * . 

Kate remained to luncheon at Vivan 
Court, then returned to The Towers, in a 
troubled and indignant mood. 
The fact that Mo:ewood had made his 

confidante, ranked unceasingly in her 
bosom. 

It seemed to imply that his regard fo 
her was still a tender one. : 

Against Lilian herselt she felt not the 
least shadow of resentment; but perhaps 
on that very account, her resentment was 
all the stronger sgainst him. . 
As soon as she reached The Towers, she 

went up to her room, sat down to her 
writing desk, and without pausing to con- 
sider whether her indignation was not 
leading her too far, she wrote this letter 
to her lover— 

“1 am amazed to find you have been dis- 
cussing my conduct with Lady Vere 
As you have thought to take such a step, 
I need make no secret of the fact that I 
am aware that you were at one time deep- 
ly in love with her. 

‘Pray understand me. [am not jeal- 
ous of Lilian Vere. I know her too well 
and love her too dearly for that. But in 
the face of your evidently still tender re- 
gard for her, it is more than unreasonable 
—it is impertinent—of you to pretend to 
view with mistrust my acquaintance with 
Mr. Rochetort. 

‘I presume these remarks will not 
please ; but, even should they displease you 
to the very fullest extent, you have your 
remedy. 

‘Kate.’ 
Without giving herself a moment for 

reflection, she folded up this cu:t epistle, 
and despatched it. 

CHAPTER L. 

AN IDEAL ROMEO. 

The night of the theatricals had come. 
There was great excitement at The 

Towers, for Mrs. Muggleton had invited 
everybody who was on her visiting-list; 
and, naturally, she, as well as she per- 
formers themselves, was almost painfully 
anxious that the whole thing should go off 
with befitting eclat. 

Certainly, nothing had been left undone 
that could be done. * 
The performers had been studying and 

roms xing. for days; carpenters and de- 
corators had been hard at work for the 
same length of time. 
The chief performers were these—Kate 

as Juliet, Rochefort as Romeo, Sir Gerald 
as Mercutio, Harry Rolleston as Friar 
Laurence, and Vi as the old nurse. 
K. anetta sustained the part of Lady Cap- 

ulet. 
Marie would fain have acted as well as 

her sisters, but Mr. Tiptaft had dissuaded 
her from it. 
He told her, with much solemnity, he 

was by no means certain that be, as parish 
priest, ought to so much as countenance 
play-acting by his presence. 
However, he waived this point, and sat 

beside his betrothed in one of the front 
seats, with a face which clearly showed he 
scented iniquity, and meant to make use of 
it in his next Sunday’s sermon. 
Kate was in a perfect fever of excite- 

ment—in the gayest of spirits outwardly, 
but inwardly she was oppressed with a ter- 
rible sinking at heart. 
Morewood had not so much as replied 

to that hasty and ill-judged letter of hers. 
The very next day he had left Hamp- 

shire for Scotland, where he had an estate 
which needed his personal supervision. 
She had known he intended making this 

journey, but not so soon, and when she 
found he had actually gone away without 
coming to say good-bye, her heart might 
well fail her. 
Her sense of justice would not suffer her 

to blame him. 
She admitted that her letter would justify 

him in breaking the engagement, it he chose 
to do so. 
When she had told him that even if her 

remarks displeased him to the very fulles 
extent, he had his remedy, she had meant 
to throw down a gauntlet of defiance—she 
had meant him to understand she was will- 
ing to give him back his troth. 
The question was, did h2 intend to take 

her at her word ? 
At first, when she heard of his departure 

for Scotland, she thought he did, and her 
heart all but failed her. 

Perhaps she had never fully realized, till 
then, how much she loved him. 

Still, ber pride supported her, and she 
made no sign. 

Atter he had been in Scotland a few days, 
he wrote to her—a studiously calm epistle, 
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telling her what he was doing, and so on, 
but not so much as binting at the subject of 
their estrangement. 
She replied ir the same strain, and three 

or four such letters passed between them. 
Clearly, there would have to be an un- 

derstanding of some kind between them 
when he returned. 

It was impossible that things should go 
on like this. 

Mrs. Muggleton had invited him to dine 
at The Towers on the evening of the theat- 
ricals. 
He was expected home on that day, but, 

early in the forenoon, a telegram came, 
saying he should not be able to be with 
them until late in the evening. 
He had not arrived when Kate retired to 

don her stage attire, and it was with a fast 
beating heart, and a heightened color, that 
she glanced round for him when she made 
her first appearance. 
He was there, sitting between Mrs. Mug- 

gleton and Lilian Vere. 
He looked paler than usual, and—or so 

she fancied—very grave and stern. 
He gave no sign of having noticed her. 
Seeing this, she rallied pride to her aid, 

and spoke her first lines with much grace 
and spirit. 

She looked very lovely, in a gown of 
soft white silk, with a silver girdle, and, as 
the pfay proceeded, it was evident she 
RE histrionic powers of no mean or- 
er. 
The audience were unanimous in protes- 

ting it was rare that an amateur made so 
fine a Juliet. 

But, clever as her performance was, it 
faded into insignificance beside that of 
Rochefort. 
He was an ideal Romeo. 
‘The fire, the passion, the naturalness he 

threw into the part, aroused the amazement 
of everyone. 

In the famous balcony scene, he was so 
so impassioned that Kate—as she stole a 
glance at Morewood’s grave, stern face— 
could not help admitting that his objection 
was not an unreasonable one. 

It was not likely that a lover should care 
to see his betrothed wife so passionately 
wooed—even in make-believe—by another 
man ! 
The play proceeded. 
All went well and smoothly. 
There was not a single hitch, and the 

curtain fell, at the end of the last scene, 
amid a perfect furore of applause. 
The Muggletons’ theatricals had been a 

distinct success. 
Mrs. Muggleton had provided an elegant 

supper for her guests, and it had been ar- 
ranged that the players should go down to 
it arrayed in their stage attire. 

Kate lingered behind the rest, in the 
faint hope that Morewood might come in 
search of her. 
Her hope was vain, but it chanced that, 

as she passed through an ante-room, she 
met bim, and, for a single half-minute, they 
were alone together. 
He greeted her with a kiss, but it was 

so cold a ore that, in her proudly swelling 
heart, she vowed he - never give her 
such another. 
The next moment a troop of people ap- 

peared, hurrying in to supper. 
He turned away from her, and she saw 

him no more alone that night. 

CHAPTER LI. 
IN THE ARBOUR. 

The next day, Morewood called at Viv- 
ian Court, and, as usual, was received by 
Lady Vere with a bright smile of welcome. 

‘I am so pleased to see you,” she said, 
softly, ‘specially pleased. Kate is here.’ 

‘Oh, indeed !’ 
And he glanced round the apartment 

with a slightly heightened colour. . 
‘She isin the park,’ said Lilian, noticing 

his look. ‘She has taken a fancy to 
sketch the old oak while the snow is on it. 
You know where I mean. She sketches 
in the arbour, just opposite the tree. I 
wonder if you would mind fetching her for 
me P I really think it is time she came in. 
She has been out in the cold too long.’ 
Morewood’s face wore its kindest smile 

as he looked at his friend’s beautiful young 
wife. 
He told himself he knew piety well 

that her motive in asking him to go in 
search of Kate was but that she might 
bring about a reconciliation between them. 

Less observant eyes than hers must bave 
noticed, last night, that all was not as it 
should be. 

‘I’ll go with pleasure !’ he said. 
And away he went, with quick strides, 

his brow knit in thought as he walked over 
the snow-covered ground. 
The arbour to which Lady Vere had 

directed him was at a considerable distance 
from the house, and, on the way thither, 
he had ample time to reflect on how he 
should greet Kate when he saw her. 
He still felt angry with her, but his 

commonsense told bim it was impossible 
for them to go on in this estranged fashion 
much longer. 

Assuredly there must be an explana- 
tion 
He must tell her how ill-judged were 

her suspicions in regard to his feelings for 
Lady Vere, and she must certainly be 
brought to admit that she had been unwise 
to play Juliet to the Romeo of Rochefort. 

e had made up his mind to this when the 
arbour came in sight, and, at the same mo- 
ment, voices proceeding from it fell on his 
ears. JB BLL . 
One of the voices was Louis Rochefort’s. 
A wave of angry eolor swept across 

Morewood’s brow. 
Was it for this Kate had come away from 

the house to sketch in the wintry cold ? 
Another moment, and he was opposite 

the arbour, and could see inside it. 
Kate was seated at the big oaken table, 

her - downbent as she Sooty used her 
neil. 
ir cheek and her pretty ear were ting- 
ed with a rosy flush. 
Morewood, fired by jealousy, told him- 

self that flush had been ed there by 
some look or word of her companion’s 
He was Sansing close behind her, his 

head bent low, and he seemed to be speak- 
ing in a whisper now. 

Morewood was not, by nature, a jealous 
man, but that sight would certainly have 
fired the blood of a far more phlegmatic 
lover than he. 
He strode swiftly forward, and stood in 

the doorway of the arbour, with a stern, 
cold face. 

Kzste looked up, with a start. 
His footsteps had made no sound on the 

soft snow, and she had not been conscious 
of his approach until his shadow darkened 
ne Bt . a digit 

en he was in oorway, in 
her with that stern, cold gaze. ’ 
She colored crimson, but in a moment 

regained her composure, and returned his 
look with one which, if not absolutely defi- 
ant, was certainly not calculated to concili- 
ate an already angry lover. 

‘Kate, Lady Vere wishes you to return 
to the house. She has sent me to fetch 
you !” he said, in a frigid voice. 
The presence of Rochefort he altogether 

ignored. 
He did not acknowledge it by so much as 

anod. 
‘I will come presently,’ said Kate in a 

tone that was as cold as his own. 
‘I will wait for you! 
And, folding his arms, he leaned against 

the wall, with a look of stern resolve. 
Rochetort’s presence he still ignored. 
Kate pretended to go on with her sketch, 

but she had much ado to keep her hand 
from trembling. 

She was painfully agitated, but pride 
supported her, and kept her from giving 
way. 
( it was Morewood’s intention to make 

a display of his authority before Roche- 
tort, she would not submit to it. 
Such was her thought as she bent over 

the sketch, and forced her hand to continue 
its work with some show of steadiness. 

Five or ten minutes passed in this way, 
and not a single word was spoken by any 
of the three. 
The silence was truly oppressive. 
At length, Kate laid down her pen cil, 

and began to gather her drawing materials 
together. 

en Rochefort stepped forward. 
‘Allow me to carry them for you !’ he 

said. 
But Morewood stepped forward too, 

and spoke in a voice of thunder— 
‘No, sir!’ he ex:laimed. ‘You are too 

officious. Your very presence here is an in- 
trusion ! Are you aware that this lady is 
my betrothed wife ?’ 

It was unwise of Morewood to bring 
matters to an open rupture like this; but 
he was bitterly angry, and is an angry man 
ever perfectly wise ? 
Kate rose to her feet—pale, but calm. 
‘Mr. Rochefort, I shall be greatly ob- 

liged if you will carry my things for me,’ 
she said. ‘I think Mr. Morewood scarcely 
knows what he is saying 

‘Mr. Morewood knows perfectly well 
what he is saying !" exclaimed the master 
of Beech Royal, indignantly. ‘He objects 

to see another man dancing attendance on 
his own promised wife, and he says, de- 
liberately, that if that man were a gentle- 
man, he would cease to pay those atten- 
tions. That is,’ he added, very slowly, and 
after a pause, ‘unless he has some secret 
assurance from the lady herself that. they 
are not unwelcome.’ 

Rochefort’s handsome face was as com- 
posed as it it had been cut out of marble. 
He seemed perfectly unmoved by More- 

wood’s bitter speech. 
He turned to Kate with an air of the 

most protound respect. 
‘Mise Lisle, shall I withdraw? Your 

wishes are my law in this matter.’ 
“Then I beg that you will stay, Mr. 

Rochetort. 1 have no desire to be left 
alone with Mr. Morewood.’ 
He bowed assent, then coolly took up her 

sketching materials, and prepared to escort 
her to the house. 
Morewood was incensed beyond all 

endurance. 
He took a step forward, and wrenched 

the things out of Rochefort’s hands, send- 
ing them flying. 

‘I deny your right to be here at all I’ 
he thundered. ‘Stand back—you cad!’ 
The Frenchman's eyes flashed for a 

single moment, then he made a disdainful 
gesture, and said— | 

‘Respect for Miss Lisle prevents me 
from replying to you in your own fashion. 
You English do not always know the mean- 
ing of the word honor. But, if you choose 
to learn a Frenchman's acceptation of it, 
I shall be happy to meet you in my own 
country sword or pistol in hand. 

‘I entreat,” said Kate, now seriously 
alarmed, ‘that there may be no more said. 
The one who respects me most will be to 
the first to withdraw from this unseemly 
quarrel.’ 

‘I bow to your command,’ said Roche- 
fort, with graceful humility, bending his 
head low before her as he spoke. 
Morewood was by no means so easily 

appogess. 
ndeed, the sauvity of the Frenchman 

but inflamed his anger. 
‘Kate, there must be an end of this" he 

said, in a voice which trembled with pas- 
sion. 
‘An end of what, sir?’ she demanded, 

haughtily. “If you refer to your authority 
over me, I say—with all my heart. Here 
is your ring I’ 
She drew it swiftly from her finger as 

she spoke, and laid it on the table, then 
turned to Rochefort. 

‘I shall not go back to the house this 
morning, Mr. Rochefort. You will kindly 
make my excuses to Lillian, and, perhaps, 
you will also have the goodness to ac- 
Chmpy me as far as The Towers P’ 

orewood suffered them to go. 
He picked up the ring, put it into his 
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