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3 A DAUGHTER
OF JUDAS.

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

CONTINUED.

‘No, 'not ill, exactly; and yet I am
troubled about him. He is restlers—mel-
ancholy. He used to be so even tempered ;
but of late, during this last week or two,
he has bad fits of moodiness. Have you any
idea whether he bas anything on his mind P’

In & moment Morewood thought ot Mad-
eline Winter.

It was possible, quite possible, that some
disquieting news concerning ber had reach-
ed him.

Any such news would be likely to oppress
his mind.

‘If he has, he hasn’t mentioned it to me,’
he said, evasively.

And, even as he spoke, he suddenly re-
alized that of late there had been a some-
what strange lack of confidential communi-
cations between himselt and Sir Gerald.

He might bave thought nothing of it but
for Lady Ruth’s suggestion ; but, now that
the matter was thus brought before his
mind, he did remember tbat his friend bad
rather shunned conversation with him of
late, and, as a matter of fact, had not once
been over to Beech Roysl during the last
fortnight.

‘] am sure Lilian notices it!" went on
Lady Ruth, ‘and that it makes her unhap-

y. But she never says a word of it to me.
Eiliun is 8o loyal. She thinks a wife should
not bint at & husband’s faults—even to his
own nearest relations.’

-And he is moody and melancholy, you
say ’ said Morewood, thoughttully. ‘I
bhaven't noticed it; but then, I must cop-
fess. I've seen very little of him lately. I
don’t know just how it is I baven’t seen
him. Perbaps he basn’t been feeling well.’

‘He is well enough, bodily,” said Lady
Ruth, ana she seemea on the point of say-
ing something further, but checked hersell,
halt guiltily.

“Well, 'il have a talk with bim. He'll
be all right in a day or two, never fear. I
wouldn’t worry, if I were you.’

Morewood spoke cheerily, but in his
heart be felt a little anxious for his friend.

Was that pronecy of the dead gipsy
about to be tulfilled at lsst ?

The sound of wheels on the drive made
Lady Ruth go to the window and look
out.

‘They are here !' she said. ‘They cant
have made many calls.’

A moment or two later, Sir Gerald and
Lilian entered the room.

Morewood looked at them both with a
quietly scrutinizing glance, and owned that
Lady Ruth was right.

Neither of them looked quite as bright
and happy as they had been wont to look.

He wondered he had not noticed the
change for himeelf.

Certainly he saw 1t plainly enough, now
that it had been pointed out to him.

Lilisn looked extremely pale, he thought
and her beautiful dark eyes held a wisttul
and anxious expression, as of one who sees
and is trying to ward off, some approach-
ing evil.

Her smile, however, was as sweet as
ever as she greeted Morewood.

He thought he bad never seen her look
more beautiful than she did as she came
towards him with that smile on her face,
her hand extended with frank pleasure.

From her he looked to Sir Gerald, and
though the change in him was a subtle one
he recognized it and thought he under-
stood what Lady Ruth meant.

A casual observer would, probably,
have said Sir Gerald was looking remark-
ably well, but to Morewood's critically ob-
servant mind his eye was too brilliant.

It betokened a mind that was not at
rest

He crossed the room to give his hand to
his friend ; but—was it mere fancy or not ?
—it seemed to Morewood that his greeting
was not so perfectly hearty as usual.

It was more the studiously courteous
greeting of a mere acquaintance than of a
close familiar friend.

Lilian went away to remove her hat and
cloak.

Before she returned, the luncheon-bell
rang, and Sir Gerald turned to his friend
saying carelessly—

“You'll take Junch with us, Morewood ¥’

Morewood was on the point of declining,
when Lady Ruth repeated her nephew’s
invitation, and with so much real earnest-
ness, that he could not but accept it.

A minute later Lady Vere came back.

‘Mr. Morewood will lunch with us,
Lilian,’ said Lady Ruth.

Lilian smiled that sweetly gracious smile
which was one of her own especial charms ;
but, even as she smiled, the troubled, an-
xious look deepened in her eyes.

Morewood, watching her, felt an odd
conviction that she would rather be had
not remained to luncheon.

At the dining table he sat opposite Sir
GGerald, and, mindful of Lady Ruth’s hints,
he watched him closely.

The first thing be noticed was, that he
certaialy took more wine than usual; the
next, that he was developing an irritability
of manner to which he had hitherto been a
stranger.

A servant placed a glass of claret a
shade too pear his elbow, with the result
that a few drops of the ruddy liquid were
spilled on the table cloth.

In former days, Sir Gersld would bave
taken such an accident with the sweetest
good temper; but now he looked round
with a knitted brow and a flashing eye,
and all but swore at the man for his heed-
lessness.

Not a word was said by either of the
ladies, but Lady Ruth cast a quietly sig-
pificant glance at Morewood, and the

troubled expression deepened on Lilian’s
face.

During the meal, Sir Gerald looked
across at Morewood, and raid—

‘Have you seen Lady Vere's portrait ?
It has come home.’

‘T haven’t seen it yet !’

‘Ah ! you surprise me. I should bave
thought she would have been sure to show
it to you.’

Two things in this little dialogue struck
Morewood unpleasantly. ‘

One was, Sir Gerald’s mention of bis
wite as “Lady Vere”—whereas, in speak-
ing ot ber to his old friend, he bad been
wont to invariably mention her as Lilian;
and the other way the tone in which be
had said, ‘I should bave thought she would
have been sure to sbow it to you.' with
just a slight, and not altogether pleasant,
emphasis on the last pronoun.

ﬁ Sir Gerald had been jealous of his
friend, just so might be have spoken.

Morewood might be hyper-critical to-
day ; but so, at any rate, it seemed to Lim.

Lilian interposed, speaking in a low and
hurricd, almost nervous tone—

‘It only came home a few days ago,
Gersld. I scarcely think Mr. Morewood
bas been here since.’

Bon?

Again Sir Gerald’s voice, as he pro-
nounced that monosyllable, sounded un-
pleasantly in Morewood's ears.

If he had not known his friend so well,
he could have tancied it had a sarcastic
intonation.

‘You'd better go and see it,” he added,
abruptly, after a pause. ‘It'sin the gal-
lery; and a very fine picture it makes.
Do you care to go ¥’

‘Certainly. 1 shall be only too pleased.’

‘Come, then’

Luncheon was over by this time.

The whole party had risen, and were
standing about the room. Sir Gerald led
the way, and the others followed.

Lady Vere’s portrait was hung in the
centre of the picture-gsllery.

It had been painted by one of the most
eminent of living painters, and was a
triumph of his art.

A more beautiful face no painter could
have bad to paint, and, certainly, few
painters could have done more justice to a
woman’s beauty than this one had done.

The picture represented Lilian in a
standing position, with a purple velvet
curtain for a back-ground.

She wore a gown ot ivory-white satin,
which tell about ber in long, gracetul folds.

Her beautiiul bhair was drawn very
loosely back Irom her white brow, and in
ber hand there was a ounch of yellow
deffodils.

Her delicate, imperial loveliness had,
perhaps, never appeared to greater ad-
vantage.

The perfect skin, the shimmering golden
hair, the sunny serenity of the brow, the
soft, sweet lustre of the eyes, were al llimn-
ed with the most exquisite faithtulness,
and true artistic effect.

Cause enough to be proud of his wife,s
portrait bad Sir Gerald Vere.

He stood betore it for some moments in
gsilence, looking at it with the eye of a
lover rather than of a husband, so tenderly
admiring was his gaze; then be turned to
his friend, and said—

*Well, Moorwood, what do you think of
it ? Will it do ¥’

Morewood was delighted with the pic-
ture, and said so frankly.

‘Do you intend to bave it exhibited ?
be asked. .

*Certainly not !’ replied Sir Gerald, al-
most brusquely.

*Oh you object to such exhibitions ?’

‘I do. To my thinking, a man shows
himself a very poor-spirted fellow when he
lets his wite’s portrait be hawked about for
every Tom, Dick, and Harry to stare at !’

Again Sir Gerald’s tone was an unplea-
sant one. :

The soitened mood, caused by the sight
of his wife's portrait, seemed to have de-
serted bim.

He paced up and down the gallary,
pausing every now and again to look at
the portraits on the walls.

A very fine collection they were.

There had been eighteen generations of
Veres, and some of the canvases were cen-
turies old.

Sir Gerald stood so long looking at one
particular picture, that Moorwood joined
him, and asked whom it represented.

It was the portrait of a lady, young and
strickingly handsome. though with a
certain look of melancholy in her dark,
brillant eyes.

Her dress was that of a beauty of Char-
les the Second’s Court—a soft, rich, yel-
low satin, the colours looking as fresh as
though it had been pamted but yesterday.

‘Is she an ancestress of yours, Vere?
asked Morewood.

‘My grandfather’s great-aunt.’

“What a striking looking woman ! She
would be a beauty in her day.’

She was, Sir Peter Lely painted this,
and we have a tradition that he said she was
the bandsomest of all his women sisters.
Bat tell me, Morewood, do you observe
that look ot melancholy in hey eye®’

‘I certainly do ; and now I come to think
of it, you showed me this portrait once be-
fore and promised to give the lady’s history
at some other time. Wasn’t there some
roman-e about it?

‘Romance! well, it depends upon what
you call romance,’ said Sir Gerald, slight-
ly smiling *Her life was a Igrent trngedg,
it that is what you mean. I'll tell you the
story, it you like. But, wait a moment
while I fetch Lilian. She must bear it, too.’

Lilian was standing at the other end of
the gallery, with Lady Ruth.

Her husband went towards her, saying—

‘Lilisn, come and hear the story of Miss
Judith Vere.’

‘Wll?', you npever would tell it to me,
Gerald! she said, in a tone of gentle re
proach.

‘Well, I'm going to tell it now. Come
dear.’

And, as he spoke, he made a comlor-
tabls nest of cushions lor herin the window
seat, paid a simular attention to his aunt,
then, flinging himselt down full length on a
great tiger-skin rog at their teet, prepared
to tell the story.

His eyes were fixed on the picture of his
beautiful ancestress, in ber yellow satin
gown, and Morewood looking from him to
it, was suddenly struck with the wonderful
resemblance between the pictured face and
the living one.

That curious look ot melancholy in the
dark, brilliant eyes was the same in both.
While he was thinking this, Sir Gerald
commenced his story speaking in a slow,
dreamy tone ,as of one who communes with
himself, rather than speaks to others.

«Judith was the daughter of Sir Vivian
Vere—his only daughter, but not bis only
child. At twenty-three she was admitted
to be one of the most beautiful girls in
England, and she was besiged with offers
of marriage, some of them from men of the
very highest rank.

‘All these offers she hsd refused, bow-
ever, and she was beginning to be called
cold of heart, when it became known that
she had loved only too well and deeply, a
certain Captain Forster, whom she had
met at the house of a friend.

‘He was a man worthy of her love, brave
talented, and very bandsome; but, unfor-
tunately, he was of mean origin, and owed
his fortune entirely to his own exertions.

He made Judith an offer of his hand, but
she refused him.

‘She refnsed him ?* questioned Lillian,
looking up at the beautiful pictured face of
her husband’s ancestress with a look of the
deepest interest, tinged by a gentle pity.

‘She retused him !" repeated Sir Gerald.

‘Judith Vere came of a proud race, and
she was the proudest of them all. It was
said she would, at any moment, have laid
down her life to keep the family honor un-
stained. This being so, she deemed it her
duty to refuse Captain Forster, simply on
account of his ignoble birth.

‘In all other respects, he was a suitable
match for her, ior he was wealthy, and
moreover stood high in favour at Court.
Above all, she herself loved him to distrac-
tion. Nevertheless, she gave him up for
the sake of the honour of the Veres, which,
to her, was dearer than either love or life.’

‘Poor girl !" murmured Lillian, almost
beneath her breath. ‘Poor girl!,

“Tkree months after her refusal of bim,’
resumed Sir Gerald, ‘Captain Forster was
killed in a duel. It wes ssid, at the fime,
that his antagonist was a man who dared
to speak slightingly ot Judith Vere.

‘However this might be, Judith, on hear-
ing the news of his death, fell suddeuly
and seriously ill. The doctors said she bad
brainfever and when she recovered she
was amere wreck of her former self.

‘I told you she was not her father’s only
child. She had two brothers, the elder of
them, Charles Vere, a young man of no
very great capacity, two or three years old-
er than herself. About the time ot Cap-
tain Forster’s death, this Charles fell madly
in love with the daughter of an innkeeper
in the neighbéurhood, and was ro infatuat-
ed that he announced his intention of mak-
ing her his wife.

‘Sir Vivian, his father, was at this time
an elderly man, and, moreover, a great
invalid, paralyzed, and confined to bhis
chair. He could do little to prevent the
young man from carrying out ks mad
resolve.

«Judith, however, implored and desought
him not to bring this dishohour on his house.
The memory of what she berself had given
up te preserve the family escutcheon stain-

less, no doubt helped to make her all the

more vehement against the possibility of
the daughter of an innkeeper becoming
Lady Vere. From entreaties she passed
to threatenings ; but her brother only smil-
ed in scorn, telling her he was his own
master, and should do as he liked. He
was perlectly intatuated with the innkeep-
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er's daughter, and it is most certain he fully
meant to marry her.

‘There was a violent quairel between the
brother and sister, and at the close of it he
quitted the house, declairing he would never
come rack while she was in it.’

Sir Gerald paused here.

His listeners, glancing at him, saw he
wss a little pale with emotion.

It was easy to see he was moved by the
tale he himself was telling.

‘Gerald, I wish you wouldn’t tell that
ﬁh. stly story,’ said Lady Ruth. ‘You know

ow greatly, I object to it.’

‘Oh.nonsense, aunt!' he returned light-
ly, and immediately resumed his narrative.

‘Charles Vere went straight to the inn
where the girl he loved lived. It was
about a mile-and-a-half from the lodge-
gates. Keeping to his threat of not return-
ing ‘o the Court, he made arrangements
for spending the night at the inn.

‘Some blabber must have told Judith of
this, or perhaps, she guessed it. At any rate
a little before midnight, the innkeeper was
amszed by the appearance of Miss Vere,
all unattended, and with only a dark cloak
thrown hurriedly over her satin dinner-
gown.

‘She asked for her brother, and was
told he had retired for the night.

‘I must see him,’ she said, ‘at once ! My
business is of the greatest possible im-
portance.’

‘Of course they offered to tetch him;
but this ehe would not hear of.

‘I will go to my brother myself,” she
said. ‘Let no one teil him I am here. Show
me his room.’

‘She had a very grand and dignified
manner, and the simple folk at the inn,
accustomed to yield all deference and
obedience to the haughty Veres, never
dreamed of disobeying her commands.
They showed her to ger brother’s room.
He was fast asleep, and she entered it
alone.’

Agamn Sir Gerald paused.

Again it could be seen that all his nerves
were thrilling with suppressed excitement.

‘She did not remain in the bed-chamber
more than two or three minutes, and when
she came out, she was perfectly calm,
though very pale, and her eyes, it is said,
bad a wild, unnatural gleam.

‘Pray attend to it that my brother is not
disturbed till morning !’ she said, and then
wrapped her cloak about her, and prepar-
ed to return home.

‘The innkeeper begged to be allowed to
escort her, as the hour was so late; but
this she would not hear of. She wentaway
alone.

‘Her injunction that her brother was not
to be disturbed was obeyed. But, in the
morning, when they tapped at his door at
the usual time for breakfast, they could
get no answer. Alarmed, they went inside
the room, and found Charles Vere lying
in the bed, quite dead, and cold as
marbie. Evidently he had died in his sleep
for hiseyes were closed, and the face
wore no look of pain. The cause of death
was not hard to find. He bhad been
stabbed through the heart. The dagger
was still sticking in his body, and round
the handle was a piece of paper, with this
inscription, very neaily written—

“The gift of Judith Vere to her brother
Charles. For the sake ot the family
honour !

Morewood uttered an exclamation of
horror ; Lady Ruth gave a little shiver;
Lilian neither spoke nor moved, but her
tace was ashen pale.

Of course, messengers were hurriedly
sent up to the Court,’ resumed Sir Gerald,
calmly lookinﬁ round on his auditors, as
though he rather enjoyed their emotion;
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horror there.

«Judith Vere bad just been discovered
dead in her bed. She had taken poison,
and had died quite calmly, without sum-
moning her maid even, though the aeath
agonies, in her case, must have been in-
tense.

“There ! that is the story of Judith
Vere ! That is how yon beauteous dame’
——and he waved his hand towards the pic-
ture— ‘saved the honor of her house !

‘She was mad, of course,” said More-
wood. ‘The trouble over her own lover
had, doubtless, turned her brain.’

‘Well, the Veres of that day—her mar- p

ried brother and his wife—favoured that
theory, and circulated it as widely as they
could. My own opinion is, that she was
perfectly sane, and that she took what
seemed to her the only course open to her
to save the honour of the Vere from stain.’

‘Murder she counted no stain, then !’
said Morewood, dryly.

‘It appears not,” replied Sir Gerald,
dryly, too. ‘And, to tell you the truth, I
think I quite agree with her. I am proud-
er of her—and her crime—than ever I
could have been ot the daughter of an inn-
keeper, even if she had been the most vir-
tuous woman in tbe world. And under-
stand this : Judith Vere loved her brother
dearly, almost idolized him, in fact. Th t
everybody knew. She loved bim, but she
loved the race, from which both he and
she had sprung, still more. That was why
she gave him death rather than brook dis-
bonour. A noble gitt, say 1

And Sir Gerald rose, and looked round
him, almost haugbtily as though defying
anyone %resent to contradict his opinion.

Lady Ruth rose, too, and, in changing
ber position, she noticed the ashen paleness
of Lalian’s face.

‘My dear, how white you are !’ she said,
anxioutly. ‘Gerald, you ought not to have
told that dreadful tale. See how it has af-
fected Lihan ! = .

‘It was, indeed, a dreadful tale " murmur-
ed Lilian, with eyes fixed on the pictured
face of Judith Vere, like one fascinated.

‘Gerald knows it is n%;inut my wish he
ever tells it,’ said Lady Ruth, more sharp-
litlun she was wont to speak. ‘Come,

ilian, we will go into the drawing-room,
my love.’

And she drew the arm of her nephew’s

oung wife through her own, with a tender-
y sympathetic pressure. ;
Sir d did not offer to go with them.
Instead, he looked after their retreating

ﬁgm(-ies with a balf-smile, and said to More-
wood—

‘My good aunt doesn’t like to hearjthat
tale, because she thinks it points to a taint
of insanity in us Veres. But she need not
fear. Judith Vere was no more mad than
I am. What she did was the outcome of a
steady purpose. She is not the first woman
—or man either—who, while retaining full
possession of the senses, has preferred death
to dishonour, I tell you candidly, More-
wood, I honor that beautiful, merciless,
courageous Judith Vere !’

As he spoke, he went close to the pic-
ture, and stood looking at it with something
approaching veneration in his gaze.

ain Morewood, looking from the pic-
tured face to the living one, was impresse ’
with the remsrkable resemblance betwe
them—a resemblance which lay almost en-
tirely in the expression of the dark, bril-
liant, and yet melancholy, eyes.

Old Madge had said that the possessor
of those eyes must needs meet with much
sorrow in life* and an early, it not a violent
death.

The story of the ill-fated Judith Vere
lent suﬁport to that prediction.

She had had those eyes, and her death
had been both early and violent.

What had Fate in store for this young
scion of her house, who bad inherited her
wondertful eyes P

John Morewood’s heart was oppressed
with a heavy sense of dread, as he asked
himself the question.

CHAPTER LV.
WHAT HAPPENED IN THE NIGHT.

About a week after the story of Judith
Vere, Morewood again spent some little
time at Vivian Court.

During that week he bad studied his
friend carefully, on more than one occasion
and had come to the conclusion that Lady
Ruth was right in what she had said con-
cerning him.

Most certainly he was an altered man—
greatly altered—and not at all for the
better.

His spirits were uneven—at one time
almost boisterously gay, at others moody
and depressed.

He was irritable, nervous, and excitable.

Other people noticed the change in him.

Even the servants began to say their
master was very different from what he
used to be.

As yet, however. no one had put into
actual words what it was they feared.

That was, indeed, to terrible a thing to
be lightly named.

It was a stormy night in April when
Morewood, according to arrangement,
went to dinner at the Court.

A day or two betore, L.ady Ruth had
remarked—

‘Gerald you never have a game of chess
with your friend now. Howisit? and
Sir Gerald had looked up, promptly, and
challenged Morewood, who was present,
to come and engage in a match with him.

‘Come and dine with us, on Wednesday,
old man ! he said. ‘We'll make a regular
ni%ﬁ of it. The ladies shall be umpires.’

hen Wednesday came, the night
proved cold and wet.

But Morewood, caring little for wind and
ramn, kept his engagement, driving over to
the Court in a dogcart.

The drawing-room made a very pleasant
picture as he entered it.

A ruddy fire was glowing between the
polished bars of the grate.

The violet velvet curtains were closely
drawn, and a profusion of hothouse’flowers
in bowis and vases, gavs an almost fairy-
like brightness to the room.

On one side of the fire Lady Ruth—

and smiling. ;

On the other was Lillian, in spotless
white, with a few purple violets at her
bosom.

She was fonder of white than of any
other color, and always wore it in the
evening.

She too, looked serenely happy.

And her husband, standing on the hearth-
rug, with his back to the fire, was gazing
down at her, with a world of tender teeling
in his eyes. He was looking remarkably
well.

Evening dress became him, and, more-
over, his face wore the old frank plea-
sant look which had been so sadly missed
by his triends during the last week or two.

To-night he seemed perfectly happy—
content with himself and with all the world.

It quite rejoiced Morewood’s heart to
see him thus.

All through dinner he was, the life and
soul of the little party.

A keenly intellectual man, and widely
travelled as well as well read, he could be
the most fascinating of companions and,
to-night he seemed exerting himself to

lease.

He talked of art, literature, and science
—of poetry and music—and all be said was
marked by power and freshness of thought

His wit, too, was overflowing, and yet
delicately refined.

Lady Ruth’s gentle face was pertectly
irradiated with pleasure as she sat and
listened. .

As for Lillian, she seemed positively to
hang upon his words.

er eyes rarely left his face, and when he
addressed her specially, as he frequently
did, her eyes shone with pleasure, her
smile was sweet as a gleam of sunshine.

When dinner was over, and they return-
ed to the drawing room, Sir Gerald was
still in the same delightful mood.

The chess table was brought out and
set, and, as he seated himself opposite
Morewood at it, he passed his arm caress-
ingly round his wife's waist, and drew her
into a chair beside him.
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