THE FLOWER'S PETITION.
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The Eve of a Journey.

A sparreranty dressed middleaged women
wat i the window-seat in the fine old hall of
Chiedbury Castle
able i hor apy

Ihere was nothing remark- |
nee, exeept 8 look of settled

yot patient anxicty which  decpened an the
short Octobier's day drew near to ite close, and |

broad, slanting sunset gloams and shadows

wtole across the quiet little shirubbery and |
grasa-plot upon which she looked out tixedly. |
The servants, after having  made her the |

offer of which she A ned |

came and went upon their varieus ¢ rrands, |

retreshment

without any apparent consciousness of her |
prosence And this was an o
which & personage of higher
been overlooked - one of th
preparation and

asion upon |

o might very
|

iy hiwve
en of general bustle
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Jightful confusion, when everybody secms to
o and the bonds |
of discipline un |

rgo @ ot unpleasing rela
T kn.u.t.‘ oing abroad |

rthree men servants, under the diree- |

e biisy helping somebody el

I'w
tion of an olderly duenna

with respectatihity |
imprinted onevery wrinkle of her conntenanee |

black |
busily eording tranks and |
She stood over them, proud,
pleased and important ; for she was ot of the |
travelling party
who had waited upon her from her chaldl

and rusthing out of every fold of her
wilk dress wor
‘ul'"lllllh TULE

an. |

She Jooked npon her own trunk complace ntly

my voung lady'sown wol

for it earried her fortune ; and, had she ¢

er |
heard of Cusar, she could have made s v ry |
aptquotation. As it was, she unbent inahittle |
wtately chat with a man who wore, Like herselt,
the aspect of an old, privileged retainer,
SWell, Mrs. Jenkyn, he remarked, 1 ean-
not but say that 1 wish you were well across
the scan and back again, to tell us all that you
have met with among the mounscers for 1
rockon you will come back to Chedbury,
a0 perhaps will my lord, and so will Mrs
Moreton ; but, as to our young lady, we shall
have seen the last of her when she leaves the
Park gates behind her to-morrow There ar
not w0 many like her, trom all Pye heard of
foreign parts w0 good and so pretty with so
many wcres at her that they'll let her
y from among them so castly. Take my
{ the blood, or duke
for where you're going they're
blackberries at Martinmas will
ther she hikes it or

an thick w
take and marry her, wh
not. Besides,” he added, sinking his voiee

“ald stories’ll be
or. They won't

into & confidentinl whispe
Teft on this side of the salt w
cross it after her.™

The stranger in the window.s
with & quick, uncasy movement.

“This side or the other sid returned Mrs,
Jeukyn, *it's not for them that cat the family's
bread o be raking up what's past and gone and
ot of people’s minds. And before strang,
t00,” ahe added with & side gla in the diree-
tion of the window-seat.

“You're always so touchy, Mrs Jenkyn,"
returned the old man, speaking, however, in a
submissive tone, * just as if nobody cared
about the family but yourself. And what's the
use of minding the woman who's sat there
four mortal hours, and never stirred or spoken?
She's cither deaf or stupid.”

“1'm not so sure of that,” replied the dis-
creet Mre. Jeukyn; and at this moment the
woman, aa if 1o Justify the old lady’s observa-
tion, roused herself from her deep preoceu-
petion, and said abruptly : Will any one take
a sscond message from me to Mrs. Moreton ? 1t
is now getting late, and 1 want 1o be upon my
way home.”

started

| stre. Jeukyn snewerad her very civilly : 1| looked up ; for the first time hecame conacs .
g and CBFTY YOUT MMeNasgs It s very of thome eyes carnest implonng with at
Ao thet Mre, Moreton keepe any one wait- | unap ken  hustory were faw t

but 1 euppose,’ she

added
etraight ot & time Like

- smiling. | her own, and said, with much less of

thing goes (uite wore of gentleneas than ahe had yet shown
|

this You seem to be in some trouble
It was Mrs

Can 1 do

At that moment & bell rang anvthing t ne
Moreton's bhell she winhvd o aee the § u ot you,and no one olae in e world
who had b ing w0 long

Here, William, " aaid Mra. Jenkyn, “abow 17 surcly we have never met before ™ re

1 Mre
Moreton will speak t manner that hers was no case
ohe added, good-naturedly, © you can take 3 appeal for charity
Joch t the pictures on the grand staircase as T

| woman nto the atone parior. Mra

this g Moreton, feeling by the woman's

her there . and, ma‘am,”’ of every-day

Pray tell me your name

woman was silent, and her lipe secmed
At length, with
al & strong emotion, she

vou pase the foot of it d
v
had many things to point out ¥o his silent,

to be slightly convalsed
violent effort to ¢

The gomsiping «

1, a8 they went along,

stendtast-looking companion He et her
one of the
rvants Lisll with

i, or was, for 1o
long | Garton.”

bear it no longer, Ehzatwth

powever, at the turning

pasnagen 1o rus bk 10 the Mrs. Moreton s face had been lighted up with

a kindly interest | like the sudden
fallin now droy
and shut out the sympathy she had begun to
ted o tind the woman stand- | yuanifest. She rose, and sad coldly. < In that
left her. Without Bis caue | am not aware of any matter in which |
however, she had preceded bim 0] fikely to be able to serve you. I must
the door of the stone parkor s and waited 05 | reger you to Mr. Androws, my lord's agent

hitm, with 8 look he being the person with whom it will proba
her feet had bronght her to that threshold of |y,

& hound which had stealthily strayed into for
s this spot and the
were several intricate wind

but ashade

bidden precinets of & curtain

ed across it

wtone parior the
g, and he cxp
g vxnctly where he

guidance

of abwtraction as fixed asf

Le most fithing for you to communi ate
their own accord She then moved toward the door; but her
oxo, Mistress,” eaclamed the old man, | ofiors to loave the room was vai. The viaitor,
ot quite so much of A SUANKCT 0 ke the old mariner in the weird story, held
her with her eye. Before she could reach the

He bent on her o look of keen serating | door she tricd to pass this strange, ad woman,
Little crons to be embarrassed by ‘ and conld not

1, and rephied quietly, 1 have here
" § il oy ' : ! ! | Listen to me, madam,” exclaimed the visi
wefore

e s ik . sod bed [ tor, * and then you will not mistake my ereand
tide this Litthe seone was being acted below |y, pord Chedbnry ; not his agent; ot

slairs, “"' “I“"“"‘ S "l"" anything either of them could give me, if it
friend 1o the heiress wan seated with Ber | @S et honse el that [ want. 18 is
young pupil in the great Arawing-room. They, | o0 conGnie, that can help me, and yon will

ke thes
yet, cheeking herselt

i in & tone of deep and touching sub-
vonnger one hind placed s little tabilo within the '
b 1 mission,

Pmbrasure of the deep, old-fashioned winde

yOu mre
this

use an | thought.”

Nhe |

Yoo, had boen very busy.  This splendid apart- | .
s y bu | Lapart-| i me —you must” She sy words

ment showed marks «

disarrangement

almost authoritatively ©
elder Iady was immersed in acconnta: the | oo

You are o good lady, Mrs. Moreton
You will not
make vourselt hard agaiust the supphcation
of a broken heart
to Listen toat”

yvou have every one s good word,

wor an o give her drawing - upon which she was
very intent the tull benefit of the already
declinimg daylight.  She was abont fifte
fuir, and ingennous-looking ;. of slender figure,

God himself has prowised

Mrs. Moreton trembled. She was indeed a
.. | woman of this world, but with much tender
“1 think 1 shall have time to finish this ") A
\ \ 1 + will pl ) ness and large sympathies, 1 do not feel
Ll e 1 i R wi e mps when

s sies s please paps when |ty toward yon forgive me if Lappearcd

omes home this evening, will it not, dear |
he comea home this evening, will it 1008 | yursh - but your coming here took me by sur
Mrs, Moreton ¢

with mild, almost melancholy, browneyes,

prise. Lord Chedbury's srders are execedingly
My dord will think that you have made |G papecting you; and 1 understood that
great progress,” A‘l that Lady, without | wope settled comfortably in your own
ltfhing her vory bonk@lne olggapution in Life, far above any kind of want.”

figures. I A .
W1 odo think it is like old Chedbury  like am settled comfortal
woman ; ab

enough, at any rate, to remind us of the place
when we are away.  Although, atter all, thers
i nothing here that Tshall much miss. Yon \
and paps and good old Joukyn are all going No one, 1 think, remembers at
Sith me: and who elso is there in the world | 20" VECUPt Inyec If, when, upon my knees, |
whom | care about 7 Yet,” she went ou think- | sk God to forgive that, aud all my other
ing aloud, * if had some one to leave wehind ; | ;""'l :l‘“!“ ! "“;I s i Bt
wome youny, companions who would miss we | ord Robert he was Lord Ro would
and talk about me when 1 am far away, | think | have sunk into the past long before this, like n
A | dream —except for one thing  oh ! Mrs. Mol

1 shonld be happie 1 sometimes think it X S
vory strange " she looked up at-Mes. Moreton | " my daughter! Her, too, T had put from
“ihat my father hax never allowed me to re, an much as & mothor can forget her child ;
. Bat \Inn since 1 heard you were all going bey

" weds - perhaps forever
course,” she added, after a pause, ** he cannot | .“ pe foreve

| an
e expected to enter into all that a girl fecls. f
How different everything would have boen if
my mother had lived I

eyen fre

*returned the
v omy hopes.

o owant @
have a kind husband, & ho
Atome. No one casts up my

Every one in g

make any friends of my own age.

me ; something that will
not let me rest, day or night it is a firc inmy
heart. Have pity upon o I do o
wpeak to her —uot 1o say nor to hear one word.
She need not know that it is her mother - neod
not know that there is such & person in the
whole world. Al 1 ask is to see her—only to
wee her  my daughter, only to see my dangh-
ter”

Mrs. Moreton was decply agitated. < 10®
mporsible, and it s eruel in you,” she said,
“to ask it eruel to yourself, cruel to me,
welf in hor acenstomed chair, prepared to lend | trusted as 1 am by Lord Chedbury i eruel,
her best attention to the visitor. But the | most of all, to her. You kuow under what
womat i she the xame who sat out those four | strict conditions his lordship brought home
hours wo patiently i the window-seat | whn‘! hie daughter, so soon as the death of the old
followed the old servaut through the long | lord, his father, made this house Lis own.
passage with such a face of blank unquestion- | You know, too, that these condition s, hard a8
ing apathy ? Her look ot settled pre-occupation | they might seem, were dictated by 10 personal
had dropped from her face like a wank ; yet | nnkindneas toward yourself; bat gr w out of
et real fentures, now revealed, wore a searcely | your daughter's altered posit.on, aud & sense
lews fixed expression. ery line quivered | of what is due to the station whe will one day
with cgitation ; yet her eyes, through it all, trained carefully in all
were never removed from Mrs, Moreton's mng gentlewoman of
face. She held to the table for support. She | rank. She hasas yet scen listie of _he world,
trembl in every limb-not from timidity, sud knows nothing of ite evils. “she left you
but from ansiety, eagerness, Her soul was | at three years old, not more innocont than she
gathered up into her fac still is now.”  Mrs. Moreton paus +d s moment
and went on with emotion: * That spening life,
that young unsullied mind, wha. should 1
what would you have to snewer for if we
Adarkened it by a shadow of bygone misery and
evil in which she had no share * 8 e bas been
taught to believe her mother dead. My poor
woman,” she went on solemnly, "y o must be
deadtoher. A day willcome, not in this world,
when you may claim her for your own. =

«1 must see my child now, that I may know
her in heaven,” exclaimed the woman wildly.
« 1 must see her, that she may comfort me in
my thoughts, and be near me my dreams.
Do you,” she enclaimed, suddenly, “ who talk
to me nM.Mvﬁml.hmdn

Without making her pupil any answer, Mrs.
Moreton started up with a sudden exclamation,
and ran to the ball, *Is it possible,™ she saud,
self-reproachfully, * that all this time 1 have
forgotten the poor woman who asked to speak
to me four honurs ago ¥

Mrs. Moreton entered the stone parlor with
wome kind words of apology ; and seated b

Mrs. Moreton did not particularly observe
her. Heor thoughts were still at work with the
business of to-day and to-mo! “Well, my
good woman,” she said mechanically, by way
of openiug the case, as she opened all canes
that came before her in that stone parlor, as
the delogated Lady Bountiful of Chedbury,
« what can I do for you®"

There was no rejoinder.

“ My time, to-day, she went on, in the same
gentle, yet rather magisterial tone, ** happens
to be rather valuable.”

«1 am sorry,” replied the stranger, * tohave
\o trespase npon it.” Mre. Moreton, struck by
something peculiar in the woman's voice,

and ehildren, |

r known Chedbury, or seen |

1 know not what it s |

t ask to |

arst-horn ehild, sm talking shout?
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ever feel a

neck, and find the Little being growi

you day by day as nothing ¢lse can grow

ng you whether you are the best woman in
the world or the worst  as nothing il
ever love you, not even itsclf when it grow
\der, and other thi sme between ite Litele

heart and yours

Mrs. Morcton returned to her chair, sauk it
and wept. The stranger saw her advautage
Khe flung hersell on her kuece before Mrs
Moreton. She kissed the hands
f her tate

which she

believed the balance e trembling

She kissed her very gown, and covered it ith
tears

Mrs. Morcton
colloguy w
of 1

withdrawn within in scver@
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It wae
N

asionate demoustrations

her heart she communed wi
althongh o little dimmed by coastant attrition
with the workd, & higher image than that with

which as

i bearing

e what rigid thraldom to convention

had impresscd hor ontward aspect

There was & pa t 8 fow me

ute

S Even it 1 oam doing right in this’
reasoned with herself the world will biame
we. Yot if Lam domng wrong, God will forgive
Setup, she
You shall see your
But you must tirst make me one
wolemn promise. | am trasting you very decply
can yon trust yourself¢”

w0 whe

e She rose from ber char
said, Ty poor woman

daughter

The woman made & gesture of passionate
asseveration ; for at thatmoment shie could not
apenk

“Rwear, then,” said Mrs. Moreton
that you will be true to
that von will pe

Cewoar
yourself and tome |
« throngh the room i which
| whe 1w sitting without either word or look thay
can botray you,”
She rang the bell

Nend Mrs, Jenkyn to
me
“Jenkyn,” she waid, when the confidentisl
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S thin good woman's business

with me is over ; but as she comes from s dis
tanee, I =hould like her t

house before she

see somcthing of the
You can show her
over the prineipal rooms ; as much as there s
time for before dark.”
“And the g
winnated Mra,

leaves,

At drawing-room, ma'am o in
Jenkyn

iy 5 it will not distarh yonr yourg

Indyin 1)

st
| 1t was rathier an extensive orbit that the tw
| had to traverse ; and the old househeeper, who
ad revolved inoit so many ¥

ars, moved so

[alowly at least, so it seemed toher co s panion
o it b i, from pictnre (o o
that, by the time they reached the great draw

ng-room, th
i

light had almost faded from

Almost ; for there was still a strong slanting
{golden beam that played and flickered about
[ the picture-rames, and glanced to and fro
upon the white s gold of the heavy, earved
arm-chairs

o few moments, and it would be
The girl  who, sitting in the
| rejoiced in this atter-thought of the sun which
| gave her a little more time to finish her draw-
g did not know how lovely it made her;
| Kissing her innocent young forehead, and rest-
ing, like a benediction, upon her smooth, shin-
ing hair. She went on guietly with her sketeh

| Mrs. Moreton (who h A returned to see that
| faith was kept) persevered with hor ace 3
| Mrs. Jenkyn and the wonan walked ronnd the
room very slowly.  When they reach dthe door
that led into an inner apartment, Mrs Jenkyn,
with her hand upon the lock, said, “And this
used 1o be the favorite sitting-room of my lady,
my lord’s mother.”

She held the doc
still lingered.

Mrw. Moreton looked up from heracconnts and
waid impressively, 1 think you have now scen
all in this room, and Mrs. Jenkyn has more to
whow you in the others ™

« But why,” smid the young lady, speaking for
the first tim o, but without looking up from her
ocenpation, ** should the good woman be hur-
ried away until she has seen as much as she
wishes? Pray stay,” she said, with a sort of
careless swoetness, still without looking ap,
“as long as you can find anything to amuse
you. You do not disturb us in the | ant.”

Almost while she spoke, she suddenly rose
and flitted about the room from table to table,
insearch of something necded tor her drawing.
She soon found it; but once, before she re-
turned to her seat, she passed close to the
woman —so close that her silk dress rustied
against the homely duffle cloak: mother and
daughter really so near— conventionally so dis-
tant- with & world between them.

Mre. Jenkyn's fingers were again upon the
door handle ; and the concluding part of her
often-told narrative was upon her lips.  They
had still the state bedroom to see, and they
passed into the boudoir.

“And this,” she went on, “was my lady's
favorite apartment. It used in her day to be
called the blue drawing-room, becanse —
But you are tired,” she said, remarking that
her ion's i dered
said the visitor, incoberently ;
“1 must go beck. 1 have forgotten something
in the next room.”

window,

open ; but her companion
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