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THE DA'"GHI:R,

The old man gits beside the lock,
Where Il day dripsthe wa er;

The old wife in her faded frock

Still koits and nods by the cottage-clock,
But, ah, the littledaughter|

I see no more her loving eyes,

I hear no more her low replies—

Alas, alas, the daughter!

At dawn the birds begin to sing,
And o'er and o'er the water

The swallow flits with winking wing,

The old folks wake with the waking spring;
But, ah, the little daughter!

No more to list the cuckoo's call

She roams the woods of the Manor hal—
Alas, alas, the daughter]|

Midsummer brought the young earl back,
The lord of wood and water;

He met her in the greenwood track—

His eyes were wondrous bold and black—
Ah, me, the little duughter|

| marry Joel Selfridge,

He whispered, “Trust me, O mine own!|"
She wept, “I live for thee alonel*
Alas, alas, the daughter!

Slow moved the weary months to years;
All day dripped down the water;

The father's heart was dull with fears,

The mother’s eyes were dim with tears-~
Ah, me, the little daughter!

Who is it, "neath the city's glare,

Looks up with wild, bew:ldered stare?
Alas, alas, the daughter]

A night there came—a night of wroth—
The rain beat on the water,

The wind blew from the rushing north,

The cottage lights shone freely forth—
But, ah the little daughter]

Low in the dripping lock she lies,

With tangled hair and altered eyes—

Alas, alas, the daughter!
— Tinsley's M wgaz ne,

THE JUDGE'S BOND,

By AvudusTA LARNED.

“If you don’t work lively, Hester,
you I:ali"t::rlf'l‘: make your ten knots to-
day.
ester stopped short in her walk, and |
the buzzing of the big wheel ceased.
There was a mass of soft rolls, and the |
brown reel by her side, with the results
of her morning labors in blue stocking-
arn. She held the wheel firm in one
and, and in the other a long, slender
thread attached to the spindle,

“Well, mother,” said she, quietly
turning her face toward the window,
“I suppose the sun will rise and set
just the same if I don’'t spin my ten

nots a day.”

“I &'pose it will,”” said Mrs. Preston.
She was a spare old lady, and sitting
with her back bent to the shape of the
rocking-chair hooped over., Her sharp
elbows stuck out, and her rather large
and coarse shoes projected beyond the
skirt of her gown. “You know your
father likes to see things moving
indoors and out,” she went on, hold-
ing her knitting needles suspended.
“He hates lazy folks like Canada this-
tles.”

““And I hate to be driven as if I was a
pack-horse,” retorted Hester, almost bit-
terly. ‘I tell you, mother, T won’t wear
my life outdigging and drudging as you
have yours.”

“*La, Hester, how you do talk. I
never thuughti was brought into the
world for nothing but to cook three
meals of victuals a day, and to 'tend to
the dairy work. Now, you make a fuss
because you have a little chore of stock
ing-yarn to spin; but it ain’t so many
years since I made all the cloth for the
family wear, and did every stitch of my
own sewing at night. hy, that year
your father was sent up to the Legisla-
ture I made him a setof twelve fine
shirts. He was perty pertickerler in
them days; and Idid all the stitching,
after the rest of the folks had gone to
bed, with my foot on the cradle. Syl-
vester was a baby then, and a dreadful
hectoring child. Every day I wove a
full stent on linsey woolsey, for it was
almost impossible to hire help; and I
got up regular at five in the moruing
and milked four cows before I went
about breakfast.”

“What is the use of having a soul if
you've got to slave in that way??”
said Hester, as she gave a little
sharp jerk, and broke her thread.
‘“You might as well be a machine and
done with it.”

“Idon’t expect you'll do as I have
done,” responded the old lady with a
gigh. *‘‘Folks shirk now-a-days to beat
all. Your father, when he was younger,
was a dreadful driving man.

Folks
must keep doing as long as they could
stand; and none of his boys now can be-
gin to do a day’s work equal to his'n. I
don’t s’pose you mean to follow your
sister Nancy, either, for she has had a

| what they have a mind to, but give Joel
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etty hard row; but I tell you what, |

ester, you’ll have to run off more than
ten knots of Etocking?rar'u a day if you
or he haint got a

mite of ambition. He makes me think
of my old speckled hen setting out there
on chany eggs. Ishouldn’t & mite
surprised to hear Joel begin to cackle;

and I don’t see where he gets his shift-
lessness from, for there’s the Jedge, his
brother,a reg’ler money catcher,smooth,
and plausible, and ily, but with his eye
always out for business. I ’spose, Hes-
ter, youv’e "bout made up your mind to
take Joel, for you don’t seem to favor
any other yuung man, and he’s been
coming here stiddy for the last year.
Your father says it co=ts him four quarts
of oats, and two or three good square
meals every week, and he talks about
sending a bill for board and horse feed in

to the Jedge. You know he will never
ﬂv& his consent, and I tell you again,

ester, if you mean to marry Joel Self-
ridge’, you and work had better not' fall
out.’

“Mother,”” said Hester, with " a
troubled face, leaving her wheel, and
f;oiug over by the hearth, ‘‘you do Joel
njustice. It is father’s opposition that
makes him neglect his business, and
takes the spirit out of him, If hecould
marry me he would become another
man.”’ _

‘“‘Hester,'’ said theold lady, emphasiz-
ing her words with her knitting needles,

‘“‘what’s bred in the bone will come out
in the flesh. Youcan't make a whistle
out of a pig's tail.”

“There’s good stuff in Joel,”’ cried
Hester, her color rising, and eyes flash-
ing. ‘‘If the whole world was against
him I'd stand true. Folks may say

a chance, and he will show that he can

support a family, and be a man among
men."’

“Hity, tity!” retorted the old lady, in-
credulously. ‘“‘Hain't the Jedge boosted
him, and ke%’ a boosting of him, and
now he'’ssot him upin the drug busi-
ness, and every few days he locks the
shop and comes over here a courting,
and Bassett gets all his custom. 1 tell
you, Hester, when I was your age I
wouldn't have looked at a young man
that fooled around when he ought to
have been to work. Love is a good }
thing in its place, when it's got a house
and garden spot free of incumbrance
and plenty of firewood, and a full mea
chist and flour barrel attached to it but
it never was meant to go alone,””

Hester huu% her head. Her mother
had the good hard sense on her side,and
she had onlythe faith of love to oflset it. |
She did not say what she thought, that
the chance Joel needed was herself;
but she leaned against the chair, and
touched her mother’s gray head, and her
voice was pleading and cager.

“0, mother,” said she, ‘‘don’t you go
against me, I shall never come back
begging to the old door, but when I
leave home I want to have ail things
pleasant, and not give the neighbors a
chance to talk. Mother'’=——and sudden-
ly the girl threw her arms around the
wrinkled, old neck—‘'‘you can think
how it was when you were young ; how
your heart beat, and your cheek flushed
for justone man. You wanted to go to
the world’s end with him, and not with
another. If you saw his faults, you
could forgive them, for your heart-
strings were someway twisted and tied
with his, and could not be undone. In
those days, mother, you didn’t think so
much agout the potato-bin and flour- |
varrel.”?

“La, child, you go on te beat all,”’
returned the old lady, drawing the back
of her hand across her eyes. “The
Bible says a man must leave father and
mother and cleave unto his wife, and I
g'pose it’s the same with a woman; but
I tell you, Hester, it's mighty handy to
have worldly goods to cleave on to
besides. I always agree with your
fatheron all p'ints. He expects it of
me; and if he should say black was
white, aws, I should say so too, but I
think jest as I've a mind tu inside. I |
always said no man should tyrannize
over me. A woman can squint around
a corner handier than a man can, and
she can find ways of getting her will,
and I guess I've ruled the roost as much
as the Old Bquare has after all’s said
and done ; but he don’t know, and 1
wouldn't have him find it out for the
world, I don’t say I shall enkerridge
Joel, but if you have made up your mind
there’'s no use argufying, lor_you're a
reg'lar born Preston, and they all hold
on like a dogtoa root. I shall tr¥ to
ease off things; that’s all I can promise,
but I must confess, Joel is a pleasant
creetur, and you can’t help liking him if
you try."

Hester kissed the old lady’s wrinkled
cheek rather more impulsively than

| and smoothed her curly

coaxin
gaid: -_

““Mother, T expect Joel over this after~
noon, and I thought if you didn’t mind
I'd put a little bandful of fire in the sit-
ting-room stove,”

“No, you’d better not,” said Mrs.
Preston,decidedly. ‘““Your father won't
like to have any underhand courting
going on. It will only rile him the
more. Heand L did all our courting
business up by the kitchen fire. Mother
thought it was economical. Ever
Sunday night he came like clockwor
(we used to keep Saturday night in
them days), and there he sotand ecored
apples, and I strang um, and we killed
two birds with one stone as neat as any
thing you ever saw. Joel had better be
treated in an every day sort of fashion.
In your father’s present state of mind it
won't do to waste candlelight and fire-
wood on him. And, Hester, you had
better stir up some fritters for supper.
The Square is fond of fricters, I ha'nt
lived with him all these years without
finding out that a good meal of victuals
makes considerable difference with his
feelings.”

Hester knew her mother was wise in
her day and Eaneratinn——an experienced
woman, so she set her wheel away, and
went up to her chamber—a little, cold,
neat room,with sloping wall, Thehigh-
post bed was covered with a blue and
white worsted counterpane, and looked
soft and fluffy with feathers. There wasa
tall bureau with brass knobs, and dimi-
ty-covered dressing-table, with old fash-
ioned fringes. The place was chilly, for
it was still March, and from ber win-
dow Hester could look down the valley
road and see patches of snow in the
angles of fences, and along the borders
of the bleak woods. Not a furrow had
{e{: been drawn across the hill-sides, but

lue-birds were beginning to twitter
about the brown fields. ester could
trace the winding road Joel was to
come, It ran past her sister Nancy's
Elm, and the peaked gable of the farm-

ouse, with three Lombardy poplars in
front, was plain in sight. She knew
how Naucy slaved there from morning
till uight — with scarce a touch
of grace about her ' life — in the
service of a somewhat coarse and
loutish husband. She thought how
Naucy had lost her beauty and spright-
liness, aud had faded and withered,
and grown gray and bent before her
time, and the determination not to follow
in Nancy’s footsteps rose strong in
Hester's bosom. She was hungry for a
different sort of existence. Joel read
books, and played the flute. He took an
interest in something besides raising
stock, and fattening pigs. Hester was
willing to work, but to the end of mak-
ing her days beautiful and rich. Joel

g, shamefaced sort of 'way,‘aha

| could satisfy her tastes and feed her

affections. She meant that marriage
should make her more, instead of less as
it did the majority of women about her,
She did not intend to sink to the level
of a husband’s drudge, but to rise to the
hight of the helper and companion of
the man she loved.

These thoughts went around in Hes-
ter's head, not very coherently, as she
slipped off her calico gown, and put on
one of dark green stufl, to the neck of
which was basted a little ruffle. This
she fastened with a knot of pink ribbon,
hair. Though
her heart was in no small flutter, her
cheeks were rosy, and her dark eyes
bright and glad with anticipation.

Joel came driving to the gate. The
air was nipping, aud spiteful gusts of
wind whirled along the valley. He fas-
tened his horse to the fence, and blank-
eted him carefully. The boys, Hester's
vrothers, had gone with lumber to the
village mill, and would not be back un-
til late, if at all, that night. The Squire
was in the baru, tinkering away at his
sup buckets, The cold weather had kept
back the sugar season, but a thaw might
be looked for now at any moment. The
old man was short and stoeky, with an
eagle face, and iron-gray hair. All his
motions were brisk, and his words ex-
ploded something after the fashion of
fire-crackers, Now a grim sort of smile

uckered the old face,as he thought that

ong-tailed gray of Herrick’s, the livery-
stable keeper, might stand there in the
cold till doomsday for all him. Then
rub-a-dub-dub on the sap buckets. Hes-
ter met Joel at the door demurely
enough. He was good-looking, tall,and
slender, and unconseciously elegant and
refined in appearance:. The young man
drew up to the fire with his overcoat on,
and Mrs. Preston engaged him in talk
about the weather and the neighbors,
The kitchen was large and light, with a
floor unstained, and braided mats, and
comfortable chairs, and a great clock
ticking in the corner. There were pots of
petunias and “hen and chickens'’ in the

was necessary, and then, in a half-‘ window. The bit of greenery made a
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pretty back ground for Hester, who,
seated in a low chair, took out her com-
pany work, sonie old-fashionéd lace she
was knitting, which uncoiled and foam-
ed over her black silk apron. She was
anxious as she glan out at Joel’s
horse, shivering under his blanket,
when the cold did not sting him unto
positive uneasiness, The young man
still sat with his overcoaton, fingering
his hat and muffler, whilé Mrs. Preston
talked away about Sally Mifflin’s eough
and how the Selkirk children had all
come down with the measles. Hester
saw how uncomfortable Joel was, not
knowing whether to stay or go, so she
ran out with a shawl over her head, set
the long tailed gray free from the fills as
quietly as possible, and led him into the
barn. She knew all the ins and outs
of horse tackle, and could harness and
unharness as handily as aman. It was
not long, therefore, before the gray was
munching oats in state. The old squire
saw Hester do this high-handed thin
under his very nose, so to speak, an
the strokes on the sap buckets grew
more savage than ever. When the girl
went into the house she was much re-
lieved by hearing her mother say:

V. | Eueaa the Square has put up
your horse, Joel, and dyuu had better
ata?. to supper,and spend the night with
us -

Hester had spread the tea table, not
with the best napery and dishes from
the Kkeeping-room cupboard, for her
mother had bhinted that it would be im-
politic to make any change on Joel's
account; but everything was clean,
wholesome, and appetizing. There was
the platter of sliced meat, the snow
braati, and golden butter, and the dis
of clear honey for the fritters. The old
man came in, and gave a sort of snort
when he detected Joel aitting snugly en-
sconsed in a warm corner by the fire.
He drew his chair directly t> the supper-
table, without reference to an Yy
present, and his shaggy gray eyebrows

‘met in a twisted frown—always a most

juiciness

decided storm signal. With something
which emanated from his throat between
a grunt and a growl, he pushed the
various dishes foward the unwelcome
lover. It is a mild statement to say
that Joel was literally on pins and
needles, Hester’s face was very red, but
she maintained herself bravely by the
frying kettle, and in a few minutes slip-
ped a fritter, brown, puffy, hot, with lit-
tle sprangles and crisp bits ﬂlinging to
its edges, on to the old gentleman’s plate.
His face relaxed slightly, and a sort of
crept into the dry wrinkles
about his mouth. Presently two more
delectable brown puffs took the place of
the one that had already vanished, and
the molified look stole up to the knobby
old nose, and higher still to the keen
gray eyes, and softy united the twisted
knot of the eyebrows. “Wal, Joel,
how’s the Jedge?” in a pacifie growl.

Joel almost sprang off' his seat, the
question was so sudden and startling.

‘0, the Judge; he is well,” stammered
the young man, turning several shades
of red in quick succession.

‘““Making money hand over fist, I'll
warrant.”

““Yes, he is doing pretty well,”” replied
Joel, so0 infully confused that he
dropped a lump of salt into his tea in
place of sugar.

“Them lawyers have gﬂ!’.
and sharp claws,” said the BSquire.
“The best way is to give 'em a wide
berth. There’s an old saying I used to
hear when I was a boy : ‘Tell the truth
and shame the devil,” but I guess the
devil don’t often get shamed that way
by lawyers. There's one thing I will say
for the Jedge, though ; he's the likeliest
of the lot, and he freezes right snug to
his business; but that ain't a family
trait, is it2"’

“6‘ Wha
, yes
rid g.” '

“Humph,” grunted the old Squire,
“did youever know a shiftless Selfridge’
But there ain’t no use asking that ques-
tion. Everything has got a new-fang-
led name. What are lazy folks called
now-a-days, Hester? You have taught
school and ought to be acquainted with
fasnionable names.”’

“I'm sure I don’t know,” said

long heads,

honesty ?'’ returned Joel;
never knew a dishonest Self-

' Hester, bending her head down over the

|

fire,

“Now I recollect., They're -called
gentlemen of leisure. If the Jedge can
afford to keep his relations without
work, why it’s a mighty fine thing for
them, and I don’t know as it's any busi-
ness of mine,”’and with a metallic sound
inthe chest, which might have been
either a laugh or a chronic cough, the
old man arose from the table, set his hat
determinedly upon his head, and went
away out of the house to do his evening
chores,

The lamp was lit, the fire well



