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Select Tale.
HESTER M'KNIGHT

€ IIE OLD MAID 6N THE HILL-SIDE.

A TALE FOR MATTRR-OF-FACT PHOPLE.
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BY CAROLINE E. FAIRFIELD.

Jut & woman’s & woman, for a’ that.
BURrNXs, ADAPTED.

Just hack of Moss Farm there rose a high, steep
hill ; the base was clear, and formed a rocky pas-
tare for herds of lowing cattle ; but above, it was
crowned with a dense forest of oaks and hickories
and chestnute. It was clear from undergrowth,
however ; and through it ran a pleasant path,
which, winding down the other side of the hill, led
to the village, and the old red school-house. As
this forest-path was mueh shorter and pleasanter
than the highway, which led around the base of
the hill, I used, all through the epring and sum-
mer, and the pleasant days of autumn, to go this
way to school ; and the path, with all its way-side
haunts, was consequently very familiar to me.

There was only one dwelling near it, and that
was the littloe brown, one-storied house of IHester
McKnight. 1t had a singular look, that little cot-
tage, nestled hali-way up the hill side, among the
shrub oaks. and white birches, which covered a
good part of that side of the hill. It had a broad,
stone ¢himney, from which it was my delight, cold
winter mornings, to watch the blue smoke curl
thinly upward. The windows werc hung with
thick paper curtains, and the little vegetable gar-
den around the house was always neat and in order.
An old cow looked patiently and serencly forth
from the little shed, which served for a barn, and
s very well-conditioned pig usually grunted in an
adjacent sty. I'here was not a flower or any orna-
mental thing around the house, except, just under
the kitehen window, a tall rose-hush, which, every
June, was covered with fragrant and beautiful
bhlossowms.

I had often seen llester, as I had passed in the
morning, busy among the cabbages, or around the
cow-house, or in the afternoon, sitting by her win-
dow, sewing on the shop-work from the village
store, by means of which she supported herself ;
but my first speaking acquaintance with her com-
menced one sunny afternoon in September, when,
upon my retarn from school, 1 encountercd her on
the hill, picking high blackberries.

“¢ What beautiful berries these arve, Hester !”” 1
said, stopping to pick a handful. ¢*I think I must
Gill my dinner-basket, and ecarry them home for
tea. 'I'hey are very nice, are n’t they ?”

“ T suppose they are zood, to those who love
them.” answered IHester, indifferently.

«+ But you love them, I presume, or you would
not be picking them ?°’ T returned.

¢t No, not very well.
of them, for sick folks.”

¢« Oh, is that it?"’

There was silence for a few moments ; and then,
bent on being sociable, I held up a little bunch of
wild-flowers, which I had gathered on my way up
the hill-side, and asked,

I am going to make jam

¢ Aren’t they pretty ?

Hester 77’

Don’t you love flowers,

o [ like to see them growing, but never pick

them. There are a great many pretty fowers

around heve.”

* Why don’t you have flowers in your garden ?”

¢+ It ’s too much trouble to take care of them ;
besides, I always see cnough of them growing wild,
as I go down the hill to the store.”

¢ Well. but 1

.
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carden, and 1 like to pick them, so 1 can smell | tle locket which depended from my chaf ;

them. 1 'm just as fond of flowers as Billy.”’

¢ And who is Billy?” asked Hester, with a
erave sort of smile.
"”‘i

1, he is my canary '’

ever you saw. lie sing
sumnmer 1 put chickweed and all sorts of green
thines around his cage,—and you ought to see Low

delighted ho is with them!”

“ And do you think Lo likes to be kept in o'

~ ’
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: [ don’t know, indeed ; 1 never thought of it.

| want to keep him, because 1 love to hear him |

sing, and hie seems very happy.”’

¢« It you were to open the cage, what do you
suppose he would do ?”’
“ Fly out, to be gure.’’
«« Well, then, if he wants to go, why don’t you
lewian
$hould n't hear him sing then."

crambs they would sing just as well.”

At e Gt . - 5

THE CARL

«1 don’t keep cats,” was the sententious an-
awer.

¢ You have a dog, theugh ?”’

“ No."”’

¢ T am very sure I saw ene lrere last summer. ™

¢ That was a poor sick thing that got strayed
away,and eame here. [ kept him till he got well,
and then I gave him to Joe Saunders, the boy that
doees chores for me.”’

¢ Oh, that was it! I knew I saw one here.”’

By this time I had filled my baskot, and, bidding
Hester good afternoon, resumed my walk.

After this, I used to call frequently to see her,
and, little by little, a quiet sors of friendship grew
up between us. She never potted or caressed me ;
never took me on lLer knee and kissed meo; never

' stroked back my leng curls, and called me a nice

child ; never gave me candics nor sugar-plums,—
but once, when she was frying doughnute, she
broke one im two, and gave me hall; and ence
again, of her own accord—for 1 never thought of
asking her for things—ehe gave me a cookie, with
loaf-sugar grated over it. This was the sum total
of her coaxing ; and yet, child as I was, I loved
her, and I felt certain of her friendship for me.

I loved te go there; it was like going to & muse-
um, there were so many odd, ola-fashioned things
about the house. The chairs were old and stifi-

| looking ; there were little wood-engravings on the

walls,—an Abraham attempting the life of Isaac
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with a sickle ; a Solomon sitting on a throne, clad
in ermine, ordering the division of the disputed
child ; and, what 1 always viewed as the gem of
the collection, a white marble monument, a green
willow tree, and a Dblack-robed female, the latter
devoutly contemplating, through an immaculate
cambric handkerchief, the touching words, *“ In
memory 6f .”  This latter I always regarded
as a masterpicce ; and somehow, I cannot tell why,
I grow to associate it with Hester’s strange, unso-

| ciable ways. Another thing which I took particu-

lar delight in studying, was a little box which
stood upon the bureau in her bed-room, all ove
which little gay pictures had been pasted, by som>
careful, tasteful hand, which T was sure was not
Hester's. 1 loved to look at Ilester, as she went

about the house, taking care of her great crook- '
necked squashes, or preparing little packets of |
| garden-seeds, whieh ghe sold at the store ; or as she
| stood in the door, feeding her chickens.

She never talked mueh, and, when she did speak,
it was in o grave, absent-minded way, which most
people would have thought dull; but, as T wa
never at a loss for words, and she never reprove
me for talking to her, 1 did not feel the want |

‘but the utmost care could save him.

companionship.

But at last [ went away to boarding-school, a
saw no more of Hester for several years.
last 1 returned, a ¢ finished > young lady, I mgio

| found her still the tall,

‘lwhom I had formerly known ; but wrinkles ;u,i!

' gathered upon

|
e
1
)
|
Whenpt E
|
it one of my first duties to call upon Hester, I';

|

strong, upright wogan |

her brow, and among the str: }.:ht'

| locks of black hair, which she now put back ypder

like to have them growing in my | that Hester cast oecasional furtive glanfs at a lit-|

{
a beautiful fellow as |
'3 all the day: and in the'

: Vell, there would be plenty more about the
hause, and it you would throw {icm out few

«« Ob' but [ have so many kitties, they kill all

the litgle birds that come around the houss,”

| grave, busy, sententious person as of old.

| of those grey hairs:

| way, and invited me to a scut as quictly ¢ if I had
| been any chance visitor run in for a ¢ }; yot 1
| felt certain that she was glad t9 seefne.

| chatted in the old

i
| a coarse, economical, black-lace cap, | saw tlfeads ;
| of silver. Hester was growing old, yet she df not i
| b v |
' scem to know it.

She was in maunner thgsame
Y et, 1 {

| think. deen down in her heart was a conscifisness |

it mizht not have beenpn un- i
happy consciousness | but 1 think it was thg which |
deepened the shade of seriousness upon heghrow.

\

She greeted me in her uasual ealm, mattf-of-fact
!

|

1
wish
We|

way for a time, an | noticed

l

I wanted to tell ir all about |
' it, 80, touching thae Little spring and lfing it open

but she
} asked no questions.

! before hcr. 1 mi-l, ‘
¢ Isn’t he good looking, Hester 7’ .

1 had fallen into her way of talkinf whea I was |
with her, and used the plainest pfsibie words.
She looked at the face attentivelyfond then re-
1 1 lim’l,

“* Yes, I think so.
soon?"’

«¢ It is not precisely settled yet.

She was still looking at it fixedp and in silence,
'and I saw that her eyes grew moif Presently she
'rose, and, going into her bedroo ghe brought out
 the little picture-enameled box. Sitting down by
e, she fitted the key in the locjand slowly raised
' the lidg. She took out, first, gery old-fashioned |
| paste brooch ; shen two hear of filagree paper,
| one blue and the other white §nd curiously inter-
'laced. Several similar trifigffollowed, and then
' came o small and old, but cs fully preserved, mi-
| niature. She held it & mou t in her hand, and
| the tear which had been g ering in her eye foil

Are you o be married

|ing his baskets, or cutting out toys with s knife,
| g . . : i
' or making little fungy boxes to sell to the young |

' She s dead now.

fupon dit, She drew out an ¥4, faded silk pocket-

- . . o . S —————.
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handkerchief, and, having carefully wiped it away,
eilently placed the miniature in my hand.

It was a fair, laughing face, with large blae eyes,
and a high forchead, areund which clustered many
a curl of rich chestnut hair ; the complexion was
fresh and ruddy, and the small, bhalf parted mouth
was almost feminine in its expression of sweetness
and amiability. He looked not more than twenty,
and I sighed to think how long it must have been
sinee llester was so young.

«« How you must have mourned him!™ I said;
for I felt instinetively that ho was dead : that heart
would not have changed.

« 1 have always mourned him, since tho day be
died,’’ sho added, a touch of sadness mingled with
her usually grave tone. *‘ He was very good—my
Archie, and 1 loved him very much.”

¢ Could you tell me the story?”’ I asked, timid-
ly, half afraid to pemetrate into the sanctuary of
her memory-embalmed beart.

She hesitated, as if it required an effort to bring
out into daylight what had been hidden in dark-
ness for 80 many years ; but at last she commenced.

¢« We were both orphaned, and friendless, and
poor ; but we were the dearer to each other for
that. Ife had been apprenticed till ho was twenty-
one, and his master was a hard one; but [ com-
forted him, and begged him not to run away, and
he was guided by me. At last his freedom day ar-
rived, and he was very happy. Ile spent it all
with me, telling me how happy he was, and how
very soon he should be earning money for himself ;
and then we would be married, and [ should not go
oat to work any more, but stay always with him,
ard take care of him. lle was naturally eo bright
aad hopeful.

¢ [{e had engaged to tend a saw-mill, and the
aext day he commenced. Ile had not been in the
mill three hours, when he was caught in the gear-
ing, and had both his limbs crushed fearfully—"’

She paused, as if recalling the scene.

« It was‘an awful sight; I thought I should
faint when I saw it, but I did not. llc was car-
ried to the house of his employer, Mr. Hobson. 1ile
had no friends to care for him; so 1 went and
watched over him day and night. The surgeon
sronounced his case critical, and said that nothing
Mrs. Hobson
as a feeble woman, with six children, and the fa-
mily were poor; they could Go no more for us than
to give us a room in their house, and there, for six
long weeks, I nursed him. 1le was all 1 had in the
world. Ilow could I have him die? He was bet-
ter at last : the doctor said he would live, but must
be a eripple for life. 1 was happy; all tho world
was brighter, since Archic was to live. 1 had
prayed only for that, and that was granted me.
You do not know, Bessie, what a blessed boon life
is. You never will know, till one you love lies in
the very gates of death, and is only given back to
you at last, bereft of all that makes life beautiful.
liad he been deaf and dumb, and blind, so there
had been been life loft in that warm heart, which
i knew beat only for me, I should have been happy.
11is voice, his smiles, his answering looks of love,
all were left me ; 1 was thrice blest.

¢« 1 worked and paid Lis board, and he learned
to make baskets, and earned emough for all his
other wants. It was such joy to me to go there, to
the little brown house where he lived, and see him
sitting in the sunshine, singing merrily, and weav-

people. lie made this box, and these little tributes
for me ; he was very fond of pretty things.

¢ But it pained him that I had to work so hard
for him : it shamed him, too, to see others, his
former mates, making costly presents- to their
sweothearts, and he, he said, was only a burden to
me. God knows I was happier in doing for him

—— —

than if T had been Queen of the Indies. Dut li
thought it would be better if I was his wife, and |
we could live somewhere away from those who |
knew us. | had an aunt hving in this \illagc.;

I came to her to ask advicc.}g
While I was here I saw this cottage; it was just |
the home 1 wanted, so I worked and saved, and |
bought it. I would not hire it, lest sometime 1
might be taken sick, or die,and then Archie would
be tarned out of his home. It was years before it
was accomplished ; but it came, at length, the
happy day when I could call it mine.

¢* Then 1 furnished it very plainly, much as youn
seo it now ; but I did my best, and T knew Archie
would be satisfied. I had to come over here onoe
more before we were married, and I thought it
would be so pleasant to bring Arehie and let him
look at our little home; it would please him, !
thought, and make him foel more as if it was his
own. Sa lhired a horse and carriage, an old, gen-
tle horse, and an cacy chaise, and drove him over
hese. It was ton wmiles—a long ride——but it wasa

pleasgnt spring day, just sueh u gne as he loved,

and I thought be could bear it; and so he did,
bravely, poor fellow.

« T drove as near as 1 could to the“House, and
then 1 tied the horse to the bushes, and lifted the
thin, light form from the carriage, and with one
arm around him for support, we walked up the
little path. We went over the house; it took us
some time, you sec, and he was better pleased even
than I had hoped. Then togother we planted the
rosa-bush which grows under the window ; he was
like you, Bessie, fond of flowers, and the rose was
a pet one, which 1 bhad given him when he wax
first lamed. We were to be married the next
week, and Archie would bring it first, so that when
we eame again it should be there to welcome us.
It would seem more like home, he said. When
that was finished, we sat down together under the
old oak by the door. Archie had been very chear-
ful till then ; but as we sat there, my arm still
around his waist, for he was weary, ho laid his
head upon my bosom, and looking up into my face,
he said—

¢ ¢ Heater, I cannot make it seem that #his is to
be our real, own home ; that you and 1 are to live
here together and comfort each other all through
life. 1 do not know how I conld live to be so
happy. | think something will happen.’

¢« Oh, Bessie ! you don’t know what a cold shud-
der ran through my heart as he spoke. T held
him closer to we, a8 if 1 could not, would not loso
him ; but I grew calm and tried to cheer him, and
he was soon talking hopefully again, planning out
the pleasant life which seemed to lie before us.—
Poor as we were, with not a dollar we could call
our own, save what was in this little, old house,
wo could not have been happier in that half hour,
if the wealth of the world had been ours.”’

Hester pausod, a tear rolled down her cheek,
and her voice trembled as she continued—

¢ The sun grew low, and I locked the houso.
and gave the key to him; he would not take it at
first : but I told him it was his, all his, we should
never have had it, if it had not been for him, and
at last he put into his pocket, looking up to me
with one of his hopeful, grateful glances, as he did
0. I helped him into the old chaise, and drove
slowly homeward.

¢ 1t was past sundown, and I was beginning to
hasten, lest Arehie might take cold in the damp
evening air, when, just as we were descending a
narrow hill-road, a carriage and a span of fiery
horses, driven by two roystering vouths, whom I
well knew, and whose eruel jeers had often sorely
wounded Archie’s tender heart, came dashing fu-
riously on behind us. They strove to pass us, but
the wheels locked, the chaise was wupset, and my
poor Archie was thrown out. The heartless crea-
tures passed on, with a loud, reckless laugh, and
left me alone to raise Archie, half-stunted, from
the ground, to lift him to the righted carriage,
and to drive home, four miles, over a wild and
lonely road.

¢ Hlow I lived out those hours, [ do not know;
the next threc days secem like a horrid nightmare
to me; yet I know that I watched ceaselessly ovex
his low couch, and staunched the blood which
oozed from his pale, parted lips; and 1 know
how, at last, upon the very day, the very hoaur,
when he was to have been my own—all, all my
own—he raised his pale face to my bosom, and
breathed out his last breath calmly there.

¢¢ Bessie, 1 was more a widow than many & one
who wears weeds until herdying day. 1staid only
to see him buried, and then I eame here, and here
I have lived every day since, and here, please God,
I will die.

‘* They told me I might prosecute those two
young men, and recover damages. As if I could
take the price of my Archie’s blood in my hands !
No; I will toil like a slave, beiore I will touch
such money. Let them go; they will bave their
doom hereafter!”’

i had leaned my head upon my hand, and was
woeping, but Hester's eyes were tearioss.

¢ T don’t know why I have (old
said.

vou this,"’” she
¢« Never before, in twenty long years, has
the story passed my lipn; bul when L saw the
happy glance with which your eye rested on the
face of your beloved, 1 wanted you to know tlhat
there are hearts to whom such happiness as you
have promised yourself, sach a life of love and de-
yotion as seems to lie before you, bLus never been
granted ; and yet, Bessie, you ncver wiil be as
happy a8 1 have boen, for it is not in you, to toil
and strive, as 1 have toiled and striven, for the one
you love. Some think your tnto a lmm)if.‘r O |
but there is joy in such seil-saerifice, thap few
hear:s taste in this life. Bessie, remember this—
it is she love which willingly, joyfuliy, nails eeif to
the cross, aud frecly pourd out its life-hlood for the
beloved one, which yieids the richest draughts of
happiness here, and which will endure throaghout
eternity.”’




