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SALEM : A TALE OF THE SEVENV-
' 7L LENTH CENTURY.

Y b, R, CASTLET1ON,

CHAPIRR Vo= $5IE YLEDULE OF TRIENDSHID.

¢4 A place in thy memory, deatest,
Is alf that [ claun 3
‘T'o pause and look back when thou hearest
The sound of my name.

4 As the young bride remembers her muther,
\Whom she loves, though she never may see :
As the sister remembers her brother—

Nou, dear une ! remember thou me.”

One hine spring day, st qly atter Alice’s visit to Nusse s
Farm, she had wandered in the eaily afiernvon duwn to the
seashore, and stood awhile idly Jooking out over the quiet
water. Alice, who still retained all the impulsiveness of
her chaldish days, and was still, as then, influenced by every
atmospiieric change, and sensitively affected by every modie
ficativn of the wany phases of nature (withw «m she lived
in terms of the ciccest intimacy), grew buoyan with delight
at the perfect beauty of the day, and drew in with every
breath of the pury, sweet air a posive enjoyment {rom the
very sense of life, vouth and health,

There was not breeze cnough to rufile the sutface of the
sea s and the calm water lay, coftly pulsating at her feet, s
siil and clear that the intense lapis-lazuli blue of the sky,
and its soft garniture of tleecy white clouds, was repeated
upon its unbroken sutface as cleardy as in a murror.

As Alice stood and gared, her spirits nsing within her at
the profuse beauty showeredall around her, she expenienced
that almost universal desite for rapid motion which is often.
cst expressed in the common words *¢ wanted to fly ;" but
as that kind of lucomotion was then, as now, out of the
question, her neat Jhought was naturally of her little boat,
which wasmoored close by, .

In a moment, without pause or rteflection, she had em-
barked and rowed gayly from the shore.

Those who love the water ate accustomed to speak in
ardent terms of the thrilling enjuyment they find 1n bang
upan it 5 it may be in the eaultant sense of superiority that
they arc thus enabled to ride and rule triumphant over an
clement so himitless, and of a power so immeasurably vast 5
for the love of duminion is a deep seated principle in human
nature.  Rut, whatever the cause, Alice enjoyed her trip
exceedingly ! her spirits ruse with the accustemed excreise,
from which she had been deliarred all the winter; and as
she plird her oars vigorously and skillully, bursts of glad
girlish Lawghter, and snatches of sweet old songs—ballads
tearned fac away in the Scottish home of ber infancy— floated
after her.

She had meant but to take a short pull, just to practise
her arms ; but the Leauty of the day temptea her on farther
and farther, and she scarcely paused until she had reached
the shore of Marblehead. Stc did not land there, but
turning toward hume, rowed a little way, and then, resign-
ing her vars, she teclined landly wn the boat, suffenng 1t to
drift slowly humeward un the incomung tide ; while she lay
Yuilding castles in the air, such as youth and idleness are
wont to raxke pleasure-houses of.

But last a gleam ol western brightness recalled her to the
fact that the day was spending ; and she suddenly remem-
bered that her prandmother might be uneasy at her pro-
longed and unexplainsd absence, and, resuming her oars, she
towed steadily and rapidly back to shore.

As Alice rounded the little headland of Salem Neck, she
noticed a small canoe, rowed by two persons, which was
hovering afar off on the outer verge of the harbour, and
apparently making {or the same point as herself,

The lintle skiff was yet ton far distant for cven Alice’s
bright ¢yes to discern who were its occupants; nor did she
give the matter more than 2 passing thought, for boats and
cances were then the more ¢ Jmmsn mode of 1sansporiation
—2almost every houscholder ouned one, and her own little
craft had already been haled by half o dozen of her towns:
people in the course of her aftetnoon’s irip.  So, wholly
occupied with her own busy thoughts and pleasant fancies,
she rowed on, making her way, straight to the little landiag
p.ace, wholly unobscrvant that the other boat, propelled by
its two rowers, had gaincd rapidly upon her, and was just in
Rer wake.

Springing lightly on shore, Alice proceeded to fasizn her
little bark at us osual meorniag place, heedless of the ap-
proach of the stranger, until, as she 1ained round, she sud-
deuly found herscif face 10 face wita 2 wtalwart Indian
wazsrior, decked out in all the imposing pomp of his fenthers,
arms and war paint.

For onc moment Alice was startled, and doubitless most
madern young ladics would have shiicked of fainted at such
anappallingencounter  but Akce did neither. She wasaware
of no cnmities and censequently felt no fear, and she had
grown up in friendly acquaintance with many of the botter
and most civilized of thar Indian neyghbours 3 so, although
the colous did indeed deepen on her transpasent cheek, it
was less trom fear than surprise and maxden modesty at find-
ing herself thes suddenly counfronica Ly a young straoper of
the other sex ; bat, before she han time 10 analyze her own
feclings, the young warsior had spaken.

** Atc the memorics of the pale faces «ndeed so short,” be
szid, in grave, low tones, which, though sad, awakened n
Alice diny, picasant memonea of the past, “ihat the sister
docs no! gemember the bruther ! that the Waterdlily has
forpotten the Fir-tree 2°°

** Oh ! Pashemet, Pashemet ! my brother ! welcome, wel-
come 1™ cticd Alice impulsively.  **Foiget? Ob, no!
aever, never 17 and springing forward with extended hands,
she placed them ixth in the hanas of the young warrior,
and looksd uyf inte his face with the sweet, hank, confiding
seile of her childhood.  **1amsoglad ' Oh, my trother !
I have looked for yousolong -1 have su longed to see you,”™
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““That is well—that is good ! " said the younp warrior,
gravely, though a flush of gratitied feeling rose up even to
his datk brow. ** The words ol the young pale face are
good ; 1, too, have wished to look upon my sweet Water-
lily again,  Listen to me, my sister—the people of my tribe
holid their council fire not far from this, end 1 was bidden
toit. I came—but | have come more then twenty miles
out of my way to ook once more upon the face of my little
sister 3 and see—1 have brought something to suow her.”

Turting, even while he spoke, toward the littie boat
vhich was rocking on the water's brim, Pashemet uttered a
low, sweet cry, resembling the note of the wood pigeon,
and in quick obedience to his summons, from among the
raudy blankets and glossy furs, which were heaped in pay
confusion in oac end of the Loat, arose a dusky but beauti-
ful young Indian wonan. Tall, straight, and supple as a
young forest tsee, she leaped lightly on shore, and siepping
with thefree grace of a garelle to his side, she glided with
quiet motion just before him, resting her slight form against
tus shoulder, and, folding her arms, stoed in an attitude of
shy yet proud repose ; her great, eloquent black eyes, bLright
as dizsmonds, stealing quick furtive glances of curiosity and
admirtion (rom bencath their deooping, long lashed lids at
the fair young daughter of the pale faces.

*¢ Behold, my sister §* Pashemet said, in a voice of inex-
pressible tenderness, as he took the little dusky hand of his
bride in his, and held it out to Alice,  ** Thisis the Silver
Fawn ; she dwells in your bLrother’s wigwam : she makes
his nets; she tritns his arrows § she weates his wampum ;
she ?is his sunshine.  Will not my sister give her a welcome
too?”

“ Yes, yes, indeed ! " said Alice, cordially. ** Sheis my
brother’s wife—she is my sisier, then [ will love her;™
and, taking the offered hand kindly in hers, she bent for-
wasd, and pressed a wanm, sisterly kiss upon the smooth,
round cheek of the datk but beautiful stranger,

**Good ! said the young husband, laconically. ¢ The
words of my sister are pleasant.  See !” aud as he spoke he
took their united hands in bhoth of his own—*‘Sce, my
sister ¢! we are three, and yet we are but one.”

Then, as the two graceful heads bent helore him, Pashe.
met took a small sirand gf Alice’s polden curls, and a strand
of his wile's tong, raven black locks, and with quick dexter-
ous fingers braided them together, and severing thz united
braid with his hunting knife, he held it up to Alice, saying,
** Behold, my token !”” and hid it in the {olds of his blanket.
“Yet listen again, my sister,” he said. ¢ The Great
Spirit has smiled in love upon my little Water-lily, and it
has bLlossomed vesy fair 3 but my sister has neither father nor
mother 10 1ake care of her; but see, Pashemet is a boy
no longer—he is a man ; * he drew himsclf up proudly as he
spoke,  ** My Iather is dead. DPashemet is a warrior and a
Sapamore now : his asm is strong 3 his aruws ate swilt 3 his
foung men are braves—they do his bidding, Take this,
then,”" and he slipped a small chain of wampum from the
wrist of the Silver Fawn, and held it out to Alice. ¢ 1If
my sister should ever need the2id of Pashemet, et her
scnd him this "y a sure hand—by the hand of 2 Naumkeap
—and theh .t and the arm of her brother shall not faif
her.  And, now, farewell !

¢* Ob, no, no ! not farcwell. Pashemet, do not go yet—
do not leave me yei, my brother. 1 have sn much to say to
you. Come up to the house with me- do not go yet.
Stay, oh stay !

**Fatewell 1™ repeated the Indian, in a sweet but in.
flexible tone.  “‘I can not stay. The day is fading fast;
soon night wil) be upon the waters.  We have far 1o row,
and the Silver Fawn is with me.  Farewell!" and catch-
ing his yovng bride in his stiong aims he sprang into the
little cance without arpz:cm cffort, and with one vigorous
push sent it whirling fromthe shote s and while Alicesiood,
holding the little wampum chain in her hands, feeling that
that was the only prgpf that the whole visit was not a day
drcam, the little boat had passed round the headland, and
was already lost to her sighi.

Half an hour later, and Alice came into her
mother's presence, bright and glowiag, and flush
health, excicise and excitement.

**Why Alice ! my bairn,” said the grandmother, plancing
up with ill-concealed admiration at the sweet, blooming
young face 1hat bent caressinply over her.  *“ Ye hac been
lang awa’, my bonnic lassie. I mistrust ye are gettin' to be
jist a ac'er-de-weel gad-about. 1 hac missed ye sadly; an”
where hae ye been the oo 2

¢ Guess, grannie, guess. 1 will give you three chances.
See if you can guess.”

N2, na’, Allic, my lass, I kin na’ guoess; I am na'
cuid ot the pusasin®  Suare ye wad na’ hae been to Narse’s
Farm agin s suns—wad ye?"

“ Oh, no, grandmother ! Of coursc I would not go so
socn 3 bot 1 have been quite as far, T think. Ah! you will
will never guess 3 1Lshall have ta tell yon. 1 have brea out
on the water.”

* My darhin’, 2n' is that sae?®

Vs, mndeed, 1 have. I wentdown ta the shore just
for 2 walk, and the water {ooned so calim and blue, and our
1oat was 30 nice (you know Winny cleaned it out {or me last
week, that 1 felt as if I must kave a little vow. You know
1 have not been out 2ll winter in her, and 1 meant only to
take a listle pull, just to limber ny arme a litle; hut the
boat was so trim and nice, and the day was so finc and siill,
and the water was so calm, I weat on and rowed across to
Marblchead.”

*To Marblchcad? My certics, thar w2’ 2 lang pull for
the first ane, I'm thinkin'.  Are ye na’ tized, 20’ did ye
rac ashore at «Jarbichead 2™

“*QOh, no! 1 only wanted the cacrcise, and 1 got it
My arms ache—1 am %0 oat of practice of late. It is foll of
time 1 began again; ” and as ske spoke Alice pushed up her
loose slecves, and langhingly rubbed her firm, s0und, white
arms.

* But, grandmother, dear, T have a great adrenture to
tell you, I have seen Pashemet T only think 3

s*Seen Pashemet! Lord saveus,  Is the lassic wad or
fon? A’ where wad ye haeseen him2™

tand-
with

Ther Alice told her linle story oi the visit, adding,
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laughingly, ** And, oly, grandmother, grandmother ! only
think—he is married ! Pashemet is warried,”

**Weel, an’ why shoulit na® he b22?2"  And the matron
planced anviously in her darling’s face, as if she hall feased
to read a disappointment there. ! He wa' a braw chicl an’
n bonnie laddie ; an® I'm gey plad to hear’t, piv be ha'
gotten a guid, sinsible lassie for his wife,”

$¢Oh, she it a beauty !’ said Alice, wanuly; ““and b
seemed s0 fond of her 3 and was it not kind in hum fo bring
her hiete for e to sec hier? Oh!) my dear old hriend;
Pasheret, my rother,  Ob, 1am so glad he has got some-
body to love him 1" And the clear, swiling, truthful blue
cyes, looking full into her own, satished the grandmother
that her unowned fear was misplaced.

¢ Allic,” she said, lauphing, ** an’ do ye mind the dayan’
ye wa' butan idle wean, an' he fished ye up out o the
waler, an’ brought ye hante {0 me-on his bock 2

1o I rememberit? To besure I do, 1 should be un.
grateful indeed if I could ever forgetit. Tt was all my own
carclessness too. I remember it as well asaf 3t were but
yesterday it happened. 1 reached too far over the boat te
get a water-lily I wanted; and I not only went over myself,
but 1 upset the boat. I shall never forget how I went
down, down, down- it scenmied as if T should never teach
the bottom ; and th.n I saw Pashemet coming down after
me, like a great fish hawk ; and he picked me up, and
swam ashore with me. 1 was thoreughly friphtened for
once in my life; and then the question was hiuw 1 should
get home, for my clothes were so wet I couid not move in
them 3 and at last the preat, strong, kind fellow set me on
his shoulder, and marched home with tne, as if 1 had heen
only a wild turkey. Oh ! I'll never forget that™

‘“An’ I'll never forgit the deoll figure ye madc, the twa
ye, all drouket an’ drippin’, an’ the varry life half scart out
ol ye! Au' hescart hiall to death about ye.”

“\Well ! he saved my Jife—dear, kind, brave ol Pashe-
met ! 'l never forget it while that life 1cnains.”

** An’ noo, Alice, Lear to me: I hae had a visitor ton, a’
n'y lane,” said Mistzess Campbell,

“ You don't say so! Have you, indced?
it? John English’s wife?

“Na', na'inota hito' it mine wa’a young man, too.
Ye kinna hae themn a’ to yerscl'—it wa’ jist Thomas Preston
from the farm. 1ie came to biing the pot o hartersies that
Goody Nutse promised ye she'd send, an’a big pot st 1s.
Shesa free han atthe givin®, I'm thinkin’.  aAn’ he brought
ye somc flowers that his wife sint ye—them yelluw datfy-
down-dities yo wa’ speakin® aboot. 1 jist pu’ ‘em in a
Leaker of water out yander, ull ye could settte them; 4
am nae haud at it, ye ken."

* How kind they are. I never saw such peuple ; they
remember every thing, and seem to love to give.”

*1'd think sac indecd ! an’ there’s mair yet.  Goody
Nuise sint her luve to ye, an® bid hin say ye wa' pleased wi’
her fowl ; an’ she'd a 1ooster an’ thice hins for ye, il ye
could manage to €ix 2 place to keep them in, and I <aid 1
wa' thinkin' ye could.”

“ My goodsess ! find a place tor them 2 I guess 1 will,
if they have to roost lIn my own chamber. I guess Winny
and 1 can fix up 1 coop {or them somewhere—and won't it
be spleadid? Oh ! such dear little, ufly yellow chicks as
she had.  \Why, theres nq end to the pleasure 111 havean
them. Dear, kind, generous old Guody 2 Is she naot just as
as goud and kind as shzs can be?

““AVhiet I Alice, wlist Lor 1'll bz gerin’ half jealous o
her mysel’.”

““You have no need to be,” caid the gisl, fondly kassing
her.  ** But 1 do think she is too kind to mc.”

** She is unco’ pincrous, surely; an’ sac I telled Good.
man DPreston, mysel’.' *She ha® a frec han' at the givin’y’
quo 1. *’Décd ha' she,’ says she. ‘I dinua think,” be
says, ‘the Lord cver made a better or kinder woman than
Mother Nurse.  An' as taogivin’, he says, * \Why, we say
at hame she'd give awa' the vany ears {52’ her head, pin
they wad kim off, an’ anybody wanted thenr.”™

*¢ I almost think she'woold,™ said Alice, laughing. ¢ But
is he not pleasant?  Iam sorry 1 missed him.”

*“Varry pleasan' -an unco® nice young mon. 1 wanted
him to tude here  ye kim hame, but ke said he could
na’. Hehad b, -ss in the toon, he said, an’ he must
awz'. But he sat an bour or so, I thinks, an' he telled me
mar about the ternble down's at the willage.  Hey, slis ! but
it's jist awfu’ "

**\Vhat did he tell you about it, grandmother? Do tell
wme what he said.”

“Oh! Lord save us! dec says it's dreadfu’. Ile ha’
beed to see the childer, an® he says he believes in them,
thonph most of the family o'er at the Farm doubt them.,
But he says they hae na’ been 10 see them, an’ they kinna
bejudge. Hesays they wi' {2’ 1o the floor, asaf they were
deed, jist; an’ then they wi' hacsich awfu® fits. They wi’
foam an” blecd at the mow’, an’ they wi' be a” knotted up,
asit weres an’ whiles their han's are clenched sae tight,
nac anc kin open them 5 an’ other whiles they are opea an’
stretched out sae suff nacbody kin bend them : an he says
it’s jist grucsom® an’ awfu'to kear how they'll groan an’
scricch.  An' ometime they'll be struck wi' bLlindness a°
o’ a sudden, an’ grope aboot, an' their eyes wade open too.
AT again they'll ery out they asc ormentat; that some anc
is s1ablin' them wi' pins, or bitn', or pinchin’, or chokin®
them 5 an® they'll gasp for breth, maybe, an’ wurn black
in the face, an’ ye'd say they wa' deeing jist. Oh! Lowd's
sake ! it wa' jist dredfn’ to haar him tellin’ it, Jet alone scee
in'it.  And the folks say they maun be bewstehed.”

** And do yoz belicve they are, graanic 2™

*Gude s2kel an' how shonld 1 ken? 1 hac na seen
them, na mair than yersel””

* But if they are bewitched, graagic, who do they think
it is that hewitches them 2™

**Ab? tha' is what cverybody is spicria’ at them to tell
who itis”

“Rut surely they must know ; if-any one pinches them,
ar Nicks pins inlo them, they must know who doss it

*Truc for ye, Alice ! an' 1 pat it o him myscl’ that way ;
an' he id there were two persons who were suspactit s tea
who they hae named—an’ who do ye think isanc o’ them 2

And who was
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