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MISTRESS MARGERY?S DESCENDANT

‘Fhe Object of n Monument—=A Discourye
on Nomads and othoer Topies.

BayNtronp, Ont., July 81.~A littlo less than
tm&mndrod years ago, fn Salem, Masg, one
Mistreas Margery Brouse—it having been proven
to the satisfactlon of a company of her close-
cropped Purltan couuntry totk that she pugsessed
an evil eye, a wart on her nose, a black cat and
the bad taste to prefer her own soclety—was
hanged by the neck until sho was as dead asa
witch could be, Allthis while the sun shoneand
the birds sanyg and people married and were
glven fn marriage and garnered in thelr corn
and went to church as they do now. This
month the magnanimous descendants of the
same Mlistress Margery, of uncanny memory,
meeting together at the scene of her taking-o,
unvell a monument in her honor. I am just e
quisitive enough to wonder why, -What do you
suppose fnspires this act of tardy reparation fn
the bosom of the Brouse family and the ramiil-
catlong thereof? Hardly the perpetuation of
theold lady's virtues, fur history doesn't recount
any that wouldcounterbalance the wart. Suvely
not to impose their great great-grandmamma
upon tho public in martyr guise. The ancient
dame died neither for her convictlons nor her
cat, but simply becauso sho coutdu't help her-
self—not a very herolo pose for the contempln-
tion of future generations. 8o furas we can
dlscover sho was nelther o salnt nov n martyr,
but sluply o vietlm to convictions opposed to
old women of unsocial linbits, taciturn dispost-
tions and badly regulated fellne tendenctes, 1t
13 by way of testifylng to the public generally
that whatover popular opinfon may be, as lor
the Brouses and thele counectlons, they con-
sider this questionablo ancestress of theirs to
have been & proper and respectable old lady,
and no witch whatevey, and are willing boldiy
to faco the consequences ot this undaunted
statement.  Rather an equivocal compliment to
the present enlightemment ol Mas-achusetts, I
don’t Incline to any of these theorics myself,
It scems to me that the mere fact of have
g a witeh in the fawmily 18 cnough to
Justity calling public artention to it. It Is
quite & uniquo distinction In its way,
entively  otiginal and creditablo and con-
venlent ag the undoubted source of any
little cccentricities oxistent in the present
generation,  There’s something  delightiuiiy
gruesome and interesting about a genuino gal-
lows in tho family annals, nnd o lborated ances-
tress sonrlng away tvom it on the traditional
broomstick with vengeanco In her eye. On o
winter's nlght, when the wind {8 howling and
the rest of the elements in a correspouding state
of amtability, 1 must almost amount to n sensa-
tion. I don't wonder that the Brouses are up-
Hited over thelr witch,  Fow, however,wil look
upon this lnte-coming tribute and think of the
wretehed old woman who went shrinkingly to
her death two hundred years ago, with o dull
sense of mun's inexorable cruelty and pititul hn.
articutate outerylngs of innocence. It will beg
far more effietive memorind of tho blind super-
stitlon that covered the land like a pall and {n-
spired the blind terror that sent her there. What
monument, I wonder, wil commemorate our
atupldities and Inhumanities two hundred yeuars
from nowl :

The Glasgow Weekly Herell, with an eye to in-
struction of the masses, nniably recommends
that at o forthcoming exhibition mintature
Amerlean Indian and Esquimaux villages be
constructed nnd “real painted braves, squaws,
and papoosea be imported to givo an alr of
pleturesque reality to the repre-entation.”
Giving the Herald due eredit for philanthivopic
motives and an entérprising spirlt, we wust
respecttully Leg that it will desist trom thos
thoughtlessly adding fuel to the inappeasable
flame ot Dritlsh curlosity about the Nerth
Amerlean Indinn.  latroduced to tho intelli-
gent Briton by Mr, Cooper some years ago,
paint, feathers and all, ho has ever slnce been
Impressed upon that usually unimaginative velng
as forming o predominant and highly Interests
Iy clement in Amerlcan soclety, A wigwaw,
fuvariably pitched in the foresround of the
Ameriean landscapes adorning the sald intelll-
gent Briton’s walls, he naturally looks around
tor tt when he arrives, aud I8 usually Qisap-
pointed at not finding it prominent to any ex-
tent as an architectural. feature. e doesn't
scem able to divest himself of the Idea that the
noble red man still occastonally whoops atong
our hlghways with his old frrepressibility,
and that sealps are to be lhad for
o shilling or two as curlos In  some
locallties. No, it 13 not destrable further to im-
press tho British mind with the North Amerlean
Indinn,  Besides, e has been sutliciently con-
gpleuous lately.  Weo really can't havo tht whole
front of our admirable civilization obseured any
longer by this fiying nomad with his chronle
appetito und his unsavory ideas of liousckeep-
Ing.  Wo would like to divect publlio attentlon
to a few other features—not quite so pletur-
esque, perhaps, but Infinitely more popular,
Put tho collegtute fnstituto In your Ameriean
village, and the telephono and biock pavements,
and stores with plate-glass witdows and ole-
vators—no, by the way, not elevators—the Brit-
fsh public woutdn't underatand you; with true
Insular directness and economy of syllables
they say “NfE” over there, T believe. The Eng-
lishwoman who told moe that, also informed me
that upon one ocension she was requested by
her Amerlean hostess to have gome *‘insertion®
with her turkey,  She wad rolleved to tfind that
it was only American for what sho had all her
lite, in honest  English parlance, called  *‘stuft-
Ing.” But that has nothing to do with the North
American Indiun, whose femtuine counterparg
is Just now making her unnccustomed appear-
ance at the back doors of our laud In quite
idyllle guise, The nolsy eriers of **strawberrles!
fine  fresh  strawberrles! strawb 'y,  rlpe!”
have Dbeen replaced by these silent venders,
whosge wares lie, In red, Jjmicy masses under
the brond green lepves of their wooden pails,
I'm sorry for you if you have to buy your
raspberrles from the fralterer in littlo quart
boxes, aud miss the poetry of bareaining with
one of these brown-skinned, Hguld-cyed, many-
over-gkirted berry peddlers, who, siiling and
silent, profters her leat-hldden burden, turning
away still smiling and sileut i you don’t want
it. *“How much?”

“Ton shililn’,”  And gho stands thero in her
red petticont und compusedly tans herself with
her Lroad straw hat, still lucently smillng and
unexpectant, ‘Ton shillings for the tone day’s
pleking in the blrd-haunted wood solitudes,
where the sunlight flters down upon tho
bracken, and great gray branches send fiickor-
Ing shadows across mossy logs, and the heavys
headed raspberry sprays flash o shininge baptisin
of dew upon the brown hand that rifles them,
At this jlunctnro Theophilus, known by the
infelicity of hisg inspirations, suggroests that the
brown hand probublf' needed the baptisin, but
of thisitis not uppct zing to discoutse at present,
The *ten shillin’ ™ are yours, my dusky mutvon,
mine is the feast you vobbed great Pan of, and o
new Kerchlet will shortly add its ralnbow tints
to the feminine Mmscinations of the Reserve,

1 have it fvom the London Graphic, a Journal
‘not given to alarmingly humorous statement,
that the next “World's Exposition”—a patrlotio
Greek having supplied the necessary funds—is
to be held fn 1887 at Athens. 8hades of the
lighty deadl What o Dorlg row therawill bo
~when nows of this final desccration reaches
- your Plutonian retreats! Why dldn't you save
your money, 0 most unpatrlotio Greek, for tho
defense ot youranclent town against such an
lvcursion by these barbarians of o later day?
The brazen tongue of the modern advortisement
where Athenlan oratory felll The touring
bridal couple and tho American peanut-shell
wanderlng amatively in the classic solltudes
whero Socrates and Aspasia held hnmortal dis-
course! An ¢lectrlo ratlway around the Acropo-
ls! Pink lemonade from the waters of the
Hyssus! And—tell it not in Gath, publish it not
unto Perloles!—a roller conster on the site of the
Parthenon! 1 beg to movo that a committee be
appointed, with Mr, Ruskin in the chaiy, to
reagon with this patriotic Greek.
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