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viu INTRODUCTION

have seen much of my fellow men and women, and
I never knew but two other people who displayed
gratitude as a passion—indulged in it, I might say
as a luxury—and they were both poeU. I can give
no higher praise to the " irritable genus." On this
account Pauline Johnson will always figure in my
memory as one of the noblest minded of the human
race.

Circumstances made my personal knowledge of
her all too slight. Our spiritual intimacy, however
was very strong, and I hope I shall be pardoned for
saying a few words as to how our friendship began.
It was at the time of Vancouver's infancy, when
the population of the beautiful town of her final
adoption was less than a twelfth of what it now is,

and less than a fiftieth part of what it is soon goine
to be. * *
In igo6 I met her during one of her tours. How

weU I remember it I She was visiting London in
company with Mr. McRaye—making a tour of
England—reciting Canadian poetry. And on this
occasion Mr. McRaye added to the interest of the
entertainment by rendering in a perfectly marvellous
way Dr. Drummond's Hauitpnt poems. It was
in the Steinway Hall, and the audience was en-
thusiastic When, after the performance, my wife
and I went into the room behind the stage to con-
gratulate her, I was quite affected by the warm and
affectionate greeting that I got from her. With
moist eyes she told her friends that she owed her
literary success mainly to me.
And now what does the reader suppose that {


