* * * *

Now for a happy coincidence.

As I was writing these words, I interrupted the writin
to listen to a school broadcast, and was delighted to hear
a soft-voiced teacher telling her class the legend of the
young chief, who went forth into the woods to expiate
the sin of having begotten twin sons. She gave Pauline
the credit of having received the legend from old Chijef
Capilano, and preserving it in beautiful words, The
children loved the story and the teacher promised teq
tell them another legend the next day. I could easily
believe that in some bright meadow in the Elysian fields,
gay with Indian paint-brush and shooting star, Pauline
and her people were happily listening, glad to know that
their wisdom and their love of truth was still revered
and cherished upon earth.

I must take one other memory of the old Town Hall
out of “Time’s careless keeping”.

Its timbers will always be sacred to me for it was there
that my daughter Florence and I joined the Dickens’ Fel.
lowship. And it was not a simple initiation of paying a
fee and signing a card and receiving the right hand of
fellowship. We were initiated as the Indians conduct
their ceremonials, by a test of hardihood, but I must
begin at the beginning.

Across the road from our house stood a little weather.
beaten dwelling whose occupants came and went fre-
quently. It seemed to harbour a strange contagion of
impermanency, though it was an honest enough little
house with its L-shaped walls and lean-to kitchen,
At the time of which I write its tenants were a Mr, and
Mrs. Vander and their three children. The father wag
a meek little man with a Byronic face, who spoke beay.-
tiful English and read from the classics. The mother
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