The afternoon went by on silken wings. Cold winds
blew down Front Street in Manitou; we were still living
in the four rooms above the drug store, and the shutters
creaked in the blast, but we were living in another world,
touching the hem of our own romantic past.

Unfortunately for me, I never saw Pauline again,
though in her last illness, which lasted for two years, it
was my great privilege to write to her and receive letters
from her in reply. She died in Vancouver on March 7 th,
1913, and was buried on her birthday, March 10th, from
Christ church.

From her friend, Jean Stevenson, I heard about her
funeral, and the honors paid her. Representatives were
present from every organization in the City. Lag
Tupper led the Imperial Order of the Daughters of the
Empire, and on the casket, in purple drape, showing the
royal blood of the deceased, was a pall worked by the
Pauline Johnson Chapter of the 1.O.D.E. The Capilano
tribe, whose legends Pauline has immortalized, was offi-
cially represented by Chief Matthias, in full regalia, who
followed directly behind the bier, while drawn up along
Georgia Street a long line of silent Red men “stood
immobile all through the service and until the funera]
cortege had passed on the way to the cemetery.” Fla
on all public buildings hung at halfmast, and the fol-
lowing telegram was received by Mayor Baxter from
H.R.H. the Duke of Connaught, then Governor—General
of Canada: “Kindly express to the friends of the late
Pauline Johnson my very deep regret at the news of her
death.”

Fortunately, Mrs. Stevenson has preserved many of her
letters, which reveal her strength and sweetness of char.
acter and her profound wisdom. Never once did Pauline
falter in her loyalty and devotion to her own people,
even when she stood on London Bridge, and looked a¢
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