Languorous, picture-making poetry, not much meaning
in it, but it was surely pure music on her lips.

In the second part of the program the grand lady was
gone and a lithe Indian girl took her place, telling us
stories of her people, and their battle for existence. I
remember especially the story of Onesimo, who made
love to a white man, and then stabbed him to free her
Indian lover. I think Pauline must have been an actress
of great power, for I can still recall the great moment in
this story. So real was the cold duplicity of the heroine,
that the mother of the young man who had agreed to
drive Pauline to her next engagement, frantically
appealed to him to have nothing to do with this treach-
erous woman, and Pauline, like the good trouper she
was, added that story to her repertoire. '

On the day following her recital, my sister-in-law and
I called on her at the hotel, but that calm, simple sen-
tence tells nothing of our state of mind. She was the first
great personage we had met, and we knew it was a time
for white gloves and polished shoes. However, at her
first word, we felt at home with her and for an hour we
sat entranced in the best parlor of the Cassin house, with
its old-gold plush chairs under us, and the enlarged pho-
tographs and deer heads looking down on us, oblivious
of everything but this charming, friendly woman. She
told us of her first efforts to sell her poems, and how
proud she was when she first saw her verse in print.

We tried to remember our manners; we knew a call
must not drag on into a visit. Then we asked her if she
would come for dinner with us the next day, which was
Sunday. She would and did, and no one ever had a more
gracious guest. She told us about the old Mohawk
church, where she worshipped when she was at home.
It was the first church in Ontario and in it was the Bible
which Queen Anne had given to the congregation in
1701.
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