“I am going to be a white woman first,” she said in
her deep voice, “the Indian part will follow.” Then
she told us about her home, “Chiefswood,” at Brantford
on the Grand River, built by her father, of black walnut
from his own land—Iland given by the British Crown to
the Brotherhood of the Six Nations, founded over four
hundred years ago by Hiawatha.

She told us about her recent visit to England, and her
encounters with some of the well-intentioned but clumsy
efforts to smooth over the fact of her Indian blood.

“My dear,” said one short-sighted countess, raising
her lorgnette, “your skin is really very clear and white,
and yet you say your father is an Indian.” Pauline
acknowledged the fact, and the countess blundered on:
“Really,” she said, “I would not have known it.” But
before the interview was over, the Mohawk Princess
scored. She blandly asked her interrogator if it was true
that she was of pure white blood, at which the countess
snorted in indignation. “Of course I am,” she said—
to which Pauline murmured politely:

“I would never have known it!”

I remember the rhythm and charm of her voice as .
she recited a poem about the Grand River,

......

“Here, impossible romances

Indefinable sweet fancies
Cluster round

And the perfume of some burning

Far-off brushwood ever turning
To exhale

All its smoky fragrance dying

In the arms of evening lying
Where I sail.”
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