expectancy. We dressed in our best for these great
occasions. We wore no hats. Brides wore their wedding
dresses. Mrs. Gordon Bradley, our best local singer,
always wore a red flower in her black hair. There were
opera wraps which closely resembled piano drapes but
no remarks were made. We were too happy to be catty.
The opening hour was eight o’clock, and if the artists
“obliged” with encores, the performance lasted well into
the night. Then there were refreshments for the per-
formers, and the committee, and bouquets of garden
flowers. Manitou was a good show town, and we were
proud of our good name.

Let no one think that our entertainment was all made
for us. We had concerts of our own; school concerts
and flag drills and Indian club swinging; plays and can-
tatas by young peoples’ societies; Christmas concerts with
Santa Claus coming down from the loft on a rope, to the
loud acclaim and gasping surprise of the believers. I
still have a pang when I think of the night Bert Crane
forgot to take his gloves up with him, and the rope
burned his hands, but he distributed the presents and
made pleasant remarks to the “Sixes and Under,” who
never knew their kind benefactor had suffered an injury.

One of the real events was the visit of the poetess,
E. Pauline Johnson, who for two nights filled the Meth-
odist Church with an admiring audience. Pauline was
at the zenith of her power and beauty at that time
having recently returned from her triumphal tour of
England. The night was bitterly cold, but the Church
was overflowing. Pauline’s advertising had shown only
the Indian girl in her beaded chamois costume and
feather headdress, so when a beautiful young woman in
white satin evening dress came out of the vestry door
and walked to the platform, there was a gasp of surprise
from the audience. Pauline smiled at us reassuringly,
knowing what was in our minds.
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