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The Two Sisters... The
Lions

You can scc them as you
look towards the north and the
west, where the drcam hills
swim into the sky amid their
ever-drifting clouds of pcarl
and grey. They catch the carli-
est hint of sunrisc, they hold the
last color of sunsct. Twin
mountains they are, lifting their
twin peaks above the fairest city
in all Canada, and known
throughout the British Empire
as “The Lions of Vancouver.”

Somectimes the smoke of
forest fires blurs them until they
glcam like opals in a purplc at-
mosphere, too beautiful for
words to paint. Somctimes the
slanting rains festoon scarves of
mist about their crests, and the
peaks fade into shadowy out-
lincs, melting, melting, forcver
melting into the distances. But
for most days in the year the
sun circles the twin glories with
a sweep of gold. The moon
washes them with a torrent of
silver. Oftentimes, when the
city is shrouded in rain, the sun
yellows their snows to a decp
orange, but through sun and
shadow they stand immovable,
smiling westward above the
waters of the restless Pacific,
eastward above the supcrb
beauty of the Capilano Canyon.
But the Indian tribes do not
know these peaks as “The Li-
ons.” Even the Chief, whose
feet have so recently wandered
to the Happy Hunting Grounds,
never heard the name given
them until I mentioned it to

him onc drcamy August day,
as together we followed the
trail Icading to the canyon. He
sccimed so surpriscd at the
name that I mentioned the
rcason it had been appliced to
them, asking him if he re-
called the Landscer Lions in
Trafalgar Square. Ycs, he rc-
mcmbered  those  splendid
sculpturcs, and his quick cyc
saw the rescmblance in-
stantly. It appcarcd to plcasc
him, and his finc facc ex-
pressed the haunting mcmo-
rics of the faraway roar of Old
London. But the “call of the
blood” was stronger, and
presently he referred to the
Indian legend of thosc peaks
— a lcgend that I have rcason
to belicve is absolutcly un-
known to thousands of Pale-
faces who look upon “The Li-
ons” daily, without the love
for them that is in the Indian
heart; without knowlcdge of
the sccret of “The Two Sis-
ters.” The legend was in-
tenscly fascinating as it left
his lips in the quaint broken
English that is ncver so dulcet
as when it slips from an In-
dian tonguc. His inimitable
gestures, strong, graccful,
comprchensive, were like a
perfectly chosen frame em-
bracing a dclicate painting,
and his brooding eycs were as
the light in which the picture
hung. “Many thousands of
years ago,” he began, “thcre
were no twin peaks like sen-
tinels guarding the outposts
of this sunset coast. They

were placed there long afler
the first crcation, when the
Sagalic Tyce moulded the
mountains, and pattcrned the
mighty rivers where  the
salmon run, becausc of His
love for His Indian children,
and His wisdom for their nc-
cessitics. In thosc times there
were many and mighty Indian
tribcs along the Pacific — in
thc mountain ranges, at the
shorcs and sourccs of the
great Frascr River. Indian law
ruled the land. Indian cus-
toms prevailed. Indian belicls
were regarded. Those were
the legend-making ages when
great things occurred to make
the traditions we repeat to our
children today. Perhaps the
greatest of these traditions is
the story the “The Two Sis-
ters,” for they arc known to us
as “The Chicl’s Daughters,”
and to them we owe the Great
Pcace in which we live, and
have lived for many countlcss
moons. There is an ancicnt
custom amongst thc Coast
tribcs that when our daugh-
ters step from childhood into
the great world of woman-
hood the occasion must bc
madc onc of extreme rejoic-
ing. The being who posscsscs
the possibility of somcday
mothering a man-child, a
warrior, a brave, reccives
much considcration in most
nations, but to us, thc Sunsct
Tribes, she is honored above
all pcoplc. The parcnts usu-
ally give a great potlatch, and
a fecast that lasts many days.
The entire tribc and the sur-
rounding tribes arc bidden to
this festival. Morc than that,
somctimcs when a great Tyce
celebrates for his daughter,
the tribcs from far up the
coast, from the distant north,
from inland, from the island,
from the Cariboo country, arc

gathered as gucests to the feast.
During these days of rejoicing,
the girl is placed in a high scat,
an cxalted position, for is she
not marriagcable? And docs not
marriagc mcan motherhood?
And docs not motherhood
mcan a vaster nation of brave
sons and of gentle daughters,
who, in their turn, will give us
sons and daughters of their
own?

“But it was many thou-
sands of ycars ago that a grcat
Tyec had two daughters that
grew to womanhood at the
samc springtime, when the first
grcat run of salmon thronged
the rivers, and thc ollallic
bushes were heavy with blos-
soms. These two daughters
wcere young, lovable, and oh!
very beautiful. Their father, the
great Tyce, preparcd (o make a
fcast such as the Coast had
ncver scen. There were (o be
days and days of rcjoicing, the
pecople were to come for many
lcagucs, were to bring gifls to
the girls and to receive gifts of
great value from the Chicfl, and
hospitalily was to rcign as long
as plcasuring feet could dance,
and cnjoying lips could laugh,
and mouths partake of the cx-
cellence of the Chicl’s fish,
game and ollallics.

“The only shadow on the
joy of it all was war, for the
tribe of the grcat Tyce was al
war with the Upper Coast Indi-
ans, thosc who lived north, ncar
what is named by the Palcface
as the port of Princc Rupert.
Giant war canocs slipped along
the cntirc coast, war partics
paddled up and down, war
songs broke the silences of the
nights, hatred, vcngeance,
strife, horror festered cvery-
where like sorcs on the surface
of the carth. But the great Tyce,
aficr warring for weceks, turncd
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