Paul Grande’s Home-coming 3

Beyond the village and its one black wharf my
eyes ranged the green, wind-ruffled marshes, safe
behind the sodded circumvallations of their dykes.
Past the dykes, on either side of *the island’s”
wooded rampart, stretched the glowing miles of
the flats; for the tides of Minas were at ebb. How
red in the sunset, molten copper threaded with
fire, those naked reaches gleamed that night!
Their color was like a blare of trumpets cha}leng-

ing the pea@® of the Five Rivers.
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_Past the flats, smooth and daz lmg to the eye at
such a distance, lay the waters 6f Minas. Well I
knew how their unsleeping eddies boiled and
seethed about the grim base ¢f Blomidon. Such
tricks does memory serve ome. that even across
that wide tranquillity 1 seemed to hear the depre-
dating clamour of those tid¢s upon the shingle.

Though it was now two years since I had seen
the gables and apple-trees pf Grand Pré, I was in
no haste to descend into the village. There came

a sudden sinking“at my. heart, as my heart in-

quired, with ufiseasonable pertinence, by what
right I continued to call Grand Pré “ home”?
The thought was new to me; and that I might
fairly consider it I seated myself upon the broad

stump of a birch-tree, felled the preceding winter.
By far the smaller portion of my life had been -

spent in the Acadian village — only my early boy-
hood, before the years of schooling at Quebec;




