
You sung, and« on the boughs that bant
.Abovs our haads the little.birds

Would cEasa t.hEir songs s. théy SEEmed intpnt
To catch thE meanirg of your -words 1.

You LaughEa d j the Very frowns would smilP
To hEar a laugh so full- of gléE 1 1

'Tis pity thEy «wF=,'Ei durrib -the while,
MyLittlE, Maid of AcadiEl

My Litt1, Maîd of Ar, adis,
[If all God's -worlds thâbEst is this i
So oncp, yoû whispEredi love, tu mEp

Whsn ovpb-flo-wpd your hEapt vîith bliss
T-was -a s-wEEt world through -which vîe vient)

«A swEEtEr PvE - nu wish lo sEe ,

ThF;-nk hEavEn'for all'thE joys its lent
My,'LittlE Maid of A.cadiEf


