2 A Sister to Evangeline

ceeded in making the words rhyme fairly and the
volatile syllables march at measured pace. The
art of verse has never been much practised among
us Acadians, and it is a matter of some pride to
me that I, a busy soldier, now here at Grand Pré
and anon at Mackinaw or Natchez, taking inh my
hand my life more often than a pen, should have
mastered even the rudiments of an art so lofty and
exacting.

So, for awhile, “ Home again to Acadie the
Fair ” was all that I could say.

It was surely enough. I had come over from
Piziquid afoot, by the upper trail, and now, having
crossed the Gaspereau where it narrows just above
tide-water, I had come out upon the spacious
brow of the hill that overlooks Grand Pré village.

Not all my wanderings had shown me another
scene so wonderful as that wide prospect. The
vale of the Five Rivers lay spread out before me,
with Grand Pré, the quiet metropolis of the Aca-
dian people,’ nestling in her apple-bloom at my
feet. There was the one long street, thick-set with
jts wide-eaved gables, and there its narrow sub-
sidiary larle descending from the slopes upon my
left. Near the angle rose the spire of the village
church, glittering like gold in the clear flood of
the sunset. And everywhere the dear apple-blos-

soms. For it was spring in Acadie when I came
home. T




