
A Sister to Evangeline

Chapter I

Paul Grande's Home-coming to Grand Pré

tilt ,P. VENANT a% la Belle Acadie the
Rwords sang themselves over and over in

My brain, but I could get no further than that
one line, try as I &ight. I felt that it was the
beginning of a song which, if only I could imprison
it in my rhyme, would itick in the hearts of our
men of Acadie, and live upon their lips, and be
sung at every camp and hearth fire, as «« À la
Claire Fontaine " is sung by the voyageurs of the
St. Lawrence. At -last I perceived, however, that
the poem was living itself out at that moment in

my heart, and did not then need the half-futile
expression that words at best can give. But 1 did
put it into words at a later day, when at last I
found myself able to set it apart and view it with
clear eyes; and you shall judge, maybe, when I

come to put my verses into printý ýîhethcr I suc-


