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Hinh 1: Ong quén co6 am dp trong do khodc thiy thii dé chéng lai con gié budt lanh
He wrapped her warm in his seaman’s coat against the stinging blast
S.M. Arthurs, 1908, Northeastern U.S.



VU DAM TAU HESPERUS
/ THE WRECK OF THE HESPERUS

D6 1a con tau Hesperus,

Lu6t trén bién miia dong lanh gié;
Thuyén truéng mang theo c¢6 con gai nho,
Dé cuing ong bau ban trén hanh trinh.
Doi mit ¢6 xanh nhu hoa lanh tién,

M4 hong riyc rd tya binh minh,

Nguc ¢o6 trang ngan nhu nu téo gai,

NG ro trong thang Nam diu dang.
Thuyeén trudng ding bén banh 14i,

Tau thudc ngam chit trong miéng,

Ong quan sat ludng gi6é déi chiéu,

Khoéi bay lic vé Tay, ltc vé Nam.

Mot thiy thi gia cat 1oi,

Ngudi ting dong buom dén Tay Ban Nha xa x6i,
"Xin ong, hay ghé vao cang kia,

Toi e rang bao t6 sap dén roi."

"Dém qua, mat trang c6 vong vang ruc,
Dém nay chang thay trang dau!"

Thuyén truéng pha mot hoi thude,

Cudi khinh, giong mia mai vang lén.

Gi6é thoi manh hon, lanh budt hon,

Mot con cudng phong tit Dong Bic,
Tuyét r0i x€o xeo trén mit nude man,
Séng trao bot trang nhu men bia.

Con bao ap dén, giang manh,

Con tau rung chuyén trong sitc manh ctia no;
Tau run ray, dimg lai nhu ngya hoang s,
Roi nhay vot mot khoang dai day neo.
"Lai day! Lai day! Con gai nhé ctia cha,
Dimg run ray nhu thé;

Cha c6 thé vugt qua con gié dit doi nhat,
Ma gi6 timg théi qua bao gid."

Ong quén co trong 4o khoéc thiy thi,
Che chin truée con gi6é budt lanh;

Ong cit mot soi day tit cot buom gay,
Va buoc chit ¢d vao cot buom.

"Cha oi! Con nghe tiéng chuéng nha thg,
Oi, d6 1a gi, cha noi di?"

"D6 1a chudng bdo swong mu trén b dal-



Va ong lai tau ra bién khoi.

"Cha oi! Con nghe tiéng sing no,

Oi, d6 1a gi, cha néi di?"

"Mot con tau dang gip nan, khong thé séng,
Trong bién ca gian dit thé nay!"

"Cha oi! Con thay anh sang lap lanh,
Oi, d6 1a gi, cha néi di?"

Nhung ngudi cha chang tra 1oi,

Ong da thanh mot thi thé lanh gia.
Budc chat vao banh 14i, cting do va lanh,
Mat ong huéng lén trdi cao,

Dén long 1ap lanh qua lan tuyét sang,
Trén doi mat do dan, vo hon.

Co gai chap tay cau nguyen,

Mong dugc citu thoat khéi lin ranh;

Co nghi dén Chua, ngudi tiing dep song,
Trén ho Galilee yén binh.

Nhanh chéng qua dém tdi den va Am dam,
Qua tiéng rit cia mua tuyét lanh,

Nhu mot béng ma phti vai trang, con tau lao tdi,
Vé phia d4 ngam Norman’s Woe.

Va gitta nhitng con gi6 giat that thuong,
Mot am thanh vang lén tit dat lién;

D6 14 tiéng séng vo ram i,

Trén da va cat bién cting kho.

Séng dit ngay dudi mii tau,

Tau troi dat, mot xac tau the luong,
Mot con séng gao thét cudn thiy thi,
Nhu bing gié roi khéi boong tau.

Tau dam vao noi séng trang nhe nhang,
Trong mém mai nhu bong gon,

Nhung da tan nhin dam thing man tau,
Nhu strng ctia mot con bo dién.

Day budm kéu lach cach, phit day bang,
Cot budm gy dd xudng bién;

Nhu mot con tau thiy tinh, né v6 tan va chim,
Ho! Ho! Séng gao thét vang troil

Binh minh, trén bai bién lanh 1éo,

Mot ngu dan ding sing sd,

Nhin thay hinh dang mot co gai tré,
Buoc chit vao cot buom tréi dat.

Bién min déng bing trén nguc co,

Nu6c mat man dong trong mat;



Ong thiy téc co, nhu rong bién nau,

Troi noi theo séng, lén roi xudng.

D6 1a vu dam tau Hesperus,

Trong dém khuya va tuyét roi!

Chtia citu chiing ta khéi cai chét nhu thé,

Trén d4 ngam Norman’s Woe!

It was the schooner Hesperus,

That sailed the wintry sea;

And the skipper had taken his little daughter,
To bear him company.

Blue were her eyes as the fairy-flax,

Her cheeks like the dawn of day,

And her bosom white as the hawthorn buds,
That ope in the month of May.

The skipper he stood beside the helm,

His pipe was in his mouth,

And he watched how the veering flaw did blow
The smoke now West, now South.

Then up and spake an old Sailor,

Had sailed to the Spanish Main,

"I pray thee, put into yonder port,

For I fear a hurricane.

"Last night, the moon had a golden ring,
And to-night no moon we see!"

The skipper, he blew a whiff from his pipe,
And a scornful laugh laughed he.

Colder and louder blew the wind,

A gale from the Northeast,

The snow fell hissing in the brine,

And the billows frothed like yeast.

Down came the storm, and smote amain

The vessel in its strength;

She shuddered and paused, like a frighted steed,
Then leaped her cable’s length.

"Come hither! come hither! my little daughter,
And do not tremble so;

For I can weather the roughest gale

That ever wind did blow."

He wrapped her warm in his seaman’s coat
Against the stinging blast;

He cut a rope from a broken spar,

And bound her to the mast.



"O father! I hear the church-bells ring,

Oh say, what may it be?"

T is a fog-bell on a rock-bound coast!-
And he steered for the open sea.

"O father! I hear the sound of guns,

Oh say, what may it be?"

"Some ship in distress, that cannot live

In such an angry sea!"

"O father! I see a gleaming light,

Oh say, what may it be?"

But the father answered never a word,

A frozen corpse was he.

Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark,

With his face turned to the skies,

The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow
On his fixed and glassy eyes.

Then the maiden clasped her hands and prayed
That saved she might be;

And she thought of Christ, who stilled the wave,
On the Lake of Galilee.

And fast through the midnight dark and drear,
Through the whistling sleet and snow,

Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept
Tow’rds the reef of Norman’s Woe.

And ever the fitful gusts between

A sound came from the land;

It was the sound of the trampling surf

On the rocks and the hard sea-sand.

The breakers were right beneath her bows,
She drifted a dreary wreck,

And a whooping billow swept the crew

Like icicles from her deck.

She struck where the white and fleecy waves
Looked soft as carded wool,

But the cruel rocks, they gored her side
Like the horns of an angry bull.

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice,
With the masts went by the board;

Like a vessel of glass, she stove and sank,
Ho! ho! the breakers roared!

At daybreak, on the bleak sea-beach,

A fisherman stood aghast,

To see the form of a maiden fair,



Lashed close to a drifting mast.

The salt sea was frozen on her breast,

The salt tears in her eyes;

And he saw her hair, like the brown sea-weed,
On the billows fall and rise.

Such was the wreck of the Hesperus,

In the midnight and the snow!

Christ save us all from a death like this,

On the reef of Norman’s Woe!



Hinh 2: Va tré em tan hoc vé nha nhin qua cdnh cia md
And children coming home from school look in at the open door
Howard Smith, 1908, Northeastern U.S.



THQ REN LANG QUE / THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH

Duéi tan cay dé rong 16n,

Lo rén lang qué hién ra;

Thg réen, mot ngudi manh mé,
Véi doi tay to 16n, ran chic;

Va co bap trén canh tay vam v,
Manh mé nhu day sat.

To6c dng xodn, den va dai,

Mit ong ram nang nhu da thuoc;
Tran 6ng w6t mo hoi chan that,
Ong kiém duge nhitng gi ong co,
Va nhin ci thé gi6i thang thin,
Vi ong ching ng ai mot dong.
Tuan nay qua tuan khac, tit sing dén t6i,
Ban nghe tiéng bé 10 6ng thoi;
Ban nghe 6ng vung bua ning,
Véi nhip diéu cham rai, déu dan,
Nhu ngusi danh chuong rung chudng lang,
Khi mat troi budi chiéu lan thap.
Tré em tan hoc vé nha,

Nhin qua canh cita mé;

Chiing thich xem 10 rén ryc ltra,
Va nghe tiéng bé 1o gam vang,
Va bat nhiing tia Iita ban ra,
Nhu trau roi tit san dap laa.

Chii nhat, ong dén nha tho,

Ngoi gitta nhitng dita con trai;
Ong nghe muc su cau nguyén va giang dao,
Ong nghe giong con gai minh,
Hat trong dan hgp xudéng lang,
Long 6ng tran ngap niém vui.
Tiéng hat ay nhu giong me co,
Hat & Thién Dang xa xoi!

Ong phai nghi dén ba lan nita,
Nam du6i nAm mo lanh 1éo;

Va véi ban tay tho rap, ong lau,
Mot giot 1é trong mat minh.
Lam viéc,~vui mimg,~dau kho,
Ong budc tiép qua cuodc doi;

Mbi sang bat dau mot nhiem v,
Mbi té6i hoan thanh né;

Mot diéu gi d6 duge thit, duge lam,
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Da kiém duge mot gidc ngt dem.
Cam on, cdm on, ban hién ciia toi,
Vi bai hoc ban da day!

Tai 10 ren ryc Itta cta cudc doi,

S6 phan ching ta phai dudc rén;
Trén de vang ctia n6 ma dinh hinh,

Mb6i hanh dong va ¥ nghi chay bong.

Under a spreading chestnut-tree

The village smithy stands;

The smith, a mighty man is he,

With large and sinewy hands;

And the muscles of his brawny arms
Are strong as iron bands.

His hair is crisp, and black, and long,
His face is like the tan;

His brow is wet with honest sweat,

He earns whate’er he can,

And looks the whole world in the face,
For he owes not any man.

Week in, week out, from morn till night,
You can hear his bellows blow;

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,
With measured beat and slow,

Like a sexton ringing the village bell,
When the evening sun is low.

And children coming home from school
Look in at the open door;

They love to see the flaming forge,

And hear the bellows roar,

And catch the burning sparks that fly
Like chaff from a threshing-floor.

He goes on Sunday to the church,

And sits among his boys;

He hears the parson pray and preach,
He hears his daughter’s voice,

Singing in the village choir,

And it makes his heart rejoice.

It sounds to him like her mother’s voice,
Singing in Paradise!

He needs must think of her once more,
How in the grave she lies;

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes
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A tear out of his eyes.
Toiling,~rejoicing,—sorrowing,

Onward through life he goes;

Each morning sees some task begin,
Each evening sees it close;

Something attempted, something done,
Has earned a night’s repose.

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,
For the lesson thou hast taught!

Thus at the flaming forge of life

Our fortunes must be wrought;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped
Each burning deed and thought.

12



Hinh 3: Co budc vé nha thanh thdn véi loi chic phic cia Chia trén minh. Khi co di qua, dudng nhu
tiéng nhac tuyét diéu nging lai.

Homeward serenely she walked with God’s benediction upon her. When she had passed, it seemed like the
ceasing of exquisite music

Howard Pyle, 1908, Wilmington, Delaware
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EVANGELINE

PHAN THU NHAT / PART THE FIRST
|

Day la khu rimg nguyén thiy. Nhitng cay thong ri rao va cay linh sam,

Rau ria pht réu, khodc 4o xanh, mg 4o trong dnh hoang hon,

Ditng nhu nhitng thay phi thiy thoi xua, giong budn ba va tién tri,

Dtng nhu nhitng nghé si dan hac gia, rau dai cham nguc.

Tit nhitng hang da vang vong, dai duong lan can cat tiéng tram,

No6i, va bang giong u sau dap lai tiéng than ctia ritng.

Day 1a khu ritng nguyén thiy; nhung dau roi nhitng trai tim bén dudéi,

Ting nhay nhét nhu nai, khi nghe tiéng thg san trong ritng sau?

Dau r6i ngoi lang mai tranh, nha ctia nhitng nong dan Acadian,—

Nhitng ngudsi cé cudc dsi troi nhu dong song tudi mat ring cay,

T6i di bdi béng dat, nhung phan chiéu hinh anh thien duong?

Nhitng nong trai tuci dep gid hoang tan, nong dan méai mai ra di!

Tan téc nhu bui va 14, khi con gié 1én thang Musi théi qua,

Cudn ching lén cao, rai khip dai duong xa tham.

Ching con gi ngoai truyén thdng vé ngoi lang xinh dep Grand-Pre.

Hai nhitng ai tin vao tinh yéu hy vong, bén bi va kién nhan,

Hai nhitg ai tin vao vé dep va stic manh ciia long tan tuy ctia ngusi phu ni,
Hay ldng nghe truyén théng buon ba, van dugce nhitng cay thong trong rimmg hat;
Hay ling nghe Cau Chuyén Tinh & Acadie, qué huong ctia niém hanh phiec.

In the Acadian land, on the shores of the Basin of Minas,

Distant, secluded, still, the little village of Grand-Pre

Lay in the fruitful valley. Vast meadows stretched to the eastward,
Giving the village its name, and pasture to flocks without number.
Dikes, that the hands of the farmers had raised with labor incessant,
Shut out the turbulent tides; but at stated seasons the flood-gates
Opened, and welcomed the sea to wander at will o’er the meadows.
West and south there were fields of flax, and orchards and cornfields
Spreading afar and unfenced o’er the plain; and away to the northward
Blomidon rose, and the forests old, and aloft on the mountains
Sea-fogs pitched their tents, and mists from the mighty Atlantic
Looked on the happy valley, but ne’er from their station descended.
There, in the midst of its farms, reposed the Acadian village.
Strongly built were the houses, with frames of oak and of hemlock,
Such as the peasants of Normandy built in the reign of the Henries.
Thatched were the roofs, with dormer-windows; and gables projecting
Over the basement below protected and shaded the doorway.

There in the tranquil evenings of summer, when brightly the sunset

Lighted the village street, and gilded the vanes on the chimneys,
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Matrons and maidens sat in snow-white caps and in kirtles

Scarlet and blue and green, with distaffs spinning the golden

Flax for the gossiping looms, whose noisy shuttles within doors
Mingled their sounds with the whir of the wheels and the songs of the maidens.
Solemnly down the street came the parish priest, and the children
Paused in their play to kiss the hand he extended to bless them.
Reverend walked he among them; and up rose matrons and maidens,
Hailing his slow approach with words of affectionate welcome.

Then came the laborers home from the field, and serenely the sun sank
Down to his rest, and twilight prevailed. Anon from the belfry

Softly the Angelus sounded, and over the roofs of the village

Columns of pale blue smoke, like clouds of incense ascending,

Rose from a hundred hearths, the homes of peace and contentment.
Thus dwelt together in love these simple Acadian farmers,—

Dwelt in the love of God and of man. Alike were they free from

Fear, that reigns with the tyrant, and envy, the vice of republics.
Neither locks had they to their doors, nor bars to their windows;

But their dwellings were open as day and the hearts of the owners;

There the richest was poor, and the poorest lived in abundance.

Somewhat apart from the village, and nearer the Basin of Minas,

Benedict Bellefontaine, the wealthiest farmer of Grand-Pre,

Dwelt on his goodly acres; and with him, directing his household,

Gentle Evangeline lived, his child, and the pride of the village.

Stalworth and stately in form was the man of seventy winters;

Hearty and hale was he, an oak that is covered with snow-flakes;

White as the snow were his locks, and his cheeks as brown as the oak-leaves.
Fair was she to behold, that maiden of seventeen summers.

Black were her eyes as the berry that grows on the thorn by the wayside,
Black, yet how softly they gleamed beneath the brown shade of her tresses!
Sweet was her breath as the breath of kine that feed in the meadows.
When in the harvest heat she bore to the reapers at noontide

Flagons of home-brewed ale, ah! fair in sooth was the maiden.

Fair was she when, on Sunday morn, while the bell from its turret
Sprinkled with holy sounds the air, as the priest with his hyssop

Sprinkles the congregation, and scatters blessings upon them,

Down the long street she passed, with her chaplet of beads and her missal,
Wearing her Norman cap, and her kirtle of blue, and the ear-rings,
Brought in the olden time from France, and since, as an heirloom,

Handed down from mother to child, through long generations.

But a celestial brightness—a more ethereal beauty—

Shone on her face and encircled her form, when, after confession,

Homeward serenely she walked with God’s benediction upon her.
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When she had passed, it seemed like the ceasing of exquisite music.

Firmly builded with rafters of oak, the house of the farmer

Stood on the side of a hill commanding the sea; and a shady

Sycamore grew by the door, with a woodbine wreathing around it.

Rudely carved was the porch, with seats beneath; and a footpath

Led through an orchard wide, and disappeared in the meadow.

Under the sycamore-tree were hives overhung by a penthouse,

Such as the traveller sees in regions remote by the roadside,

Built o’er a box for the poor, or the blessed image of Mary.

Farther down, on the slope of the hill, was the well with its moss-grown
Bucket, fastened with iron, and near it a trough for the horses.

Shielding the house from storms, on the north, were the barns and the farm-yard.
There stood the broad-wheeled wains and the antique ploughs and the harrows;
There were the folds for the sheep; and there, in his feathered seraglio,
Strutted the lordly turkey, and crowed the cock, with the selfsame

Voice that in ages of old had startled the penitent Peter.

Bursting with hay were the barns, themselves a village. In each one

Far o’er the gable projected a roof of thatch; and a staircase,

Under the sheltering eaves, led up to the odorous corn-loft.

There too the dove-cot stood, with its meek and innocent inmates

Murmuring ever of love; while above in the variant breezes

Numberless noisy weathercocks rattled and sang of mutation.

Thus, at peace with God and the world, the farmer of Grand-Pre
Lived on his sunny farm, and Evangeline governed his household.
Many a youth, as he knelt in church and opened his missal,

Fixed his eyes upon her as the saint of his deepest devotion;

Happy was he who might touch her hand or the hem of her garment!
Many a suitor came to her door, by the darkness befriended,

And, as he knocked and waited to hear the sound of her footsteps,
Knew not which beat the louder, his heart or the knocker of iron;

Or at the joyous feast of the Patron Saint of the village,

Bolder grew, and pressed her hand in the dance as he whispered
Hurried words of love, that seemed a part of the music.

But, among all who came, young Gabriel only was welcome;

Gabriel Lajeunesse, the son of Basil the blacksmith,

Who was a mighty man in the village, and honored of all men;

For, since the birth of time, throughout all ages and nations,

Has the craft of the smith been held in repute by the people.

Basil was Benedict’s friend. Their children from earliest childhood
Grew up together as brother and sister; and Father Felician,

Priest and pedagogue both in the village, had taught them their letters
Out of the selfsame book, with the hymns of the church and the plain-song.
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But when the hymn was sung, and the daily lesson completed,
Swiftly they hurried away to the forge of Basil the blacksmith.

There at the door they stood, with wondering eyes to behold him
Take in his leathern lap the hoof of the horse as a plaything,

Nailing the shoe in its place; while near him the tire of the cart-wheel
Lay like a fiery snake, coiled round in a circle of cinders.

Oft on autumnal eves, when without in the gathering darkness
Bursting with light seemed the smithy, through every cranny and crevice,
Warm by the forge within they watched the laboring bellows,

And as its panting ceased, and the sparks expired in the ashes,
Merrily laughed, and said they were nuns going into the chapel.

Oft on sledges in winter, as swift as the swoop of the eagle,

Down the hillside bounding, they glided away o’er the meadow.

Oft in the barns they climbed to the populous nests on the rafters,
Seeking with eager eyes that wondrous stone, which the swallow
Brings from the shore of the sea to restore the sight of its fledglings;
Lucky was he who found that stone in the nest of the swallow!

Thus passed a few swift years, and they no longer were children.

He was a valiant youth, and his face, like the face of the morning,
Gladdened the earth with its light, and ripened thought into action.
She was a woman now, with the heart and hopes of a woman.
"Sunshine of Saint Eulalie"was she called; for that was the sunshine
Which, as the farmers believed, would load their orchards with apples;
She, too, would bring to her husband’s house delight and abundance,
Filling it with love and the ruddy faces of children.

II

Gio mua thu da trd lai, khi dém lanh hon va dai hon,

Va mat troi lui xa tién vio chom Bo Cap.

Chim di cu luét qua khong khi xam xit, tit nhitng vinh bang gia,
Vimg dat phuong bic hoang ving dén bd bién ciia cac ddo nhiet déi.
Mua mang da dugc thu hoach; va dit doi vé6i gié thang Chin

Nhitng cay ring vat 1on, nhu Jacob xua véi thien than.

Moi dau hiéu tién bado mot mua dong dai va khic nghiét.

Ong, v6i ban nang tién tri vé sy thiéu thon, da tich tri mat ong
Cho dén khi t ong tran day; va thg sin ngudi An khéng dinh

Mua dong sé lanh, vi 1ong cao day hon bao gis.

D6 14 sy dén ctia miia thu. Roi tiép theo 1a mua dep dé ay,

Duge nong dan Acadian stuing dao goi 1a Mua He ctia Cac Thanh!
Khong khi tran ngap anh sang mo mang va ky diéu; va canh sic
N&m nhu vita duge tao ra trong sy tuoi méi ctia tudi tho.

Hoa binh dudng nhut ngy tri trén trai dat, v trai tim khong yén ciia dai duong
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Dudc an 1i trong khoanh khic. Moi am thanh hoa quyén trong sit hai hoa.
Tiéng tré em choi dua, tiéng ga trong giy trong san trai,

Tiéng v canh trong khong khi ngai ngti, va tiéng gl ctia chim bo cau,

Tat ca déu diu dang va tram nhu tiéng thi tham clia tinh yéu, va mat troi 16n
Nhin bang 4nh mat yéu thuong qua lan suong vang quanh no;

Trong khi khoéc lén minh 4o choang dé tham, vang va cam,

Séng lap lanh vdi giot suong, mdi cay ring 1ap lanh

Lée lén nhu cay tiéu huyén ma ngudi Ba Tu trang tri biang 4o choang va ngoc.

Now had the season returned, when the nights grow colder and longer,
And the retreating sun the sign of the Scorpion enters.

Birds of passage sailed through the leaden air, from the ice-bound,
Desolate northern bays to the shores of tropical islands.

Harvests were gathered in; and wild with the winds of September
Wrestled the trees of the forest, as Jacob of old with the angel.

All the signs foretold a winter long and inclement.

Bees, with prophetic instinct of want, had hoarded their honey

Till the hives overflowed; and the Indian hunters asserted

Cold would the winter be, for thick was the fur of the foxes.

Such was the advent of autumn. Then followed that beautiful season,
Called by the pious Acadian peasants the Summer of All-Saints!
Filled was the air with a dreamy and magical light; and the landscape
Lay as if new-created in all the freshness of childhood.

Peace seemed to reign upon earth, and the restless heart of the ocean
Was for a moment consoled. All sounds were in harmony blended.
Voices of children at play, the crowing of cocks in the farm-yards,
Whir of wings in the drowsy air, and the cooing of pigeons,

All were subdued and low as the murmurs of love, and the great sun
Looked with the eye of love through the golden vapors around him;
While arrayed in its robes of russet and scarlet and yellow,

Bright with the sheen of the dew, each glittering tree of the forest

Flashed like the plane-tree the Persian adorned with mantles and jewels.

Now recommenced the reign of rest and affection and stillness.

Day with its burden and heat had departed, and twilight descending
Brought back the evening star to the sky, and the herds to the homestead.
Pawing the ground they came, and resting their necks on each other,

And with their nostrils distended inhaling the freshness of evening.
Foremost, bearing the bell, Evangeline’s beautiful heifer,

Proud of her snow-white hide, and the ribbon that waved from her collar,
Quietly paced and slow, as if conscious of human affection.

Then came the shepherd back with his bleating flocks from the seaside,
Where was their favorite pasture. Behind them followed the watch-dog,

Patient, full of importance, and grand in the pride of his instinct,
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Walking from side to side with a lordly air, and superbly

Waving his bushy tail, and urging forward the stragglers;

Regent of flocks was he when the shepherd slept; their protector,

When from the forest at night, through the starry silence the wolves howled.
Late, with the rising moon, returned the wains from the marshes,
Laden with briny hay, that filled the air with its odor.

Cheerily neighed the steeds, with dew on their manes and their fetlocks,
While aloft on their shoulders the wooden and ponderous saddles,
Painted with brilliant dyes, and adorned with tassels of crimson,
Nodded in bright array, like hollyhocks heavy with blossoms.

Patiently stood the cows meanwhile, and yielded their udders

Unto the milkmaid’s hand; whilst loud and in regular cadence

Into the sounding pails the foaming streamlets descended.

Lowing of cattle and peals of laughter were heard in the farm-yard,
Echoed back by the barns. Anon they sank into stillness;

Heavily closed, with a jarring sound, the valves of the barn-doors,

Rattled the wooden bars, and all for a season was silent.

In-doors, warm by the wide-mouthed fireplace, idly the farmer

Sat in his elbow-chair and watched how the flames and the smoke-wreaths
Struggled together like foes in a burning city. Behind him,

Nodding and mocking along the wall, with gestures fantastic,

Darted his own huge shadow, and vanished away into darkness.

Faces, clumsily carved in oak, on the back of his arm-chair

Laughed in the flickering light; and the pewter plates on the dresser
Caught and reflected the flame, as shields of armies the sunshine.
Fragments of song the old man sang, and carols of Christmas,

Such as at home, in the olden time, his fathers before him

Sang in their Norman orchards and bright Burgundian vineyards.
Close at her father’s side was the gentle Evangeline seated,

Spinning flax for the loom, that stood in the corner behind her.

Silent awhile were its treadles, at rest was its diligent shuttle,

While the monotonous drone of the wheel, like the drone of a bagpipe,
Followed the old man’s song and united the fragments together.

As in a church, when the chant of the choir at intervals ceases,
Footfalls are heard in the aisles, or words of the priest at the altar,

So, in each pause of the song, with measured motion the clock clicked.

Thus as they sat, there were footsteps heard, and, suddenly lifted,

Sounded the wooden latch, and the door swung back on its hinges.

Benedict knew by the hob-nailed shoes it was Basil the blacksmith,

And by her beating heart Evangeline knew who was with him.
"Welcome!"the farmer exclaimed, as their footsteps paused on the threshold,

"Welcome, Basil, my friend! Come, take thy place on the settle
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Close by the chimney-side, which is always empty without thee;

Take from the shelf overhead thy pipe and the box of tobacco;

Never so much thyself art thou as when through the curling

Smoke of the pipe or the forge thy friendly and jovial face gleams
Round and red as the harvest moon through the mist of the marshes."
Then, with a smile of content, thus answered Basil the blacksmith,
Taking with easy air the accustomed seat by the fireside:—

"Benedict Bellefontaine, thou hast ever thy jest and thy ballad!

Ever in cheerfullest mood art thou, when others are filled with
Gloomy forebodings of ill, and see only ruin before them.

Happy art thou, as if every day thou hadst picked up a horseshoe."
Pausing a moment, to take the pipe that Evangeline brought him,
And with a coal from the embers had lighted, he slowly continued:—
"Four days now are passed since the English ships at their anchors
Ride in the Gaspereau’s mouth, with their cannon pointed against us.
What their design may be is unknown; but all are commanded

On the morrow to meet in the church, where his Majesty’s mandate
Will be proclaimed as law in the land. Alas! in the mean time

Many surmises of evil alarm the hearts of the people."

Then made answer the farmer: "Perhaps some friendlier purpose
Brings these ships to our shores. Perhaps the harvests in England

By untimely rains or untimelier heat have been blighted,

And from our bursting barns they would feed their cattle and children."
"Not so thinketh the folk in the village,"said, warmly, the blacksmith,
Shaking his head, as in doubt; then, heaving a sigh, he continued:—
"Louisburg is not forgotten, nor Beau Sejour, nor Port Royal,

Many already have fled to the forest, and lurk on its outskirts,
Waiting with anxious hearts the dubious fate of tomorrow.

Arms have been taken from us, and warlike weapons of all kinds;
Nothing is left but the blacksmith’s sledge and the scythe of the mower."
Then with a pleasant smile made answer the jovial farmer:—

"Safer are we unarmed, in the midst of our flocks and our cornfields,
Safer within these peaceful dikes, besieged by the ocean,

Than our fathers in forts, besieged by the enemy’s cannon.

Fear no evil, my friend, and to-night may no shadow of sorrow

Fall on this house and hearth; for this is the night of the contract.
Built are the house and the barn. The merry lads of the village
Strongly have built them and well; and, breaking the glebe round about them,
Filled the barn with hay, and the house with food for a twelvemonth.
Rene Leblanc will be here anon, with his papers and inkhorn.

Shall we not then be glad, and rejoice in the joy of our children?"

As apart by the window she stood, with her hand in her lover’s,
Blushing Evangeline heard the words that her father had spoken,
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And, as they died on his lips, the worthy notary entered.

111

Cong nhu mai cheo lao dong trén séng bién,

Cong, nhung khong giy, bdi tudi tac 1a hinh dang ctia cong ching vien;
Nhitng chum téc vang, nhu sgi lanh cta ngo, treo

Trén vai 6ng; tran 6ng cao; va cap kinh véi gong sing

Ngoi vat véo trén miii, véi vé thong thai siéu pham.

Cha ctia hai muci dda con, va hon moét tram

Chau chat ting cudi trén dau goi ong, nghe dong ho ong kéu tich tac.

Bon nam dai trong thoi chién, 6ng ting bi giam cam,

Chiu nhiéu dau khé trong mot phao dai Phap cit vi 1a ban ctia ngudi Anh.
Gio day, dit khon ngoan hon, khong chit déi tra hay nghi ngs,

Trudng thanh trong tri tué, nhung kién nhan, va gidn di, nhu tré tho.

Ong duge moi ngudi yéu mén, nhét 1a bon tré;

Vi ong ké cho chiing nghe chuyén vé Loup-garou trong ring,

Va vé yéu tinh dén vao ban dém dé cho ngiya uéng nudc,

Va vé Letiche trang, hon ma ctia mot dia tré chua rita toi

Da chét, va bi dinh phai &m vo hinh trong phong clia tré em;

Va vao dém Giang Sinh, bo néi chuyén trong chuong,

Va céch chita s6t bang nhén nhét trong vé hat,

Va vé sitc manh ky diéu cia ¢é bdn 14 va méng nga,

Cuing bat cit diéu gi khac dude ghi trong truyén thuyét cia lang.

R6i Basil tho rén ding day tit ghé beén 1o sudi,

G6 tan thudc tit tau, vi cham rai dua tay phai ra,

"Cha Leblanc,"ong kéu lén, "cha da nghe tin don trong lang,

Va, c6 18, c6 thé cho chiing con biét tin titc vé nhitng con tau nay va muc dich ciia ching."
R6i v6i thai do khiem tén, cong ching vien dap 16i,—

"Dt 151 ban tan toi da nghe, that diy, nhung chang khon ngoan hon;

Va muc dich ctia chiing 1a gi, t6i cling chang biét r6 hon ngudi khac.

Nhung toi khong thudc s6 nhitng ngudi tudng tugng c6 ¥ dinh xau

Dua chiing dén day, vi ching ta dang hoa binh; vay sao lai quay ray ching ta?"
"Nhan danh Chua!"thg rén voi vang va hoi cau kinh hét lén;

"Chiing ta phai luon tim kiém 1y do, muc dich, vi tai sao trong moi viéc sao?
Bat cong hang ngay van x4y ra, vi quyen lyc 14 quyén clia ké manh nhat!"
Nhung khong dé tam dén sy néng ndy ctia 6ng, cong chitng vien tiép tuc,—
"Con ngudi bat cong, nhung Chia thi cong bang; va cudi cling cong 1y

Sé chién thing; va toi nhé 16 mot cau chuyén, thuong an i toi,

Khi t6i bi giam cam trong phao dai Phap cit 6 Port Royal."

Day la cau chuyen yeéu thich ctia ong lao, va ong thich ké lai

Khi hang x6m phan nan ring c6 bat cong xay ra véi ho.

"Xua kia trong mot thanh phd co, tén to6i khong con nhd,
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Mot tugng dong ctia Cong Ly dude dung trén cot cao,

Ding gitta quang trudng cong cong, tay trai cam can,

Va tay phai cam kiém, nhu bicu tugng rang cong 1y ngy tri

Trén luat phap ctia dat nuée, va trai tim, nha cita ctia dan ching.
Ngay cé& chim chéc cling lam t6 trong can ctia chiéc can,

Khong s¢ thanh kiém 16e sang trong ning trén cao.

Nhung theo thai gian, luat phap ctia dat nuéc bi tha hoa;

Quyeén lyc thay thé cho cong 1y, ké yéu bi ap bitc, ké manh

Cai tri bang gay sat. Roi trong cung dién mot quy toc

Xay ra viec mat mot chudi ngoc trai, va chang bao lau sau

Nghi ngdo roi vho mot ¢o6 gai mo co6i song lam ngusi hau trong nha.
Sau phién toa hinh thiic, co bi két an chét trén gia treo cd,

Co kién nhan chiu dyng sé phan dudi chan tugng Cong Ly.

Khi linh hon vo6 toi clia ¢o bay lén Cha co trén thién duong,

Kia! Trén thanh phd mot con bio ndi lén; va nhitng tia sét

Danh vao tugng dong, gian dit ném tir tay trai clia no

Xudng via he bén dudi, chiée can kéu lach cach,

Va trong long chiéc can Ay, t6 ctia mot con chim ac 1a duge tim thay,
Trong tuong dat sét ciia n6, chudi ngoc trai da duge dan vao."

Im lang, nhung khong thuyét phuc, khi cau chuyén két thic, thg ren
Ding nhut ngudi muén néi, nhung khong tim dude 18i nao;

Moi suy nghi ctia 6ng dong cting thanh nhing dudng nét trén khuon mat,
Nhu hoi nuéc déng bang thanh hinh dang ky 4o trén cita s6 mila dong.

Bent like a laboring oar, that toils in the surf of the ocean,

Bent, but not broken, by age was the form of the notary public;
Shocks of yellow hair, like the silken floss of the maize, hung

Over his shoulders; his forehead was high; and glasses with horn bows
Sat astride on his nose, with a look of wisdom supernal.

Father of twenty children was he, and more than a hundred
Children’s children rode on his knee, and heard his great watch tick.
Four long years in the times of the war had he languished a captive,
Suffering much in an old French fort as the friend of the English.
Now, though warier grown, without all guile or suspicion,

Ripe in wisdom was he, but patient, and simple, and childlike.

He was beloved by all, and most of all by the children;

For he told them tales of the Loup-garou in the forest,

And of the goblin that came in the night to water the horses,

And of the white Letiche, the ghost of a child who unchristened
Died, and was doomed to haunt unseen the chambers of children;
And how on Christmas eve the oxen talked in the stable,

And how the fever was cured by a spider shut up in a nutshell,

And of the marvellous powers of four-leaved clover and horseshoes,
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With whatsoever else was writ in the lore of the village.

Then up rose from his seat by the fireside Basil the blacksmith,
Knocked from his pipe the ashes, and slowly extending his right hand,
"Father Leblanc,"he exclaimed, "thou hast heard the talk in the village,
And, perchance, canst tell us some news of these ships and their errand."
Then with modest demeanor made answer the notary public,—
"Gossip enough have I heard, in sooth, yet am never the wiser;

And what their errand may be I know not better than others.

Yet am I not of those who imagine some evil intention

Brings them here, for we are at peace; and why then molest us?"
"God’s name!"shouted the hasty and somewhat irascible blacksmith;
"Must we in all things look for the how, and the why, and the wherefore?
Daily injustice is done, and might is the right of the strongest!"

But without heeding his warmth, continued the notary public,—
"Man is unjust, but God is just; and finally justice

Triumphs; and well I remember a story, that often consoled me,

When as a captive I lay in the old French fort at Port Royal."

This was the old man’s favorite tale, and he loved to repeat it

When his neighbors complained that any injustice was done them.
"Once in an ancient city, whose name I no longer remember,

Raised aloft on a column, a brazen statue of Justice

Stood in the public square, upholding the scales in its left hand,

And in its right a sword, as an emblem that justice presided

Over the laws of the land, and the hearts and homes of the people.
Even the birds had built their nests in the scales of the balance,
Having no fear of the sword that flashed in the sunshine above them.
But in the course of time the laws of the land were corrupted;

Might took the place of right, and the weak were oppressed, and the mighty
Ruled with an iron rod. Then it chanced in a nobleman’s palace

That a necklace of pearls was lost, and erelong a suspicion

Fell on an orphan girl who lived as a maid in the household.

She, after form of trial condemned to die on the scaffold,

Patiently met her doom at the foot of the statue of Justice.

As to her Father in heaven her innocent spirit ascended,

Lo! o’er the city a tempest rose; and the bolts of the thunder

Smote the statue of bronze, and hurled in wrath from its left hand
Down on the pavement below the clattering scales of the balance,

And in the hollow thereof was found the nest of a magpie,

Into whose clay-built walls the necklace of pearls was inwoven."
Silenced, but not convinced, when the story was ended, the blacksmith
Stood like a man who fain would speak, but findeth no language;

All his thoughts were congealed into lines on his face, as the vapors

Freeze in fantastic shapes on the window-panes in the winter.
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Then Evangeline lighted the brazen lamp on the table,

Filled, till it overflowed, the pewter tankard with home-brewed
Nut-brown ale, that was famed for its strength in the village of Grand-Pre;
While from his pocket the notary drew his papers and inkhorn,
Wrote with a steady hand the date and the age of the parties,
Naming the dower of the bride in flocks of sheep and in cattle.
Orderly all things proceeded, and duly and well were completed,
And the great seal of the law was set like a sun on the margin.
Then from his leathern pouch the farmer threw on the table
Three times the old man’s fee in solid pieces of silver;

And the notary rising, and blessing the bride and the bridegroom,
Lifted aloft the tankard of ale and drank to their welfare.

Wiping the foam from his lip, he solemnly bowed and departed,
While in silence the others sat and mused by the fireside,

Till Evangeline brought the draught-board out of its corner.

Soon was the game begun. In friendly contention the old men
Laughed at each lucky hit, or unsuccessful manoeuvre,

Laughed when a man was crowned, or a breach was made in the king-row.
Meanwhile apart, in the twilight gloom of a window’s embrasure,
Sat the lovers, and whispered together, beholding the moon rise
Over the pallid sea, and the silvery mists of the meadows.

Silently one by one, in the infinite meadows of heaven,

Blossomed the lovely stars, the forget-me-nots of the angels.

Thus was the evening passed. Anon the bell from the belfry

Rang out the hour of nine, the village curfew, and straightway

Rose the guests and departed; and silence reigned in the household.
Many a farewell word and sweet good-night on the door-step

Lingered long in Evangeline’s heart, and filled it with gladness.

Carefully then were covered the embers that glowed on the hearth-stone,
And on the oaken stairs resounded the tread of the farmer.

Soon with a soundless step the foot of Evangeline followed.

Up the staircase moved a luminous space in the darkness,

Lighted less by the lamp than the shining face of the maiden.

Silent she passed the hall, and entered the door of her chamber.

Simple that chamber was, with its curtains of white, and its clothes-press
Ample and high, on whose spacious shelves were carefully folded

Linen and woollen stuffs, by the hand of Evangeline woven.

This was the precious dower she would bring to her husband in marriage,
Better than flocks and herds, being proofs of her skill as a housewife.
Soon she extinguished her lamp, for the mellow and radiant moonlight
Streamed through the windows, and lighted the room, till the heart of the maiden

Swelled and obeyed its power, like the tremulous tides of the ocean.
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Ah! she was fair, exceeding fair to behold, as she stood with

Naked snow-white feet on the gleaming floor of her chamber!

Little she dreamed that below, among the trees of the orchard,

Waited her lover and watched for the gleam of her lamp and her shadow.
Yet were her thoughts of him, and at times a feeling of sadness

Passed o’er her soul, as the sailing shade of clouds in the moonlight
Flitted across the floor and darkened the room for a moment.

And, as she gazed from the window, she saw serenely the moon pass
Forth from the folds of a cloud, and one star follow her footsteps,

As out of Abraham’s tent young Ishmael wandered with Hagar!

v

Sang hom sau, mat tréi moc vui vé trén lang Grand-Pre.

Pleasantly gleamed in the soft, sweet air the Basin of Minas,

Where the ships, with their wavering shadows, were riding at anchor.
Life had long been astir in the village, and clamorous labor

Knocked with its hundred hands at the golden gates of the morning.
Now from the country around, from the farms and neighboring hamlets,
Came in their holiday dresses the blithe Acadian peasants.

Many a glad good-morrow and jocund laugh from the young folk

Made the bright air brighter, as up from the numerous meadows,
Where no path could be seen but the track of wheels in the greensward,
Group after group appeared, and joined, or passed on the highway.
Long ere noon, in the village all sounds of labor were silenced.
Thronged were the streets with people; and noisy groups at the house-doors
Sat in the cheerful sun, and rejoiced and gossiped together.

Every house was an inn, where all were welcomed and feasted;

For with this simple people, who lived like brothers together,

All things were held in common, and what one had was another’s.

Yet under Benedict’s roof hospitality seemed more abundant:

For Evangeline stood among the guests of her father;

Bright was her face with smiles, and words of welcome and gladness

Fell from her beautiful lips, and blessed the cup as she gave it.

Under the open sky, in the odorous air of the orchard,

Stript of its golden fruit, was spread the feast of betrothal.

There in the shade of the porch were the priest and the notary seated;
There good Benedict sat, and sturdy Basil the blacksmith.

Not far withdrawn from these, by the cider-press and the beehives,
Michael the fiddler was placed, with the gayest of hearts and of waistcoats.
Shadow and light from the leaves alternately played on his snow-white
Hair, as it waved in the wind; and the jolly face of the fiddler

Glowed like a living coal when the ashes are blown from the embers.
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Gayly the old man sang to the vibrant sound of his fiddle,

Tous les Bourgeois de Chartres, and Le Carillon de Dunquerque,
And anon with his wooden shoes beat time to the music.
Merrily, merrily whirled the wheels of the dizzying dances
Under the orchard-trees and down the path to the meadows;
Old folk and young together, and children mingled among them.
Fairest of all the maids was Evangeline, Benedict’s daughter!
Noblest of all the youths was Gabriel, son of the blacksmith!

So passed the morning away. And lo! with a summons sonorous
Sounded the bell from its tower, and over the meadows a drum beat.
Thronged erelong was the church with men. Without, in the churchyard,
Waited the women. They stood by the graves, and hung on the headstones
Garlands of autumn-leaves and evergreens fresh from the forest.

Then came the guard from the ships, and marching proudly among them
Entered the sacred portal. With loud and dissonant clangor

Echoed the sound of their brazen drums from ceiling and casement,—
Echoed a moment only, and slowly the ponderous portal

Closed, and in silence the crowd awaited the will of the soldiers.

Then uprose their commander, and spake from the steps of the altar,
Holding aloft in his hands, with its seals, the royal commission.

"You are convened this day,"he said, "by his Majesty’s orders.

Clement and kind has he been; but how you have answered his kindness,
Let your own hearts reply! To my natural make and my temper

Painful the task is I do, which to you I know must be grievous.

Yet must I bow and obey, and deliver the will of our monarch;

Namely, that all your lands, and dwellings, and cattle of all kinds
Forfeited be to the crown; and that you yourselves from this province
Be transported to other lands. God grant you may dwell there

Ever as faithful subjects, a happy and peaceable people!
Prisoners now I declare you; for such is his Majesty’s pleasure!"

As, when the air is serene in sultry solstice of summer,

Suddenly gathers a storm, and the deadly sling of the hailstones

Beats down the farmer’s corn in the field and shatters his windows,
Hiding the sun, and strewing the ground with thatch from the house-roofs,
Bellowing fly the herds, and seek to break their enclosures;

So on the hearts of the people descended the words of the speaker.
Silent a moment they stood in speechless wonder, and then rose

Louder and ever louder a wail of sorrow and anger,

And, by one impulse moved, they madly rushed to the door-way.

Vain was the hope of escape; and cries and fierce imprecations

Rang through the house of prayer; and high o’er the heads of the others
Rose, with his arms uplifted, the figure of Basil the blacksmith,
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As, on a stormy sea, a spar is tossed by the billows.

Flushed was his face and distorted with passion; and wildly he shouted,—
"Down with the tyrants of England! we never have sworn them allegiance!
Death to these foreign soldiers, who seize on our homes and our harvests!"
More he fain would have said, but the merciless hand of a soldier

Smote him upon the mouth, and dragged him down to the pavement.

In the midst of the strife and tumult of angry contention,

Lo! the door of the chancel opened, and Father Felician

Entered, with serious mien, and ascended the steps of the altar.
Raising his reverend hand, with a gesture he awed into silence

All that clamorous throng; and thus he spake to his people;

Deep were his tones and solemn; in accents measured and mournful
Spake he, as, after the tocsin’s alarum, distinctly the clock strikes.
"What is this that ye do, my children? what madness has seized you?
Forty years of my life have I labored among you, and taught you,
Not in word alone, but in deed, to love one another!

Is this the fruit of my toils, of my vigils and prayers and privations?
Have you so soon forgotten all lessons of love and forgiveness?

This is the house of the Prince of Peace, and would you profane it
Thus with violent deeds and hearts overflowing with hatred?

Lo! where the crucified Christ from his cross is gazing upon you!
See! in those sorrowful eyes what meekness and holy compassion!
Hark! how those lips still repeat the prayer, ’O Father, forgive them!’
Let us repeat that prayer in the hour when the wicked assail us,

Let us repeat it now, and say, 'O Father, forgive them!”"

Few were his words of rebuke, but deep in the hearts of his people
Sank they, and sobs of contrition succeeded the passionate outbreak,

While they repeated his prayer, and said, "O Father, forgive them!"

Then came the evening service. The tapers gleamed from the altar.

Fervent and deep was the voice of the priest, and the people responded,
Not with their lips alone, but their hearts; and the Ave Maria

Sang they, and fell on their knees, and their souls, with devotion translated,

Rose on the ardor of prayer, like Elijah ascending to heaven.

Meanwhile had spread in the village the tidings of ill, and on all sides
Wandered, wailing, from house to house the women and children.
Long at her father’s door Evangeline stood, with her right hand
Shielding her eyes from the level rays of the sun, that, descending,
Lighted the village street with mysterious splendor, and roofed each
Peasant’s cottage with golden thatch, and emblazoned its windows.
Long within had been spread the snow-white cloth on the table;

There stood the wheaten loaf, and the honey fragrant with wild-flowers;
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There stood the tankard of ale, and the cheese fresh brought from the dairy,
And, at the head of the board, the great arm-chair of the farmer.
Thus did Evangeline wait at her father’s door, as the sunset

Threw the long shadows of trees o’er the broad ambrosial meadows.
Ah! on her spirit within a deeper shadow had fallen,

And from the fields of her soul a fragrance celestial ascended,—
Charity, meekness, love, and hope, and forgiveness, and patience!
Then, all-forgetful of self, she wandered into the village,

Cheering with looks and words the mournful hearts of the women,
As o’er the darkening fields with lingering steps they departed,
Urged by their household cares, and the weary feet of their children.
Down sank the great red sun, and in golden, glimmering vapors
Veiled the light of his face, like the Prophet descending from Sinai.
Sweetly over the village the bell of the Angelus sounded.

Meanwhile, amid the gloom, by the church Evangeline lingered.

All was silent within; and in vain at the door and the windows

Stood she, and listened and looked, till, overcome by emotion,
"Gabriel!"cried she aloud with tremulous voice; but no answer

Came from the graves of the dead, nor the gloomier grave of the living.
Slowly at length she returned to the tenantless house of her father.
Smouldered the fire on the hearth, on the board was the supper untasted,
Empty and drear was each room, and haunted with phantoms of terror.
Sadly echoed her step on the stair and the floor of her chamber.

In the dead of the night she heard the disconsolate rain fall

Loud on the withered leaves of the sycamore-tree by the window.
Keenly the lightning flashed; and the voice of the echoing thunder

Told her that God was in heaven, and governed the world he created!
Then she remembered the tale she had heard of the justice of Heaven;

Soothed was her troubled soul, and she peacefully slumbered till morning.

\%

Four times the sun had risen and set; and now on the fifth day
Cheerily called the cock to the sleeping maids of the farm-house.
Soon o’er the yellow fields, in silent and mournful procession,

Came from the neighboring hamlets and farms the Acadian women,
Driving in ponderous wains their household goods to the sea-shore,
Pausing and looking back to gaze once more on their dwellings,

Ere they were shut from sight by the winding road and the woodland.
Close at their sides their children ran, and urged on the oxen,

While in their little hands they clasped some fragments of playthings.

Thus to the Gaspereau’s mouth they hurried; and there on the sea-beach

Piled in confusion lay the household goods of the peasants.
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All day long between the shore and the ships did the boats ply;

All day long the wains came laboring down from the village.

Late in the afternoon, when the sun was near to his setting,

Echoed far o’er the fields came the roll of drums from the churchyard.
Thither the women and children thronged. On a sudden the church-doors
Opened, and forth came the guard, and marching in gloomy procession
Followed the long-imprisoned, but patient, Acadian farmers.

Even as pilgrims, who journey afar from their homes and their country,
Sing as they go, and in singing forget they are weary and wayworn,

So with songs on their lips the Acadian peasants descended

Down from the church to the shore, amid their wives and their daughters.
Foremost the young men came; and, raising together their voices,

Sang with tremulous lips a chant of the Catholic Missions:—

"Sacred heart of the Saviour! O inexhaustible fountain!

Fill our hearts this day with strength and submission and patience!"
Then the old men, as they marched, and the women that stood by the wayside
Joined in the sacred psalm, and the birds in the sunshine above them

Mingled their notes therewith, like voices of spirits departed.

Half-way down to the shore Evangeline waited in silence,

Not overcome with grief, but strong in the hour of affliction,—

Calmly and sadly she waited, until the procession approached her,

And she beheld the face of Gabriel pale with emotion.

Tears then filled her eyes, and, eagerly running to meet him,

Clasped she his hands, and laid her head on his shoulder, and whispered,—
"Gabriel! be of good cheer! for if we love one another

Nothing, in truth, can harm us, whatever mischances may happen!"
Smiling she spake these words; then suddenly paused, for her father

Saw she slowly advancing. Alas! how changed was his aspect!

Gone was the glow from his cheek, and the fire from his eye, and his footstep
Heavier seemed with the weight of the heavy heart in his bosom.

But with a smile and a sigh, she clasped his neck and embraced him,
Speaking words of endearment where words of comfort availed not.

Thus to the Gaspereau’s mouth moved on that mournful procession.

There disorder prevailed, and the tumult and stir of embarking.

Busily plied the freighted boats; and in the confusion

Wives were torn from their husbands, and mothers, too late, saw their children
Left on the land, extending their arms, with wildest entreaties.

So unto separate ships were Basil and Gabriel carried,

While in despair on the shore Evangeline stood with her father.

Half the task was not done when the sun went down, and the twilight
Deepened and darkened around; and in haste the refluent ocean

Fled away from the shore, and left the line of the sand-beach
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Covered with waifs of the tide, with kelp and the slippery sea-weed.
Farther back in the midst of the household goods and the wagons,

Like to a gypsy camp, or a leaguer after a battle,

All escape cut off by the sea, and the sentinels near them,

Lay encamped for the night the houseless Acadian farmers.

Back to its nethermost caves retreated the bellowing ocean,

Dragging adown the beach the rattling pebbles, and leaving

Inland and far up the shore the stranded boats of the sailors.

Then, as the night descended, the herds returned from their pastures;
Sweet was the moist still air with the odor of milk from their udders;
Lowing they waited, and long, at the well-known bars of the farm-yard,—
Waited and looked in vain for the voice and the hand of the milk-maid.
Silence reigned in the streets; from the church no Angelus sounded,

Rose no smoke from the roofs, and gleamed no lights from the windows.

But on the shores meanwhile the evening fires had been kindled,

Built of the drift-wood thrown on the sands from wrecks in the tempest.
Round them shapes of gloom and sorrowful faces were gathered,

Voices of women were heard, and of men, and the crying of children.
Onward from fire to fire, as from hearth to hearth in his parish,
Wandered the faithful priest, consoling and blessing and cheering,

Like unto shipwrecked Paul on Melita’s desolate sea-shore.

Thus he approached the place where Evangeline sat with her father,
And in the flickering light beheld the face of the old man,

Haggard and hollow and wan, and without either thought or emotion,
E’en as the face of a clock from which the hands have been taken.
Vainly Evangeline strove with words and caresses to cheer him,

Vainly offered him food; yet he moved not, he looked not, he spake not,
But, with a vacant stare, ever gazed at the flickering fire-light.

" Benedicite!"murmured the priest, in tones of compassion.

More he fain would have said, but his heart was full, and his accents
Faltered and paused on his lips, as the feet of a child on a threshold,
Hushed by the scene he beholds, and the awful presence of sorrow.
Silently, therefore, he laid his hand on the head of the maiden,

Raising his tearful eyes to the silent stars that above them

Moved on their way, unperturbed by the wrongs and sorrows of mortals.

Then sat he down at her side, and they wept together in silence.

Suddenly rose from the south a light, as in autumn the blood-red
Moon climbs the crystal walls of heaven, and o’er the horizon
Titan-like stretches its hundred hands upon mountain and meadow,
Seizing the rocks and the rivers and piling huge shadows together.
Broader and ever broader it gleamed on the roofs of the village,

Gleamed on the sky and sea, and the ships that lay in the roadstead.
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Columns of shining smoke uprose, and flashes of flame were

Thrust through their folds and withdrawn, like the quivering hands of a martyr.
Then as the wind seized the gleeds and the burning thatch, and, uplifting,
Whirled them aloft through the air, at once from a hundred house-tops

Started the sheeted smoke with flashes of flame intermingled.

These things beheld in dismay the crowd on the shore and on shipboard.
Speechless at first they stood, then cried aloud in their anguish,

"We shall behold no more our homes in the village of Grand-Pre!"

Loud on a sudden the cocks began to crow in the farm-yards,

Thinking the day had dawned; and anon the lowing of cattle

Came on the evening breeze, by the barking of dogs interrupted.

Then rose a sound of dread, such as startles the sleeping encampments
Far in the western prairies or forests that skirt the Nebraska,

When the wild horses affrighted sweep by with the speed of the whirlwind,
Or the loud bellowing herds of buffaloes rush to the river.

Such was the sound that arose on the night, as the herds and the horses

Broke through their folds and fences, and madly rushed o’er the meadows.

Overwhelmed with the sight, yet speechless, the priest and the maiden
Gazed on the scene of terror that reddened and widened before them;
And as they turned at length to speak to their silent companion,

Lo! from his seat he had fallen, and stretched abroad on the sea-shore
Motionless lay his form, from which the soul had departed.

Slowly the priest uplifted the lifeless head, and the maiden

Knelt at her father’s side, and wailed aloud in her terror.

Then in a swoon she sank, and lay with her head on his bosom.
Through the long night she lay in deep, oblivious slumber;

And when she awoke from the trance, she beheld a multitude near her.
Faces of friends she beheld, that were mournfully gazing upon her,
Pallid, with tearful eyes, and looks of saddest compassion.

Still the blaze of the burning village illumined the landscape,
Reddened the sky overhead, and gleamed on the faces around her,
And like the day of doom it seemed to her wavering senses.

Then a familiar voice she heard, as it said to the people,—

"Let us bury him here by the sea. When a happier season

Brings us again to our homes from the unknown land of our exile,
Then shall his sacred dust be piously laid in the churchyard."

Such were the words of the priest. And there in haste by the sea-side,
Having the glare of the burning village for funeral torches,

But without bell or book, they buried the farmer of Grand-Pre.

And as the voice of the priest repeated the service of sorrow,

Lo! with a mournful sound, like the voice of a vast congregation,

Solemnly answered the sea, and mingled its roar with the dirges.
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"T' was the returning tide, that afar from the waste of the ocean,
With the first dawn of the day, came heaving and hurrying landward.
Then recommenced once more the stir and noise of embarking;

And with the ebb of the tide the ships sailed out of the harbor,
Leaving behind them the dead on the shore, and the village in ruins.
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Hinh 4: Va anh ta néi vdi Ca Vua, "Hay cin cau cia ta!"Va Ca Vua nhdy lén, nuot ching né.

And he said to the King of Fishes, "Take the bait of this rude fellow!"And the King of Fishes leaped, and
swallowed it whole.

N.C. Wyeth, 1908, Northeastern U.S.
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BAI CA CUA HIAWATHA / THE SONG OF HIAWATHA

HIAWATHA DONG THUYEN / HIAWATHA'’S SAILING

"Cho ta than cay tuyét ting ctia nguoi,"
Hiawatha kéu 1én véi ring,

"Cho ta canh cay ctia nguoi, hai cay tuyét tung!"
Va khu ring rén ri vi gi6 lanh,

Roi cay tuyét tiing vung vay canh la,

Tat cd canh 14 clia né rung lén vi gio,

Va dap lai tiéng kéu ctia Hiawatha,

Nghiéng minh v& ngd xuéng dat trudc mat anh.
"Cho ta ré cay clia nguoi, héi cay tamarack!"
Anh kéu lén véi cay trong dam lay,

"REé cay cuia nguoi, hdi cay tamarack vang!"

Va cay tamarack trong dam lay

Nghe tiéng goi ctia Hiawatha,

Va nho ré minh khoi dat,

Dua chiing dén tay Hiawatha.

"Cho ta vé cay ctia ngudi, hi cay bach duong!"
Hiawatha kéu lén véi cay ring,

"Vé cay trang clia nguoi, hdi cay bach duong!"
Va cay bach duong, cao va manh mai,

Nghe tiéng kéu ctia Hiawatha,

Lot v6 trang clia noé ra,

Dua n6 vao tay Hiawatha.

"Cho ta nhya cay cliia nguodi, héi cay linh sam!"
Anh kéu lén véi cay trong ring,

"Nhuya cay ctia nguoi, héi cay linh sam thom ngat!"
Va cay linh sam, cao va ram la,

Nghe tiéng kéu ctia Hiawatha,

Nhoé giot nhiya thom ciia né xudng,

Dua vao tay Hiawatha.

Vay la Hiawatha xay dung thuyén ctia minh,
Bén bd ho Gitche Gumee,

Diing than cay tuyét tung lam khung,

Ré cay tamarack dé khau lai,

Vb cay bach duong dé boc bén ngoai,

Va nhyta cay linh sam dé bit kin,

Xay dung mot con thuyén chic chin,

Mot chiée thuyén nhe luét trén mit nudce.

Va khi con thuyén da hoan thanh,

Hiawatha ding bén bd ho,
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Keéu 1én v6i giong néi 16n,

"Héi méat nude Gitche Gumee,

Mang con thuyén ctia ta di xa,

Nhe nhang ludt trén séng cua nguoci!"
Va mit nuée nghe tiéng anh,

Nhe nhang nang con thuyen lén,

Mang né luét di trén song.

"Give me of your boughs, O Cedar!"
Thus cried Hiawatha to the forest,
"Give me of your branches, O Cedar!"
And the forest moaned with the cold wind,
Then the Cedar shook its branches,
All its branches shook with the wind,
And in answer to Hiawatha’s crying,
Bowed itself and fell before him.
"Give me of your roots, O Tamarack!"
He cried to the tree in the marshland,
"Of your fibrous roots, O yellow Tamarack!"
And the Tamarack in the marshland
Heard the call of Hiawatha,

And uprooted itself from the earth,
Yielding them into Hiawatha’s hands.
"Give me of your bark, O Birch-tree!"
Thus cried Hiawatha to the forest,
"Of your white bark, O Birch-tree!"
And the Birch-tree, tall and slender,
Heard the cry of Hiawatha,

Stripped its white bark from its body,
Yielding it into Hiawatha’s hands.
"Give me of your balm, O Fir-tree!"
He cried to the tree in the forest,

"Of your resinous balm, O Fir-tree!"
And the Fir-tree, tall and bushy,
Heard the cry of Hiawatha,

Dropped its fragrant balm in droplets,
Yielding it into Hiawatha’s hands.
Thus did Hiawatha build his canoe,
By the shores of Gitche Gumee,

With the Cedar’s trunk for its framework,
Tamarack roots to sew it together,
Birch-tree bark to cover its surface,

And Fir-tree balm to seal its seams,



Building a sturdy vessel,

A light canoe to glide on the water.
And when the canoe was finished,
Hiawatha stood by the lakeshore,
Crying with a mighty voice,

"O waters of Gitche Gumee,

Bear my canoe far outward,

Glide it gently on thy billows!"
And the waters heard his calling,
Gently lifted the canoe upward,

Bearing it gliding on the waves.

HIAWATHA DI CAU / HIAWATHA’S FISHING

Hiawatha mang con thuyén ctia minh,
Ra mét nuéc Gitche Gumee,

Vung mai chéo manh mé ctia minh,
Lué6t qua séng nuée lung linh.

Anh mang theo can cau dai,

Va moi cau lam tir xuong huou,

Soi day dugc dét tit vo cay,

Méc cau sac bén tit xuong chim.
Anh ngdi trong con thuyén ctia minh,
Nhin xudng mit nuée trong vat,
Thay nhitng con ca boi 16i bén dudéi,
C4 trang, caA vang, va ca do.

Anh néi véi Ca Vua duéi nudc,
"Hai Ca Vua, ké manh mé,

Hay can moi clia ké tho 16 nay,

Hay dén va ddi mat véi Hiawatha!"
Va Ca Vua nghe 15i anh,

Nhéay lén khoi méat nude sau,

Nudt chiing moi cau ctia Hiawatha,
Kéo manh sgi day trong miéng.
Hiawatha nim chat day cau,

Kéo C4 Vua lén con thuyen,

Con ca 16n giay giua d doi,

Nhung Hiawatha manh hon nhiéu.
Anh dat C4 Vua vao thuyén,

Va cheéo vé b Gitche Gumee,

Mang chién lgi pham vé nha minh,
Noi Nokomis dang cha dgi.

Nokomis nhin con c4 16n,
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Cudi vui va khen nggi Hiawatha,
"Anh da lam tot, con trai cta ta,

Mang vé Ca Vua cho dan lang!"

Hiawatha took his canoe,

Out on the waters of Gitche Gumee,
Plied his paddle with strength,

Gliding through the shimmering billows.
He brought his long fishing-line,

And bait made from deer’s bone,

A line woven from tree bark,

A sharp hook carved from bird bone.
He sat within his canoe,

Looking down at the clear water,
Seeing the fish swimming below,
White fish, gold fish, and red fish.

He spoke to the King of Fishes,

"O King of Fishes, thou mighty one,
Take the bait of this rude fellow,

Come and face Hiawatha!"

And the King of Fishes heard him,
Leaped up from the deep water,
Swallowed Hiawatha’s bait whole,
Pulling hard the line in its mouth.
Hiawatha gripped the fishing-line,
Pulled the King of Fishes to the canoe,
The great fish thrashed wildly,

But Hiawatha was far stronger.

He placed the King of Fishes in the canoe,
And paddled back to Gitche Gumee’s shore,
Bringing his trophy to his home,
Where Nokomis awaited him.

Nokomis saw the great fish,

Smiled with joy and praised Hiawatha,
"Thou hast done well, my son,

Bringing the King of Fishes for the village!"
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Hinh 5: Con tau vwon minh trén séng nude, nhu mot con chim lon véi doi canh trdng.
The ship soared on the waves, like a great bird with white wings.
C.W. Ashley, 1908, Northeastern U.S.
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VIEC PONG CON TAU / THE BUILDING OF THE SHIP

"Déng cho ta mdt con tau,"

Ong chti néi v6i ngudi thg ca,
"Déng mot con tau that vitng chic,
Dé vugt qua séng gi6é dai duong!"
Ngudi thg ca cui dau,

Va bat dau cong viéc clia minh,
Vé6i doi tay ran chac va khéo 1éo,
Ong chon gb tit ring sau.

Go s0i cho khung tau,

Go thong cho cot buom cao,

Go tuyét tung cho san tau,

Tat ca duge ghép lai chic chan.
Nhitng ngusi thg lam viéc ngay dém,
Tiéng biia vang vong khip noi,

Ho d6 md hoi va hat ca,

Tao nén con tau tuyét dep.

Khi con tau da hoan thanh,

N6 ditng oai vé bén bd bién,

Véi canh buom trang tinh,

S&n sang ludt trén séng nudc.

Ong chit nhin con tau,

Cudi man nguyén va khen nggi,
"Con tau nay sé chinh phuc bién ca,

Mang ching ta dén nhing chan trsi méi!"

"Build me a ship,"said the master,
Thus spoke he to the chief builder,
"Build a ship that is sturdy,

To withstand the ocean’s tempests!"
The chief builder bowed his head,
And began his labor straightway,
With hands both strong and skillful,
He chose wood from the deep forest.
Oak for the ship’s framework,

Pine for the tall masts,

Cedar for the ship’s deck,

All joined together securely.

The workers toiled day and night,
The sound of hammers echoing,
They sweated and sang songs,

Crafting a ship most beautiful.
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When the ship was completed,

It stood majestic by the seashore,
With sails of purest white,

Ready to glide on the waters.

The master beheld the ship,

Smiled with satisfaction and praised,
"This ship will conquer the seas,

Bearing us to new horizons!"
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Hinh 6: Cau bé zay lau dai cat trén bai bién, mo vé nhitng cudc phiéu lu za zoi.
The boy built sandcastles on the beach, dreaming of far-off adventures.
Olive Rush, 1908, Northeastern U.S.
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NGUOI XAY LAU DAI / THE CASTLE-BUILDER

Mot cau bé ngoi trén bai bién,
Xay lau dai cat v6i doi tay nho,
Ting thap cao va tudng thanh,
Mo vé viiong quoc clia rieng minh.
Cau dat nhiing v so 1én dinh,
Nhu ngon c6 bay trong gio,

Va tudng tugng minh la vua,

Cai tri mot viing dat huyen thoai.
Séng bién tran dén gan,

Nhe nhang vo vao lau dai cat,
Nhung cau bé khong ngling xay,
Tiép tuc mo mong ciia minh.

Mat trai lan phia chan troi,

T6 vang lau dai cua cau,

Va trong anh hoang hén ruyc rd,

Cau bé mim cudi véi gidc mo.

A young boy sat on the beach,
Building sandcastles with small hands,
Towers tall and walls strong,
Dreaming of his own kingdom.

He placed seashells on the tops,
Like flags waving in the breeze,
And imagined himself a king,
Ruling a land of legend.

The sea waves crept closer,

Gently lapping at the sandcastle,
But the boy did not stop building,
Continuing his dreams onward.
The sun set on the horizon,
Gilding the boy’s castle with gold,
And in the radiant sunset,

The boy smiled at his dream.
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Hinh 7: Ong cudi ngua qua dém, bdao dong dan ching vé quan thi.
He rode through the night, warning the folk of the foe.
Howard Smith, 1908, Northeastern U.S.

43



HANH TRINH CUA PAUL REVERE / PAUL REVERE’S RIDE

Hay lang nghe, héi con cai, va cic con sé nghe

Vé hanh trinh nita dém ciia Paul Revere,

Vao ngay mudi tam thang Tu, ndm bay lam;
Ching ai song dén ngay nay

Ma quén dude ngusi dan 6ng ay va hanh trinh ciia 6ng!
Ong noi véi ban minh, "Néu quan Anh hanh quan
Bing duong bo hay dudng bién tit thi tran dém nay,
Hay treo mot ngon den trén thap chudng nha tha,
Mot néu bing dudng bo, hai néu bang dudng bién;
Va toi sé § bo bén kia, sdn sang cudi ngya,

Bao dong khiap mién qué xa gan!"

Dém den, va mat trang 16 dang,

Paul Revere chs dgi trén ba,

M3t déi theo thap chuong nha tho,

Cho dén khi ong thay anh sang l6e len,

Hai ngon den sang, dau hiéu ro rang,

Quan Anh dén bing dudng bién dem nay!

Ong nhay lén ngua, phi nudc dai,

Qua Medford, qua Lexington, qua Concord,

Tiéng v6 ngira vang trong dém tinh ling,

"Quan th dén! Hay sdn sang chién dau!"

Ong hét 16n, danh thic dan ching,

Chuan bi cho cudc chién tu do.

Listen, my children, and you shall hear

Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere,

On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-five;
Hardly a man is now alive

Who remembers that famous day and year.
He said to his friend, "If the British march
By land or sea from the town to-night,
Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch

Of the North Church tower as a signal light,—
One if by land, and two if by sea;

And I on the opposite shore will be,

Ready to ride and spread the alarm
Through every Middlesex village and farm!"
The night was dark, and the moon arose,
Paul Revere waited on the shore,

His eyes fixed on the church tower,

Until he saw the light gleam forth,
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Two lanterns bright, the signal clear,

The British come by sea to-night!

He sprang to his horse, galloped fast,

Through Medford, through Lexington, through Concord,
The sound of hooves in the silent night,

"The foe is coming! Prepare to fight!"

He shouted loud, rousing the folk,

Ready for the battle for freedom.

45



Hinh 8: Con tau rin dai duge déng bén b bién, sin sang cho cudc chién trén song nudc.
The long serpent ship was built by the shore, ready for battle on the waves.
Frank T. Merrill, 1908, Northeastern U.S.
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VIEC DONG CON TAU RAN DAI / THE BUILDING OF THE
LONG SERPENT

Bén bo bién Na Uy lanh gia,

Vua Olaf ra lénh déng tau,

"Mot con thu dai, manh mé nhu rin,
Dé chinh phuc ké thit trén bién cal"
Nhitng nguoi thg lanh nghé tu hop,
Chon gb tot nhat tit ritmg sau,

Go s6i va thong, ciing cap va bén.
Ho déng con tau ngay va dém,
Khic dau rén ¢ mii tawu,

Véi doi mat dé ryge nhu Iita,

Canh budm 16n dude givong cao,
S&n sang cho chién tran xa xoi.
Con tau ran dai luét trén soéng,

Mang vua Olaf dén chién thang.

By the cold shores of Norway,

King Olaf ordered a ship to be built,
"A long ship, strong as a serpent,

To conquer foes on the high seas!"
The skilled workers gathered round,
Chose the best wood from the forest deep,
Oak and pine, sturdy and tough.

They built the ship day and night,
Carved a serpent’s head at the prow,
With eyes red as glowing fire,

The great sail was raised high,

Ready for battles far away.

The long serpent ship glided on waves,
Bearing King Olaf to victory.
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