The Land of Pineauville

In the little ole town of Summerside,

In the land of P. E. I.;

Stood a house on Notre Dame Street,

Below the sunny sky.

Pièrre à Fidel was the master’s name,

Rosella his good wife;

Eleven mouths they had to feed,

But this caused them no strife.

Now names are unimportant,

But if you care to know;

Let’s start with the oldest of the girls,

Bernadette was the first to grow.

Ba’dette was tall for a new born babe,

Two big brown eyes she had;

She grew like a weed after leaving Hope River,

Midus used to make her mad.

Next came another called Evelyn,

Now married to a Burke;

She yodeled for old John Holman,

And never had to work.

Next in line we find Clarice,

An old maid she was destined to be;

In the years to come she’d see the light,

And leave the White Star and Hic-key.

But then one day she went away,

To the city of Montreal;

When she used to phone home at Christmas time,

Rosella always bawled.

Now another one we called “minou”,

Was short as she was wide;

We teased her over lame Vernie,

But she took it all in stride.

Four girls in a row was not so good,

It almost broke Dad’s heart;

But they’d keep in all good faith,

And over again they’d start.

And lo and behold within short time,

My dear Mom was there awaiting;

“Another girl”, said Dad, “I suppose”,

While supper he’d be making.

This new born babe was long and lean,

But cute as he could be;

Another name they’d have to scrounge,

But the house was full of glee.

Now little Ivan was almost two,

Before he had a place to sleep;

Then it happened again — company was coming,

And he just starting to creep.

“I wonder who’s next on the list”, said Dad,

“Where in hell will he fit?;

If this keeps up, we’ll sure go broke,

And be up to our necks in shit”.

T’was time to build another hut,

In order to house them all;

Since another parcel was on the way,

Yeh ... Verno’d be born that fall.

Now Verno was that year’s event,

What a cute little baby he was;

You should see him now, no hair on his dome,

Except for a small bit of fuzz.

As time marched on as it always does,

That time came around once more;

“This is the last for sure”, said Mom,

“I’ve lost track of the score”.

The author of this little poem,

Was next in the mail you see;

They christened him Doug and as you know,

He’s as nutty as can be.

When he came into this world of ours,

My Father sat and bawled;

“Don’t cry Pièrre, he’ll have to stay,

But I hope our motors stall”.

But no such luck were they to have,

There was still some more to come;

They were still going strong in Pineauville,

Both cleaning shitty bums.

Then Peter said to Rose one day,

“It’s costing a lot to eat;

I hope there’s lots of work this fall,

Or we won’t even have any heat”.

The months passed by with nothing new,

Till one fine day in August;

When Mom declared to dear old Dad,

“I’ve think we’ve begun all over”.

Along came Eugene, doughnuts and all,

His toothless gums so pink;

He never wanted to sleep at night,

He’d rather raise a stink.

“How long can this go on?” cried Dad,

With his hands upon his brow;

“With the cost of food and the price of milk,

We’ll have to buy a cow”.

A short little follow showed up one day,

With his little pug nose so blunt;

“Jesus Rosella, did you see him?

I think we’ve struck a runt”.

“How ´bout Ronald for a name,

Do you think that sounds O.K.”?

“It’s the only name I can think of now,”

Said Mamma with a look of dismay.

Who’d ever thought, again so soon,

That Rosie’d have another;

Until one day our stork friend came,

With our final little brother.

Now baby Earl, the cutest of all,

Had soon begun to wail;

But in short time they’d stop his song,

They’d sit him on the pail.

And finally Dad’s new hut was built;

With a place for every-one;

Meme sent over an organ,

Mom played; we had some fun.

And then one day our Mom felt sick,

And of course we had to know why;

The doctor came over to us and said,

“There’s a stork up in the sky”.

“That bird is tired”, he said to Dad,

“From visiting Pineauville;

Now give him a break, don’t bother him,

For you’ve been through the mill”.

To find a name for this new addition,

Was not an easy task;

“Let’s ask the neighbors this time”, said Dad,

Taking a swig from his little brown flask.

Let’s call him Bob, John or even Bill,

Said Dad after giving it thought;

“Hold on”, said Mom, “he’s a her not a him,

Let’s call her Cyn - thi - a”.

Good thing it was, there was no more,

I’m running out of names;

Although if more had come along,

They’d be loved just all the same.

This little poem is over now,

Please don’t think I’m crazy;

T’was fun to write these stupid lines.

But now my eyes are hazy.

By Douglas Pineau
