6_ LA VIE CANADIENNE

The Wail of the Billetted.

When first 1 came to Rouen, And there I lived like Lucullys,
1 found that I was free, Or anyone you please,

To live like any gentleman, While Madame cooked e dainties,
Where best it suited me. Suszetle sal on my knees,

S0 1 sought a chambre q louer, Bul now alas | they've moted me,

And did install me there,
For Madame was q kindiy soul,
With daughter passing fair.

To a ** Itillet ” cold and hard,
Where 1 steep upon the floor, Boys
And wash me in the yard.

s

And now I'm strictly rationed,
On hard tack and bully-beef.
I'rom biscuits and Machonachie,
I fain would seek relief.

So when the shades are falling,
Suzselte, Uil think of thee,
And of Madame cooking daintics,
While you curddle on my knee.

For alus 2 my dainty Suzzetle,
An incredible decree,
Hus confined me to my billet,
When 1 fain would be with thee,

APOLOGLA
Now lest the captious reader
My morals should berwail.
Suzzelte’s a litite fuiry,
Actat sir, qeee pig-lail.
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