/

J“W e a Hrale

R Jenl~ par/cs wwzaxy
/ £y /

% g’onf pa e S

Vs //éd, / // o ‘, - 5
s i 722 4y o &/‘,,;
- £ g
s e
Ao M-/;’z/%a}d.}y el ) pon e
(/; 4“" W}L‘Vﬁp«é/ ﬂ%/tyﬁa %ao
ﬁ /yo7 -
b oA @/4&7 AA Ay o
a o dhia - Sadianiia ',
a:c/.'opac/&a, ;907“3 Vi .4044441’.7
U Y en a mend tin gud 9 oppelle flyfarsd
£y afondont- Werye Koot eonfinad o fllee

28 Ganner Nt a/IJ“/.—

VL M/u/}ay’w« &afzn//m /é{ /gga& 2l
Ao W RLnesf - 7

¢ el i fanhgus ). vors Ay pasgn @ denoct

z&ryu‘rﬂ./. oy Ao 24,%& t; Cﬁ‘ﬂwé/

e

Popnan Bowgome



Thursday 21st of November

Hello!

Some people came to steal
Mémé Rodéo’s car.

The engine started,

the wheels spun

but it did not move.

Of course they had not seen
that the tree was planted in it.
So it burned

and they left running.

In the end: no one hurt, just a car burned.
They did not read my letters...

Mémé Rodéo is not worried.

It must be said that by dint of growing
pineapples in her aquarium

she loves flying fish.

In her garden she is growing

violins.

As soon as they are big, she will come

to show them to you.

There are thousands of them with
unbelievable names: Stradivarius,
Octopuctus, Remus and Romulus,

there is even one named Pyrrhus.
Meanwhile Mémé Rodéo continues to shop
on the market.

| am presently camping on the east

facade of the Everest.

Itis so tall that | see clouds underneath me.
It looks like quiet waves,

they are moving forward asleep in slow motion!

Monsieur Bourgogne

©Jean-Luc Courcoult, author, director, founder of Royal de Luxe



