
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

Hello 
It’s almost midnight in the tent 
and my flashlight is starting to fall asleep.  
It looks like a crooked eye flickering on the paper. 
The pen is writing on its own without my fingers: 
It’s a gift of a pen that another camper gave me.  
One day of strong freezing wind in Stockholm, I had parked 
my car on the facade of a house not very far away, 
and the snow was sticking everywhere like ice cubes placed 
with superglue on the buildings.  
It was pretty beautiful, besides, 
because they were all aligned like the ones we take out  
of the freezer.  
Imagine millions of little ice cubes  
well ordered on the buildings. 
Everywhere, everywhere, everywhere... 
So, I had set up my tent and was getting ready 
to sleep in my bag of sleeping,  
when I heard wolves barking!  
As I stuck my head out, I saw a dog sled 
climbing up, crossing the street and climbing again straight up 
on the ice cube houses.  
Then I caught a glimpse of a man wrapped up in the cart. 
He stopped near my campsite 
and he yelled to me in the cacophony of his 12 dogs:  
“Hello camper! 
I’m looking for a place on the North Pole, 
I’m going from the Artic to the Antarctic 
but while crossing the desert 
I picked up this pen, it writes on its own,  
it came out of a dromedary ear.  
Don’t need it, the pen, I’m giving it to you!” 
 
And poof, he went away on the ice cube.  
And now when I think very hard,  
the paper fills itself with words,  
without the hands… 
 
 

Monsieur Bourgogne 
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