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Thursday the 25™ of April

It was only a hole in the sock | had

that made me think of my grandmother.
When | took them off after the shoes,
before entering the sleeping bag

under the tent,

| smelled a beautiful smell of poppies
evaporating like moths

before | fell asleep.

My grandmother she mended every hole
with needle and thread

because she was weird and did not like holes.
I have always loved her, my grandmother,
and when I'm snoring under the blanket
she comes back to tell me things

like for example

that day when she offered me shoes

to slide on the frozen sea

and then splash!

| fell into the freezing water.

And there, | saw whales

blowing into a balloon at the bottom of the sea.
It became so big, that it flew away...

Like a sun, it came out of the waves

and it was a hot-air balloon

slowly coming out of the water

with hanging on a washing line

mended socks that were drying.

Monsieur Bourgogne
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