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Tuesday the 23rd of April

There is the comma standing straight on the forehead,
suspension points in the nose,

parenthesis in the ears,

and the alphabet asleep under the tongue.

From my right hand | let out a ladybird,
from the left a butterfly,
from my toes ants.

With my arms | lift a dromedary,
with my legs | run on the back of a whale,
with my belly | plunge into poppies.
All of a sudden, in my eyes
| see a raw artichoke
lying in the spinach
with grated cheese
asleep under an umbrella.

And in my ears | hear:
“Food’s ready, turn off the computer!”

Poof! That was too short...

Monsieur Bourgogne
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