
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Friday the 26th of April 

This night again,  
I heard my car honk. 
She honked, she honked 
like a barking dog.  
In fact she called me 
because she was bored… 
 So I got up, 
 I came out of the tent 
 and I walked to meet her.  
 
Standing, beside her, perched on the wall,  
as I was stroking her roof 
she started the engine.  
And then, she left 
the accelerator stuck to the floor. 
She blew so much smoke out of the exhaust pipe 
that fog came down on the neighbourhood. 
 She climbed up the buildings, 
 jumped on the houses,  
 rocketed over the red traffic lights 
 which with their round eyes 
 winked at her.  
 
And poof! She disappeared at the end of the neighbourhood… 
 
In the silence I waited. 
But after an hour she came back.  
So I went back to bed. 
 
Oh, don’t be mistaken, 
not all cars are like her. 
She’s very temperamental. 
For example if she has decided so 
she refuses to start. 
So I go to the bakery.  
I buy a baguette 
and I place it in the tank.  
 That’s crazy!  
 And so she’s happy, 



 she spins her wheels 
 which stick everywhere 
 like snails, and drives me 
 on the slopes of the tallest mountains 

of the world. 
 
I like her my car, 
she loves sandwiches. 
 
That’s how we went camping and visited New York 
with our eyes closed last year. 
Well ! I hunted antelope engines 
and that was stupid 
because they don’t have engines, antilopes. 
 
 

Monsieur Bourgogne 
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