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Thérèse, Thierry, six years old, were chosen to recite a nursery rhyme in a regional challenge in Richibucto Cape, about thirty miles from their village. In the early sixties, Cocagne, with a population of two hundred, is a  secluded coastal village on the Acadian shores of New-Brunswick Canada. The new teacher arrived after the Christmas holidays. Young and dynamic, miss Geneviève had just moved from Québec, the neighbouring province. The reading competition was held before summer vacation. Thierry  and his two brothers, René and Patrick rarely got the opportunity to step far from their parents’ close guard. Thierry and Thérèse were as bright and sunny as daylight when Geneviève picked them both at school in her shiny red car. She wore a matching red scarf, a floral dress, high heels. It was wondrous for the timid boy sitting in the front seat with his teacher and a schoolmate.  After two minutes of driving, before crossing the large arched wood bridge, miss Geneviève  turned left in the three-space parking lot of the local, tiny grocery store. “Get out you two, I’m paying you a soda pop.”  “You make me so proud.” Thierry had never set foot in that store and lesser knew what a pop bottle was. He froze as Thérèse, snobby, went straight for a green bottle. Seeing his embarrassment. Miss Geneviève approached and proceeded to explain the various kind of savours. Under her spell and still not sure which to choose the kid went with the cherry soda for the color of the car. The trio left, double straws in their bottles.  While on the sinuous road the three recited out loud the rhymes, windows open to the sea bordered by rosehips fragrances.
They won the contest. At the end of the semester, the duo of speakers, never got a chance to say goodbye to their magical teacher. The pretty Geneviève, which opened a world of discoveries on that day, at least for the boy,  left without notice. It could be said, an angel took the young woman to evanescent roadways as she passed away, not from biting into an apple or drinking soda but victim to some error in medication dosage. Thierry would learn about her fate a couple of years later.  Since then, he never could drink from a straw. Automatic, intense hiccups ravage his throat, painfully retaining breathing from his lungs.  For tears he never shed, left open the chapter of the unforgettable micro-memoir awesome adventure.
“POMME DE REINETTE ET POMME D’API ‘’ * 1
Pomme de reinette et pomme d’api
                 D’api, d’api rouge
Pomme de reinette et pomme d’api 
                  D’api, d’api gris

Pomme de reinette et pomme d’api
                  D’api, d’api rouge
Pomme de reinette et pomme d’api
                   D’api, d’api gris

      Mets ton poing derrière ton dos
  Ou j’te donne un coup de marteau
                               Ouille!

*1 Sarah Thaïs
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