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To Chévi, my best friend.

You taught me to live, to feel, to love,
to believe that everything was possible
and to become myself.





Dawn

Nature is all that we see,

All that we want, all that we love.

All that we know, all that we believe,

All that we feel within ourselves.

It is beautiful for those who see it,

Good to those who love it,

Just when we believe in it

And respect it within ourselves

Look at the sky, it sees you,

Kiss the earth, it loves you.

The truth is what we believe

In nature it’s yourself.

GEORGE SAND






PROLOGUE

Is it a man or a woman? My eyes long ago lost the ability to spot that kind of detail from more than thirty metres away. Is that an animal running along beside them? Oh no, please, not a dog! I’ve got to stop them before they scare my friends away.

Like them, I’ve become very territorial. Anyone who enters my territory is seen as a threat. I feel as if my intimacy is being violated. My area of the forest has a radius of five kilometres. As soon as I see somebody I follow them, I spy on them, I collect information. If they come back too often, I’ll do everything I can to scare them off.

I emerge from the undergrowth, determined to keep the walker from advancing any further. A strong smell of very sweet violets assaults my nostrils. My walker must be a woman. As I climb back up the little forest path, I realise that it’s been months since I last addressed a word to a human being. I’ve been living in the forest for seven years, communicating only with animals. For the first few years I went back and forth between human society and the wilderness, but over time I ended up turning my back once and for all on what they call ‘civilisation’ to join my real family: roe deer.

As I advance along the little forest path, feelings rise up in me that I thought I had completely eliminated from my life. What must I look like? My hair hasn’t seen a comb for years, and it’s been cut ‘blind’, with a small pair of sewing scissors. Luckily my face is beardless. So there’s that. My clothes? My trousers, completely covered in soil, could stand up all on their own like a sculpture. Well, at least it’s dry today. At the beginning of my adventure I would sometimes check my reflection in a pocket mirror that I kept in a little round box. But over time, with the cold, the damp, the mirror tarnished and, to tell the truth, I no longer know what I look like.

It’s a woman. I have to be polite so as not to frighten her. But stay on your guard, you never know. What word should I start with? ‘Hello’; ‘hello’ is good. No, maybe ‘good evening’. It’s already the end of the day.

‘Good evening …’

‘Good evening, monsieur.’
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