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1

When the woman had walked through Saint 
Martin, no one had paid her the slightest atten-
tion. Who could have imagined that she was going 
up there, towards the pass, in her wide gypsy skirts, 
her worn flat shoes, and protected only by the 
shawl that covered her from head to hip? Freezing 
rain had been falling since dawn. Those villagers 
with reasons to be outside walked briskly with 
heads bowed: there was nothing to see in such foul 
January weather. They looked at nothing.

Towards midday, the wind changed direction, 
bringing snow. At the edge of the village, the woman 
had taken the short cut that leads to the border and 
the Baou refuge. Had she taken the usual route, 
she would have gone past old César’s house, and 
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Angelina would have noticed her. Surprised, moved 
at the sight of her walking on her own towards the 
Baou and so poorly protected against the cold, 
she would have spoken to her. Perhaps she would 
have persuaded her to settle down drowsily in 
the warmth of the fire, to wait for better weather 
instead of setting off into the storm – she and the 
child she was carrying, so close to being born. 
However, the woman was going up by the short 
cut. And so that silent enemy, the snow, took her, 
hugging her closely in its merciless softness.

She was going on her way, sinking with each step, 
buffeted by swirling snow, using up her strength. 
What was her destination? No one ever found out. 
Several times, she fell, and then picked herself up. 
Near the dry stone refuge, at the foot of the Baou, 
she fell for the last time – a little black speck in that 
immense whiteness.

It was the hour at which Johannot and Berg, the 
customs men, were coming back from their patrol. 
The routine of their work had brought them together 
without erasing their differences. Berg was short, thin, 
with a narrow face and pale, watery eyes. His aggres-
siveness had no effect on tall, calm Johannot, his elder.

“It’s a crying shame to send men out on patrol 
in such weather! You can’t see ten metres in front 
of you!”
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Johannot shrugged his shoulders in resignation.
“It’s our job,” he said.
He spoke little and preferred to use short sen-

tences that said only what he meant. He pointed his 
chin towards the shadow that was coming towards 
them through the frenzy of icy flakes.

“Looks like César over there.”
The shadow took on more substance.
“Hey, César!” cried Johannot. Then he added, 

irrefutably, “filthy weather!”
César, as they met, paused a moment to chat: he 

had few friends, but Johannot was one of them.
“Good for foxes, mind,” he said.
The white bristles on his cheeks showed that he 

was an old man, but he gave such an impression 
of endurance, with such a blend, in his gaze, of 
meditative depth and audacity, that it was difficult 
to guess his age. He seemed barely to be into his 
fifties, whereas in fact he had just passed sixty.

“Good hunting as ever?” asked Berg, nodding at 
the old man’s rifle.

“Oh,” replied César, “today I’m just going for 
a stroll.”

Berg glanced in disgust at the great white expanse 
and the pristine snow plummeting from a dismal 
grey sky. “Suit yourself,” he said, as if to say, “to 
hell with you, you old lunatic – you and your pas-
sion for the mountains in all seasons.” He started 
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to walk again and added, “We’re heading back to 
the station this minute!”

César tapped a finger to his fur hat: “Good day.”
Johannot returned his farewell: “My regards to 

Angelina and Jean…”
With Berg ahead of him, he resumed the arduous 

hike, heading up towards the Baou refuge, which 
they had to get round in order to reach the customs 
post. César, meanwhile, took off towards the valley. 

Johannot was the first to notice the black speck 
as he and Berg were approaching the refuge.

“Berg, what is that… over there?”
Berg was walking with his head bowed against 

the icy bite of the snow, warming himself with 
thoughts of the hot stove that awaited them…

“What?” he said.
Already Johannot was veering towards the figure, 

on which the snow was piling up.
“It looks like a body,” he groaned, trying with all 

his might to run through the soft snow.
Berg followed more slowly. He saw Johannot 

kneel, clear the snow from a face and turn to call 
down the slope:

“César! Hey, César!”
Berg, in turn, tried to run.
At the sound of Johannot’s cries, César had 

turned around. He could no longer see the two 
customs men, but their anxious calls made him 
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retrace his steps. Soon he was able to distinguish 
the two of them, grey shadows in the whiteness, 
bent over a figure. He quickened his wide, slow 
gait and saw, at that moment, the woman whose 
head Johannot was lifting as he attempted to get 
a few drops from his flask past her lips. The poor 
wretch opened her eyes. César knelt down.

“We have to carry her down to the village,” 
Johannot said. “You’ll help us, César.”

“How did she get up here,” Berg muttered, “in 
this weather and in her condition?”

Johannot shrugged. He asked himself no ques-
tions – he knew only that they had to get her down 
to the village, to Doctor Guillaume, and that it 
would be no easy task in the blizzard and given 
her condition. 

“Hurry,” he said. “Let’s go.”
“She looks like a gypsy,” said Berg. “There was 

a camp of them in the valley last month.”
The woman whimpered softly. Johannot stroked 

her brow and, in his helplessness, said repeatedly: 
“There, there, love. It’s all right, we’re here.”
He stood up and gave instructions:
“Berg, you take her feet. César, you and I take her 

shoulders. Let’s try to go quickly and not jolt her.”
However, César looked up at him:
“There isn’t time. When a ewe has this woman’s 

look, the shepherd stays with her…”
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He jerked his chin towards the refuge:
“That’s where we have to take her. The village 

is too far.”
They did as César had suggested, Berg at her feet, 

César and Johannot at her shoulders. Their labo-
rious progress dragged groans out of the uncon-
scious woman. Her shawl had fallen and her long 
brown hair swept the snow. They settled her on 
the earthen floor of the refuge. At least she was 
sheltered from the wind. They could see now how 
young she was, and pity clutched at the hearts of 
the three men.

César took off his sheepskin jacket and slipped 
it under the woman’s body.

“Stay with her, César,” Johannot said. “Berg and 
I are going down to fetch the doctor.”

They had gone already, snatched up by the snow-
fog, when César called them back.

“Tell my granddaughter, Angelina, on your way… 
she’s young, but she’ll be able to help Guillaume 
better than us. Tell them to bring up everything 
necessary for the mother… and for the little one.”

He had spoken those last words in a lower voice, 
a voice charged with meaning, as if already, even 
before Sébastien had come into the world, he was 
assuming full responsibility, not on a surge of emo-
tion, but deep in his conscience. His thoughtful 
gaze followed Berg and Johannot as they resumed 
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their journey to the valley. They soon fell out of 
sight, and he returned to the refuge. The snow had 
almost stopped, but the wind was blowing fiercely. 
All around the shelter, the battle raged between 
the mountain and the elements, the same battle 
since the dawn of time: wind against stone, amid 
a terrible howling.

Inside the refuge, another drama was playing 
itself out: one that César could only watch power-
lessly. Even as death was snatching the woman away, 
she was giving birth to new life. Once again in this 
old world, the great mystery followed its course: a 
little child gave its first cry of despair. The old man, 
who had helped deliver so many lambs, repeated 
actions that were familiar to him. Then he took the 
jacket, which was no longer of use to the mother, 
and wrapped the child in the woollen fleece.

When the others got back from the village, they saw 
César at the entrance to the refuge with something 
in his arms. The wind had eased off and the great 
silence of the snow spread across the mountain; 
voices carried a long way, and they heard the raging 
cries of the newborn. Angelina’s fourteen years 
made her light-footed. She arrived first. The doctor 
was young and he was close behind her.

“You’re too late, Guillaume,” César told him. 
“But it can’t be helped.”
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“We came as fast as we could, César.”
Johannot arrived next, followed by Berg and little 

Jean, who, being ten, saw in this dramatic episode 
nothing more than an opportunity to race up the 
mountain. Everybody stood still as the doctor came 
out of the refuge. Pity and solemnity blended in 
his youthful face.

“It’s over…” he said. “That child is alone in the 
world.”

Angelina looked at her grandfather, the prayer 
of a woman in her young girl’s eyes. Therefore, he 
held out the child to her. 

“He’s the son of the mountain. I know that you 
will love him – you and your brother Jean.”

The newborn had fallen asleep in the warm lamb’s 
wool. Angelina wrapped him up in her shawl and 
quickly turned towards the valley… Something like 
terror surged up in her before the frozen whiteness 
of the high peaks, whose shadows reached menac-
ingly as far as her feet as she held the child. She 
had only one thought: to get away. Get away to the 
human warmth of the hearth in the tall fireplace, 
which she had covered with embers before setting 
out, and there to set down the fragile little life that 
had so miraculously been saved.

“Go with them, Guillaume,” César said simply. 
“There’s nothing more for you to do here.”

Johannot added:
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“We’ll do what needs to be done for the mother, 
Doctor… Besides, these little ones are so delicate. 
He at least has to make it!”

Jean was already running towards the house. He 
stopped:

“What about his name?… He doesn’t have a name!”
César, who was about to go back into the refuge, 

halted.
“Today,” he said, “is St Sebastian’s day…”
Angelina looked up at the doctor:
“Sébastien?” she asked.
He returned her smile. Then, gently, she hugged 

the formless heap in her arms.
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“Come to our house, Sébastien… We will love 
you… Oh, how we’ll love you.”

Far below, the smoke from chimney fires lit for 
the evening meal climbed into the icy air above 
the village. Angelina, Guillaume and Jean hurried 
towards that light-blue mist, and it was as if, sud-
denly, the world had become young again.

On that same day, 20th January, the feast day of St 
Sebastian, while a child came into the world amid 
the stormy heights, Belle was born at the opposite 
end of the mountain chain, much farther down in 
the valley.

This was at Pasco’s farm. Bernadette, the elder 
of the daughters, was carefully entering the date 
in her homework book when her sister, Christine, 
ran up to her.

“Come and see! The puppies are born! Leave your 
homework: come quickly!”

There was no need to hurry her. Bernadette 
had pulled her shawl off the coat rack, and was 
running to the stable where they kept the large 
bitch locked up. She was a huge beast, with silky 
fur, who had on her majestic person only three 
markings: her nose and her two eyes – two eyes 
whose golden pupils were veiled by long black 
lashes.
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Bernadette, with Christine in tow, pushed the door 
open. The large dog lifted her head. Having recog-
nized her visitors, she bent towards the squirming, 
damp little things and licked them passionately.

“Oh!” said Bernadette, full of disappointment, 
“They’ll never be as beautiful as her. In fact, they’re 
hideous.”

“That’s not true,” explained Christine. “They’re 
superb. You don’t know anything.”

Their father arrived.
“Daddy,” said Christine, “Bernadette thinks 

they’re ugly.”
“Of course they’re ugly. But just you wait a few 

days and you’ll see what beautiful white furballs 
you have.”

With this assurance, they closed the door, leaving the 
bitch and her little ones in peace. Bernadette returned 
to her homework and Christine to her games.

The next day saw the visit of Gédéon, the pedlar, 
who was in the habit of calling at the farm twice 
a year. Pasco saw him coming up the stony track, 
his wheezy car, which belonged to another age, 
straining against the slope.

“Gédéon!” Pasco called. “You were after a big 
dog to keep you company on your travels… I’ve 
got a litter, born yesterday.”

Gédéon stopped the jolting and squeaking 
machine that he called his car in the farmyard.
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“Let’s take a look,” he said.
In the stable, he considered the three pups, picked 

one up, weighed it in his hand, scrutinized its little 
pink-and-black muzzle, its ears and big clumsy 
paws, all under the baleful stare of its mother.

“Easy girl, calm down,” he said as he laid the 
puppy between her paws. He turned to Pasco: 
“Fine animals, I’ll grant you. But this one’s the 
best-looking…”

He pointed at the one he had just examined:
“Are you giving her to me, Pasco?” 
Faced with the farmer’s prudent silence, he added: 
“In exchange, you can choose a watch for yourself 

and two more for your daughters… not forgetting 
a silk scarf for your wife, of course.”

As he spoke, he went back to the car and returned, 
carrying a large box. He took out a selection of 
watches, whose casings he opened, and a handful 
of silk scarves printed in lively colours…

“Put that away,” said Pasco, “and in three months’ 
time, when you come to collect your dog, you’ll 
give us what you owe us.”

And so it was that Belle was sold for three 
watches and a silk scarf. It was the first time 
in her life, but it would not be the last. For if 
there is variety in human destiny, the same is 
true for dogs.
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Belle was entirely happy with the pedlar. He was 
proud of her. Even when she was still a puppy, 
you could tell what she would become: huge and 
strong like her mother, tender and gentle at the 
offer of friendship, menacing when angered. She 
was admired and loved or feared by all. When she 
turned about with her slow and steady gait, the 
way she carried her head astounded people. You 
could glimpse the powerful beauty, the assurance 
and the pride of a wild beast that she would one 
day possess. A connoisseur, who would have liked 
to buy her off Gédéon, told him that he would have 
to be wary of that strength.

“Nonsense! She’s as gentle as a lamb.”
“Just you wait until she’s grown and you’ll see.”
“Madam,” Gédéon replied, “she’s not a creature 

you’d want to annoy! I’m quite happy for folk to 
be a bit scared of her…”

And so Belle reached the age of five months. 
One day, Gédéon’s hiccupping, rattling, wheez-

ing car stopped in town, blocking a private drive. 
Gédéon got out and Belle followed him. A driver 
in his van shouted at the pedlar:

“What about me, then? How am I going to get in?”
Gédéon was hot-tempered: 
“It’s the only space and I won’t be a minute!”
“Oh yes! I’ve heard that one before! Only I don’t 

have time to waste – I’m working!”
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Gédéon went up to him, hostility on his face:
“How about me? What do you think I’m doing 

here? I’ve just got a parcel to deliver and I’ll be 
right back.”

“Like I care! Take your old banger elsewhere, or 
I’ll do it for you.”

“Just you try!”
Belle, sniffing here and there, wandered off to 

explore the world. She heard Gédéon’s voice once 
more, calling God as witness to his woes.

“Damn it all! Find somewhere else to park! 
Preventing honest folk from earning a living!”

The door slammed and Gédéon, distracted by 
his rage, started his engine. The young dog trotted 
towards the familiar sound. She ran behind the 
car… and lost sight of it. So she ran on and on, 
straight ahead, without knowing where or why.

By the time Gédéon realized that he had forgotten 
her, it was too late. He searched long and hard for 
her, but never saw her again.

Belle galloped for ages – as long as her strength 
held out. Finally, in despair, she sat down and 
whimpered. She happened to do this in the very 
middle of the main road, and so it was that she 
met Roger Pouillou. 

He was a lorry driver and he was heading back 
to Lyon. The weather had turned foggy. Roger, 
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cautious by nature, had put his floodlights on. 
When Belle saw those two monstrous great eyes 
coming towards her, she stood up, expecting  
an attack.

Roger Pouillou was a strong man, but tender-
hearted, friendly with animals and easily unset-
tled. Frantically he blew his horn and flashed his 
lights. It was no use. There stood Belle, sure of 
her rights, determined to hold her ground. Faced 
with this immovable animal, Roger braked. The 
dog wore a collar; Gédéon’s knife had etched into 
it the single name: BELLE. It was not much to go 
on! Confronted with this problem, Roger took off 
his cap, put it on again and, scratching the crown 
of his head relentlessly, explained to the dog:

“You certainly are Belle! But you’re lost. Not 
even your master’s name… Nothing! So what am I 
going to do with you? It’s not safe, you know, to be 
strolling about the roads. Didn’t you know that?”

The dog looked at him with eyes of molten gold, 
a trembling tail and friendly whimpers. It was more 
than enough to win Roger over. He took Belle into 
his arms and installed her next to him on the seat.

“Blimey! You’re not light, that’s for sure.”
Belle, comfortably rolled up into a ball, gave Roger 

the tenderest of looks. The big lorry started up.
Roger Pouillou got out at the first gendarmerie. 

The gendarmes he spoke to looked at the bitch: 
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no, there were no dogs of  this breed in the 
area. No, they were not set up for deliveries 
of this sort.

“Especially,” said one of the gendarmes face-
tiously, “considering that in three months’ time, 
this animal will come up to your waist.”

Roger Pouillou was six feet tall; he looked at Belle 
and gave an admiring whistle.

“Even so, we can’t just leave her wandering 
about.”

The gendarme suggested that there was always 
the Society for the Protection of Animals.

“Alternatively,” said his colleague, “leave us your 
name and address and take her with you. If in a 
year and a day no one’s come looking for her, she’s 
yours!”

Roger Pouillou gestured at the distance between 
his elbow and the floor. The gendarme shrugged a 
shoulder in resignation: really, there was nothing 
he could do.

Roger signed a form and took Belle with him. 
He warned her: 

“I wonder how Juliette is going to take to you.”
In the event, Juliette took to her very well. She 

adored her husband and his presents. It little mat-
tered that their lodgings consisted of one small 
bedroom and a doll’s-house kitchen: she welcomed 
Belle as a gift from Heaven.
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And Belle lived very happily at the home of her 
third owner. She spent eight months there, and 
grew to full size. It was at this point that the care-
taker of the apartment building made up her mind 
to intervene.

One day, Roger came back from his travels to find 
Juliette in tears. Belle, huge and magnificent, took 
up the entire room, while the caretaker, who was 
trying to be comforting even as she failed to sym-
pathize, dabbed with her handkerchief at Juliette’s 
blue eyes, as if she were four years old.

“Come, come, Madame Pouillou,” she said. 
“There, there, dear! There’s no point getting so 
upset! You know very well, I’ve been trying to keep 
the tenants happy for all the months you’ve had 
that animal. I’ve always told them, ‘At least wait 
until someone comes to claim her! Surely, someone 
has to come and fetch her some day!’”

Roger glanced solemnly at Belle, and then even 
more sadly at Juliette.

“Yes,” he said, “but no one has come.”
Juliette gave a start: “Just as well!”
This reaction made the caretaker more severe:
“And there it is, my dearest! Only the management 

agent is always telling me, ‘Madame Martin, no ani-
mals in the building!’ So you know… if it had only 
been a little dog, who’s to say? But a beast like that! 
I can’t very well pretend not to notice her, can I?”
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Roger acted tenderly. He even tried putting on 
the face that usually made Juliette laugh. It was 
no use. She merely shrugged her shoulders and 
sobbed more loudly.

“You’re all brutes… heartless!”
This injured Roger to his core:
“You’re going too far, Juliette. I’ve been bend-

ing over backwards for months so you could keep 
that dog… But you have to face facts: she’s no 
trinket!”

For the caretaker, who was a woman of common 
sense, the only task left was to pronounce her 
decision. Having done so, she left. Juliette 
acknowledged this departure with a furious 
sniff, and fell into contemplation of Belle. This 
only deepened her despair, so Roger confessed 
to an idea that he had been keeping secret for 
some time:

“How about we give her to my mate Guichard… 
I’ve spoken to him about it. He’s game… and he’s 
got a garden!”

Juliette’s indignant cry told him that he was on 
the wrong track.

“No, no, no! I’d rather pack our bags and get 
out of here… Roger! Why don’t we leave, the three 
of us?”

Roger, distraught, could only murmur:
“Juliette, sweet pea… where would we go?”
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Juliette had no idea, and besides, what did she 
care? She had only one constant thought: Belle. 
What would become of her?

“You really love her that much,” observed Roger. 
“It’s unbelievable!”

All of a sudden, he felt a surge of anger:
“It’s idiotic, it’s childish! She’s only a dog, after 

all! You wouldn’t want to ruin both our lives for 
this animal, would you?”

No doubt it was this anger that made Juliette 
deploy her last line of defence. She said very 
quickly:

“We can go and stay with Mummy…”
At first, Roger was close to breaking something; 

then he turned cold and hard:
“All right, I get it. Pack your suitcases. Let’s go 

and wind up at your mother’s… A lovely treat for 
her, a fine mess for us! I’m going to get some air – 
goodnight.”

The door slammed shut, and for all that 
Juliette called out, “Roger!” the only response 
from her husband was the diminishing sound of 
his footsteps hurrying down the stairs. Juliette 
looked at Belle with eyes full of  tears: it was 
no longer a matter of  childish sorrow – she 
knew now that the dog was lost to her. Those 
golden eyes watched her and Juliette answered 
them:
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“It’s the first time we’ve really argued, Roger 
and me.”

In losing Juliette and Roger, Belle lost the happiness 
that she had known for almost a year. For her it 
was sudden, tragic and impossible to understand. 
She let herself be led, of course, to the “mate” 
Guichard, and there she waited… However, when 
neither Juliette nor Roger came, she ran away. She 
wandered famished for two days. Then, on the 
third morning…

A fairground was being set up in some suburb. A 
young man was crunching an apple while watching 
Belle as she wandered, ferreting about in search 
of something to eat. What a marvellous animal, 
he thought, and he smiled: he enjoyed watching 
her. All of a sudden, he tossed the apple away 
and his smile vanished: he was no longer look-
ing at the dog but at a police car as it halted, 
slyly, with scarcely a sound. An officer stepped 
out. He carried in his hand one of those long, 
supple steel wires used to garrotte stray dogs. 
The pound! The youth took a few swift paces 
to place himself between the dog and the police 
officer.

“Hey! That dog’s mine.”
“Well then, you could try taking care of 

it. We’ve been informed that this animal has 
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been wandering the neighbourhood since last 
night.”

“That… I can’t deny. We got here last night.”
The officer had taken out his notebook.
“Name… address? It’s against the law to let dogs 

roam the public highway…”
“My name is Mario. Can’t give you an address 

– don’t have one. I’m a juggler at the circus, over 
there… So, here one day, somewhere else the next… 
See what I mean?”

“Mario what?”
“Boulonni. That’s my father’s name. Mario 

Boulonni…”

Once more, Belle found herself among people. As 
soon as he had laid a hand on her, she loved Mario. 
He was a being full of grace. For hours at a time, she 
watched him throw the most unlikely things in the 
air and catch them again. Sometimes he surrounded 
himself with flaming sticks, and Belle growled. At 
other times, he brought to life long ribbons of silk 
that traced a supple and gaudy dance around him. 
Multicoloured balls fell back miraculously into his 
hands. Ladders as they held him up seemed to float 
in the air, and he performed a thousand improbable 
stunts with a half-smile, as if none of it required the 
least effort. Yes, he was a strange being, quite unlike 
other men, and Belle adored him.
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She followed him from town to town and, each 
night, went on stage with him. There, in the 
twinkling of lights and in his sequinned cos-
tume, Mario pulled off his amazing feats. He 
was weightlessness itself. He juggled bubbles of 
air, stars.

One night, in a big city, when Mario’s extrava-
ganza was over and he had left the stage with Belle, 
a member of the audience asked to speak to Folco 
Boulonni, Mario’s father. Then, after the show, 
when they had turned off the lights, Folco came 
to find his son.

“I’ve been offered an top-notch contract for you. 
You will start in England, then all of Europe… 
Naturally, you’ll leave the dog here.”

“No,” said Mario.
“What? You’d turn down the chance to become 

Mister Mario Boulonni? To appear in the world’s 
great circuses?”

“I will go wherever you want, but with her.”
“Unbelievable! I must have dropped you on your 

head when you were little!”
Folco turned gentle and conciliatory:
“We’ll look after her, she’ll be happy here. When 

your contract is over, you’ll come back… You’ll 
see her again.”

“It’s no use going on about it. I’m happy here. I 
don’t want a change.”
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Mario held out for a month. Then ambition, the 
longing for glory, that feeling like vertigo which 
takes hold of an artist when he steps out on stage 
to public applause, all of this did its work. Mario 
signed his contract. That very day he gave up on 
Belle, and Folco, after his son’s departure, sold her. 
She had grown even bigger than her mother, and 
her fur, pampered like that of all circus animals, 
surrounded her with a snowy fleece – thick, long, 
as bright as a polar bear’s, in which only the black 
stains of her nose and the long slits of her eyes 
showed. Her beauty was dazzling. Folco fetched a 
good price for her.

So began for Belle the itinerant life of a pedigree 
dog. Bought on a whim, sold, changing owner every 
time she became a nuisance or someone offered 
a lot of money for her, she became merchandise. 
People haggled over her as they might for an item 
of furniture. She changed hands, admired con-
stantly for her exceptional beauty, but she learnt to 
distrust humans, who so easily give and then take 
away their friendship. She became indifferent. It 
mattered little to her where she was being taken, 
she did not give her heart away.

She was about six years old when she was 
locked up in a kennel. On the register, it said, 
“Belle, Pyrenean Mountain Dog.” It took two 
men armed with forked sticks to push her into 
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the cage on which were displayed the shameful 
words: “Aggressive dog”. A word was added to the 
register – “Dangerous” – beside her name. For two 
days, she refused to eat. Then she calmed down 
and resumed that air of indifferent meekness that 
made one of her new masters say:

“She’s a beauty, but she’s not an intelligent beast.”
People forgot to be wary of her. They did not 

know that, in the suffering of her imprisonment, 
the animal was rediscovering the cunning of her 
wild ancestors. Her keeper learnt this to his cost. 
One day when he opened the cage, the dog leapt 
out, without a bark, silent as a wolf. She struck 
the man mid-chest. He fell…

…And Belle, heeding the call of the high moun-
tains where her breed originated, fled towards 
whatever refuge they might offer her.


