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“As a child, piano virtuoso Hélène Grimaud heard her first concerts in the sounds of Nature. It was here, in Nature, that music came alive and her life’s path was forged. Her memoir, Invoking the Wild Soul of Music, is a testament to the profound impact Nature can have on one’s life, starting with passion, leading to profession, and ultimately finding purpose.”
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Hélène Grimaud and I discussed this book many times. The first time was in New York one memorable spring, when I went to the Wolf Center* and Hélène allowed me to get close to the wolves—at a safe distance, I might add. What I saw stunned me in the strongest sense: she was at one with these wild animals, just as she had been earlier with the works of Brahms. There was no hesitation; on the contrary: wild and graceful, the intimate unfolding of the whole being. Years have passed, Hélène Grimaud has not stopped performing on five continents, and she has remained at the forefront of conservation, writing books and giving interviews. The project I proposed became all the more necessary, but also all the more delicate. We didn’t want a book that would repeat her three previous books, which form a trilogy that begins in Aix-en-Provence, her birthplace, and continues in Paris, where she was educated, and ends when she went to the United States—as described in Wild Harmonies. Leçons particulières†—follows her paths through Italy and Germany, and at the end of this long journey she comes back to her beloved wolves in Retour à Salem.* In the same spirit, we wanted a book that was new and that would allow us to do what even the best newspaper interview can’t do, no matter where it is or how big it is—which is to connect with time. In fact, this book was constructed month by month, with a lot of back and forth that forced us to better define the questions and answers. I remember talking about it with the writer Yves Bonnefoy, who shared with me his conviction that writing must be the opposite of filling pages; for him, he said, “writing hardly begins until it is rewritten, because then a self-awareness can emerge, a movement in which we understand ourselves, or better still, in which we can understand ourselves again.”

On the threshold of this book, I’d like to say a few brief words about Hélène Grimaud, seen from near and far in the course of her transformation and the work that has made her cherished by music lovers the world over, but also to young people in love with nature, and to those who know how wholehearted she is in her choices, and that nothing she undertakes is trivial. She achieves nothing by any other means than what brings energy and clarity, passion and hope, to everyone. By chance, we’ve known each other for a long time and have often been brought together for tours or books like Le Piano dans l’éducation des jeunes filles,† my novel, which I read to her chapter by chapter. If there’s one thing that strikes me about Hélène Grimaud, it’s her liveliness, which never sleeps. Everything interests her. She knows that everything can enrich her relationship with music, but it’s no less striking that this artist works nonstop with a discipline that compels admiration—she never takes anything for granted. She hardly ever looks to the past. Her goal is to become better and better in all areas, based on an uplifting view of the meaning of life. Thus she is always young, and those who come close to her feel rejuvenated by her invigorating contact, as if she had been able to see the source where what matters are not the latest novelties, but, on the contrary, the reference points where the origin of what will never end can be found.

Hélène Grimaud has already achieved a great deal, although it seems only yesterday that she was unanimously awarded first prize at the Paris Conservatory at the age of thirteen. On the musical level, she conquered the heights of classical music with records that have become benchmarks; from Bach to Chopin, from Mozart to Liszt, from Debussy to Bartók or Shostakovich, not to mention her doubles, Beethoven, Schumann, and Brahms, composers whom she has been able to bring to life with contemporary musicians such as former subjects of the USSR like the Estonian Arvo Pärt or the Ukrainian Valentin Silvestrov, but also the American John Corigliano or the Japanese Tōru Takemitsu. Whether playing as a soloist, as part of a duo, or with an orchestra, she knows how to bring out every nuance. She even recorded Brahms’s Lullaby at the request of our friend Françoise Hardy who sang the lyrics. And who knows, maybe one day her plan—she loved Jean Ferrat and he loved her—to sing a duet with Sting will come true? From disc to disc, Hélène Grimaud has demonstrated an imagination that can’t help but recall the dresses from Perrault’s fairy tale: the moon-colored dress, the sun-colored dress, and the sky-colored dress.*

Over the years, the paradoxes inspired by this artist have not gone unnoticed. Who is this young woman whose charisma has captured me, as it has all those who have met her, and who is able to deal with wild animals on a familiar basis? Who is this both simple and refined pianist who is able to sing together with the most feared of all animals? Who is this concert artist accustomed to great halls who lived in the wilderness on the heights above Salem? Of course there are those who have pointed out the similarities between Hélène Grimaud and wolves. Don’t they share the fact of being rebellious, nomadic, exiled, untouchably strong, and a scapegoat for those who feel weakened by what outshines them? The poet Philippe Jaccottet speaks of “high signs” when speaking of her, and the painter Balthus and the filmmaker Ingmar Bergman, some of the greatest artists, could see what she brought to the table: in a separate, closed, smothered, and smothering world, Hélène Grimaud seemed not only to be a musician, but also to be musical, to claim with all her being the union of being and world, intimately united. Undoubtedly, this union, which exalts our nostalgia and guides our desire, is an illusion. But that’s the nature of music when it comes to embodiment, to what Fauré’s friend Charles Van Lerberghe once called “glimpses.” In this way, with Hélène Grimaud, we are here and elsewhere, and she herself always seems, at the moment when she is most present, to be on the verge of disappearing into the unknown, leaving us dissatisfied and longing for reunion, like a score known by heart that anticipates our memory by offering the consecration of a future in which everything becomes possible and free again.

I must say a few words about what I consider to be one of Hélène Grimaud’s strengths. I am speaking about her commitments. With the clearest humanist awareness she knew from the beginning that it was necessary to match her words with her deeds. So, despite her critics, she has taken risks to fight on a practical level for the preservation of nature, be it the environment, endangered species, or even, more recently, horses, which some would prefer to slaughter. Likewise, how can we fail to admire her desire to emphasize feminine qualities, as other great female musicians in the past have done, from Maria Yudina to Martha Argerich, and in the process to destroy macho prejudices about female musicians, who are in no way inferior to male musicians in terms of conception, virtuosity, or poetic imagination? Aware of her differences, Hélène Grimaud has shown how to turn them into strengths. With the same fervor, she has embraced the highest musical tradition, fought for a better world, and treated Mozart or Brahms with the same love as wolves, which she considers to be essential to our future as works of art. If by chance all wild species were to be exterminated, we would soon follow! Steeped in German Romanticism, running from Novalis* to Hölderlin† and including musicians, painters, philosophers, and scientists alike, but also steeped in the world of the Native Americans where she loves to spend time, always searching for the union of opposites that enriches the whole, Hélène Grimaud is an artistic and political example of a person who understands the ultimate meaning of freedom: the ability to say NO in the name of a higher purpose.

Over the years, we have seen her play as a soloist or with such remarkable artists like Truls Mørk, Jan Vogler, or Sol Gabetta, as well as Renaud Capuçon, Rolando Villazón, or Thomas Quasthoff, not to mention the conductors like Paavo Järvi, Esa-Pekka Salonen, or Yannick Nézet-Séguin—I’m afraid I can’t name them all—it’s clear that for Hélène Grimaud everything always boils down to the need, to the hope of “changing life,” as Arthur Rimbaud said. In response to this, she never tires of saying that if a revolution should break out, it must address both the outer and inner worlds at the same time. She proposes nothing less than breaking down the barriers with which the antimonies of order oppose us: action and dream, man and woman, creation and preservation, tradition and innovation. She does this with a smile, sure of the victory that is assured to those who fight for all.

Rebirth* can be seen from different angles. Hélène Grimaud wants her chosen title to be understood as “Renaissance,” that period when art triumphed in Italy, the land of her parents’s ancestors; but the renaissance she has in mind here, which we need now more than ever, this extremely singular artist warns us cannot take place without the prerequisite of a connection with our world in all its natural aspects. It is essential that we save it from the follies and degradations caused by the search for profit or the absence of heart. Hélène Grimaud takes as her own these words of writer Julien Gracq:

The earth has lost its solidity and its foundation. Today, this hill can be razed at will, this river drained, these clouds dissipated. The moment is approaching when man will seriously face nothing but himself, and nothing but a world recast by his hand to mirror his idea—and I doubt that at that moment he will be able to rest to enjoy his work and say that his work was good.

To be reborn to oneself, to be reborn to others, to be reborn for common struggles, preserving the otherness of our relationship with our soul, since “I is another” as Rimbaud says, and to also be reborn to nature, which opens us up to infinity, is the path she illuminates in this book.

STÉPHANE BARSACQ is a French writer, editor, and journalist known for his work in literature and cultural journalism, including notable interviews with figures like Pope John Paul II and Umberto Eco during his time at Le Figaro Magazine. The son of sculptor Goudji and grandson of playwright André Barsacq, he has authored essays on aesthetics, music, and spirituality, such as Johannes Brahms (2008), and his debut novel Le Piano dans l’éducation des jeunes filles (2016), which won the Roland de Jouvenel Prize. Barsacq has held key roles in publishing, including literary director at Éditions Robert Laffont and a position at Éditions Albin Michel, while living in Paris.



*The Wolf Conservation Center.

†Private Lessons.

*Return to Salem.

†Piano in the Education of Young Girls.

*From “Donkeyskin” by Charles Perrault.

*The pen name of Georg Philipp Friedrich Freiherr von Hardenberg (1772–1801), German aristocrat, poet, novelist, philosopher, and mystic.

†Johann Christian Friedrich Hölderlin (1770–1843) was a German poet and philosopher and a key figure of German Romanticism.

*This book was originally published as Renaître (September 2023) which translates to “Rebirth.”
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Over the years I’ve been interviewed regularly by top journalists. They always helped me get a better handle on what I was trying to do; their attention helped me hear myself and sometimes understand myself better. I’ve also had interviews, offstage and backstage, with friends or colleagues who offered me the most precious thing of all: their time. Because it often takes time to get in tune with each other, to make one’s voice heard, to distinguish the voice of the other, to see how they come across to us, and how we can respond to them.

Among these friends was Stéphane Barsacq, whose shared passion for literature and music, especially that of Johannes Brahms, whose biography he wrote, helped us form a strong bond. Incidentally I wrote the preface for it. Year after year, despite the ocean that separated us, we continued to talk, laugh, and dream, evoking the serious and the simple, the order of the day, where speech is composed of silence. Whether in Tokyo, Munich, Stockholm, Madrid, London, or Nantes, Stéphane always took notes after our conversations. One day he suggested that we publish them. I accepted but on one condition: that our conversations were transcribed and recast in the context of a book that would follow its own laws. I had in mind Béatrice Berlowitz’s warnings at the beginning of her interviews with Vladimir Jankélévitch: “Nothing is more deceptive than recording; it’s important to use it, but only to free yourself from it.” Stéphane would send me questions and fragments, and I’d answer him, especially when I was on tour, where solitude can be both fruitful and inspiring. I began to enjoy this game more and more. There’s nothing so fundamentally surprising about that. Isn’t dialogue the most natural thing for a musician? Without this dialogue there is no music. It starts right away with the great musicians I interpret. I ask them how to understand a certain phrase, a certain phrasing, a certain intention, hidden or not. I ask them about the meaning of the score as it unfolds. The conversation that ensues allows the work to be played and responded to indefinitely. Other questions arise, and with them new insights. More generally, where would we be without this relationship with the other? Perhaps music begins with two? If we were alone, we wouldn’t be able to sing, or sing with enthusiasm, because singing is a place of openness and sharing. A musician is always in dialogue with composers, with other musicians, and sometimes even with himself, in the most intimate part of his heart. Was it not St. Augustine who said: “I have become a question to myself”? And wasn’t it Nietzsche who said that “love is a never-ending dialogue”?

But where to begin this book of conversations? The struggles around which my life crystallized? Yes, I want to talk about the creators of a music that holds meaning and that I can interpret. But I wanted to go far beyond what touches exclusively on the domain of music—even though, if you think about it, everything touches on music since joy, happiness, and the future itself are conjugated in relations to harmony. I wanted to speak to my sisters—by that I mean talk with women to tell them that being a woman is not a handicap if you have the desire to complete a project that is close to your heart. Being a woman is a question of constant rebirth, by seeing time not as an enemy but as an ally; where it is a question of being reborn to oneself, in a passion that is always clearer, more generous, and more hospitable. And what else? Life, of course, and to speak of it in the right tone—faith in all that it gives life to, faith in nature, which I have defended more precisely by taking the side of the wolves, as I am doing today in defense of the last wild horses. Live, and stop cursing life, as Rimbaud urges us to do. But what else? It was a little girl at the exit of a concert that gave me the inspiration I was still lacking. She simply asked me: “Music, what’s the point?” For a brief moment, I was as dumbfounded as her parents. Yes, why make music? And why do all these musicians, thanks to whom we can hear a sound that crosses through the centuries, continue to do so? All these artists who neither produce nor manufacture anything in a world dedicated to matter and technology, a world where neither words nor dialogue are still really in tune with our exchanges. This book and the idea for its title in French, which when translated is “Rebirth,” came about as a response to that little girl because I know that music is the word that comes to everyone’s heart to express the paradise that is up to us—you me, everyone—to build here and now. The fact that music remains incorruptible, that it is the only language capable of crossing the density of time without ever failing to fulfill the vocation of all truth-telling; that of this Eden that it already lets us glimpse and that it re-enchants. That, like great music, there is no paradise unless it is replayed, as if it were created in the moment, beyond time. And finally, Rebirth, because who will deny it is now urgent to recast the present and future, which have little or no use for life (or less and less use), and make man more and more deaf to music, precisely because it has the power to save him.

It’s not enough to be born: it’s important to return to the world, and to love it.
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Hélène Grimaud, you earned the praise of André Tubeuf, a friend of Elisabeth Schwarzkopf and Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau, a great musicographer in the tradition of Romain Rolland, and was, during his long life, a friend of the finest musicians from the creators of the operas of Richard Strauss to Rudolf Serkin. As a kind of lead in, with your permission, I would like to quote it. The portrait he painted of you makes an excellent starting point:

We didn’t think so highly of her at first, a clean-cut, vivacious, beautiful girl and not ashamed of it, a post-sixty-eight girl who was born liberated and grew up free, we thought she was in a hurry because she’s nimble, agile, and unencumbered. We thought she was a show-off because photography suits her naturally, and she’s got fingers that make the spectacular look easy, such as Rachmaninoff or the superbly perilous Brahms. It took a long time for her to be accepted as someone who takes her time, and is contemplative and silent. In a dazzling polemic, written already a long time ago, Jean-François Revel stated, against all establishments, doctors, specialists, that a person will certainly not be a philosopher if he locks himself up in philosophy, closing himself off to everything else. Grimaud has opened things up. First the wide-open spaces. Thousands, perhaps millions, rushed in, or thought they were rushing in, with her. And then they bought one or two of her records. She opened something else with her writing. Spaces that are wide open in a very different way, landscapes with cypresses and cloisters. The castle of the soul.

Let’s set the scene and start by talking about your landscapes, your landscapes by birth and your landscapes by choice. How important are they to you?

If you’re going to paint a portrait, it’s a good idea to start with the frame. There are so many people who are unhappy with their stay on earth! So many people who feel like strangers even in the places they frequent every day and never leave, except when they go on vacation. So many people who feel suffocated in cities and others who feel suffocated by boredom in the countryside. For me, landscapes and their contemplation have always been essential to keep my balance. I would define myself as a citizen of the outside. I can be satisfied with the minimum comfort of a house. I’m not afraid of living in a somewhat spartan home, with only the most essential furnishings. Perhaps it’s because I’ve spent my life changing addresses, even countries, where sometimes I’m happy just to put down my bag without really moving in. I have to admit that between air travel and hotels, there’s nothing to encourage me to enjoy a sedentary lifestyle. But scenery, the natural scenery! I can’t go long without contemplating them or at least having their presence in my life. They are a vital need for me. First of all, it’s from an aesthetic point of view. Some of them are the most beautiful and harmonious compositions of creation. Then I’m filled with gratitude and wonderfully calm. They reassure me. They restore my balance. Especially after the chaos of touring. I’ve never traveled as much as when I sit in my successive houses in South Salem, Switzerland, or in California, when I, into contemplation of nature with the idea—early in the morning—that the sun needs my presence in order to rise, where at the precise moment of its appearance, I would catch a glimpse of the universal secret by surprise—the mystery of the world would then be revealed to me. I’ve always enjoyed this game, when I’m alone, of unwinding my memories of trees and horizons, as well as clouds, like opening an album of postcards, or else constructing a landscape in my imagination where I could then stroll in the golden light of memory. Citizen of the outside, but sedentary vagabond! Everywhere in the world there’s a little piece of Eden, as if Eden hadn’t vanished but had been divided up and hidden in an infinite number of places that we discover during the course of our wanderings or by the happenstance of our personal destiny.

You asked me how important landscapes have been to me. I would say that early on I began using them as mirrors. Just as we discover our faces by looking at them, I discovered myself by looking at landscapes. They soothed my difficulties in socializing with other children and how that worried my parents. In nature, I finally felt that I’d found my place both in the universe and in the way I felt “centered again” within myself—with a sense of newfound harmony.

When I was a child, my mother used to recite poetry to me, and I remember this line that she almost hummed when she caught me by surprise in the car with my face glued to the window lost in contemplation of the fields and hills: “Your soul is a chosen landscape.” For example, I have a precise memory of the moment when another specific landscape made me aware of my body and how it belongs to the earth. This was in Corsica, where I spent my vacations as a very young child with my parents. My mother was Corsican, a native of Olmo, a small mountain village. We would stay some hundred kilometers from there, not far from the sea, in Ghisonaccia to be exact. I used to sneak away on a path through the scrubland until the houses vanished from view. And I used to crouch down to avoid others seeing me and to give myself the illusion that I was alone in the world, closer to the ground, the ants, and the strongly aromatic wild plants. I used to then sniff the ground and listen with all my strength to the most imperceptible noises of nature. I was waiting, I didn’t know what for, to smell the unique fragrance of this countryside—a fragrance that comes back to me sometimes and causes this whole memory to surge up. I would also bury my nose in the V-neck of my T-shirt and breathe in the warm smell of my own body, which would make me dizzy and finally convince me of my own existence.

Yet you spent your childhood in a city, a city that is also musical, because it is the site of a world-famous festival. It’s where Balthus, who admired you quite a bit, as he has told me several times, worked on Don Giovanni in 1948 and on Cosi fan tutte in 1950. It’s as if Mozart’s music was already in the air before you were born . . .

Yes, I’m a native of Aix-en-Provence. All the same, I’ve never been a city kid. I feel rather strongly that the city is the most contrary and alien environment for childhood possible. There, a child has no opportunity to literally melt into her surroundings, to lie down in the grass, for example, and discover and observe shapes, colors, life—a blade of grass and the chirping of a cricket. To touch and even squeeze all these strange things: a leaf, grass, flower petals, a dewdrop, and even a spider, as well as the dirt she kneads so she can smell its aroma. The bizarrely shaped insects that I wanted to taste as a very young child, much to my mother’s great displeasure. This experience is a little like a child’s discovery of music when touching the instruments and hearing the sounds they make.

I think our urban lifestyle is terrible. Unfortunately, we rarely have, if ever, the possibility to choose. They cut the child off from the discovery of the seasons. The succession of these four beats imparts an unforgettable rhythm to the soul. Like a teacher, nature teaches the child the connections between his or her own emotions and the profound meaning of the transformation of creation: the sadness of autumn, the withdrawal and introspection of winter, the hope and joy of spring, and fulfillment and abundance of summer. It also initiates us into the mystery of time and its very essence, which, in short, is our own. It teaches us of death, but that it is a necessary stage of resurrection. Last winter, I was overwhelmed by the appearance of a violet under some snow crystals that I had scooped up to rub on my face. The grass was already pushing toward the sky with that powerful green color that makes spring so vibrant.

I remember everything that my wandering in nature has brought me. In its midst, in the heart of certain landscapes, I would find the deepest feeling of harmony with all that surrounded me. I would like to add that nature was the first and best school for me that I could ever imagine. I learned about power relations. There’s an undeniable violence in nature, whether in the manifestations of the sky, storms, hurricanes, floods, or in the relationships between the links in the food chain. Horseflies on the rumps of horses, boring into them to drink their blood. The fox slaughtering a hen in a field. The hawk swooping down on a field mouse.

On the other hand, I never cease to be amazed by the resilience of flora, a resilience that is so often praised these days. In the most polluted industrial wastelands and the most inhospitable environments, in the cracks of the sidewalk or under the asphalt of small roads, its life force expresses itself with unheard-of tenacity.

As a city kid, I used to look at a blade of grass or a flower sprouting, or sometimes a tree getting established between the sidewalk and the pavement of a forsaken street, and it always moved me powerfully and lastingly. Again it was in nature that my first encounter, almost my apprenticeship, with death took place. I discovered its reality in the fly eaten by the spider in the middle of its web, the bird killed by a cat, or in the hedgehog run over on the road. And I understood all that this death gave birth to—the earth through the rotting of the corpse or the other species that it fed.

Finally, and most importantly, the landscapes gave me my first initiation into beauty and balance. Although it is the most perfect example of a truism, it’s good to get excited by a sunset over the sea, or by the delicate balance of shapes and colors seen from the heights, or by admiring the inaccessible and mysterious peaks of a mountain range. But is there a more immediate access to beauty, one that gives that “oceanic feeling” of life that Romain Rolland speaks about, than the landscape? Could we find a better way to educate the heart and the mind than to exercise the admiration it invites us to make?

I am constantly struck by the fact that I never see any flaw in the taste of nature, neither in color nor in form, nor even in the concert of its sounds—the tree frog and the owl, the bird and the wind. There are only sounds in nature while we make noise. A noise that is unbearable, a subject to which I will return. One day, by chance, I entered into an iris garden. It was unprecedented, those harmonies of blue and violet, white and pearl, those gradations and movements of leaves that responded to the curve of the petals and the sensuality of the pistils. It was evidence in that very moment that gave me an understanding of what perfection is.

I know how passionate you are about philosophy. You know that in the sixteenth century Spinoza drew a parallel between God and nature. He saw God in everything that exists and everything that exists in God. He didn’t think God was content to create the world but that God was the world itself. From then on, human existence was determined by the laws of nature. Hence my questions: was beauty the only teaching that nature gave you?

It also gave me my first music lessons, long before I ever touched a keyboard. Of course, they were lessons by immersion, by occasional, furtive contact with the sounds bestowed by the elements. If the music that goes from Bach to Stravinsky by way of Brahms, Bartók, and Beethoven truly exalts the beauty of the world, of nature, and if it offers commentary on the themes of joy or sorrow, it’s not just to please our ears. It is meant to convey that rare quality of emotional excitement we feel when the mind participates in the birth of life—and what better place to participate than nature? What better time for initiation than during childhood?

I remember that there was a large stone pine not far from where my parents live—nothing unusual about that in Provence. But the music it made when the wind blew and the modulations its branches made based on the nature of that wind—a simple breeze or a violent mistral—filled my ears. And what about the song of the cicadas, the song of the swifts in the Provencal summer sky, or the incomparable music of the great breath of the sea? These are so many melodies that an urban child can’t enjoy. We used to live in a city that was relatively modest in size, though it’s now part of a vast urban network surrounded by highways. But during my childhood, it was easy to get away from it. And in the city itself, we could go into neighborhoods that looked like they were in the countryside, places where nature had free rein to flourish.

It was during my walks, I should say my wanderings, that I first felt the temptation to sing alone and at the top of my lungs. I remember breaking into one of the songs that my mother used to hum while cooking. I especially remember one day when I ran away from school, and going home at an hour when the street was deserted, I felt so free that I was seized by an irresistible urge to sing. André Tubeuf, in his book on German song, says that this is the origin of the lied,* that song was born in the soul of a German wanderer who was walking around his farm along a familiar stream and was moved by mist over a pond or by the nearby forest. So he began to sing, to express the sense of oneness he felt at that very moment when the beauty of his little corner of the world overwhelmed him. We can hear this hymn in Brahms’s songs. This wanderer sang when he felt too far from his land to express all the regret he felt for leaving it and his desire to return. This ode can be heard again in the songs of Brahms, who wrote nothing else whose art was more pure or whose music was more accomplished. It’s an intangible poetry, an imponderable substance without an atom of eloquence. Brahms celebrates a world in which everything is dialogue, in which everything listens and responds to each other, seeking the tension that resolves fears and anxieties.

Often when I’m walking with my dogs at my heels, I think about what André Tubeuf said and how right he was to suggest that when we walk in nature, taking human steps and treading gently, we are enrolled into the landscape. We enroll ourselves as if we were enrolled in school. Then it becomes impossible to feel the sense of absurdity that can sometimes seize us in life. Our own life and that of humanity in general on this earth. Moreover, I think that of all the lieder Brahms wrote, the one that maybe holds the general key is “Feldeinsamkeit,” which tells us that when we lie down in the grass and watch the clouds drift by, we slowly and peacefully become one with death. Then the night is just another dream, like death, which is a friend.

In your evocation of nature and the lessons it has taught you, do you include your dogs, about whom you have spoken so often? The British philosopher Bertrand Russell had this to say last century, something that is more like a witticism than an absolute truth: “No matter how eloquently a dog may bark, he cannot tell you that his parents were poor but honest.”*

It’s not certain that you agree, I’m guessing. In any case, I believe you have several dogs today who are waiting for you and who accompany you when you wander through the woods.

My dogs, and my observations of their behavior, like that of other animals, have taught me more about human nature than any other experience or study. It may be what has given me the best view of it. They also remind me of my first inclination, before music captured me, to be a veterinarian or a biologist! I have always felt a real longing for the presence of animals, which is even stronger when it comes to wild animals, wolves and mustangs, and before them the horses of the Camargue since I had the privilege of getting close to them and letting them tame me. Both exert the same fascination on me. Their presence puts me into a trance, bathes me in occult currents, and summons me to the heart of a white hot, voluptuous world without lies, which I call my paradise lost. My playing has sometimes been influenced by the eyes of the gentle queen Alawa,† which pull me into the astronomical slope of another world. These animals, and my dogs when I follow them
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