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Only children know what they are looking


for. Antoine de Saint Exupéry
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To this little girl Lila who, one day,


confessed to me that her hero was the Little Prince.


To Doumé the little angel with golden hair,


To all those who dream,


To all who love.





Prologue



Lila and the Little Man with Golden Hair is an imaginary tale. Lila is a dreamy, sweet, sensitive, innocent and curious little girl. Agate named Cherry is an affectionate grandmother, filled with love and tender as good bread.


During the summer holidays, Cherry will tell a story to her granddaughter Lila, who will live through this story, a waking dream, a real fairy tale, she will find her hero, the little man with golden hair, she has dreamed of it since she was very small.
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Mistigri



July 1977, that evening, a thunderstorm broke out... The sky was dark and the rain had been falling for a long time on the small village of Argelos in the Landes. Thunder rumbled and lightning streaked a sky black with ink. Agate's eyes were riveted on this menacing sky. She feared that lightning would strike her beautiful house. It was raining so much. You couldn't see anything, it was not an evening to put a cat outside. And yet... A brief but intense knock rang out at the front door. Who could come and disturb her at this hour, and in such weather? While wondering who had been crazy enough to risk putting her nose outside, she went to open it. What was her surprise to discover on the threshold, a young boy who held a grey striped kitten in one arm, while the other held an umbrella. Agate smiled at him, and did not seem to notice his bewildered look when he opened his mouth and spoke to her. Agate realized that it was not a hallucination, but that this kid was indeed real. His voice was soft and melodious.


His hazel eyes were fixed on Agate, who had a very peculiar appearance.


With undone grey hair, dressed in a long purple bathrobe that hinted at a long purple nightgown, she didn't seem to follow the fashion, because it had been a long time since women long. It looked like she came straight out of an old painting or dusty old book.


The only answer she could give him was a simple nod. Thus reassured of the identity of her young interlocutor, she revealed her own, and the boy's face no longer reflected astonishment. On the contrary, everything was explained. Of course, Agate didn't know what or who to expect, but the surprise disappeared from her face and she brought the young boy into her home. Agate offered him an armchair by the fireplace and a cup of hot chocolate to warm him up.


He was soaked with all that rain. Justin introduced himself, he lived three houses away with his parents and his little sister, he was eight years old, with red hair, a small snub nose dotted with freckles of sound and green eyes, he loved animals.


He was looking for a master or mistress for his little companion, he explained to Agate that the cat Minette who lived under the roof of his parents had seven little kittens, and that he was on a mission to find a family for each of them, because his parents no longer wanted cats at home. He had already managed to place five, there was only the last two left. Agate was moved, she admired the courage and love that little Justin had in his heart.


"I don't have any animals, I'll take your little kitten from you," she whispered after careful consideration.


—Oh! Thank you, madam! Thank you from the bottom of my heart! Thank you for him.


The little kitten meowed, interrupting him and staring at him with his big green eyes.


"You won't be disappointed, madam, he's very nice and very cuddly.


—Oh! I don't doubt it, Justin. Do you want another chocolate to warm you up?


—No Mrs. Agate, I have abused your hospitality enough, thank you for the chocolate and thank you very much for the little kitten, I am so happy.


—"What are you going to call him madam?" "I'll call him Mistigri.


—Oh! It's cute, madam, it's a very nice name. And so Mistigri moved into his new home, and became acquainted with his mistress Agate named Cherry.
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Nestor and Lila



Jeanne and Marc live in the Landes in Argelos, a pretty town in the south-west of France, a small French village in the Landes, not far from the way of Compostelle, in a massive old manor house with two floors.


A beautiful red-brick house, with walls invaded by ivy.


This house creates a special atmosphere, which imposes respect, it is surrounded by flower beds and hundred-year-old trees, it is a pretty haven of peace. It was a real crush. The one they have been looking for days and nights. "The rare pearl."


It is true that houses have this in common with us humans, they attract us, repel us or leave us indifferent. And sometimes, it's love at first sight that never fits, or almost, our criteria.


The same could be said of love stories.


Argelos, June 1978. Nestor the Breton spaniel was running. He was happy. The grass was tall, the earth freshly turned over.


Just behind him stood the house of his masters. This tall and beautiful house with green painted shutters and red bricks covered with ivy.


He loved being there. So many smells filled his nostrils! That of rats, mice, hares, that of ruminants, that of grass and that of mud. It was so good to stretch your muscles, run and run again, until you were exhausted! He heard a laugh, then the joyful cry of a child; His shadow stood out on the horizon, facing the setting sun.


"Come on, come, Nestor! The child called.


Nestor sat up and suddenly, a snap made his ear stand up. A blinding white light exploded in the sky. But no, it wasn't the sun! It was the lights of the glare ceiling light that announced a new day at the kennel.


Nestor raised his head from the gray concrete floor and blinked his eyelids to dispel the mists of sleep.


He was alone in his cage, huddled against an old blanket, at the bottom of the kennel, that's how humans called this place. Their place was deadly quiet and it was cold.


He hadn't seen anyone for a long time. The room was empty and plunged into darkness. Pale rays passed through the lowered blinds and a strange smell of medicine wafted through the air. A smell of nervousness and sadness. The smell of fear.


Every morning, the snap of the timer woke him up and the buzzing of neon lights reached his brain just before their light burned his eyes. Every morning, until the day a couple and a little girl appeared. Nestor was going around in circles in his cage, hoping to find a family.


Hers had abandoned him here in this dark and sad kennel, where three small dogs and four cats stood.


That very day, when little Lila saw him, she walked over to him, put her hand through the bars and Nestor licked her palm.


—Mom, Dad, come and see, I have found my dog, that's the one, that's the one I want!


—Well, my Lila, let's go see the vet to find out more and then we will decide.


According to the vet, Nestor had been there for four months.


He was a young one-year-old Breton spaniel, small, elegant and very vigorous, caramel eyes, a brown, white and black tricolor dress. Nestor was very affectionate and he loved children.


Lila was conquered, she knew that it was him, him, her little companion that she had always been waiting for. In this sinister cage, Nestor barely had room to turn around.


There was only the torn blanket he slept on and almost empty bowls. In anger, he tore his foam ball. He defecated in a corner. He remembered his shame the first time he was forced into that cage.


He had always been taught that a dog's place was outside. Nestor remembered that the day before his disappearance his mistress was behaving strangely, strangely! He knew something was going to happen. Something dangerous for him. But what?


"Get ready, Nestor," she said in a serious tone.


We will have to separate, I am alone to raise you, I have big health problems, I am forced to sell my house to go into a retirement home, and unfortunately there is no room for you, there is no room for you Nestor, I'm sorry. She added, without laughing, tomorrow I'll take you to your new home!


And that's how he ended up in this kennel in the middle of nowhere. Days passed and he never saw his mistress again.


In his dreams, Nestor saw the darkness of which his mistress had spoken. He wondered if she was in danger. Because he was sure of one thing, and that was that his family would never have abandoned him.


If only he found a way out of there, he would go to look for her.


A wave of exhaustion overwhelmed him. He turned over and let himself fall on his blanket, his eyelids half-closed. A snap of plastic made him open his eyes. He stood up, pressed his nose against the fence and snorted.


Nestor took a deep breath. He wasn't going to let himself get down.


He had to get out of that stinky cage and find his mistress. He threw himself with all his might on the door, slipped his muzzle into the gap and tried to reach the latch. But it was too high.


The closure system did not seem very complicated, it looked like the rubber toys he was given up to chew on when he was very small. Giving up was out of the question. He took his momentum and pounced.


The fence vibrated and he clung to it. Rolling up his lips, he bit into the metal and, finally, stuck his teeth in the latch.


He was shaking now. He felt himself slipping and the fence sank into his pads.


His instinct screamed at him to give up, but he thought of his mistress's face surrounded by darkness. His throat uttered a dull rumble. He fought again and again and the latch gave way. Nestor fell back heavily.


He stood still for a moment, breathless, his gaze troubled.


And suddenly he realized : he was free. Filled with new energy, he stood up and wagged his tail. First, drink. Then eat...


Then he woke up with a start. Too bad, it was all just a dream, he was indeed stuck in this damn cage.


He remembered it brutally, he was completely alone. Abandoned. But today, a charming five-year-old girl had come to save him.
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