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To my mother, who very early on awakened me to spirituality.
A warm thanks to Marie-Madeleine Peyronnet for having kindly 

let us illustrate her magnificent book.
A warm thanks to Patricia and Frank from the Alexandra 

David-Néel House in Digne-les-Bains, France, for their kindness, 
feedback, precious help, and for keeping encouraging us.
A warm thanks to Hervé Richez for his enthusiasm and his 

technical help.
I would like to thank my co-author, Mathieu Blanchot, for his 

patience, devotion and impressive work.
A warm thanks to Muriel Cayla for the proofreading of the 

original project.
Lastly, my warm thanks to Joëlle Désiré-Marchand who did us 

the honor of writing the historical booklet.
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Lachen 
Hermitage
Sikkim, 1915
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Aix-en-Provence, 
France, June 1959
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The person
you are expecting

has arrived

Well,
young lady,
do not just
stand there!

Have a seat, 
please.

Y… yes,
Madam!

Madam?
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Sextius Hotel,
June 1959.

What is
your name?

Marie-Madeleine
Peyronnet.

How old
are you?

I am going to 
be 29 years old,

on June 30.

What is your 
religion?

Catholic.

You shall continue
to practice your

religion!

Are you
French?

Yes,
Madam!

From which
area?

d'algérie...

Originally from 
Algeria… Four generations 

of my family were 
born there...

What have
you been doing

thus far?

To be honest…
nothing...
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Unfortunately, 
I did not get an education, neither 

did I learn any trade. I've kept myself 
busy with some charity work in my 

village. I used to be a coach in 
summer camp for the Red Cross…

So
you love
children?

Yes, madam,
children and also…

traveling!

Traveling?!!

Yes, and to reconcile
the two, I became a nanny

and, with the families of the babies
I took care of, I have traveled around…

How nice is that,
Miss! Having myself fallen

back into childhood, you are
exactly who I need!

Well…
I will think about it…
I will call you in a
couple of days.

Goodbye!

Goodbye,
Madam...

How did
it go?

I have a feeling I 
am going to get along 

just fine with this 
young lady!

I think 
so too, 
madam…
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and now…

I find myself alone in the 
lobby of this grand hotel, 
still not realizing that at 

this very moment, I have just
taken what is most probably the
biggest turning point in my life!

Indeed, I've just met this 
amazing woman, philosopher, 

Orientalist, explorer...
… this authentic Parisian, first white 
woman who, in 1924, was able to enter 
Lhasa, the capital of Tibet, forbidden 

to all foreigners at the time.

Haven't I been entranced? Not by 
this Tibet I never heard of, but by 
this living legend woman I virtually 

know nothing about?…

All but
her name…

Alexandra
david-Néel !

Marie-Marie-
madeleine !madeleine !

The Sextius The Sextius 
Hotel just called! Hotel just called! 

Come, quickly!Come, quickly!
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Hello, Miss 
Peyronnet?

This is she, 
madam...

Madam Alexandra 
David-Néel is 

urgently asking 
for you!

Humm all right. 
Please tell madam David-

Néel I'll be there in 
five minutes!

Finally, you 
are here!

Do not leave me, my child! I am 
going to die any minute, I… I'm 

feeling very ill… I may only have about 
two hours left…

I beg 
you, do not 
leave me…
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How could I, having no other aim in 
life than to provide my help to those 
around me, abandon a woman who is 

over 90 years old and who, moreover, 
is going to die in the coming hours?

You can count on me, 
madam, I will spend the 

night with you!

Please allow me to go to my 
sister's to pick up some things. 

I'll be back in ten minutes!

Yes, madam!

Be 
quick...

You will 
see, I am not 
an ungrateful 

person…

And now, without 
saying goodbye or 
where I'm going, I'm 
leaving my family…

It is still June 17, 1959. It is six 
o'clock in the evening and I am 

making a “solemn” entrance into 
Alexandra David-Néel's life! I am staying 

at the Hotel 
Sextius, just 

for the night…

Well, 
that's what 
I thought…
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7 p.m.: Alexandra David-Néel isntt dead… 8 p.m.: She is still alive... 9 p.m.: She has a great appetite and, 
clearly, digests very easily…

10 p.m.: She looks younger and 
definitely not dying! 10:30 p.m.: First challenge: making her bed… Her “bed” is an armchair covered 

with a sheet. Its folds must be 
like this and not like that…

Here, a small cushion for her lower back...

There, another small cushion made 
of various ragged pieces of cloth, 
stuffed in a small cover of Chinese 

embroidery, to lay her head…

On the floor, a straw mat on which a 
cushion is placed, covered with the canvas 

of her camp tents, to lay her feet…
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No, not that 
cushion, the other 
one! Don't you see?

Madam, 
please excuse 

me, I am not used 
to this yet!

Definitely not! I am not used to it! For 
the first time in my life have I been 

“tasked” to make a bed in this manner…

For it is indeed about obeying 
Alexandra's commands who, like a 
conductor directs her musicians, 

commands my every movement!

Now that the 
armchair is set up, 
the bedside table…

On the 
right, the 

pot of lime 
blossoms…

Beside, 
the cup… 

here, the 
magnifying 

glass...

across, 
the pencils…

A little further, a small 
diary on which she writes 
her pending mails, the ones 

completed, and also… 

… her deepest thoughts, 
the ones she doesn't 
share with anyone… 

Then, a wooden 
ruler which I will 
talk more about 

in due time… 

Beside the bedside table, a chair 
with books on it, as well as the last 
pages written during the day and also 

blank sheets, in case inspiration 
strikes her during the night.

Alexandra has never had fixed hours for 
working, nor for eating or sleeping...

“Day? Night? What 
does it mean? Those 
are just words,” 

she said…
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June 20, Alexandra David-Néel is in 
great shape and, for three days, I have 

been subjected to the most intense 
examination, a real deluge of questions 

which I can't avoid answering!

Alexandra wants to know as much 
as possible about me, my family, 

my father and my mother, my most 
distant origins, my connections, in 

short… absolutely everything!

During all this time, I kept asking myself: why all these 
questions? What is she looking for? And above all, why has 

Alexandra David-Néel set her sight on me?

Even if I think that I have found some 
hint of an answer, I am still wondering: 

why me?

Well!

We are leaving for 
Digne  in two days. My 

villa is splendid, you will 
love it there! But we 

have to pack my bags and, 
believe me,  it is 

no easy task!

And, indeed, I remember those two 
long days of piling up Tibetan 
fur-lined dresses, Chinese 

silk dresses, manuscripts, and 
newspapers. A true nightmare!

As I was loading the taxi with these unusual 
“pieces of luggage,” I swore that I will never be 
caught doing that again: whatever happens, never 

again will I move with Alexandra David-Néel!

Ow!

My leg!My leg!

Foolish girl! Foolish girl! 
Will you be careful!Will you be careful!

With the utmost respect and affection I 
have for the woman who will be more than 
a mother and a guru to me, may I add that 
she is certainly the most difficult “piece 

of luggage” to fit in!
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Everything is now going wonderfully well: this is 
a splendid day and there I am on my way to Digne, 
where madam's sumptuous villa awaits me, with its 
rose garden and its three patios from where I 

will contemplate the beautiful sunsets…

    … You Will 
  Never Have 
Our Heart…

And all along the
 way, I am singing!

I am driving not far from Mr. Bellon's 
taxi and I am taking myself for Fangio at 

the wheel of Alexandra's Renault 4CV!

I am singing the repertoire that we 
used to sing at summer camp. I am 
crossing the Mirabeau Bridge to 

the tune of African songs.

... Beat the Drums, to Our 
Loved Ones, to the Country, 

to the Homeland, Dying Far Away, 
 It Is For   the Africans! 

I am driving through Manosque singing 
aloud the March of the Foreign Legion.

tiens,
voilà du boudin,

voilà du
boudin...

… and I am reaching Digne, 
almost voiceless, glorifying 

La Marseillaise!

...of the 
motherlaaand, the day 

of glory haaaas 
arrived!

Is my subconscious 
aware that this is the 
last day I am singing?

As the day of glory, 
for me, is far from 

having arrived!
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And here we are at the Ferréols District. 
But… not a single soul around and all the 
shutters are closed… a real wasteland!

Suddenly, I am beset by fear: having heard 
of Alexandra David-Néel's return, have 

all residents run away?

Well, what 
is going on, 
Fernande?

Today is the day Jo Magaud marries 
Addy, Madam! They are all in Saint-

Julien for the wedding!

Well, let's 
go home! I'm feeling 

better now!

While the taxi is 
making its way 

through the tall 
grass...

...I am rushing through a 
thick jungle...
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Thank you for reading this book 
preview. We sincerely hope you  

have enjoyed it. More at:
https://www.discoverypublisher.com
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