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I

’m an old wolf. What more
can I tell you. All

my life I’ve lived alone on
this abandoned is-

land. Don’t ask me how I got
here. How a Si-

berian wolf could ever come
to be on an empty is-

land in the middle of the
ocean. Or do. I’ll be glad

to tell you.

For as long as memory,
generations of Siberian

wolves have walked on cold
ice. For centuries, they

have refined the gentle art
of killing to survive.

The art of death.

In a way, everything in
Siberia reminds you of

death. The days are short
and chill, the nights

endless. And so cold you
feel you may never wake

again, but instead turn into
the very ice on which

you lie. The same ice which
hides you in the day

to help you kill.

I was still young when my
father died.

Some said he was a freak.
Maybe he was. He had

a black spot over his right
eye and the others kept

away from him because of
that.

They called it the sign of
the devil.

I didn’t know then that
everyone has their own

devil.

A secret darkness in every
one of us.
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Each one different. Nothing
the same for every-

one. Except death. And
life.

Everyone thought my father
was the devil, the

messenger of death. Maybe it
was because of the

spot. Or maybe because of
his decision not to kill.

He didn’t hunt. Never. He
just wandered the taiga

deep in thought. If he found
a dead animal, he

would eat it. If the animal
was wounded, but alive,

he helped it back on its
feet and healed it. He never

hurt anyone. He never
killed.

‘There are laws of Nature
which you can resist

with your mind,’ he used to
say. ‘Killing. There are

laws of Nature you cannot
master. Gravity. And

there are some laws of
Nature that are hidden from

us. Truth. Good. The laws
which are concealed by

their indefinability, called
up only by letting go.’

I don’t know how he knew it.
I was too young to

ask him. He was my father,
whatever he was like.

I loved him. I was ignorant.
Uneducated. But that

can be excused because I was
just a child. There’s

no excuse when you’re grown
up. Then, it’s a sin.

A sin against
yourself.
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T

he island where I live today
is small.

Just enough for
me.

Ask me what do I live on.
Well, I’ve got

used to it. I don’t kill.
There’s nothing to kill. I just

wait. Wait until the fish
lands on the shore to offer

its body to me. Wait until
it stops breathing. Then

I put it into the fire and
watch how its scales turn

into the smoke. Then I eat
it. In the beginning I

used to throw those fish
back into the sea, but they

kept coming back. It’s a
strange island.



Sometimes I think my father
sends me the fish.

And sometimes that he also
sends me the people

that come to me with their
stories. I don’t know

how they found out that
somewhere, on some is-

land, there lives a wolf.
Maybe they can feel it. You

can feel the good miles
away.

People come to me and tell
me their stories.

Maybe they hope I will help
them, I don’t know.

I never say anything. I look
at them carefully and

I see the road they are on.
I listen to their words

and hear their heart. I
don’t ask them if I helped

them. It’s their business.
They come to me and I

do all I know to
help.

Well, I smiled, I think I
know who sends them

to me.

When I came to the island,
all I could do in those
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first days, was sleep, I was
so tired. I had no water,

nothing, the island was
empty. Just me and sand

and waves. Then, a few days
after I came there, he

suddenly
appeared.

I don’t know how he got to
my island.

I just woke up one night
with a tail tickling me

on the nose.
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‘

I’m Jaguar.’

‘Wolf,’ I introduced
myself.

‘Jaguar,’ repeated the
jaguar.

‘Wolf,’ I repeated
too.

‘Wolf, I need something for
my journey.’

‘Something for your
journey?’ I couldn’t imagine

where he came from or where
he was going to,

or what I could give him, as
there was absolutely

nothing on my empty
island.

‘I need to find my
self.’

‘Self?’

‘I need to find my self and
I can’t find it on my

own. Would you help
me?’

‘All right, cat,’ I agreed
calmly.

‘All right?’ Jaguar couldn’t
believe it.

‘All right,’ I repeated.
‘Tomorrow we will search

the whole
island.’

I’ve always thought that my
island was the small-

est one in the world. But
while I was helping Jaguar

look for his self, I
realised that it’s vast and that I

don’t know it at all.
Despite that, we always agreed

which way to go, though
Jaguar kept stopping and

starting all day
long.

Everywhere, absolutely
everywhere, under every
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stone, on every tree, in
every river, he looked for

his self.

One night, as Jaguar picked
up maybe the twen-

tieth stone to look for his
self, banging and making

a lot of noise, I had to ask
him:

‘How long have you been
looking for your

self?’

‘Hmm,’ Jaguar looked at the
stone he held in his

hand and threw it away. He
winked. ‘That’s a good

question. Forever. I think
forever.’

He sat down beside me and
started to pull the

stripes from his
fur.

‘That’s it. Forever,’ he
repeated quietly.

‘And do you know what you
are looking for?’

‘Self.’

‘I know. But do you know
what it is like?’

Silence.

Jaguar pulled out the last
stripe.

‘I’m tired. All my stripes
hurt. Aaah,’ he

sighed.

‘Don’t make
excuses.’

‘All my stripes hurt so
much. I’ve looked for

my self everywhere. I’ve
asked people. Animals.

The Sun. The Wind. The
Night. The Moon. I’ve

thought they might help me,
but I haven’t found

anything.’
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‘Nobody else will find your
self. You must find it

alone. Only one who loves
can find the truth, that’s

what my father used to say.
Do you love anyone?’

‘I don’t know. I don’t think
so.’

‘Maybe, if you just love
yourself…’

He was quiet.

After a while he said: ‘I’m
no one. I’m just a
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