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	         Before dawn on January 9, 1800, a remarkable creature came out of the woods near the village of Saint-Sernin in southern France. No one expected him. No one recognized him. He was human in bodily form and walked erect. Everything else about him suggested an animal. He was naked except for the tatters of a shirt and showed no modesty, no awareness of himself as a human person related in any way to the people who had captured him. He could not speak and made only weird, meaningless cries. Though very short, he appeared to be a boy of about eleven or twelve, with a round face under dark, matted hair. During the night he had approached the lower part of the village, where the Rance River leaves a narrow wooded valley and sweeps under a stone bridge. The boy had entered the terraced garden of a tanner and begun digging for vegetables. There the tanner caught him. 
            In an official report of the local commissioner written three weeks after the capture, we have our first eyewitness account: 
The whole neighbourhood learned about it quickly and everyone turned out to see the child. People referred to him as a wild savage. I hurried down there myself to make my own decision about how far to believe the stories. I found him sitting by a warm fire, which he seemed to enjoy, but showing signs of uneasiness from time to time, probably because of the great crowd of people around him. For a while I watched him without saying anything. When I spoke to him it didn’t take long to discover that he was mute. Soon after that, when I noticed that he made no response to various questions I put to him, in both a loud and a soft voice, I decided that he must be deaf. 
When I took him affectionately by the hand to lead him to my house, he resisted strenuously. But a series of caresses and particularly two hugs I gave him, with a friendly smile, changed his mind, and after that he seemed to trust me. 
      When we reached my house, I decided he must be hungry. To find out what he liked, I had my servant offer him on a big earthenware platter raw and cooked meat, rye and wheat bread, apples, pears, grapes, nuts, chestnuts, acorns, potatoes, parsnips and an orange. He picked up the potatoes confidently and tossed them into the fire to cook them. One at a time he seized the other items, smelled them and rejected them. With his right hand he picked the potatoes right out of the live coals and ate them roasting hot. There was no way to persuade him to let them cool off a little. He made sharp, inarticulate, yet scarcely complaining sounds that indicated the hot food was burning him. When he got thirsty, he glanced around the room. Noticing the pitcher, he placed my hand in his without any other sign and led me to the pitcher, which he tapped with his left hand as a means of asking for a drink. Some wine was brought, but he scorned it and showed impatience at my delay in giving him water to drink. 
      He relieved himself wherever and whenever he felt like it, squatting to urinate, defecating while standing.
Several days later, the “savage” was taken to an orphanage, or hospice in the town of Saint-Affrique. He was kept there for a month. During this time, reports were kept on his behaviour: 
Accustomed to all the hardships of winter in the open air and at a high altitude, the boy would not tolerate any kind of clothing. He pulled his clothes off as soon as he had been dressed, or tore them up if he couldn’t get them off. When he arrived at the home, he showed a great aversion to sleeping in a bed. However, he gradually got used to doing so, and later on showed his pleasure whenever his sheets were changed.
Following a brief stay at the orphange, the boy was taken to Paris under the protection of a local priest and naturalist named Bonaterre. The descriptions and accounts continued: 
Outwardly, this boy is no different from other boys. He stands four feet one inch tall; he appears to be about twelve or thirteen years old. He has delicate white skin, a round face, long eyelashes, a long, slightly pointed nose, an average-sized mouth, a rounded chin, generally agreeable features, and an engaging smile. When he raises his head, one can see at the upper end of the tracheal artery, right across the glottis, a healed over wound about an inch and a half long. It looks like the scar left by a sharp instrument. 
When he is sitting down, and even when he is eating, he makes a guttural sound, a low murmur; and he rocks his body from right to left or backwards and forwards, with his head and chin up, his mouth closed, and his eyes staring at nothing. In this position he sometimes has spasms, convulsive movements that may indicate that his nervous system has been affected.
There is nothing wrong with the boy’s five senses, but their order of importance seemed to be modified. He relies first on smell, then on taste; his sense of touch comes last. His sight is sharp; his hearing seems to shut out many sounds people around him pay close attention to. Nothing interests him but food and sleep. 
His constant need for food multiplies his connections with the objects around him and develops a certain degree of intelligence in him. During his stay at the orphanage, his sole occupation consisted of shelling beans, and he performed that job as efficiently as an experienced person. Since he knew that the beans were a regular part of his ration, as soon as he saw a bunch if dried beanstalks he went to get a pot. He set up his workspace in the middle of the room, laying out the different articles as conveniently as possible. As he emptied the pods, he set them down next to him in a symmetrical pile. When he had finished, he picked up the pot, put water in it, set it on the fire, which he built up by adding the dry pods. If the fire had gone out, he picked up the shovel and gave it to the worker, making signs that they should go find some live coals in the neighbourhood. As soon as the pot began to boil, he demonstrated his desire to eat. And there was no alternative but to pour the half-cooked beans into his plate. He ate them eagerly. 
When it is time to go to bed, nothing can stop him. He picks up a candlestick, points at the key to his room, and goes into a rage if he is not obeyed.
After several months of careful observation and experimentation, Bonaterre concluded:
All these little details and many others we could add prove that this child is not totally without intelligence, reflection, and reasoning power. However, we are obliged to say that, in every case not concerned with his natural needs or satisfying his appetite, one can perceive in him only animal behaviour. If he has sensations, they give birth to no idea. He cannot even compare them with one another. One would think that there is no connection between his soul or mind and his body, and that he cannot reflect on anything. As a result he has no discernment, no real mind, no memory. This condition of imbecility shows itself in his eyes, which he never keeps on any one object, and in the sounds of his voice which are inarticulate, and discordant. One can see it even in his gait – always a trot or a gallop – and in his actions, which have no purpose or explanation.


