when one 1s so sad . . .”

“Were you so sad, then?” I |

asked, “on the day "

of the forty-four sunsets?” |

But the little prince |
made no reply.

e

i it p—
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VII

On the fifth day — again, as always,
it was thanks to the sheep — the secret
of the little prince’s life was revealed
to me. Abruptly, without anything to
lead up to it, and as if the question
had been born of long and silent med-
itation on his problem, he demanded:

“A sheep — if it eats little bushes,
does it eat flowers, too?”

“A sheep,” I answered, “eats any-
thing 1t finds 1n 1ts reach.”

“Even flowers that have thorns?”

“Yes, even flowers that have
thorns.”

“Then the thorns — what use are

they?”
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I did not know. At that moment
I was very busy trying to unscrew a
bolt that had got stuck in my engine.
I was very much worried, for it was
becoming clear to me that the break-
down of my plane was extremely se-
rious. And I had so little drinking
water left that I had to fear the worst.

“The thorns — what use are they?”

The little prince never let go of a
question, once he had asked it. As for
me, I was upset over that bolt. And
I answered with the first thing that
came into my head:

“The thorns are of no use at all.
Flowers have thorns just for spite!”

“Oh!”

There was a moment of complete
silence. Then the little prince flashed
back at me, with a kind of resent-
fulness:
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“I don’t believe you! Flowers are
weak creatures. They are naive. They
reassure themselves as best they can.
They believe that their thorns are ter-
rible weapons . . .”

I did not answer. At this instant I
was saying to myself: “If this bolt still
won’t turn, I am going to knock it
out with the hammer.” Again the little
prince disturbed my thoughts:

“And you actually believe that the
flowers —”

“Oh, no!” I cried. “No, no, no! I
don’t believe anything. I answered you
with the first thing that came into my
head. Don’t you see — I am very busy
with matters of consequence!”

He stared at me, thunderstruck.

“Matters of consequence!”

He looked at me there, with my
hammer 1n my hand, my fingers black
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with engine-grease, bending down
over an object which seemed to him
extremely ugly . . .

“You talk just like the grown-ups!”

That made me a little ashamed. But
he went on, relentlessly:

“You mix everything up together
. . . You confuse everything . . .”

He was really very angry. He tossed
his golden curls in the breeze.

“I know a planet where there is a
certain red-faced gentleman. He has
never smelled a flower. He has never
looked at a star. He has never loved
anyone. He has never done anything
in his life but add up figures. And
all day he says over and over, just
like you: ‘I am busy with matters of
consequence!” And that makes him
swell up with pride. But he 1s not a
man — he i1s a mushroom!”
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“A what?”

“A mushroom!”

The little prince was now white with
rage.

“The flowers have been growing
thorns for millions of years. For mil-
lions of years the sheep have been eat-
ing them just the same. And 1s it not
a matter of consequence to try to
understand why the flowers go to so
much trouble to grow thorns which
are never of any use to them? Is the
warfare between the sheep and the
flowers not important? Is this not of
more consequence than a fat red-faced
gentleman’s sums? And if I know —
I, myself — one flower which is
unique in the world, which grows no-
where but on my planet, but which
one little sheep can destroy in a single
bite some morning, without even no-
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ticing what he 1s doing — Oh! You
think that 1s not important!”

His face turned from white to red
as he continued:

“If someone loves a flower, of which
just one single blossom grows in all
the millions and millions of stars, it
1s enough to make him happy just to
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look at the stars. He can say to himself:
‘Somewhere, my flower is there . . .’
But if the sheep eats the flower, in
one moment all his stars will be dark-
ened . . . And you think that is not
important!”

He could not say anything more.
His words were choked by sobbing.

The night had fallen. I had let my
tools drop from my hands. Of what
moment now was my hammer, my
bolt, or thirst, or death? On one star,
one planet, my planet, the Earth, there
was a little prince to be comforted.
I took him in my arms, and rocked
him. I said to him:

“The flower that you love 1s not
in danger. I will draw you a muzzle
for your sheep. I will draw you a

railing to put around your flower.
I will —~

52

soLIVEWORKSHEETS



I did not know what to say to him.
I felt awkward and blundering. I did
not know how I could reach him,
where I could overtake him and go
on hand in hand with him once more.

It 1s such a secret place, the land
of tears.

VIII

I soon learned to know this flower
better. On the little prince’s planet
the flowers had always been very sim-
ple. They had only one ring of petals;
they took up no room at all; they were
a trouble to nobody. One morning
they would appear in the grass, and
by night they would have faded peace-
fully away. But one day, from a seed
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