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FOREWORD

	 

	"The Little Prince" is ranked as one of the best written books of all time. And a classic of universal literature.

	Due to its direct and simple style, it has been catalogued as a work for children and youngsters, however, its reflective depth on deep themes of life make it a narrative of interest for all ages.

	 

	The Little Prince tells the beautiful story of a little prince who leaves his asteroid for a long journey through the universe, in which he discovers the strange way in which older people look at the value of life, friendship and love.

	The Little Prince tells the story of a pilot who, while trying to repair the engine of his broken plane in the middle of the desert, meets by chance a little prince from a mysterious asteroid, who insistently asks him to draw him some pictures.

	Little by little, the pilot will begin to discover the fascinating story of the little prince...

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	                                   



	



	Dedication

	 

	 

	I sincerely apologize to the children for dedicating this book to an older person.

	And I have a serious justification for it: this older person is the best friend I have in the whole world. But I have another excuse: this older person is capable of understanding everything, even children's books.

	I still have a third justification: this person is in France, where he is very hungry and cold. Therefore, he has a great need to be comforted. If all those reasons and excuses were not enough, I want to dedicate this book to the child this old person was a long time ago. That is, all old people have been children before. (Although, few remember it). I correct, then, my dedication:

	 To Leon Werth, when he was a child.
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Chapter 1

	 

	 

	Once when I was about six years old, I saw a great picture in a book called: True Stories from Nature, about the primeval forest and all that. It was an image of a huge boa constrictor in the act of swallowing prey. Here is a copy of the drawing.
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	In the book it said: “Boa constrictors swallow their prey whole, without chewing it. After that, they can't move and sleep for the five or six months it takes to digest them."

	 

	I reflected very deeply, on the adventures of the jungle. And after a bit of work with a colored pencil; I managed to make my first drawing. My drawing number one. And it looked something like this:
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	Obviously, I showed my masterpiece to the adults and asked them if the drawing scared them. But they responded with: “Scare? Why should anyone be scared by a hat?

	 

	My drawing was not the image of a hat naturally. It was an image of a boa constrictor digesting a huge elephant. But since the adults couldn't understand it, I had to make another drawing: I drew the inside of a boa constrictor, so that the adults could see it in detail. Adults always need things explained to them. So my drawing number two looked something like this:
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	Once the older people looked at the drawing, The response was to advise me to put aside my boa constrictor drawings, either inside or outside, and focus instead on geography, history, arithmetic, and grammar. That is why, at the age of six, I gave up what could have been a magnificent career as a painter. I had been discouraged by the failure of my first two drawings. Old people usually don't understand anything by themselves, and it's annoying for children to always explain things to them.

	 

	So I chose another profession and learned to fly planes. I must say, I have flown a little over all parts of the world; and it is true that geography has been very useful to me. At a glance I can tell China from Japan. If one is lost at night, knowing that knowledge can save your life.
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	In the course of my life I have had many encounters with many people who have concerned themselves with matters of importance. I have lived a lot among adults. I have seen them intimately, up close. But even all that; My opinion of them hasn't improved much.

	 

	Every time I ran into one of them that I thought was funny, I would try the experiment of showing him my number one drawing, which I always carry with me. I was trying to find out, then, if this was a person of true understanding. But, whoever it was, he or she, always said the same thing as everyone else:

	 

	"That's a nice hat."

	 

	So I never talked to that person about boa constrictors, primeval forests, or stars. I lowered myself to his level. He talked to her about work, golf, politics and money. And the adult used to be very happy to have met such a sensible and funny man. 


Chapter 2

	 

	So I lived my life totally alone, with no one I could really talk to about my travels, until I had an accident with my plane in the Sahara desert about six years ago. Something broke in my engine. And since I had neither a mechanic nor passengers with me, I set out to try to repair it by myself. For me it was a matter of life or death, since I had barely enough drinking water for a week at most.
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	The first night there, well, I went to sleep in the sand, a thousand miles from any city. He was more isolated than a castaway on a raft in the middle of the sea. So you can imagine my astonishment at dawn, when I was woken up by a strange little child's voice that said:

	 

	"Please draw me a sheep!"

	 

	"What! what the hell!" I whispered in a low voice.

	 

	"Draw me a sheep!"

	 

	I jumped to my feet, completely stunned at such an event. I blinked hard, and looked everywhere looking for where that little voice came from. And suddenly, on my left side, I saw a most extraordinary and strange little person, who was standing there examining me with great seriousness. Here you can see the best portrait that, later, I could make of him. But my drawing is certainly much less charming than its original model.
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	That, however, is not my fault, because of what I told above; that the older ones discouraged me in my painting career when I was six years old, and as expected, I never learned to draw anything, except boas on the outside and boas on the inside, just like the ones you looked at above.

	 

	So, I stared at this sudden appearance with my eyes jumping out in surprise.

	 

	Remember, I had crashed in the desert a thousand miles from any inhabited place. And yet my little man didn't seem to be insecure among the lonely sands, or faint from fatigue, hunger, thirst, or fear. Nothing about him suggested that he was a child lost in the middle of this dangerous desert, a thousand miles from any city. When I was finally able to speak because of the emotion, I said:

	 

	“But what are you doing here? Such a small child should not walk through these places without his parents ”

	 

	And in response he repeated a couple of times, very slowly, as if he were talking about a matter of great importance:

	 

	"Please, draw me a sheep... go on, draw me a sheep."

	 

	 

	When a mystery is too inexplicable, one dare not disobey. Absurd as it may seem to me, a thousand miles from any place inhabited by men, and in danger of death, I took from my pocket a sheet of paper and my drawing pen. But then I remembered how my studies had concentrated on geography, history, arithmetic and grammar, and from one moment to another, I told the boy (somewhat annoyed at his request) that I didn't know how to draw. To that he replied:

	 

	"It does not matter. Draw me a sheep...”

	 

	But, honestly, I had never drawn a sheep. So I drew for him one of the two drawings that he had drawn so often. It was the boa constrictor from the outside. And I was amazed to hear the little boy say:

	 

	"No no no! I don't want an elephant inside a big snake. That snake is a very dangerous creature, and an elephant is very cumbersome. Where I live, everything is so small and... What I need is a sheep. Come on, draw me a sheep.”

	 

	So, with no other choice, I made a drawing for him.
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	He looked at it patiently, and then exclaimed:

	 

	No. This sheep looks sick. Make me another, but nice.

	 

	So, at his insistence, I had to make another drawing.
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	Seeing him, the little boy smiled indulgently.

	 

	See for yourself, - he said, “this is not a sheep. This is a ram. It has horns, don't you see?

	 

	So I did my drawing one more time.
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	But as expected; he too was rejected, just like the others.

	 

	“This is too old. I want a sheep that lives a long time.”- Answered.

	 

	 

	At that point my patience was at the limit, because I was in a hurry to start disassembling the engine. So I quickly scribbled a stroke, and made this drawing as long as he would leave me alone.
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	And I threw in a simple explanation with that: 

	“This is just your box. The sheep you asked for is inside.”

	 

	I was actually very surprised to see a long grin from ear to ear on my new friend's face.

	 

	“That's just how I wanted it! Do you think this sheep will have to have a lot of grass?”

	"Why?" - I replied.

	 

	"Because where I live everything is very small."

	 

	"Surely there will be enough grass for him", - I told him.

	"It is a very small sheep that you have given me." she whispered and bowed her head over the drawing.
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