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| lived vy life alone in the clouds.

Until the day my plane crashed in the empty desert.

Stranded, with only my shadow,

| sank down in the sand,

and in the deep silence | slept.




At sunrise a strange little voice broke my sleep. u
Please - draw me a sheep. —
| blinked. =

The voice belonged to a charming little prince.

| had never drawn a sheep.

So | sketched this and said, your 5|'|ee|:- iz inside this box,

That is a perfect sheep, he beamed.
Look, he is sleeping.




| was soon to learn that this little prince came
from a distant planet hardly bigger than himself.
It had three tiny volcanoces, and a chair for
watching the sunsets.

But his planet was covered with hundreds

of sprouting bushes.

It is hard work cleoring the baobabs, he would say.
Ah, so this was why he had need of a sheep! A



Oh, little prince with the laughter like bells!

But his voice wilted to a whisper

whenever he spnke nfmrnething else.

Her perfume filled his planet,

Her beauty blazed like the flame of a lamp.
ahe shone a light in the little prince’s heart.
She teld him she was the only rose in the
whole universe.

Haw -e:x-:_rul:.lr:' you are! he would gasp.

Am | not? And her petals would flutter.







Weary with the whims of his rose,

the little prim:e chose to leave his planal:.
Tears pricked his eyes. Gn«ndb}-'e, he said.
| hope you will be safe.

The rese drooped a little. | have my thorns.
He did not see her r:r':,.ling.

He did not hear her say, | love you.




