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Ha 1msAThlA JIeHb, OISATh-TaKyu OJsiarogapsi 6apaiiky, s y3HaJ ceKpeT MaJjleHbKOTo
npuHLIA. OH CIIPOCKHJI HEOKUIAHHO, 0e3 IPEeAMCIIOBMI, TOYHO NPHUIIEJ K ITOMY

BbIBOAY IIOCJIE JOJITUX MOJIYAJIUBBIX pas,uyMMﬂ:

On the fifth day, again thanks to the lamb, I learned the little prince's secret. He
asked unexpectedly, without preamble, as if he had come to this conclusion after

long, silent reflection:

- EcJsiu Gapailiek ecT KyCTbl, OH U IIBETbHI €CT?
- OH ecCT BCE, UTO IIOIAJIETCA.
- If a lamb eats bushes, does it eat flowers too?

- It eats everything it comes across.



- Jlacke Takue 1IBETHI, Y KOTOPBIX IIIUIIBI?
- a, 1 Te, y KOTOPBIX IIUIIBI.

- Torma 3ayeM HINUIIBI?
- Even flowers with thorns?
- Yes, even those with thorns.

- Then why the thorns?

ITOTO 51 He 3HAJIL. S OBLIT OUEeHDb 3aHST: B MOTOPE 3a€eJI0 OMH OOJIT, U ST cTapaJIcs ero
OTBEPHYTb. MHe ObLJIO He 110 ce0e, ITOJI0KEeHE CTAaHOBUJIOCH CEPbE3HBIM, BOJIBI ITOUTH

HE OCTaJIOCh, ¥ 51 Ha4aJI 00SITHCS, YTO MOSI BBIHY K/IEHHAS MOCaJKa IIJI0X0 KOHUYUTCHL.
- 3aueM Hy>KHBbI IIUTIBI?

I didn't know that. I was very busy: one bolt in the engine was jammed, and I
was trying to unscrew it. I felt uneasy, the situation was getting serious, there
was almost no water left, and I began to fear that my forced landing would end

badly.

- What are the spikes for?



3a/laB KaKoi-HUMOyAb BOIIPOC, MaJieHbKMI{ IIPUMHII Y’K€ He OTCTyIaJIcsl, IOKa He
IoJiy4daJi orBeta. HermomaTauBbiii OOJIT BBHIBOAMJI MEHSI M3 TEPIIEHbs, M I OTBETUJI

HaoOyM:
- IITubl HM 3a YeM He HY KHBI, IIBETbhI BBIILYCKAIOT UX IIPOCTO OT 3JIOCTH.
- Bot kak!

Once the Little Prince had asked a question, he would not back down until he
received an answer. The stubborn bolt was driving me crazy, and I answered

at random:

- Thorns are not needed for anything, flowers simply release them out of

anger.

- I see!

HaCTyrII/IJIO MoJtuaHue. IfIoToM OH ckasaJi ImouTu ceEpanTo:

- He Bepio 51 TebGe! IIBeTsI citadbbie. M IIpoCTOmyIIIHbIE. M OHM CTaparoTCs IPUIATD

cebe xpabpocTyu. OHM TyMaIOT: €CJIM Y HUX IIUIIbL, X Bce 00SITCS...
There was silence. Then he said almost angrily:

- I don't believe you! Flowers are weak. And simple-minded. And they try to give
themselves courage. They think: that if they have thorns, everyone is afraid of

them...



s1 He oTBeTWJI. B Ty MMHYTY s1 roBopumJI cebe: "Eciiy aTOT GOJIT U cejfuac He MOJJIacTcs,

51 TaK CTyKHY IO HEMY MOJIOTKOM, YTO OH pa3JjieTUuTCs BaApeOe3ru’. MajleHbKMI TPUHIL

CHOBA ITepe0MJI MOV MBICJIN:

- A TBI JyMaellb, UYTO LIBETHL...

- a Het >xe! Huuero s He mymar! S orBeTuJ1 Tebe mepBoe, YTO IMPUIILIIO B TOJIOBY.

TbI BUAUIID, I 3aHAT CEPbE3ZHBIM JIEJIOM.

I didn't answer. At that moment I was saying to myself: "If this bolt still doesn't
give way, I'll hit it with a hammer so hard that it'll shatter into pieces!" The little

prince interrupted my thoughts again:
- And you think that the flowers...

- No, of course not! I don't think anything! I answered you with the first thing

that came into my head. You see, I'm busy with serious business.

OH IT0OCMOTpeJT Ha MEHSI B M3y MJIEHMUMA.
- Cepb€3HBIM HesI0M?!
He looked at me in amazement.

- Seriously?!



OH Bcé CMOTpPEJI Ha ME€HA: nepenaqKaHHbIﬁ CMa304YHbIM MacJIOM, C MOJIOTKOM B pYKax,
S HAKJIOHMJICA HaJd HEIIOHATHDBIM IIpEAMETOM, KOTOprﬁ Ka3aJiCia eMy TaKuM

YPOLJIMBBIM.
- TpI roBOpHUIIIB, KAK B3pOcCJIble! - cKasaJl OH.

He kept looking at me: covered in grease, with a hammer in my hands, I was leaning

over an incomprehensible object that seemed so ugly to him.

"You talk like adults!" he said.

MHe cTaJIo COBECTHO. A OH O€ecCITOIIa HO IIPMOaBUIT:
- Bc€ ThI My Taelb... HUUero He IIOHMMaeIIb!
I felt ashamed. And he added mercilessly:

- You're confusing everything... you don't understand anything!



Ia, oH He Ha LIYyTKY paccepauicsi. OH TPSIXHYJI T'OJIOBOM, M BeTEP pacTperiaji ero

30JI0OThIE€ BOJIOCHI.

- 4 3HaI0 OIHY IIJIAHETY, TaM >KMBET TAKOM rOCIIOJIMH ¢ 6arpoBbIM JiniIoM. OH 3a BCIO
CBOIO ’KM3Hb HM pa3y He IOHIoXaJI IBeTKa. Hu pa3y He nomisiziest Ha 3Be3y. OH
HMKOTJ[a HUKOTO He JII00uJ1. M HuKorma Hudero He jesiajt. OH 3aHSIT TOJIBKO OHMM:
CKJIaJIbIBaeT IUPpPHL M ¢ yTpa 10 HOuu TBEPAUT OFHO: "5 uesioBeK cepbE3HbIit! S
yeJsioBeK cepbEé3HbIi!" - coBceM Kak ThI. M MpsiMO pasayBaeTcst OT TOPAOCTH. A Ha

caMoM jieJie OH He ueJioBeK. OH rpuo.
Yes, he was really angry. He shook his head, and the wind ruffled his golden hair.

- I know one planet, there lives a gentleman with a purple face. In his entire life, he has
never smelled a flower. Never looked at a star. He has never loved anyone. And he has
never done anything. He is busy with only one thing: adding up numbers. And from
morning till night, he repeats one thing: "I am a serious person! I am a serious person!"
- just like you. And he just puffs up with pride. But in fact, he is not a person. He is a

mushroom.




- Yro?
- T'pu6!
MaJieHbKMIM TPUHIL JIasKe 1T00JIeTHeJT OT THEBA.

- MMJIJIMOHBI JIET y IIBETOB PACTYT IIMUITBI. ¥ MUJIJIMOHBI JIET Oapaliku BCE-TaKM eJIsIT
11BeThl. Tak Hey KeJsu ke 9TO He cepbEe3HOoe /1eJI0 - IIOHSTh, [I0UYeMY OHM M30 BCeX CUJI
CTaparTCs OTPACTUTD IIUIIbI, €CJIM OT IIMIIOB HET HMKAKOTO TOJIKY ¢ HeyskeJsu aTo He
Ba’KHO, YTO GapaIiky 1 IIBEThI BOIOIOT APYT ¢ Ipyrom? Jla padBe aTO He cepbEé3Hee U He
BasKHee, yeM apuPMeTHKa TOJICTOTO TOCIIOAMHA ¢ OarpOBBIM JIMIIOM? A ecJii S 3HAIO
eIMHCTBEHHBI B MUPeE LIBETOK, OH PACTET TOJILKO HA MOel IJIaHeTe, U JPYToro TaKOoro
OoJIbllle HUT/IE HET, a MaJIEHbKMI Oapalllek B O/THO IIPEKPACHOE YTPO BIAPYT BO3bMET I

CHECT ero ¥ Ja’ke He OyAeT 3HATh, YTO OH HATBOPMJI? M 3TO BCE, MO-TBOEMY, HE BasKHO?
- What?

- A mushroom!

The little prince even turned pale with anger.

- Flowers have been growing thorns for millions of years. And lambs have been eating
flowers for millions of years. So isn't it a serious matter to understand why they try so
hard to grow thorns if thorns are of no use? Is it not important that lambs and flowers
fight each other? Isn't that more serious and important than the arithmetic of a fat
gentleman with a purple face? What if I know the only flower in the world, it grows
only on my planet, and there is no other like it anywhere else, and one fine morning a
little lamb suddenly goes and eats it and doesn't even know what he's done? And all

this, in your opinion, is not important?



OH rycTo nokpacHeJ1. [IoToM cHOBa 3aTOBOPMJIT:

- EcJm J1i00MIIIb IIBETOK - €AMHCTBEHHbIN, KAKOro 00JIbIlle HET Hy Ha OHOM M3 MHOTMX
MMJLJIMOHOB 3BE3I, - 3TOr'0 JOBOJIbHO: CMOTPMIIIb HA HE0O - ¥ THI CYACT/IMB.
roBopuiirb cebe: "Ime-To TaM >KMBET MOI1 IIBeTOK..." Ho ecsiu 6apaliiek ero cbect, 9TO

BCE paBHO Kak ecJiu ObI Bce 3Be37[bl pa3om moracsi! M 3To, 110-TBOEMY, He BasKHO!
He blushed deeply. Then he spoke again:

- If you love a flower - the only one that does not exist on any of the many millions of
stars - that is enough: you look at the sky - and you are happy. And you say to yourself:
"Somewhere there lives my flower.." But if alamb eats it, it is the same as if all the

stars went out at once! And this, in your opinion, is not important!



OH GoJiblile He MOT TOBOPUTH. OH BAPYT paspsiaasics. CremHesio. S 6pocuJt pabory. S
Y yMaThb 3a0bLJI TPO 3JIOMOJIYYHBIN OOJIT ¥ MOJIOTOK, IIPO SKasKLy U cMepTh. Ha
3Be3Jie, Ha IJIaHEeTe - Ha Moel IJIaHeTe 110 MMeHM 3eMJIs, - IIJIaKaJl MaJleHbKUMI
IIPMHII, M HAJIO OBLJIO €ro YTeIlIUTh. Sl B351JI ero Ha PYKM M cTaJjl 6atoKaTh. SI rOBOPMJI
emy: "LIBETKY, KOTOPBIN ThI JIFOOMIIb, HUUTO HE I'PO3UT... I HapMUCyIo TBoeMy Oapariky
HaMOPIHMK... Hapucyto 1J1s1 TBOero 1iBeTKa OpoHIo... 4.." S He 3HaJI, YTO eIl emy
cka3aTb. I 4yBcTBOBaJI ce0s1 yrKacHO HEJIOBKMM U HEYKJTIOKMM. Kak 1mo3BaTh, YTOObI
OH YCJIBIIIAJI, KaK JJOTHATD €ro AYIILy, YCKOJIb3aIoIllyI0 OT MeHs... Begb oHa Takasa

TaMHCTBEHHAasA M HEM3BEaHHasA, aTa CTpaHa CJIE3...

He could no longer speak. He suddenly burst into tears. It became dark. I stopped
working. I forgot all about the ill-fated bolt and hammer, about thirst and death. On a
star, on a planet - my planet called Earth - the Little Prince was crying, and I had to
console him. I took him in my arms and began to rock him. I said to him: "The flower
you love is safe... I will draw a muzzle for your lamb... I will draw armor for your
flower... I.." I did not know what else to say to him. I felt terribly awkward and clumsy.

How to call so that he would hear, how to catch up with his soul, eluding me... After all,

it is so mysterious and unknown, this land of tears...

Lots of love,

[onige






