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_ INTRODUCTION

REMEMBER RECEIVING A LETTER FROM THE AMERICAN PUB-

ke: g'étting up at dawn and seeing the sun rise while the
Eihe s _6r1d still sfepe” 1 went outside, looked up at the

lished in English!” At the time, I was struggling to estab-
mysél as & writer and to follow my path despite all the

o} k‘.LWa:ﬂ'{ing alone down a street in Miami, I heard a
. | ot tnother: “You must read The Alchernist!”
b .o'k'-.:has been translated into fifty-six languages,

o ..moref than twenty million copies, and people are be-

only honest tesponse 1s: 1 don’t know. All I know is

iki aintiag’o* the shepherd boy, we all need to be aware
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Introdw:tz’on

'ath of the personal calling is no easier than any
except ‘that our whole heart is in this journey.

at :
e Warnors of light must be prepared to have pat1enc

of our personal calling. What is a personal calling? It is
God’s blessing, it is the path that God chose for you here on
Earth. Whenever we do something that fills us with enthus-

1asm, we are following our legend. However, we don't all have
g g

the coutage to confront our own dream.
Why?

There are four obstacles. First: we are told from' child-

'yself"-are-defeats necessary? i

, st
:necessary ot not, they happen. When we
.for our dream, we have no ‘experience and

stakes. The secret of life, though, is to fall

hood onward that everything we want to do is impossible,
We grow up with this idea, and as the years accumulate, so
too do the layets of prejudice, fear, and guilt, There comes a -
time when our personal calling is so deeply buried in our -

soul as to be invisible. But it’s still there,

If we have the courage to disinter dream, we are then
faced by the second obstacle: love. We know what we want
to do, but are afraid of hurting those around us by abandon-
ing everything in order to pursue our dream. We do not real-
ize that love is just a further Impetus, not something that
will prevent us going forward. We do not realize that those

who genuinely wish us well want us to be happy and are pre-

pared to accompany us on that journey.

Cnce we have accepted that love is a stimulus, we come
up against the third obstacle: fear of the defears we will meet
on the path. We who fight for our dream suffer far more

when it doesn’t work out, because we cannot fall back on the

it oUt ¢ i ed the power of
ng_ smtetred out dream, having us P

1 ur!:ure it and spent many years living with the scars,

old excuse: “Oh, well, I didn’t really want it anyway.” 'We do

want it and know that we have staked everything on it and

de‘nly notice that what we always wanted is there,
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w.amﬁg ‘for ‘us, perhaps the very next day. Then comes the
fourth obstacle: the fear of realizing the dream for which we
: '_; fought all our lives.

. Oscar Wilde said: “Each -man kills the thing he loves”
And it’s true. The mere possibility of getting what we want
fills the soul of the ordinary person with guilt. We look
around at all those who have failed to get what they want

and feel that we do not deserve to get what we want either.

We forget about all the obstacles we overcame, all the suffer-.

ing we endured, all the things we had to give up in order to

get this far. T have known a lot of people who, when thexr:

personal calling was within their grasp, went on to commit a
series of stupid mistakes and never reached their goalwwhen
it was only a step away. _
This is the most dangerous ‘of the obstacles because

has a kind of saintly aura about it: renouncing joy and con
quest. But if you believe yourself worthy of the thing you
fought so hard to get, then you become an instrument of
God, you help the Soul of the ‘World, and you understand
why you are here.

Paulo Coelbo ™

Rio de Janeiro

November 2002

PROLOGUE

Translated by Clifford E. Landers

A1 CHEMIST PICKED UP A BOOK THAT SOMEONE IN THE
'héd brought. Leafing through the pages, he found a

i a'bout Narcissus.

'chem1st knew the legend of Narcissus, 2 youth
d ily beside a lake to contemplate his own beauty.

-w_;is:'_Narcissus beautiful?” the lake asked.




Prologue

“Who better than you to know that?” the goddesses said
in wonder. “After all, it was by your banks that he knelt each :
day to contemplate himself!”

The lake was silent for some time. Finally, it said:

“1 weep for Narcissus, but I never noticed that Narcissus”

was beautiful. I weep because, each time he knelt beside my -
banks, I could see, in the depths of his eyes, my own beauty .
reflected.”

“What a lovely story,” the alchemist thought.



‘hetd at an abandoned church. The roof had
fof agé; and an enormous:sycamore had grown on
ere the sﬁcristy had once stood:

: ".Sp'end the night there. He saw to it that

igh “There were no wolves in the region,

4 '_s.trayed during the night, and the boy

ﬂo ¢ with his jacket and lay down, using
jus ﬁ'nished reading as a pillow. He told
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It was still dark when he awoke, and, looking up, he’

could see the stars through the half-destroyed roof.

I wanted to sleep a little longer, he thought He had had_

the satne dream that night as a week ago, and once again he

had awakened before it ended.

He arose and, taking up his crook, began to awaken the___
sheep that still slept. He had noticed that, as soon as he

awoke, most of his animals also began to stir. It was as if
some mysterious energy bound his life to that of the shee
with whom he had spent the past two years, leading th
through the countryside in search of food and water. “The
are so used to me that they know my schedule,” he muttere
Thinking about that for a moment, he realized thar it coul
be the other way around: that it was he who had become a
customed to their schedule.

But there were certain of them who took a bit longer
awaken. The boy prodded them, one by one, with his ¢t _:d
calling each by name. He had always believed that the shee
were able to understand what he said. So there were t m
when he read them parts of his books that had made an im
pression on him, or when he would tell th-em of the 1o 1
ness or the happiness of a shepherd in the frelds. Some't.;_
he would comment to them on the things he had seen'in’
villages they passed.

But for the past few days he had spoken to them-abou
only one thing: the girl, the daughter of a merchant

The Alchemist

he village they would reach in about four days. He

to the village only once, the year before. The mer-

t .as;-th. proprietor of a dry goods shop, and he-always
d:that the sheep be sheared in his presence, so that

a6t be cheated, A friend had told the boy about

arn----to - read?”

the girl - asked at
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“Like everybody learns,” he said. “In school”

A“Well, if you know how to read, why are you just a

shepherd?”

The boy mumbled an answer that allowed him to avoid:

responding to her question. He was sure the girl would neve
understand. He went on telling stories about his travels, and
her bright, Moorish eyes went wide with fear and surpri
As the time passed, the boy found himself wishing that th
day would never end, that her father would stay busy
keep him waiting for three days. He recognized that he
feeling something he had never experienced before: the desii
to live in one place forever. With the girl with the raven h _
his days would never be the same again.

But finally the merchant appeared, and asked the boy
shear four sheep. He paid for the wool and asked thé's_He'p_
herd to come back the following year. :

¥

AND NOW IT WAS ONLY FOUR DAYS BEFORE HE WOULD BE BAC
i that same village. He was excited, and at the same ti
uneasy: maybe the girl had already forgotten him. Lo_fs_-
shepherds passed through, selling their wool.

“It doesn’t matter,” he said to his sheep. “I know ¢
gitls in other places.”

But in his heart he knew that it did matter. And he
that shepherds, like seamen and like traveling salesme

The Alchemist

otnd a town where there was someone who .could

them forget the joys of carefree wandering.

e day was dawning, and the shepherd urged his sheep
'dme'ctién'.of the sun. They never have to make any de-
i .fh_Ou'ght. Maybe, that's why they always stay close

srily things that concerned the sheep were food and

g’ as the boy knew how to find the best pastures
{ ey would be his friends. Yes, their days were
1th the seemingly endless hours between sun-

fad- they had never read a book in their young
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his jacket closer to his body. He knew that a few hours from OPLE FROM'ALL OVER THE WORLD HAVE PASSED THROUGH

. . . . . . C 4k :
now, with the sun at its zenith, the heat would be so grea & son, said his father. “They come in search of

that he would not be able to lead his flock across the fields.:
It was the time of day when all of Spain slept during thi
summer. The heat lasted until nightfall, and all that time ki
had to carry his jacket. But when he thought to complair

about the burden of its weight, he remembered that, becausi
he had the jacket, he had withstood the cold of the dawn
We have to be prepared for change, he thought, and h

was grateful for the jacket’s weight and warmth,
The jacket had a purpose, and so did the boy. His pur

pose in life was to travel, and, after two years of walking the .
Andalusian terrain, he knew all the cities of the region. H
was planning, on this visit, to explain to the gitl how it wa

that a simple shepherd knew how to read. That he had at.

tended a seminary until he was sixteen. His parents ha

wanted him to become a priest; and thereby a source of pnd‘

for a simple farm family. They worked hard just to have
food and water, like the sheep. He had studied Latin, 'SP”
ish, and theology. But ever since he had beena child, he'h

wanted to know the world, and this was much more imp_

- tant to him than knowing God and Iearﬂing about m

sins. One afternoon, on a visit to his family, he had

moned up the courage to tell his father that he didn't Wa%it

become a priest. That he wanted to travel.

¥
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ids are new and the seasons change. All they think

.

wotld—a desire that was still alive, despite his father’s having

had to bury it, over dozens of years, under the burden. of:' s food and water.

struggling for water to drink, food to eat, and the same place : be we're all that way, the boy mused. Even me—1I

ought of other women since I met the merchant’s
te I_Lobking at the sun, he calculated that he would
lasifa before midday. There, he could exchange his
r a thicker one, fill his wine bottle, shave, and have a

. é'-prepare himself for his meeting with the

to sleep every night of his life.

3

THE HORIZON 'WAS TINGED ‘WITH RED, AND SUDDENLY THE SU

appeared. The boy thought back to that conversation W_i_fi
his father, and felt happy; he had already seen many casﬂés In't want to think about the possibility that
and met many women (but none the equal of the one wh pherd, ‘with a larger flock of sheep, had ar-
awaited him several days hence). He owned a jacket, a boo
that he could trade for another, and a fock of sh_é
But, most important, he was able every day to live ot’it:.__
dream. If he were to tire of the Andalusian fields, he:con
sell his sheep and go to sea. By the time he had had e
of the sea, he would alteady have known other cities;
women, and other chances to be happy. I couldn't have *

God in the seminary, he thought, as he looked at the s

ility of having a dream come - true- that

' es in‘g,- he thought, as he looked again at the

Whenever he could; he sought out a new road:to

He had never been to that ruined church before, in's

having traveled through those parts many times. The
-was huge and inexhaustible; he had only to aflow his _:sh

set the route for a while, and he would discover otheri

esting things. The problem is that they don't even
that they're walking a new road every day. They' do
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It sounded like a Gypsy prayer. The boy had already had
experience on the road with Gypsies; they also traveled, bii

ut1 --:he speaks in the language of the soul, it is only

who Can understand. But, whichever it is, I'm going to
ou for the consultation” . . ... .- :

th'e_r::tfic:k, the boy thought. But he decided totake a
_shéphetd always takes his .chances with wolves
droﬁght, and that’s what makes a shepherd’s life

they had no flocks of sheep. People said that Gypsies spelﬁ_

their lives tricking others. It was also said that they had a pact
with the devil, and that they kidnapped children and, taki
thern away to their mysterious camps, made them their slaves
As a child, the boy bad always been frightened to death th
he would be captured by Gypsies, and this childhood fear
turned when the old woman took his hands in hers.

But she has the Sacred Heart of Jesus there, he thoug

ve had the same dream twice,” he said. “I dreamed

in'a field with my sheep, when a child appeared

o, p ay"widl the animals. I don't like people to do

trying to reassure himself. He didn't want his hand to ishe’ep-are afraid of strangers. But children

trembling, showing the old woman that he was fearful: 'q_b ble toplay with them without frightening

recited an Qur Father silendy. 't kriow Why. I don't know how animals know the
“Very interesting,” said the woman, never taking her. being:

from the boy’s hands, and then she fell silent.

The boy was becoming nervous. His hands bega
tremble, and the woman sensed it. He quickly puﬂ'é:d
hands away. E |

“I did’t come here to have you read my pahn,”-:'.]'r.l
already regretting having come. He thought for a mo;
that it would be better to pay her fee and leave
-Iearning a thing, that he was giving too much impo. an

his recurrent dream.

“You came so that you could learn about your dr

. said the old woman. “And dreams are the languag

When he speaks in our language, [ can interpret whix
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find 2 hidden treasure] And, just as she was about to show:

me the exact location, I woke up. Both times.”

The woman was silent for some time. T hen she agaiﬁ
took his hands and studied them carefully. |

“I'm not going to charge you anything now,  she sak
“Puit | want one-tenth of the treasure, if you find it

The boy laughed—out of happiness. He was going'to
be able to save the little money he had because -of a dream
about hidden treasure!

“Well, interpret the dream,” he said.

“First, swear to me. Swear that you will give me or
tenth of your treasure in exchange for what I am going tb (e
you.” ..

The shepherd swore that he would. The -old wo
asked him to swear again while Jooking at the image o
Sacred Heart of Jesus.

“T¢'s a dream in the language of the world,” she:sat

can interptet it, but the interpretation 1s very difﬁcult’.i.T-ha
why I feel that I deserve a part of what you find..

“And this is my interpretation: you must go to the

mids in Egypt. 1 have never heard of them,:but; if 4

child who showed them to you, they exist. There: yo .

find a treasure that will make you a rich man.”
The boy was surprssed and then n:ntated Hi
need to seek out the old woman for this! But thi n h

imembered that he wast't going to have to pay anythin

Tf:e Alcbemzst

to Waste rny tlme fust for th1s, he saids

that'your--dream was a dlfﬁcuit one; It's the

if: ';.'i'ev'er get to Egypt?”
fori't get paid. It wouldn't be the first time!”
wornarn told the boy to leave, saying_. she had al-

0 uch time with him.

boy was d1sappo1nted he decided that he would

Ve o dreams. He remembered that he had a

 things he had to take care of: he went to the mar-

¢ eat, he traded his book for one that was
ound-a bench in the plaza where he could
wine .'he had bought. The day was hot, and
] ng. The sheep were at the gates of the

ith‘ them. When someone sees the

~:as ‘had happened with him at. the




Pavro CoELHO

seminary, they wind up becoming a part of that personss life
And then they want the person to change. If someone isn’
what others want them to be, the others become angry.
Everyone seems to have a clear idea-of how other peopl
should lead their lives, but none about his ot her own.

He decided to wait until the sun had sunk a bit lower 1
the sky before following his flock back through the fields
Three days from now, he would be with the merchant
daughter.

He started to read the book he had bought. On the very
first page it described a burial ceremony. And the names
the people involved were very difficult to pronounce. If;
ever wrote a book, he thought, he would present one pets
at a time, so that the reader wouldn't have to worry: b
memorizing a lot of names. :

When he was finally able to concentrate on what h
reading, he liked the book better; the burial was on a’sno
day, and he welcomed the feeling of being cold. As he fea
on, an old man sat down at his side and tried to strike
conversation. |

“What are they doing?” the old man asked, pomtm
the people in the plaza.

“Working,” the boy answered dryly, ma.kmg it Ioo _
he wanted to concentrate on his reading.

Actually, he was thinking about shearing his sh
front of the merchant’s daughter, so that she could s

The Alchemist

omeone . who was capable of doing difficult things.

d: already imagined the scene many times; every time,

' .e_cs.‘.me fascinated when he explained that the sheep

¢ sheired from back to front. He also tried to re-

“good stories to relate as he sheared the sheep.
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as the old man had said, the boy still had time to change it

for another.

“It’s a book that says the same thing almost all the othe
books in the world say, " continued the old man. “It describes
people’s inability to choose thetr own Personal Legends. Ani
it ends up saying that everyone believes the world's greatest
lie” N .

“What's the wotld’s greatest lie?” the boy asked, -
pletely surprised.

“It’s this: that at a certain point m-our lives, we loseco
trol of what’s happening to us, and our lives become
trolled by fate. That's the world’s greatest lie

“That’s never happened to me,” the boy sa1d
wanted me to be a priest, but I decided to beco
shepherd.

“Much better”” said the old man. “Because you fe
to travel”

“He knew what I was thinking,” the boy s;ud to
The old man, meanwhile, was leafing through he
without seeming to want o return it at all. The b
that the man's clothing was strange. He looked like an
which was not unusual in those parts. Africa was only
hours from Tarifa; one had only to cross the na‘i::r_
by boat. Arabs often appeared in the city, shop
chanting their strange prayers several times a da

“Where are you from?” the boy asked.

18

The Alchemist

rom many places.”

'.'0 fie-can be from many places,” the boy said. “I'm a

I have been to many places, but I come from

e from & o )
¢ 2 city near an ancient castle. That’s
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“Enough,” said the boy. He could see that the old man
wanted to know more about his life.

“Well, then, we've got a problem. I can't help:you if yol
feel you've got enough sheep.”

The boy was getting irritated. He wasn't askmg for help

Tt was the old man who had asked for a drink of his wine,

and had started the conversation.

“Give me my .book,” the boy said. ‘I have to go’an
gather my sheep and get going.”

“Give me one-tenth of your sheep,” said the old man

“and T'll tell you how to find the hidden treasure.”-

The boy remembered his dream, and suddenly every
thing was clear to him. The old woman hadn't charge
anything, but the old man—maybe he was her husbai’l__
was going to find a way to get much more money in exck
for information about something that didn't even. ex1st 3
old man was probably a Gypsy, too.

But before the boy could say anything, the: 61:
leaned over, picked up 2 stick, and began to write irith
of the plaza. Something bright reflected from his ches
such intensity that the boy was momentarily blinded :
movement that was too quick for someone his age th
covered whatever it was with his cape. When his.
turned to normal, the boy was able to read what thé o]

had written in the sand.

The Alchemist

' in the sand of the plaza of that small city, the boy

the-na;'ﬁes of his father and his mother and the name of

: ary he had atrended. He read the name of the mer-
aughter, which he hadn’t even known, and he read

had never told anyone.

S NG OF SALEM, THE OLD MAN HAD SATD.
7 WO 1d a king be talking with a shepherd?” the
awed and embarrassed.
feasons. But let’s say that the most impor-

s -h"a‘ve succeeded in discovering your Personal

dn Jenow What a person’s "Personal Leg-

oubgv‘_e always wanted to accomplish. Every-
-are yotng, knows what their Personal Legend is.
1n their lives, everything is clear and every-
sle; They are not afraid to dream, and to yearn
they 'ould like to see happen to them in their
¢ passes, a mysterious force begins to con-

a‘ti1tw._' be impossible for them to realize their

t the Q_I_d man was saying made much sense

' arj_ted to know what the “mysterious
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The Alckemist
force” was; the merchant’s daughter would ‘be impressed
when he told her about that! '
. "It’s a force that appears to be negative, but- actua]l"
shows you how to realize your Personal Legend: It prepare!
your spirit and your will, because there is one great trut
on this planet: whoever you are, of whatever it is that: yo
do, when you really want something, it’s because that
site originated in the soul of the universe. It's your misst
on earth.’ i
“Fyven when all you want to do is travel? Or mats)
daughter of a textile merchant?”
“Yes, or even search for treasure. The Soul of the Wo:
is nourished by people’s happiness. And also by unhap
envy, and jealousy. To realize one’s destiny is a perso:
real obligation. All things are one.
“And, when you want something, all the univets
spires in helping you to achieve 1t” .
They were both silent for a time, observing th
and the townspeople. It was the old man who spok
“Why do you tend a flock of sheep?”

“Because I like to travel”

- The old man pointed to a baker stanchng i

window at one corner of the piaza. “When he

that man wanted to travel, too. But he decided fit :
gs t happen. There are other things I

imie people don't realize I've done

his bakery and put some money aside. When_h"

man, he’s going to spend a month in Africa. I—Ie rieve
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The old man related that, the week before, he had been
forced to appear before a miner, and had taken the form of:
stone. The miner had abandoned everything to go mining
for emeralds. For five years he had been wotking a certa
river, and had examined hundreds of thousands of stof_i
looking for an emerald. The miner was about to give i
up, right at the point when, if he were to examine just O
more stone—just one more—he would find his emerald.S
che miner had sacrificed everything to his Personal Lieg
the old man decided to become involved. He transfbrm
himself into a stone that rolled up to the miner’s fo
miner, with all the anger and frustration of his five frm
years, picked up the stone and threw it aside. But:he
thrown it with such force that it broke the stone it feli p
and there, embedded in the broken stone, was fhe mi
beautiful emerald in the-world.

“People learn, early in their lives, what is theu: A5
being,” said the old man, with a certain bitterness. -}
that's why they give up on it so early, too. But that’s th
it is.” B
The boy reminded the old man that he had: . aid
thing about hidden treasure.

“Treasure is uncovered by the force of flowing
it is buried by the same currents;” said the old mar
want to learn about your own treasure, you will a

me one-tenth of your flock”

The Alchemist

at about one-tenth of my treasure?”:.

ld man Jooked disappointed. “If you start out by
_sm.. _W_h’gt you don't even have yet, you'll lose your de-
tk toward getting it.”

boy.told him that he had already promised to give

the baker what the old man:had said

ti es1 s better to leave things as they are,
elt; g{ié;}.&éc’ided to say nothing, If he were
baker would spend three days thinking
ven though he had gotten used to the
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way things were. The boy could certainly resist causing tha
kind of anxiety for the baker. So he began to wander through
the city, and found himself at the gates. Thete was a st
building there, with a window at which people bought t1ck-
ets to Africa. And he knew that Egypt was in Africa.
“Can T help you?” asked the man behind the window.
“Maybe comorrow,’ said the boy, moving away: If

sold just one of his sheep, hed have enough to get t0

other shore of the strait. The idea frightened him.

“Another dreamer,” said the ticket seller to his assist
watching the boy walk away. “He doesr’t have enoughim
to travel.” i
.. While _standing. at the ticket window, the boy ha
membered his flock, and decided he should go back to b
a shepherd. In two years he had learned everything
shepherding: he Lnew how to shear sheep, how o cat
pregnant ewes, and how to protect the sheep from W
He knew all the fields and pastures of Andalusm..
knew what was the fair price for every one of his:

He decided to return to his friends stable by th
route possible. As he walked past the city’s castl
rupted his return, and climbed the stone ramp that
top of the wall. From there, he could see Aftiéé:i
cance. Someone had once told him that it was f1
that the Moors had come, to occupy all of .Sp.

He could see almost the entire city from wh

The Alebemist

19 the plaza where he had talked with the old man.

moment I met that old man, he thought. He had
;he_;:tc)jyn only to find a woman who could interpret
'ﬁther the woman nor the old man were at all

. th'g_fact that he was a shepherd. They were soli-

. h_éw;to slaughter them. If he ever decided
ey would suffer.

md b 'ar_z.:_to.pick up. He knew that wind: people
_.;f:,because on-it the Moors had come

t_t_h__e_ eastern end of the Mediterranean,
inc'feés‘;d in intensity. Here I am, -betweén
treasure, the boy thought. He had to
mething he had become accustomed to

anted to have.. There was also the mer-

e same as the nexr, it’s because people

thmgs that happen in their lives
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T left my father, my mother, and the town ; castle behin
They have gotten used to my being away, and so have L. T
sheep will . get used to my not being there, too, the- bo
thought. )

. From where he sat, he could observe the plaza. Peop
continued to come and go from the baker’s shop. A yot
couple sat on the bench where he had talked with theio
man, and they kissed.

“That baker .. * he said to himself, without completmg
the thought. The levanter was still getting strongef, 4n
felt its force on his face. That wind had brought the'.Mé
yes, but 1t had also brought the smell of the desert
veiled women. It had brought -with it the sweat ;

and for gold and adventure—and for the Pyrarmds.
felt jealous of the freedom of the wind, and sa

Coulci have the same freedom. There was nothmg

and the fields of Andaluma were only steps along th
his Personal Legend.

The next day, the boy met the old man-at-
brought six sheep with him.

“Tm surprised," the boy said. “My friend bot
other sheep immediately. He said that he '}

dreamed of being a shepherd, and that 1t was a'-_g'é

“That's the way it always is” said the ¢ld

The Alchemist

: pe, and the boy was struck by
a breastplate of heavy gold;
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covered with precious stones. The boy recalled the brilliance R :He'f'than finding a saintly man, though, our hero, on

he had noticed on the previous day. .. g.-thé main room of the castle, saw a hive of activity:
He really was a king! He must be d1sgu15ed to av01ci en- '
counters with thieves.
“Take these,” said the old man, holding out a whi
stone and a black stone that had been embedded at theé ce:

ter of the breastplate. “They are called Urim and Thum

mim. The black signifies ‘yes, and the white ‘no! When yo

are unable to read the omens, they will help you to dos

Always ask an objective question.

“Bug, if you can, try to make your own decisions. T
treasure is at the Pyramids; that you already knew. But I'ha
to insist on the payment of six sheep because I helped you

miake your decision.”
The boy put the stones in his’ pouch From then on

would make his own decisions.

“Don’t forget that everything you deal thh is-only :
thing and nothing else. And. don’ forget the languagé

omens. And, above all, don't forget to follow your Per

Legend through to its conclusion.

“But before I go, I want to tell you a little story. . are hanging in my dining hall? Did you see the

-“A certain shopkeeper sent his son to learn about the it took the master gardener ten years to create?

cret of happiness from the wisest man in the world. The: tice the beautiful péfchments in my library?

boy 'was embatrassed, and confessed that he had

wandered through the desert for forty days, and finally ¢

upon a beautiful castle, high atop a mountain. It was' th ofhiﬁg.'.-l—lis only concern had been not to spill the

that the wise man lived. wise man had entrusted to him.



Pavro CoELHO

““Then go back and observe the marvels of my worl
said the wise man. "You cannot trust a man if you don
know his house!

“Relieved, the boy picked up the spoon and returned .
his exploration of the palace, this time observing all of 1]
works of art on the ceilings and the walls. He saw the gar
dens, the mountains all around him, the beauty of the flo
ers, and the taste with which everything had been selecte;
Upon returning to the wise man, he related in detail ever
thing he had seen.

“‘But where are the drops of oil I entrusted .to-y_o.
asked the wise man.

“Looking down at the spoon he held, the boy saw:
the oil was gone.

““Well, there is only one piece of advice I can give:
said the wisest of wise men. “The secret of happiness is 1o se
all the marvels of the world, and never to forget the drop 0
oil on the spoon.”

The shepherd said nothmg He had understood
stoty the old king had told him. A shepherd may lik
travel, but he should never forget about his sheep. '

The old man looked at the boy and, with his hand
together, made several strange gestures over the boy ‘heac
Then, taking his sheep, he walked away.

*

The Alchemise

HE '-HIGHEST POINT IN TARIFA THERE I$ AN OLD FORT, BUILY

:o_ofs. From atop its walls; one can catch a glimpse
Melchizedek, the king of Salem, sat on the wall of
_ gtf. afternoon, and felt the levanter blowing in his
shéép-ﬁdgeted nearby, uneasy with their new owner

d- by so much change. All they wanted was food

chi: dek Watched 2 small sh1p that was plowing its
the port. He would never again see the boy, just
vet seen Abraham again after having charged him
nth fee. That was his wotk.
gods should not have desires; because they ‘don’t
nal Legends But the king of Salem hoped desper—
e boy would be successful.
bad that he’s quickly going to forget my name, he
. .hoﬁld:have repeated it for him. Then when he
_:m’e--'he would say that I am Melchizedek, the

d:to the skies; feeling a-bit abashed, and said, "1
variity of vanities, as you said, my Lord. But an

g somet mes has to take some pride in himself”

GE-AFRICA IS, THOUGHT THE BOY.
itting 'in a bar very much like the other bars he

ng the narrow streets of Tangier. Some men were




