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Nowadays, people lay everything to heredity; that is, they say that human beings
and animals both receive their special talents from their ancestors, who have
perhaps been developing them through many generations. I do not altogether
agree with this theory. I am going to tell you my own story to show that I did not

inherit my passion for insects from any of my ancestors.

Neither my grandfather nor my grandmother on my mother’s side cared in the
least about insects. I did not know my grandfather, but I know that he had a hard
time making a living, and I am sure the only attention he paid to an insect, if he
met it, was to crush it under his foot. Grandmother, who could not even read,
certainly cared nothing about science or insects. If, sometimes, when rinsing her
salad at the tap, she found a Caterpillar on the lettuce leaves, with a start of

fright she would fling the loathsome thing away.

My other grandparents, my father’s father and mother, I knew well. Indeed, I
went to live with them when I was five or six years old, because my father and
mother were too poor to take care of me. These grandparents lived on a poverty-
stricken farm away out in the country. They did not know how to read; they had
never opened a book in their lives. Grandfather knew a great deal about cows and
sheep, but nothing about anything else. How dumfounded he would have been to
learn that, in the distant future, one of his family would spend his time studying
insignificant insects! If he had guessed that that lunatic was myself, seated at

the table by his side, what a smack I should have caught in the neck!
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“The idea of wasting one’s time with that nonsense!” he would have thundered.

Grandmother, dear soul, was too busy with washing the clothes, minding the
children, seeing to the meals of the household, spinning, attending to the
chickens, curds and whey, butter, and pickles, to think of anything else.
Sometimes, in the evenings, she used to tell us stories, as we sat around the fire,
about the Wolf who lived on the moors. I should have very much liked to see this
Wolf, the hero of so many tales that made our flesh creep, but I never did. I owe
a great deal to you, dear grandmother; it was in your lap that I found consolation
for my first sorrows. You have handed down to me, perhaps, a little of your
physical vigor, a little of your love for work; but certainly you did not give me my

love for insects.

Nor did either of my own parents. My mother was quite illiterate; my father had
been to school as a child, he knew how to read and write a little, but he was too
busy making a living to have room for any other cares. A good cuff or two when he
saw me pinning an insect to a cork was all the encouragement I received from

him.

And yet I began to observe, to inquire into things, when I was still almost a baby.
My first memories of this tendency will amuse you. One day when I was five or six
years old I was standing on the moor in front of our farm, clad in a soiled frieze
frock flapping against my bare heels: I remember the handkerchief hanging from
my waist by a bit of string,—a handkerchief, I am sorry to say, often lost and

replaced by the back of my sleeve.

My face was turned toward the sun. The dazzling splendor fascinated me. No
Moth was ever more attracted by the light of the lamp. As I stood there, I was
asking myself a question. With what was I enjoying the glorious radiance, with
my mouth or my eyes? Reader, do not smile: this was true scientific curiosity. I
opened my mouth wide and closed my eyes: the glory disappeared. I opened my

eyes and shut my mouth: the glory reappeared. I repeated the performance, with
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the same result. The question was solved: I had learned by deduction that I see
the sun with my eyes. Oh, what a discovery! That evening, I told the whole house

about it. Grandmother smiled lovingly at my simplicity: the others laughed at it.

Another find. At nightfall, amidst the neighboring bushes, a sort of jingle
attracted my attention, sounding very faintly and softly through the evening
silence. Who is making that noise? Is it a little Bird chirping in his nest? We must
look into the matter and that quickly. True, there is a Wolf, who comes out of the
woods at this time, so they tell me. Let’s go all the same, but not too far: just

there, behind that clump of gloom.

I stand on the lookout for long, but all in vain. At the faintest sound of movement
in the brushwood, the jingle ceases. I try again next day and the day after. This
time, my stubborn watch succeeds. Whoosh! A grab of my hand and I hold the
singer. It is not a Bird; it is a kind of Grasshopper whose hind-legs my playfellows
have taught me to like; a poor reward for my long hiding. The best part of the
business is not the two haunches with the shrimpy flavor, but what I have just

learned. I now know, from personal observation, that the Grasshopper sings. I
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did not tell of my discovery, for fear of the same laughter that had greeted my

story about the sun.

Oh, what pretty flowers, in a field close to the house! They seem to smile at me
with their great violet eyes. Later on, I see, in their place, bunches of big red
cherries. I taste them. They are not nice and they have no stones. What can
those cherries be? At the end of the summer, grandfather comes with a spade
and turns my field topsy-turvy. From underground there comes, by the basketful
and sackful, a sort of round root. I know that root; it abounds in the house; time
after time I have cooked it in the peat-stove. It is the potato. Its violet flower

and its red fruit are pigeonholed for good and all in my memory.

With an ever-watchful eye for animals and plants, the future observer, the little
six-year-old monkey, practiced by himself, all unawares. He went to the flower,
he went to the insect, even as the Large White Butterfly goes to the cabbage and
the Red Admiral to the thistle. He looked and inquired, drawn by a curiosity

whereof heredity did not know the secret.

A little later on I am back in the village, in my father’s house. I am now seven
years old; and it is high time that I went to school. Nothing could have turned out
better; the master is my godfather. What shall I call the room in which I was to
become acquainted with the alphabet? It would be difficult to find the exact
word, because the room served for every purpose. It was at once a school, a
kitchen, a bedroom, a dining-room and, at times, a chicken-house and a piggery.
Palatial schools were not dreamed of in those days; any wretched hovel was

thought good enough.

A broad fixed ladder led to the floor above. Under the ladder stood a big bed in a
boarded recess. What was there upstairs? I never quite knew. I would see the
master sometimes bring down an armful of hay for the Ass, sometimes a basket of

potatoes which the housewife emptied into the pot in which the little porkers’
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food was cooked. It must have been a sort of loft, a storehouse of provisions for

man and beast. Those two rooms were all there were in the whole dwelling.

g -

“The fire was not exactly lit for us.TN: was a colon”

To return to the lower one, the schoolroom: a window faces south, the only
window in the house, a low, narrow window whose frame you can touch at the
same time with your head and both your shoulders. This sunny opening is the only
lively spot in the dwelling; it overlooks the greater part of the village, which
straggles along the slopes of a slanting valley. In the window-recess is the

master’s little table.

The opposite wall contains a niche in which stands a gleaming copper pail full of
water. Here the parched children can relieve their thirst when they please, with a
cup left within their reach. At the top of the niche are a few shelves bright with
pewter plates, dishes, and drinking-vessels, which are taken down from their

sanctuary on great occasions only.

More or less everywhere, at any spot which the light touches, are crudely colored

pictures pasted on the walls. Against the far wall stands the large fireplace. In
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the middle is the hearth, but, on the right and left, are two breast-high recesses,
half wood and half stone. Each of them is a bed, with a mattress stuffed with
chaff of winnowed corn. Two sliding planks serve as shutters and close the chest
if the sleeper would be alone. These beds are used by the favored ones of the
house, the two boarders. They must lie snug in there at night, with their shutters
closed, when the north wind howls at the mouth of the dark valley and sends the
snow awhirl. The rest is occupied by the hearth and its accessories: the three-
legged stools; the salt-box, hanging against the wall to keep its contents dry; the
heavy shovel which it takes two hands to wield; lastly, the bellows like those with
which I used to blow out my cheeks in grandfather’s house. They are made of a
mighty branch of pine, hollowed throughout its length with a red-hot iron. One
blows through this channel. With a couple of stones for supports, the master’s
bundle of sticks and our own logs blaze and flicker, each of us having to bring a

log of wood in the morning, if he would share in the treat.

For that matter, the fire was not exactly lit for us, but, above all, to warm a row
of three pots in which simmered the Pigs’ food, a mixture of potatoes and bran.
That, in spite of our each giving a log, was the real object of the brushwood-fire.
The two boarders, on their stools, in the best places, and we others sitting on our
heels, formed a semicircle around those big kettles, full to the brim and giving off
little jets of steam, with puff-puff-puffing sounds. The bolder among us, when the
master was not looking, would dig a knife into a well-cooked potato and add it to
their bit of bread; for I must say that, if we did little work in my school, at least
we did a deal of eating. It was the regular custom to crack a few nuts and nibble

at a crust while writing our page or setting out our rows of figures.
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We, the smaller ones, in addition to the comfort of studying with our mouths full,
had every now and then two other delights, which were quite as good as cracking
nuts. The back-door gave upon the yard where the Hen, surrounded by her brood
of Chicks, scratched, while the little Pigs, of whom there were a dozen, wallowed
in their stone trough. This door would open sometimes to let one of us out, a
privilege which we abused, for the sly ones among us were careful not to close it
on returning. Forthwith, the porkers would come running in, one after the other,
attracted by the smell of the boiled potatoes. My bench, the one where the
youngsters sat, stood against the wall, under the copper pail, and was right in the
way of the Pigs. Up they came trotting and grunting, curling their little tails; they
rubbed against our legs; they poked their cold pink snouts into our hands in
search of a scrap of crust; they questioned us with their sharp little eyes to learn
if we happened to have a dry chestnut for them in our pockets. When they had
gone the round, some this way and some that, they went back to the farmyard,

driven away by a friendly flick of the master’s handkerchief.

Next came the visit of the Hen, bringing her velvet-coated Chicks to see us. All of

us eagerly crumbled a little bread for our pretty visitors. We vied with one
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another in calling them to us and tickling with our fingers their soft and downy

backs.

What could we learn in such a school as that! Each of the younger pupils had, or
rather was supposed to have, in his hands a little penny book, the alphabet,
printed on gray paper. It began, on the cover, with a Pigeon, or something like it.
Next came a cross, with the letters in their order. But, if the little book was to be
of any use, the master should have shown us something about it. For this, the
worthy man, too much taken up with the big ones, had not the time. He gave us
the book only to make us look like scholars. We were to study it on our bench, to
decipher it with the help of our next neighbor, in case he might know one or two
of the letters. Our studying came to nothing, being every moment disturbed by a
visit to the potatoes in the stew-pots, a quarrel among playmates about a marble,

the grunting invasion of the little Pigs or the arrival of the Chicks.

The big ones used to write. They had the benefit of the small amount of light in
the room, by the narrow window, and of the large and only table with its circle of
seats. The school supplied nothing, not even a drop of ink; every one had to come
with a full set of utensils. The inkhorn of those days was a long cardboard box
divided into two parts. The upper compartment held the pens, made of goose- or
turkey-quill trimmed with a penknife; the lower contained, in a tiny well, ink made

of soot mixed with vinegar.

The master’s great business was to mend the pens—and then to trace at the head
of the white page a line of strokes, single letters, or words, according to the
scholar’s capabilities. When that is over keep an eye on the work of art which is
coming to adorn the copy! With what undulating movements of the wrist does the
master’s hand, resting on the little finger, prepare and plan its flight! All at once
the hand starts off, flies, whirls; and lo and behold, under the line of writing is
unfurled a garland of circles, spirals, and flourishes, framing a bird with
outspread wings, the whole, if you please, in red ink, the only kind worthy of such

a pen. Large and small, we stood awestruck in the presence of these marvels.
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What was read at my school? At most, in French, a few selections from sacred

history. Latin came oftener, to teach us to sing vespers properly.

And history, geography? No one ever heard of them. What difference did it make
to us whether the earth was round or square! In either case, it was just as hard

to make it bring forth anything.

And grammar? The master troubled his head very little about that; and we still
less. And arithmetic? Yes, we did a little of this, but not under that learned name.
We called it sums. On Saturday evening, to finish up the week, there was a
general orgy of sums. The top boys stood up and, in a loud voice, recited the
multiplication table up to twelve times. When this recital was over, the whole
class, the little ones included, took it up in chorus, creating such an uproar that

Chicks and porkers took to flight if they happened to be there.

When all is said, our master was an excellent man who could have kept school
very well but for his lack of one thing; and that was time. He managed the
property of an absentee landlord. He had under his care an old castle with four
towers, which had become so many pigeon-houses; he directed the getting-in of
the hay, the walnuts, the apples and the oats. We used to help him during the
summer. Lessons at that time were less dull. They were often given on the hay or
on the straw; oftener still, lesson-time was spent in cleaning out the dove-cot or
stamping on the Snails that had sallied in rainy weather from their fortresses, the

tall box borders of the garden belonging to the castle.

Our master was a barber. With his light hand, which was so clever at beautifying
our copies with curlicue birds, he shaved the notabilities of the place: the mayor,
the parish-priest, the notary. Our master was a bell-ringer. A wedding or a
christening interrupted the lessons; he had to ring a peal. A gathering storm gave
us a holiday; the great bell must be tolled to ward off the lightning and the hail.
Our master was a choir-singer. Our master wound up and regulated the village-

clock. This was his proudest duty. Giving a glance at the sun, to tell the time more
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or less nearly, he would climb to the top of the steeple, open a huge cage of
rafters and find himself in a maze of wheels and springs whereof the secret was

known to him alone.

With such a school and such a master and such examples, what will become of my
natural tastes, as yet so undeveloped? In those surroundings, they seem bound
to perish, stifled forever. Yet no, the germ has life; it works in my veins, never to
leave them again. It finds food everywhere, down to the cover of my penny
alphabet, beautified with a crude picture of a Pigeon which I study much more
eagerly than the A B C. Its round eye, with its circlet of dots, seems to smile upon
me. Its wing, of which I count the feathers one by one, tells me of flights on high,
among the beautiful clouds; it carries me to the beeches raising their smooth
trunks above a mossy carpet studded with white mushrooms that look like eggs,
dropped by some wandering hen; it takes me to the snow-clad peaks where the
birds leave the starry print of their red feet. He is a fine fellow, my Pigeon-friend;
he consoles me for the woes hidden behind the cover of my book. Thanks to him, I

sit quietly on my bench and wait more or less till school is over.

School out-of-doors has other charms. When the master takes us to kill the Snails
in the box borders, I do not always do so. My heel sometimes hesitates before
coming down upon the handful which I have gathered. They are so pretty! Just
think, there are yellow ones and pink, white ones and brown, all with dark spiral
streaks. I fill my pockets with the handsomest, so as to feast my eyes on them at

my leisure.
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On hay-making days in the master’s field, I strike up an acquaintance with the
Frog. Flayed and stuck at the end of a split stick, he serves as bait to tempt the
Crayfish to come out of his retreat by the brook-side. On the alder-trees I catch
the Hoplia, the splendid Beetle who pales the azure of the heavens. I pick the
narcissus and learn to gather, with the tip of my tongue, the tiny drop of honey
that lies right at the bottom of the cleft corolla. I also learn that too-long
indulgence in this feast brings a headache; but this discomfort in no way impairs
my admiration for the glorious white flower, which wears a narrow red collar at

the throat of its funnel.

When we go to beat the walnut-trees, the barren grass-plots provide me with
Locusts spreading their wings, some into a blue fan, others into a red. And thus
the country school, even in the heart of winter, furnished continuous food for my

interest in things. My passion for animals and plants made progress of itself.

What did not make progress was my acquaintance with my letters, greatly
neglected in favor of the Pigeon. I was still at the same stage, hopelessly

behindhand with the alphabet, when my father, by a chance inspiration, brought
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me home from the town what was to give me a start along the road of reading. It
was a large print, price three cents, colored and divided into compartments in
which animals of all sorts taught the A B C by means of the first letters of their
names. You began with the sacred beast, the Donkey, whose name, Ane, with a
big initial, taught me the letter A. The Boeuf, the Ox, stood for B; the Canard, the
Duck, told me about C; the Dindon, the Turkey, gave me the letter D. And so on
with the rest. A few compartments, it is true, were lacking in clearness. I had no
friendly feeling for the Hippopotamus, the Kamichi, or Horned Screamer, and the
Zebu, who aimed at making me say H, K, and Z. No matter; father came to my aid
in hard cases; and I made such rapid progress that, in a few days, I was able to
turn in good earnest the pages of my little Pigeon-book, hitherto so
undecipherable. I was initiated; I knew how to spell. My parents marveled. I can
explain this unexpected progress to-day. Those speaking pictures, which brought
me amongst my friends the beasts, were in harmony with my tastes. I have the

animals to thank for teaching me to read. Animals forever!

Luck favored me a second time. As a reward for learning to read, I was given La
Fontaine’s Fables, in a popular, cheap edition, crammed with pictures, small, I
admit, and very inaccurate, but still delightful. Here were the Crow, the Fox, the
Wolf, the Magpie, the Frog, the Rabbit, the Donkey, the Dog, the Cat; all persons
of my acquaintance. The glorious book was immensely to my taste, with its skimpy
illustrations in which the animals walked and talked. As to understanding what it
said, that was another story! Never mind, my lad! Put together syllables that say
nothing to you as yet; they will speak to you later and La Fontaine will always

remain your friend.

I come to the time when I was ten years old and at Rodez College. I was well
thought of in the school, for I cut a good figure in composition and translation. In
that classical atmosphere, there was talk of Procas, King of Alba, and of his two
sons, Numitor and Amulius. We heard of Cyncegirus, the strong-jawed man, who,

having lost his two hands in battle, seized and held a Persian galley with his
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teeth, and of Cadmus the Phcenician, who sowed a dragon’s teeth as though they
were beans and gathered his harvest in the shape of a host of armed men, who
killed one another as they rose up from the ground. The only one who survived
the slaughter was one as tough as leather, presumably the son of the big back

grinder-tooth.

Had they talked to me about the man in the moon, I could not have been more
startled. I made up for it with my animals. While admiring Cadmus and
Cyncegirus, I hardly ever failed, on Sundays and Thursdays, to go and see if the
cowslip or the yellow daffodil was making its appearance in the meadows, if the
Linnet was hatching on the juniper-bushes, if the Cockchafers were plopping

down from the wind-shaken poplars.

By easy stages I came to Virgil and was very much smitten with Melibceus,
Corydon, Menalcas, Damcetas and the rest of them. Within the frame in which
the characters moved were exquisite details concerning the Bee, the Cicada, the
Turtle-dove, the Crow, the Nanny-goat, and the golden broom. A real delight
were these stories of the fields, sung in sonorous verse; and the Latin poet left a

lasting impression on my classical recollections.

Then, suddenly, good-by to my studies, good-by to Tityrus and Menalcas. Ill-luck
is swooping down on us, relentlessly. Hunger threatens us at home. And now,
boy, put your trust in God; run about and earn your penn’orth of potatoes as best
you can. Life is about to become a hideous inferno. Let us pass quickly over this

phase.
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During this sad time, my love for the insects ought to have gone under. Not at all.
I still remember a certain Pine Cockchafer met for the first time. The plumes on
her antennae, her pretty pattern of white spots on a dark-brown ground, were as

a ray of sunshine in the gloomy wretchedness of the day.

To cut a long story short: good fortune, which never abandons the brave, brought
me to the primary normal school at Vaucluse, where I was certain of food: dried
chestnuts and chick-peas. The principal, a man of broad views, soon came to
trust his new assistant. He left me practically a free hand so long as I satisfied
the school curriculum, which was very modest in those days. I was a little ahead
of my fellow-pupils. I took advantage of this to get some order into my vague
knowledge of plants and animals. While a dictation lesson was being corrected
around me, I would examine, in the recesses of my desk, the oleander’s fruit, the

snap-dragon’s seed-vessel, the Wasp’s sting and the Ground-beetle’s wing-case.

With this foretaste of natural science, picked up haphazard and secretly, I left
school more deeply in love than ever with insects and flowers. And yet I had to
give it all up. Natural history could not bring me anywhere. The schoolmasters of

the time despised it; Latin, Greek, and mathematics were the subjects to study.

So I flung myself with might and main into higher mathematics: a hard battle, if
ever there was one, without teachers, face to face for days on end with abstruse

problems. Next I studied the physical sciences in the same manner, with an
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impossible laboratory, the work of my own hands. I went against my feelings: I

buried my natural-history books at the bottom of my trunk.

And so, in the end, I am sent to teach physics and chemistry at Ajaccio College.
This time, the temptation is too much for me. The sea, with its wonders, the
beach, covered with beautiful shells, the myrtles, arbutus, and other trees; all
this paradise of gorgeous nature is more attractive than geometry and
trigonometry. I give up. I divide my spare time into two parts. The larger part is
devoted to mathematics, by which I expect to make my way in the world; the
other is spent, with much misgiving, in botanizing and looking for the treasures of

the sea.

We never know what will happen to us. Mathematics, on which I spent so much
time in my youth, has been of hardly any good to me; and animals, which I

avoided as much as ever I could, are the consolation of my old age.

I met two famous scientists in Ajaccio: Requien, a well-known botanist, and
Moquin-Tandom, who gave me my first lesson in natural history. He stayed at my

house, as the hotel was full. The day before he left he said to me:

“You interest yourself in shells. That is something, but it is not enough. You must

look into the animal itself. I will show you how it’s done.”

He took a sharp pair of scissors from the family work-basket and a couple of
needles, and showed me the anatomy of a snail in a soup-plate filled with water.
Gradually he explained and sketched the organs which he spread before my eyes.
This was the only, the never-to-be-forgotten lesson in natural history that I ever

received in my life.

It is time to finish this story about myself. It shows that from early childhood I
have felt drawn towards the things of nature. I have the gift of observation. Why

and how? I do not know.
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We have all of us, men and animals, some special gift. One child takes to music,

another is always modeling things out of clay; another is quick at figures. It is the

same way with insects. One kind of Bee can cut leaves; another builds clay

houses, Spiders know how to make webs. These gifts exist because they exist, and

that is all any one can say. In human beings, we call the special gift genius. In an

insect, we call it instinct. Instinct is the animal’s genius.

wa‘%,
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*ugR RAKTE > =P4E (the Boy Who Loved Insects)
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TWELED EFHLDOZEEIHEN FHATLE, T2 EERDRRKRIC, BLDRIENVE N AL B I(FIT
BRREBARTCSTEICHEZ ER-5. BLWEAIFEARICU-CHLEZETLEY I LD, ¥
DENLERDON, EBRNDOFICTHL-o>TWRIZIDbELEERDOWES, BT LICCARICEDV—FE
(B2 &M

T¥ABRCESAZETHBZUEICTI LR, EATHHRW! ) & BLWEAIRERNDIFLZETL
&0

PELLBEDHECARK, AL, FEHOUETE, REDRBOLLC, ROTE =9 Y OHTE. F-—
A DLNPNRE=DLN DIFHDILNICVEALL. EHIDIEEZEZZIVEREHNEFHATL,
EECERICRDE. HFABRTADEDLNICT Lo TWR LE DNBLCITLAAH IDHTEMME T
NELE ¥28F23LV8BFICECSABTCRIDAFHDI%R. bELEEURTHED>LDTT
P ENET—EBRONEFLHATLE, KT ERBERLDEA. bELESBEICETHREBLTVWET,
LELAELDTDELIFAERCESDTH5-EDE. ROV EDETLE, HAEEIE. L&) REHE
P, B AT ERDE. DLEDELERI 2T (A LhEtA, TH. RTEE(IED
£, HBETIEH N FHA,

bELOBBATLHN FtA, BESZHES L (RDEFHATLE, REFEHD I AFRICT> LD T,
HABENDLTEELED (BLEILTEIDICVENLC, EHADIEERICHITIDENIEHN £
ATLE, DELAREDOALZICE>TEDHTVWEIDNDERZ L. RIKIFELD E—. ZRIFAZD2E(NEL
oo Kb 557 TEIFELY X ¥hhEFTLE,

*NEDIC, bELEELERSERAEV>THVWVIAZNS, DEL(RT WAILWSRLE I EERANIFL
BHTWEDTY, ¥DZE2DVEFATVRVEETETE. EoEFBTARKL(ARSITLL ). 5. 68
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VWDH 38, b LIERSDROONEFICII>TWVWELE, SThEEENOLEZTEEFT. XDTEHITSE
LoppElCEIESz>oTWwWELRE, CLICEUVLTAYHDFERSTIFTWEDOESIEZATWET,
TARALDS, ¥DNAYHFIEL LB I BRCEN, DD HNICETDF S TEEIVWTWE L,

bELEKRBOIEIZRWTVWELE, ¥DERLULHADIPREIC, bELET - ANDOEFEDhTWEL
Joo SYORICVELESNIHE>T. ChIFETE AL >EZTLL Y. ¥ FF. LI
BRICFRVMITTUELE, SOFTESLVHE, BELIEFITEHEDb>TW3DES 5. OhR. ¥hed
B R?FEDHEEA. KLBEVT(EEL, ThI¥ RFAL)DREZEOR) FuRFHLE> DT
T, OKXE(HIFTT. BEELTHELE, T2E. RITBEATLENE L, BEHITT. OFLLT
FE LI, $3E. KIFEDOSbhELL, FIECIMALTH, QLBRTLE, R@IFEITE L,
brLE FAETITDTU KBERTVWIDEBLEVI I ELEDELDEDTT, ©ddhH. RAELIK
HRATLL) | ¥D8, DLERLw YDANICE¥DILEFLE L. BEHTAIZ. DELOLL»E
SEPELCIRIEFERAFFELED. ELDALBIERENLE L,

LIVEDDHEKEDFETY, BNCNBZ A ACDOLIFHDPHS, BENHBNEVF LI BRBTHIEIAT
ET DELDEBEVEE L, 2HDBITEDPT, ETHHLIHAIC, PESLLVUTVTWELE. &
DEFELELTWIDE. FhE2 ) 2NEHEDOPTERAT > TV E3DHE? ZhIFARTHECTL ¥
nb, 9CIE, LM, COFRBICEAFD INFLLOBE TR L. FALREEVET, thTHIT-T
HFEH)o TH HENRIARKITHENT, E5. HOBNLIFHDILAET,

bELERVWHWERE>TUWELED, 0K TETLE, PROPTIFADHTHITFIHIHE) (FH
LEREIFT, BNBENEVIBRERPATLEINTT, RDBH. ¥DRDBH. bl-LIFEHLTH
FLE. SEIF RIXNBCRIEE=DhVADNELE, €2 | FEDOELTOAT E. RVWFEOHLEX
TWwELE, ¥NE/TIEEC, Ny 2DBIFEFTLE, BUPRINS. COHERIEEVLWEHDL-T
WELE, RUDWVWENMNTHFLETEITIRLTUE 2FE5H80HDTLE, TH, 2OEXRSITWDS
FAED>DIE. TEDEIBREKDT328DHHATIER . bELAVWERALZIETLE, L
X, BODETELADT. ZONYy ZARIDLEEN)ZEERH-DTT, CORKDZ LXK, £hic
HELEHATLE, ABDFELELEZDLIIC, FEEDNZDOANRLES>H S TE,

Ih. ROTCHIEDBIC, RATHDLLEAEVWTWINDTLE) | XKERLHSERNBT. biL
[CIEIEZFDNITTNRBEITT, LESCTRE, EDH LT AIC REBFVWHIS>RDLH AR
MASLHES>TOVTVEIDHARAET, BDELEENRERRTHET, SWLWL(AEWVL, hbdH N £t
ho CDHISVRIE, Vo ltWfIE2)2EDRDNIC BLLWESALNRD Yy ITERK->TET bELD
BEV><NDPZILET, T3E. 2OPHS, ATICLSEL, KRRV [EVN AVRDE I HHD
BRENET, XORESH>TWET, RCE-2ENH-> T bELBFAESFAESL. =k (TWR)
AN=TTRLEIELHNET, VP HMIETT, EDLHEERDIEERVEE, bLoEHICT »
2FThLlLomNLEbDRELE,

F}YLHEYICLDOHBERSH T, REKROBRE., Z06ELDHUER(E. 05FHSTDIBIC, vED
TREBE L TVWIEDTY, ¥DF(E FEDEIANTE, RODEIAANTEFEFLE, DeHE FFESY
OFsOPF+RYDEZAIAN, PHRTADEHDIELRPHIDEZAANTCEIICTY, 2DFIE. &<
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BT, ARFELS. ¥$DF%ESHH L TWDEFEN UuRIFTL T, $OBMBRIEERLETEDLLASEVHD
TL 1,

DPLLT DELERICHEN, RORICVWET, b LIED HTSVWT, (2 3FRICTHIETRIERY
Fthe ChEUEHNIWIEEHY EFHATLE, KElX. DELOBIIREEZDTT, LM
P2 PRy hEBHIZEICHE 2. HOBEER. FJELKALSIVLTLEI?U-ENDIERXERDIT
B30EETTHLVDOTYE, ¢DBRIE. FIICTHEDLDATWELASTT, ¥ZEERTHN. EFATHI.
LAZETHN. BETHN. CECE=9 NYVPBPITRNBICHRNFEF L, XDIZ 31K, N> [ELEKS
BEBICHEZEZIONEFHATLE, CARICHTIES LWMNEBTH. ¥ TLw I RAEERDhTWED
TY,

KERAENDFDOELIHA. LOBE~NBLTWEL, ELIOTIIRIE. RTHI >0 (IFHDPICK
ERRy MDD FE L, ORI, F2H>7DOTLL I ?bRELICEK. EHEI L bAhDERAT
Lfco RENEEEE, ONDEDICFLEEVEIHIPATALTERLN S DI EENTICANRTTS
LTERNTINEREL. BCEAR ¥DT 2 HIEE. FITRDACERLEZIRRICARTUVEL
oo ERA AERBDEDDEYPELEF>THE BRI SOMBDL I LA >DTL £ o RYE
ATzWT, BEIKX¥DZDFIFTL,

TRIE. BIELEBDOESICEANTUWEDLITTESD FHATLE.

TOWE. 2ENHZEDTICHENEL s Ho BEBEAVTWVWT, RICK>L—DDRBTT, ECTHE
WRT, REMADH A REICHICESH>TLEIRFETY, COUVREDORBEITH. ROPTHS
CLREWEELEBATY, ¥IHh 51 TV EBTOLSBICE> T X515 ERHIE S RMFDOKE
PHR b=t ET, BOCIEHRC, KED/NSHNADHN £7,

R HDHIRICIECIEFRD D > T UHUHLDIDEFICKDAWS I EWCAL>TWET, DEDDDLEF
ELBIF, TEREECIZITKERDE T, FOLECAAIR, Dy IDBEVTHBIDTY, CIFHDE
DE)CEF. LEELPEIEADH > T TTOSMPKRM. REPYDANDHUD UL K> TWET. Zhb
. ERDAEBIRETF. XBLESHBALSTAEhZIDTY,

KENBLIPFCIE. HDBIBIC, BOEEDWVIEHAIRICE>THNET, BCOMRNICIE, KELFEAS
NoHNET, FAPHKELC(PATTL, BEERIE. TROGEDIERNZD2H > T ERIEKR. ¥4
[FBETTETLVET, ¥DXhEhH Ny T, BWEII L L EICEI LI DD EDDHL=yY PLAD
LWTHNFET, 2FVDTREIWAPDOHIADNICH > TWT RIADVENITHRDNEEWEEIX. ¥DF%E
LH5hEFT, Oy FEFEIDIE CORTE(RDICHI2hADAhTWEIZA, 2FNTBEBLTWERAE
ETT, LRAHIBENBDOANOTIEN, BEITENEIR. PELDLXDOPT. ZAlESEh(HLC
ERTWBZETLEY. HDEDBAIE. FARAELXDEBETL®SNMTWET, 3RO I LT, PN
LHESRVEFCHRICDB LEEBAN, BF TRITREFEAZVELY v L, ¥ L THREIC. biLH
BLLWEADRTIEF>REEAS FHTRESNE, HOKIEBETT, ¥, KW= VYOREE. &
SIRICHENLEK T, [ELASIELETCNANTE>THNEFT, COHRICLEINEITDTY, BEZ
DESARLT, REDXEDLEIFE. BELEBAR>TELFEN, DS5DSEMAEFT, CDITH¥
FICHITMNEVER. B FEE—FIO2F-TIRIThEEN FHATLS
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botdb, TONEDLELEDDEDICEANTWEDLITTIESH N FHATLE, &N H. 72DZ &,
DENT DA REDADEFLLHIDEICTVE, ZDERSALEEREDHLEDZEHE 20T, b
Lzt EEE—ATOELTVWTH, XEDKDIFALIDBEHIE. ¥hiE->DTYT, FBEBOZAlEW
BIEAVWSBPIOZ LAFICTD N, ELDbELEBEANEDLEICL»HAT. KEXDEDHHICHA
ED2C(NE L. AREABETUSEVT, RoRoRo EFHILTT. NERBRESEBLTVEL
o BDIELEBDPTHREALTFIE. EENRTVHRVTEIC, SRS P DIEICFID2FDES
LT, BADNRYVITHZTRRELE, EWHIDH, [EEBICE) & DELOZERTIEMEEHEY L
ATLED BRBIZELEFREE> RN LEDTY, R=YEEVWEN BFELSNTHELLEY LAEN
5. LIV DOhbof). XrDLIFSEILLNTEIDH WOHDES5HLTL,

bl LEBNEVFCIE OV EVRIESIEN ZAOMETEZ EVIRLFIDENIC, EEEE ZH
CZODHERLIDPDNEL. ¥hiE 2LIEDIDERLLSHVTTELHDOTLE, J) 5O0IEEIC
BLTWT, ¥ CTCRDAENDPVLILEBEODNTHBEU I E. TZVEDFIREBABDZEE
COPTIAIFEDL>TWELE, CDHH0IF, LELE EFhhEHCEBTEBICHITONELE. b
ELEBRIOFHEEZ L (CBALELE, $3V0WFREBIE. bE->TERLEE BDETEPELDRVTEL
DTY, §CIC. WTEZ»HDIEDICEWVICOONT, FIREBEA—VE £L—UEENTIAT
EF Ll BELORYF( DENPEVFLEBLATHIXRCFE OB ITOTOIREDLICH->T. B
FIEFTRIEEDBNBICHN E L. FIREBIE CRAELFWLENERLSIEEANEAS, 2H
RIE->T &P >TEELE. DELEBORICHEZTN DI, (T EAEVHAE, DBz
Y208 LEBDFICDOoIH# Ry y MIIELE2Y THA->TWARELWHALE, TIEWNELRB
TEIRTCZDTLE, 55255 LVEEDbNTIE. FIREBIE. RENANVHFTRELIE
FELEBWESIDT, RIBFDEANDE->TWEE LS,

RlE. DAENHEO-RFRDEIBENUVLILEBE DT, bilLibEEdhTEE L, bLED
FHRABRKEAZU T, 2OHhDLVVEREADEDIC, o EDLLLFTLTRNELE, bLEEBIE
EXVH-oTULIZ LV LY, ¥DPbEA(IbAbLEEtErEIETCTCNE L,

CABERT, WoEWMISRERETL &) | MEVWERR XN Eh, NERRVWAREFICH->TWEL
oo WWAL FoTWB I ERRE>TWE L, REDIICENRIShiz, PO PRy FOERTY, FRIKIC
. TN ANAPMDEILREODEHIHNELIze RICTFZDOLZ LADH-> T X¥0H & ICXZHIESE
CHRBATVWELE, Th., CONEREHIRICILDICIE. RENELDFECHEDLIEHA T AR ITIIE
BNELATLE, EI2AD. TOADVWEERE KEWFLEOHUTBLCHAMNNEN T, ¥DVEHIDHY
FUHATLE, RENYDERECNEDE, DELEBEERES L(RE2L8IFTLE, bELED
X, BHDRCFTENEMREL., ERNDFHEL L—2OHIZOXREH> TS, ¥OFICBIFTH S
STHHAPFECIERE>TVWE L, TH, DELEBOMEIK. FIICHLANEFLATLE, BROPOY
PHAREDEECIT>RN. E-FEDZETRELEITADLELLEN. FIREBNARIRIEVEHLNS
BLHIFTELEN, VLIHAPHTELNLT Lekobw ) LlrESshizhsTY,

REVWFLBIEFE FEERBELTVELL, KEWTFLEBE HEVRBILAZIBEDOLT I AN L,
EFLNICILIILESAK. RELo—DDNeRbETH51E L. ZRIIMFTEAREL TN E
HATL AY2—TEEAHTT, AR, BRZVEXAVFE>TIRIThERN EHATL, ¥
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DZADA > I2ANE Z2CE9DhNEBRVWR-—AEDFETLI, LOEBRICIE. HFa20hYFAYF
3SODPERYFAITHT > THE>ERUDPASTWT, TOHYD/NEHDIFICIEK. TFT%F. To1Ew
4, TEVWTES A 2P A>TWE L=,

REDKBEABE. RYEFTNETIETLE, thhrd. BLWR=YDWBE[FALIC, £EROHICE
btT. B8P, —FFO0XFEP, ZLREE—TEVTPR3ZETLE, ¥ TLE. FAEHLTEZTI
S5LWMERMIEEFNZ3EZ2%. SCRTVWTKEEW I REDOFIK. IMEBEMICOITT. FEERALR
DEFCTEDLELS, RUILDLECELT, ¥DBFTLEFEZZZETLLY | EDHA. FABES
L. RU. <3<30@N%7, §3¢. RAL, BULETOTIC. APHITEED. HAENKROTELENH
B> T DX EZLEITFESENZATVWITED N EFHAD. LEBENDLRABKTA > I2BDTT, C
ABRVICAEDLLLDE, FAYI2EFESEZDOTE, KEVWFH/NEWFH, ZOTFTIESLULHDDH]
T, [EDPAERENRTVWE LT,

b LOERTE, FJEFRATWETLL) 20t D253V RAFBT. REOELDFE W 2HhHT <
S5VWTLE, 57¥BOEINECETEEL IHDEVDNDREELCRAZILICTZLHT
ER

TlE. BRPHIBE? BN ETH5HN EFHATLE, HIKIAL S I HBAL S I, bl
BIEREFIDENR N H N EFHATLE ! EBSICLTH. TASEME L Z2DATVANARI LIS, pb
NIEBEMN>1DTT,

TlE. CEF?RER. ¥ALRZERKEFEAERICLERHATLEL, bEELEBEb s ERICLERAT
Lico TIE. EHE?AA. PLEPNE L, TH, ¥ALN SERBAITRELATWERATLE. b
ELEBIE. ¥hE 518, CdATWE L, XEBDSAHICEK. —BRIDLH NS, FABLTKS
bEDHEXRENH N E Lo WHIFATEZFLEDNULBEN > T KELF T, R2OFLAEFTHITED
ANEEBRZIF L. ¥NDBR DI E NEVFHABDTISAL INBEEELZTLNINATOT,
FFBWAABREDOERRN, ¥ZIRVKIPFI2PVES, CIFLLTLEIEETL,

WARWASWELEDN, bELEBOXREETIES LOWAT, Eo—206DEAbNIE. N> XICHERK
ERXo>TWTETLEY. ¥DEnm—2DbD LK, BRI TLRE, ElE ZICTATW3EDO LM
ZERBLTVWELE, £ElE BOOWCH5DHI3EVEHDES L TWELED EDRCHEHAKAN
PEBICHE>TUWE Lz, ¥NIC, FLEPIALIPY >IPRIONIDEN ANDIERS LTV L1,
BE0HVE. bELEBEEEDFENELELDTY, ¥DIADREE. thiFew(DTlEHN F
HATLE, BEIE., K(FLEPXPDLSDLETITbhE L, o & D> =DIE BEDEREIC, /N b
NEDEFILELED. DRV AYEIRFDRLENTEZZETLE, DEAYVAYIK MANDBIC. B3
DEDGSVY FOEIFTNEENF ENTHS, BTETWEDOTY,

brLEbDOELEE, EIPEATLE, FRE, (33 LERDHAENTELLTI3DLETHL &
TH YOBUF T, REFIFOASVALDE, DENFHREAL. BREAD. AN EEEHFEZILD
EDN) DUIFEX>TWE L, bELEBORERK. MRODEFRTLE, (T2 ZARPHRILIND 2

& BRERPHIENE Lz, RELPDNREBSSRITRIEESEL 2S5 TT, H5LIEDOCE. b
LEBIEBERFICENFEF L, AHFEIPVEITLITILDIC, KELIREODIEITNRIERS B, -1
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NDTY, bizLizbDEER. BHEDRREORVFTLRE, bLEbDELER. HOBTORALE E

& BRESbETVELE, Thd' EEOWBIEALFAOHABTLRE, £EK. KBEBSNER

T EWEVOERER3 L. HEDHIRDEBDT->RAZTOIEN, K3KRTTELRERENDLS
RAAE®HITEFT, §3EX2(F WEEIERDEBICH>TVWT, ¥DLHER-> TWB3DIFEELFD
eh Tl

CABERE, CARKEE. CARBFRCHIENT, FLEEFEADODIERAICTELRVDLELOEEFND
ZDOWFHIE. EVYE->TLEIDTLL) ?EABRDLAET L) TIE. EoEAhNIET. XKARRBELOXREAh
TLEVEIICRAET, £I3P ¥ ERNEFHATLE, FRIFEETVWINTT, ¥hiEgbiLO
MOPTHE, ZFELRFRENZZEEHNEFHA, LRI EZTTHERERDITET, RVWPLI PR
v NOEDRIEICE T, T, ¥ NMDXEODRBHAHL ISR TWT, b LIZABCEN T o &
BOICEtNELADE L, QOBGICHI EhAVEL, DELICIFEIFAHFNIIT TS L) TLE, PE
—FV—FVHREXDOESE. S ELVWEDHWEERARZFZENME TR ET, ¥0RKIE b
FLETFOMADRTWEEY, 7F& Ld5LhEHFEE. CHTDOLw I LADLEICEXUZEETW

CXDLw AR FEVEHHDAENLPEZEEL TV SELEEFITDOLI R, BVF/OABE5[E-T
WET, Fh. BEIISEUDOVEEEABDNTUL-STCET, ¥ 2 TlE. BB FUWRBTED
FORHEEDILTWADTYE, bELONMDORESIE TTEEPDOTYT., RAORMEDH L A1CH(
h250nZeEhd bELELRCSHTCNEIDTY, ZONRDOEHNIFT, bELERYFICEELL
CFTho>T. ERIKRDIDE. £HEHF>TWHNIDTT,

NATOREICIE., FLJDOZN £ <HDNET, RENYTDEFNEDHRY AYIREBICOATLW-TK
NTH, BELIEVWDOLHDRYVAVERTDOITTES D EFA,. DELOIDEIX. EDHLVEDIHHFDD
AYALYDECHANTATHIC, CEECELDOHVET, FoT ETHERVWEDTT I FXTHHTL
EEw, BBLDbH, >0 BLDH, RBLDHWVWT, FAR. ZVWBDHITEEDOTLHIHZD
TY, brLIF. WHBIEAEhWEDERT Yy FOS[EWICODHIHET, HETHWL N ELDTRLE
=% TY,

HEDBTFLEEDCZ0ICIE. biLEhzrtHNESWITENEFS, hLlk. RERSh, %ir'b
NEIEFCOFSNRT, MIDIEFEENDHOACNIBADSY Y Hh=F EXVBTASICENRZDTY, N>/
FORTIK. RPYPEOHLEAET, ROFECHHITATLEIEFECELWEWRELE, TIESLWE
175 ITT, bELIERALRYEDAT, SHFEREUTSDOODOWBIEAEKICHZ. NELFDDLT
. TORTHRODEZZLESIFRAEFT. COTHXIERCELAFTERI L, BAIFVEC(RZIEHBIRT
ZFEFT, TH, ¥OVPHEK[LDENT, COFTIES LLBWEETELRRFTEN~NZ LI LD
Ftho tDEIK. 2 EDELIBFOOEDEZAIC, MUFVWANEDIFTWIDTT,

INIDARELEVWTREZBELICITCE. BEODBRVWEMT, DEXSERIFEINy LR OMNET. &
BHDEFEVEIEDNLIC HEHDEFFRVEF EDLICDOEEZAEIFEY. 25 LT WEDLDER
. BERTEA. bELOXNNEVWRFHBICW OB PPEHIATChELE, BYEEHD~DDELD
BPE, VENTICCACAEATVWEE L,

EELD-EDIE. XFEHIFAZ3IETLE, AMTEMNREESNT. $o00E-ES5DLICHES
TWEDTY, bELESHVWHAHLETRLEIAICWT, PL2PRy FTREILEIBEWIEEECH
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TWE LR, ¥ABREE, DA ERVDWT, ETASEHFPIFERF->TRB->TEFEF LI, ¥hd. bizL
ERHBEDEALEL S TR ZLICESDTT, ¥hiE3t> bD. KEREOEDENRIYH T, W
(DHDEFTEHINTVWE L, ¥DEFTOPT, WAILWILEYH. BHLDBRIDRINDIFEE->

T, ABCEHATCN3DTY, £3. H NI LVBPDOANSBENET. YDBFD TP—3, [F,

KERBXFT, bELLCADZEHA TChELE, 772, 2FENOYIEBE. THhF+—) DENPE
LEFCEHATCELE, T8 Ry ) DENSFALFs9F DOFEHRITChELE, EHhDOXF
b, CABRAFTY, LA WCODDETIE. HENDAINIPT(HNELHATLE, DA H I
ODENY/HTERYD DTOVICE BLADDEEFHATLE, ZOEBYEBIE. b= LICH.

K. ZESHbEEIELTWEDTY, THh. pEVEtA, TITHMALVEECERHIBIFTTChELE, D
EFLIEFEAEALEZELT. HBDIHIBIC, tNhETHH EHHIBED >N PDERDR=TV %, (RFAEHIC
B THDBEIICHE DT, bizlIF. &I EIFREEEERITE L, 2ONDbHI B EH5ICH
S2ZDTE, BPIESE2EE L, COBHLVHIFRVEEDDIFIK. §h5bLICHRATEET,

HDLDESIKIE. DELERESOBMEEDEZAADR TV > T(NEDT, bz LOFHICT-
ENE>TWiEDTY, bELAFERDIEIICELDE. EMEEDENIFTT, BMEE. (FAT

w |

b)—E. BrDELICKALTChELE, FERDILIICHESETEITIC, 5-252>T—XD

F¢H5E 215220 TY, FRhTHEAZRVAT, A ES LN DE->TWE LR, LULAIRPNEL
T TUORARERLEIRTLED, ¥NTHTTETLE, ¥ZIClK. D3R, FYIR FFHI. HhYY
F.hTou OUF O AR, FOHNBTEFE L, FAR. DELOKNNEVWTT, BB HEHL
NSELENT R, XEFOREULIBOASXDTFTIES LUWAKIE. bELOXKOERICANICHEN £ L,
Th. BWTHIZerbhofhtn) e, YFELJDTFTT | KRICTIR, FHIR ! SEELTD
BOIHNFTTIBVEE, DREHDETIT DA, HELHNEEINTTCNBIL, 5 24>7—RET
2L EHOREBTVWTCND &,

T bELAINEWIEHEN, OF—XDPERICWEZIADETT, bz LIXFERTHHAN LA DT
o EXPEARCHECTELENSTY, TAEEREDIAVEDP TR, PARNDETOHARLE, ¥
DZADLFT I, RIPMLETPAY OADEFENETEEL, F2X275M0REVH HTDRVWBDEFEH
MEFELie WCETAFEELCLEDIC, WTRLY 2 DERICHHFODVTEESEI>EEVNIDT
T NS, 2z=FPADH FERDFHMMEE LS. DFEREN HOEE. £3TREOL ) CHD
CEFEFELL. $28. ENANDADNICRBE LS BEHEACSAERITET. A, SILBEH
B3[ED D EAVICELH2-DTT, ¥DRLHVTEEZDIH=DIE ROEFCTHAL L IRV E
NFEIFTLE. $¢5<. RERBCEDISEEFNEFE>EDOTLE S

BOPDOBEDTFE@MhEhE LTH, ChEEUSCKNELEL>ETLE ). DELIE. XD EEY
Eb5TidhbtE Lz D FEAPF2FITSMI0RCRKOLENS S, b LIZBEB EARBICIE.
EAERDETEMNMTTWEE Lz, HERICFANF/ 2V HISHPBRBVI vy R4 LU HBEEELT
WEWH FXDKRDLIFHTLZPHEIDEETEHLLHTUWEVLLS, RAICHNIRTS DR, S,
D2FOHDAPNFEIFEFZELTI AWV, RICTHDTT,
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PLETOEAT, BELEDzAFYOREFTREENDE, XYRZIORAPDYa >, XFLHR, XE
IRRAEVS AP BLTHoDNRICANEL. ¥DANY=HHEBE ETHIYEDOPICIE. IYNRFP
I, FINPI DA XRADPF, ¥ LTEEROI =V AICOVT, TES LI EHLVELETL
Z2DTT, VUEDEWFTRLNEZOFEROYFEE. FAEICELVWHDOTLE, TOST>DOFA
F. bELOTADRBVEIC, WOETHHALRVENREDI LE L,

EZAD, EDHA BRBELBHN, TAT2/LAPXFAHDRELHHINTT, FEH. £ L»H L
brLEbBCEX¥ AL >TEEFT, RTIE. )X (VHLE) pbELEBESUPHALTIVET, &

Ho F)P. WSEEBLAEEL, ENEFDboT BAENLT e hHIERSBVEIEERE W, C
o, CHLEB¥ALVHITCDEICHE>TWEEFY, COIHDT L RLTBNTESZZ LIS
LElL&I

CODO5WEHAIC, bELORTEE, BATLE->THEI L DN EFEATLE, EZAH. TAYA
*(3FENFEFHATLE, LD THEE-. HI3ETFDHAE (RPYDOMICWRIKXRELDHFIALY) DI E
S THHEEITVET, ¥OLE->ADPDL ) LIS, ZIFROBICEBVEIEDSALRENRLED
& X¥DBDOH LD EDEPHIDPT, VETLOBDOXDEL ) TLL,

FEELLNFLL ) BRODHIEERLTRTTRVEEN, bELET22Y 2a—XDLIEAER
(REZXETEAER) ~D2hTw>ThE Lk, ¥Z Tl BXPYOLBRIEIH D FHATL, ELE
2Y& E3DRXTY, RREEFODEVAT, £545<0 COFHLVWBHFEEAL T3 LHICR
NELE. ZRORESTEMBECAZHLTVIIE bELREFEEACBBICEHTHLRELE, XD
A2DEROMEE. TCDALALSDE>DTT, blzLiF. BRELIDLEATWE L, bL
E¥NhzFAL T EHPBHMCOVTDE(FAE L=R0EE. DLERBLELE, $HHNTEZRNOD
BAShtELTV3HWE bELENMOBE(T, ¥39F2 FODEP, F>FaVonlthdAhY
P AXANRFOEHP, AV LAY DI EVEHIITRERARTNEZHDTY,

FEEILEWIE, To¥NFICDOF. COBRABZORKDEHNIF T, bz LIF¥h T TULEICRPTE
NPRKTECHE->T. EREBEF L, ¥NBDIC, bELEthEFALDHESDRIThIXE D FHATL
o BYS (PP ERANZIFR]) TE. LISV DBEUS (I ENTERD>EDTY, ¥DZ
2D0FROFEELLIE. BYFERTLTVELE, BRBIREE. 57258, FYT»B. ¥ LTHER
>=0OTY,

¥ZThizLIEF. @HTEERZCRNEHF Lz, EEbVLRVEE FJBHR-BLT. TIHM LW
BEICHH>TFTRENG. ¥NEHITULWAWTLE, RIChELIE RL &) PN A THE
FOMREMBRLE L, BPDF Tl ETHRBELRVWALWE ) LREETER->TTY, b
LIEBRDK[TFLICENS > T BYREDEKRE LSV IDRICIDTLEVE L

CHLT EHEIDRLE PP 2 FADPERTHREARERAZ ZLICENET, TEREHY
F. W IDBCCHETELA ALELDDCHANLE. ELVEANSCESDNIIED, F>/314 Hq
FO/FREDARL, ZOFTIES LLBRDEKBIE. EHFEP=ZAELINLT 262N £ (BTT, bzl
FEZLEY, bLIF. VERFREZD2ICDITEYT. REVEIRIBZELCHTET, HETHOPICE

FHRZEDZHANZANI1Z7 www.haradaeigo.com/tadokubestjr/ the Boy Who Loved Insects 24 /26



TWIFRERBS>TWVEINSETT, bI—AHlE. FILADEVLETIFLTUSIEWICHRNEAS, {EhEED -
N, BOEPEENLENTIDICFENET,

ANE. PRI ZDPDHIEIBNHEDTYT, BWIAHNIFEEFRBEITEHSEE. bILICHEIEFEA ERIC
AHFHATLE, ¥LT, TERLIFSITTWEEYEBN, FEreoEbELORECEDICHE>TWS
DTY,

PP+ 02 AT, bELIEZADERLERZEICEEVWE L, BRAEHEEDOLEFPE, bELICE
MEOZRNDOBELE L TNEEDY=2YF>TT, THhYy=2> R>lE. KRFLHAVS[EVWE S0
T, bELORICEEFNF L, BEDORIDB. ¥DANlEbELICZIEVE LS

(& REEHD ICEUAD B AL, ENblF>I IR, ¥NEFTRENEW, BYEDHDERANS
CTEWTRVE, PIHERLETHIT LI,

*DANE. ROSWIEIBHISLCPhBFSHE, ENE2RENBLT. KEANEA—MOPT, H
RYLYDEDDOCNERETCNELE, DIZLOBDORIICREBELITENS, —DOFT DAL, KITH
WTChELE. 2hp, bEULA—4EDFIBICRTI. EoE—ED. RLTbThshiEuvighFoR
#2TL1,

$2%¢3 bELEBSOFERDNICLELL ). COFADDAZLIC, bELRAEWIZAS, 8
RObDICOEVINTEE Lk, bl BROTEEANHNET, ZETLLI. EILTTL:
3 ?biLERbA N EtA

blzLiblEaraA%. ARLEMS. FIDECRDEFEEL > TVET, HATFEERNTEICLN. F
DFEFVO2HRALTTEALEE> TV ET, FLINDFEHBEIRCDTY, RHRLTT. HINFRE
ENBENTE. IDNFRRALTDRED(NEY, 2FEHHFEDC(BILEH->TWET, 2HL
TRk, H3D5H3NTY, FNICHTAZ3DIE. LEENLEFTTY, ARTIE. ¥DE(RDLTFHEE
T RF) CLUET, RTRE. ¥hE "FKig) cLUET, XREEK BMOXRFTENTY,

FHRZEDZHANZANI1Z7 www.haradaeigo.com/tadokubestjr/ the Boy Who Loved Insects 25/ 26



TFAZ & 94X arxssrorna

heredity iR insects R, EBR Caterpillar FEFNNE X

Grasshopper ‘v %. U %) observation s potato SehA®
2

Snails hRYLY instinct ABE

fw&s  Uuh

€ orXE<HITOELLI L. ABOXIEEI Bk ?
DHir @b-tB3(hok @Rk

L &
C) or-orrREBBHILICEIES IR CABBDE S ?

tAtL L

DEERTVRWNCKIT(NEE @A PDKEEEF>F/— b
@ DR TABCERK L 3 K & 14k

Lv&s)

¥ wWol&d wh &
@ EHY=RY FUHARETChEE, — &L E—EDIB £ ?
®+a¢o>a§&>%t @73&\‘/1\')0;&’:}7)9(0 @g#%@a}#%%&

Z
(-] &6 ¥ uHrn &
QA D OkEE<(HITBEELZE. HlEELE LI
ta Biel nEZ Ewl g b L 2h &L &6 w3 HH
Q2 @ WVWALWARLEYS. ¥DBRTORDDIXZH{E> TABCEHA 3. KELXBRDEDHTL .
W @ FEFEEDEBN. KEANEA—TIOPTHRYAY DROD N EBHTCRE L S, 27— FoLht

- [FCARDHC Lo &s)

Bt OBy ET L1,

FOEBOZBHRA IS 2=7

Y DEZBDIEA1,0005LLE. BRI - ADF DA - FORDE T, F'— 4 - BEBLE D, HAREN - Bk
%L,

haradaeigo.com/tadokubestjr/

P B RX¥DEE (1IBH2EHANZITWEHA) o Project Gutenberg BFE%5 #45812 (J. Henri Fabre (adapted by Louise Seymour
Hasbrouck). 1919%F) . /X2 v 2 KX A >,

#& 1 (1919 edition) (B LADIRRDFFIG, X7V v 2 KX A >)

BA5% (WebhR) : Kathrine Engan (LibriVox DRS5 > F 4 Po /87 w2 KX A )

FOR - 24 XD AIEAD R AllE3EFzv 2, ADBTHIERBERLTWE7T,

FHRZEDZHANZANI1Z7 www.haradaeigo.com/tadokubestjr/ the Boy Who Loved Insects 26/ 26



