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Farideh Jahandideh 
 
Farideh Jahandideh is an Iranian young writer, illustrator and animator. 

Farideh mostly write and paint for children and young adults. Her books 

have greatly appreciated by Iranian young boys and girls. Her main era of 

activities involve novel, poetry, film scripts and children’s stories, 

Animation, illustrating children’s books, painting. Farideh lives in Tehran 

at present and engages to pen fantastic books for children and young adults 

throughout the world. Jahandideh awarded in different literary festivals 

and prizes, such as: 

-Winning Honorary certificate of award for selected poems from the 

Ministry of Culture and Islamic Guidance of Tehran province, 2011. 

- Winning Honorary certificate of award for selected poems from the 

ceremony of Shahryar's memories held by the Ministry of Culture and 

Islamic Guidance of Tehran province, 2010   

-Winning Honorary certificate of award for selected poems in 

Khoramshahr Victory Congress held by the Ministry of Culture and 

Islamic Guidance of Tehran province, 2012 

She wrote many books, among them are: 

-Little Prince 2nd (ISBN: 9786000493950) 

-Dead Lanterns (ISBN: 9789647252836) 

-Gluttonous King (ISBN: 9786006745428) 

-Frowny Aunt (ISBN: 9786006745510) 

-Little Squirrel (ISBN: 9786006745404) 

-Lazy Frog (ISBN: 9786006745596) 
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About the book: 
 
When the Little Traveler returned his planet with the assistance of the Sahara Snake, 

he would find out his rose left there. Active volcanoes told him that his rose colluded 

with a bird to set out to birds' home. To reach the reality of his rose, the Little 

Traveler went to Icy Planet and met a crane there. The crane made Goldilocks 

understand that birds there were neither interested in having a flower in their planets 

nor traveling and he had to stopover migrating swallows' home to find his rose. In the 

land of Ever-Spring, Goldilocks came across a swallow that would tell Goldilocks 

yellowish and rootless flowers were of no concern for him and his friends but when 

Goldilocks talked about the light within his rose, the swallow made available him 

with the address of the Virgin Land. There, Goldilocks became acquaintance with 

three gardeners-less flowers and heard from them that his flower for capable to keep 

its life had to be in hands of some gardener. Goldilocks went to the gardener's planet. 

The gardener told him the gardeners' hands were of no use to keep flowers against the 

wind. Goldilocks hang around to convene the wind. The wind designated after getting 

rootless, flowers were of no value to be in the sacking winds' houses so they are left to 

the typhoon's hands. To meet the typhoon, Goldilocks accompanied the wind to the 

winds' house – mountain- and he met with typhoon. Typhoon took Goldilocks to the 

sea's planet with himself. The sea got turbulent right as the typhoon showed up. While 

going to be drowned, Goldilocks found out typhoon's love to the sea and called it to 

calm down. To show gratitude Goldilocks, typhoon took him to the desert to try to 

find his rose. Goldilocks met a worm in his words he talked about a rose. The rose 

which had got together all nasty insects around herself was not Goldilocks' rose. 
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Goldilocks talked with that rose about flowers' clean world and influenced her by his 

words. The rose asked Goldilocks to give her a new life by planting her roots in the 

damp soil. Gold Lock held the rose in his hands to look for a well. In their way, they 

were about to die due to sever thirst. Just at that moment, a glowworm showed up and 

directed them to a water well that someday in the past Goldilocks and his friend, Mr. 

Antoine, had found it together. By planting the rose's roots in the damp soil besides 

giving the rose's life back to her, Goldilocks desired to make his friend, Mr. Antoine, 

understand that he was alive. Goldilocks went after his way to rummage around for 

his rose. Next, to a ruined wall, Gold Lock for the second time came across his friend, 

the snake. At long last, he heard the reality about his rose from the snake. The present 

book is the sequel of ‘The Little Prince' By Antoine de Saint-Exupery. The theme of 

the book is about a child with the small body but great soul. However, he is after a 

great reality which is hidden in the body of a beautiful rose, lost and is a symbol of 

the truthful soul existing in all human being and which is lost sometimes. The Little 

Prince encounters some beauties and ugliness and he attempts to turn the ugliness 

into beauties. In fact, he travels to internal depths, human real identity and finally the 

starting place of beauties. This book steers you to a united reality regardless of any 

religion, race and geographical zone. 
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Expert of the Book: 
 
Chapter One 

Hello Mr. Antoine de Saint-Expuery, 

I apologize to you for differentiating the last chapter of your masterpiece, The Little 

Prince, from other chapters and placed it in the first chapter of my book. I have an 

excuse for and I am assured it will be convincing for you too. My excuse is that 

regardless the degree of sentences beauty and manipulate in other chapters of your 

book, these chapters enhance their importance when being joined together but the 

last chapter not only is beautiful and influential by itself but also it expresses a very 

significant issue, the issue of the disappearance of a character that all chapters of 

your book were written by its emergence. The pleasant beginning of your book 

came into the existence in a very spot that you, yourself, there were looking for a 

person, a sound or something that even for a second can step into your world 

isolated from any calculations and ponderings. That was a character that the bitter 

end of your book was written by his disappearance and return of your loneliness. Do 

you remember your desperate following sentences? “This scene for me is the most 

depressing one in the world. This is the very scene of the last few pages but I 

depicted that again to give an idea about you well that it is the very spot on which 

The Little Prince was emerged and fade away on the Earth. Look at this scene 

carefully to ensure that if you once travel to the Sahara, you can make out this spot. 

If you come across this spot, in reality, I ask you not to pass over it hurriedly and to 

stop for some seconds beneath that star. Then, if a child comes to you if he laughs 

and has Goldilocks…” And this issue was left inside you like a secret forever. 

Chapter Two 

When a person faces a secret that has neither an end for his questions nor a 

beginning for his answers, he will be ensured such sort of undisclosed is by far 
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much more diverse than other secret types. Such coverts are not of sorts that while 

unrevealed, they are of attractiveness and beauty. They are not even of such type 

that becomes appealing when revealed. Probably, now you ask yourself if there is 

any other kind of secrets. The answer to this question for you who had a secret of 

another type is simply positive, the clandestine of your young friend’s, The Little 

traveler’s, vanishing that its both revealed and unrevealed forms are of attraction 

and loveliness. The trick of revealing of that secret, which I consider you got it 

before it was revealed for you, is simply one thing and that is homecoming to the 

spot where all those loves and hatreds are rooted in. The spot where if it enlarges 

the origins of badness plant, it will become small to that degree that no space for the 

flourishing of the best flower will remain so at no time flowers and gardeners will 

meet each other and never the secret of not-being will be revealed to anybody.  

Chapter Three  

Being of The Little Prince emerged in my life; I had not read your book and even 

had not known you. If I had read your book, I would have known well that such 

truthful work must have been uttered by your clean and veracious soul and not just 

by your pen. Someday in my upbringing, I watched a very stunning animation of a 

Goldilocks person that it was represented for me as a little, young person living in 

his small planet with his great heart.    

The small planet of that person was so small that it had room for two active 

volcanoes, one dead volcano, and a delicate rose. I slowly but surely understood 

those were of the Little Traveler’s possession. Every morning when Goldilocks got 

up, he began to uproot the baobabs which were intended to ruin the whole planet 

with their unstoppable growth. When he got calm down from the expelling of the 

planet enemies, he removed the ashes of his volcanoes suspiciously not to let them 

explode and set everything in the fire. At last, he spent all his left over time with his 

rose that did not hart anything intentionally or accidentally. So it was of his great 

concern. Since the Little Traveler was in a way away from the concerns of humans 

of the Earth, He could attract and commune with me so well. I do not mean I was 
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not interested in his planet. I liked it so much that every night, I sat looking at all the 

stars that unlike the Earth, they were laughing like hawk bell out of their moving 

kindnesses.   

Chapter Four 

Days and Nights passed from the time of watching of that beautiful animation until 

it was the time for the broadcasting of its last episode. It was just at that time I 

found out a significant issue. The matter which not only did I become aware of it in 

the past but also I could not be aware of it deeply. The issue was that in all his 

journeys, the Little Traveler was not looking for a friend for him and was searching 

for something else in his friendships. That thing which I could get it after passing 

awhile was not but a reality. That was a certainty which all humans are after it even 

without their considerate. After drawing to a close the broadcasting of that 

animation when there was no news about the Little Traveler, I, an awkward kid, ran 

to hit upon not just a friend but the reality which that Goldilocks was after it, the 

very thing which was born in me by him. I ran so enthusiastically that in a shouting 

manner I punched the bars of my heart prison to let it be released to its world. I had 

to release it on a line-less paper of painting. What a perpetual world it is to reach the 

beautiful outside from a beautiful inside.  

Chapter Five 

If once your big world was a little man who had a very small world, when you 

missed him a lot and desired to meet him, you would look at the sky carefully to see 

his little planet. Then, by seeing any small planet you would tell yourself: "Is it 

probable it is his land?" It was adequate for you to turn the small land of him into a 

great world for you. Closely like you, I loved the Little Traveler with its entire 

apparently small world, the world which he had made for himself by removing of 

the volcanoes ashes, watering the rose and uprooting dangerous baobabs. So I could 

do with to draw the pictures of all his belongings next to him. Therefore, I sat down 

and depicted the planet and its volcanoes as beautifully as possible on a paper and I 

surmised that it appeared as I had expected. But at that age, drawing that rose with 
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its folded plates was not an easy job for me and I had to work on that with a lot of 

delicacy and care. It was as if all spent delicacy and care would not have caused the 

painting of the rose to seem perfect. I believe I was broken by someone's arrogance. 

Whatever the motive for that stoppage was, it was a good ground for me to put that 

drawing in my childhood paintings chest and nothing like other drawings keep it for 

myself unfinished.   

Chapter Six 

Years passed from drawing that unfinished picture until one day out of a mere 

accident, I saw your book in a window-shop. First, I was taken aback not as it was a 

fillip to my childhood years but as up to that split second I did not make out the 

gorgeous animation of the Little Traveler was adopted from a very beautiful book. 

Right as I found out to this point and because of the stunning sensation I had in that 

animation, I decided to buy it. Right away, I bought and read it. But, not like the 

animation which its pictures were easy to value, the book was not. I did not mean its 

precise understanding requires concentration and meditation. I meant to like your 

drawing of an elephant in the stomach of a boa, to understand its real meaning 

needed to be away from the world of the adults and the world of numbers and 

calculations. Then, your book nothing like philosophy-like concepts exactly like 

‘children’s stories must and mustn’t’ became understandable.  

Chapter Seven 

Once upon a time, there was a young boy who was not akin to anybody. No human 

belonged to his world and he did not belong to the humans' world. His thoughts for 

people were something unheard of even the pictures created by his hands were not 

proverbial to them. The boy of our story was a painter, whose first sketches of 

animals for others seemed to be just a hat.  

The adults had told him: “One has to think of another occupation. That is why he 

was disillusioned about painting. It was even more than just painting as the boy was 

disappointed by his own world and was thinking about traveling to another land. 

That journey could be promising only by flying on an airplane. So, the boy was 
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thinking of a pilot who was alone completely while he was always traveling from a 

land to another. One day when he was flying over the hot Sahara, his plane broke 

down. There, he could not find a mechanic and not even a human to ask him for a 

help. Let down with everybody and everywhere, he was high and dry away from 

any imaginable hamlet. There was not even on its own trace of life there. There, a 

Goldilocks lad fell down on a pimple on the Earth, a lad who was from the boy’s 

world.  

The boy came to this point when his painting was meaningful for the lad, the 

painting of a boy which swallowed an elephant.  

The lad also felt sympathy with the boy in a way. He was also thwarted with 

everyone, of people's arrogance. He was feeling alone. The only trouble they faced 

was thirst. The boy was thirsty for a shining drop, that its shininess was soothing his 

heart which was the home of a fine-looking rose. The lad was thirsty for fountains 

that could make his heart feel well as he loved such fountains in the heart of a 

desert. There was a long way of miles to their wishes, a way unseen by the darkness 

of the sky. The lad was not disillusioned though. That hope was a way leading to a 

well, an old well where there could be found no other well more gorgeous than that. 

The only thing more beautiful than the fact that as their world was the same; their 

wishes were of the same things too. The lad owned fountains and the boy a shining 

drop. All these similarities were like a miracle which its basis was love originated in 

God, the very God who was no one else but Him in the beginning.             
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Chapter Eight 
Now, apart from your book, there was no other fillip for me to keep in mind that 

unfinished drawing and to longing for taking it out of the old chest of my childhood 

and to look at it well… But regardless of the point of care, I paid while looking at 

that drawing, what I saw before my eyes were everything excluding what was seen 

in my childhood. It was as the going through of your book to my thoughts opened 

my eyes to a reality, a certainty that clarifies well that your real friend, on my 

drawing paper, before me and in my eyes frames focused his look to any point 

except me. I was not offended while I had drawn his picture wholeheartedly as now 

I knew very well that there is a look filling his eyes and it was unfeasible many 

adults understood this point, the point that the answer to considerate that was just 

likely by the word of love. The love just sees the reality and moves toward it and 

will be soothed by being next to the reality. This time, I faced such a reality that a 

beautiful rose with all her small lies was the greatest reality of the Little Traveler’s 

life. So I had to acknowledge that and to draw the picture of the rose next to him. I 

sat down and considering the fact that I became more experienced in drawing after 

passing all those years, I drew the picture of the Little Traveler’s rose as delicately 

as possible on a separate piece of paper to copy that on the main drawing patiently 

later. In my opinion, that painting of the rose was both more beautiful than its novel 

picture and also it seemed younger than that.   

Finishing my drawing at such area of prettiness made me cry unconsciously out of 

pleasure: "This is the striking and young rose of the Little Traveler!” 

I did not finish my words yet that a scaring typhoon entered from the open window 

of the room severely and made a mess in a second but it seemed that the typhoon 

had the strength just enough to lift up the rose picture to take it away with itself. 

That painting was of such magnitude for me this time that I agreed to fight 

alongside the typhoon for and finally, I could keep that picture of the rose which 

was not but the picture of a wrinkle-faced rose anymore.   
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