qmvmmmw(‘i moguuanwi s Pchamnggmkmmn Hmu:hanlnsh:
sk Tvalandl: mw Bugk ‘Maisalee : Illumation = <




LRkt e

Sedadion milFomenudmIudnan v-eo 290 nUsznmewilfadion Wl odan
anznssumaiaumiiRowind nasnedinmdms
iy sunviiuieed SmILENEN v-ee iU Matsrmeniiedic W6l den
annssmsi@umiRowind  nassednmdnms

W

Rutnin Hanchanlash : Story

dnwal Indend -

Luck Ma Tllustration

lﬁﬂ“!l;)ﬂ“.
S

st a un.
Supported by

'f\~ @1
)| 2€C
Foundation

qaﬁﬁﬂtuuﬁ1wu







b
MansInis fhilidnuadlng
agShgemamald ldguihui
LLNJNNHQHQTﬂHBE mdLLN’MLﬁH
waasgiassunme o fumenarh
Aimzagmamenlelunaiias
udtlas o Anasdiusinléda g
FiuuaaUdanilauaninsueud
unsaaehERden AuEeu e






Wuaeuleasnmsinmediu
Fodela Wousiiuaeulii
hulaenasansivnauassm
Wl shefveshuvamie
wpasiudnnnadws s
el Avilesaudasenty
tmualmfiling Alaauwan
wamashinwsuee ez
Fnaunaunssriowsswnetiofin
Fuuanean






Wonmaspuiosvendusapiion biflesdhladh
vty hwdlelefiuaasrsnen s udl
ualsan w‘aLL:,Jmeaﬁaauaﬁlﬁwﬂﬁmﬁnme
M\l@mmwﬁm eftusasldusnn Fasfinasls
ganen uenamidIInuNNTgTming
muqmmaamﬂﬂwg?ﬂaﬂaanma



usiuseuamlairpsazanlomsszraunns Tosdananslaifin
ﬁ%m}mammgama JiFuey Funilee fudmagiumamale
*ﬁumnm‘waaﬁiﬂﬂﬁuuqm wuuiliusanasantindidafitumn
imelumengdhaiantiu



iuiq%uﬂuﬁﬁmuﬁmLﬂuamwémmﬁauﬁqu‘%mw whailsilas
Vrewhameluiundumesilesin
Sudnandiufinelafiugliddsesdndagiielas linatla uae
atupsdnlddiululifidesBneglédh sufiiomaamelna
AusuaradUTudou






wolsfifunaliiras  duficdos«fiushudutounas udanae

nludeslildufaiing lildoslqesadumennlefugumn
wilausthawanuasaiishusisdue ladnusms







luiige
unanasaw e Aldnaulausaulen
uasvwwd  ussagaiiae il
IR NmAsLINTETadaLGiED
weisneaxnmefhuieuelafigieie
i SR L L
luvpsiulnssRomilontintidelu
aamanldl moasnssduliusetton
Thimruulameshiiuzauly uds
fufuhlmaudusendusne  du
RIS TP T BT RTE AR VAL
P P o) y P
demauhdssslelillogy Tl
a el v, b
wiflaudssafiusensaseldlsah

STRN1%8

ausadaunaalaluudasun
Muanfgaialouiiuaindunits
lugndunitafunan q dreasi
Waeunaazautulilnauswlng
Tuthildisludoussuaauazian s






0' - {;
2IMIAND

woiiuaaulaurdelnem
ANHOUGUAINLNDUUHIHH
v o & o -

Gheiu SdafiesliFymam
WANUNIHNHNIGNAITUTANL
pitlatinvn faudwanusssp

ﬂﬁLﬁUC“ﬂHt’lﬂ’l LENAAL LR

Tadlet




T iusiomy

O s SOt L
suleimuinidadiudigan
PDINIYHUFATIL S

wdrdsfusaudanlaiae
madeRiReiu WANUNIHH
wanuanaaniugnaiin
doade Suanifieadu
pensquLss suRldiu
UL eariu










ehemitadiui

WaNUuTBILEauL AN Lﬂum?ﬁ’njmiﬂ
drewh iumsusnan S lval
waT B TTaET IR aud s
dapfandada Auers dnoenld
seuasiesilUdouuneonensigahin

usidndhemiteriens

witulszanauaalan ety
FAUTITNUNIYNDWNIWA e
wlaldaanuunandedidasdatie
deghefuiide uasinuadaiuds
fussnanufsaniiu datudifioa
Fadsathahazae






usouenidnduauidela
fudosmadufiuasiuang
LLNJHN%GBBJNTD ewe
Suusmaluuunusasu
iy Sufignmdnaemas
dheaas edusunelelvsl
Wuamemaungs Sufign
Usevaspehaquussannwan
LT

e






lufige

Busauaanfingenaly Soudaean
awsnaynavdumanlinlidusyniu
wilauathony  udsuflisula Uase
Whdhmuaniamdunagldquihude
el ShfuwiasasdiuitanesEng



oo o
DENTIUNY

fdnunwsasiasanllh dhaeshulngiay
iy e .
UTHLH’UA\H PAIEAW \L']J’H‘UWHLTH WUNAHA LA

mennly weuasmanla Sungavmme




uittymifiumslvy usowdanfidhionls sl

paulefisusnannnathundeit SusulSnmniy
Mean udmaelaloughlimenamianndinly




Tl Tesgihg
usonamaasllfusmuan
lndwendsaannaunenud
Whfufenemudian
taevgmTnau
lueiuemsuesanideaunfisy
TuulsduensmniGeduns
daeainae e
“luidonassSeianusiunn
uamlarmhAavent uazvadiien
SuaqBnannany  naLsnfithimdnis










ATTULREAUTI
SusmeludasUsyilasieans
nhfishues dmasnvistia

Tunsiiouusissaluthugaeiv
fhumennlenfaelnislah



i 5 )

Waashuantls wianiudrefiazsnianautin
usiqnaufidasdiunzas fhuimdouagriusudiy
wiloudssdudanmaanaas fomaasialufl
aquagaeiiauusaian









Wsshudivhihuraseusens
athafinbife shliEnfiogdomas
lowneslowasuguiinuiuudause

raldiffumadaiuiasdoatiu

fhundeilgmeszaie.. iuniay

RN

he






WANUNIHHWITUG LD
Fudeadsvguiuasslng warasduain

) ' 2 S A
enswihazendesudaudenidunn e
fanmmmnAwni Wusssiahienlagegn
B ruaailaeandhis






Waianah
PLERRTNTiaEMay
viaulemnsthu ooy
ugtfivnlabwy

luitge

WINUNIYNTBARNANAD  Fiundy

Tsnlednuaaaniavusian ue
e e ey

faiiehalvudanti faulewrhe don
Aaznanenfiuvennle






(IR HEWL']'\\ i




Once upon a time, there was a very,
very small spider who lived in a large teak
house on the edge of a forest in southern
Thailand,

Though he was as tiny as a dew drop,
you could spot him easily because his body
was bright orange like the sun that peeped
over misty mountains on a winter morning.
He had 8 legs that looked like thin black
threads. So let us call him “Orange-8-Legs”.

With all his heart, Orange-8-Legs loved to
make beautiful webs. When his mother first
taught him to spin, he lost his breath in
enchantment. Was this his own filament-
s0 strong yet so resilient? So transparent
that insects thought it was a glint of the sun?
So light that the breezes mistook it for one
of their sisters?

All the other spiders were at’ first surprised,
then bored, with Orange-8-Legs strange
enthusiasm. After all, spinning was nothing
new to them-no more than day-to-day work
done millions of times over countless
generations. For thousands of years, spiders
had taught the craft to their children with
the conviction that the more webs they
* made the more insects would be snared. If
more were caught than could be eaten, they

were dried and stored. Diligent spinners were admired for the roundness of their
tightly stretched stomachs and respected for their wealth of dried insects
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But Orange-8-Legs was not interested

in insects. His body remained small
and thin which was thought to be
most unattractive by spider standards.
He spent his time creating a great
variety of webs as was never before
seen by anyone. One day he might be
absorbed in copying the form of
the fat bullfrog he saw squatting by
the rain-jar, or the butterfly he saw
resting on a creeping plant. Another
day he might fashion an airy hammock
patterned like ripples on the surface
of the nearby lake. Yet another day
when he looked up and saw leaves
trembling against the sky, he tried
to trace the tremulous motif with his
filament.

And when his bright webs grew
unsightly from gathered dust, he
would roll them into balls neatly lined
up beneath the edge of an earthen
jar. Not so the other spiders who
spun web after web to capture endless
numbers of insects.




Other spiders lost interest in
Orange-8-Legs and he was left
without any friends. But soon he
found an unexpected one. It was
the breeze which stroked the wings
of his gossamer butterfly making
it move just like those of the real
butterfly. The breeze whispered to
Orange-8-Legs to lie on the hammock
and rocked the little spider to sleep.
It made him roll over with laughter
by blowing his bullffog’ web ‘to make
it puff up and down like the fat one
that was croaking away by the rain-jar.

On fine days when Orange-8-Legs
let himself hang at the end of a
gossamer thread, the breeze would
blow him from tree to tree. This was
how the two traveled together in a
tall forest that was filled with laughing
sunlight and leafy shadows.

But, Orange-8-Legs still longed for
the acceptance of his fellow spiders.
He went around to invite the spiders
to come to see webs of which he was
so proud, setting a' day when they
should all come to his corner of the
house. Though none of the spiders

really wanted to come, as they would
much rather spend their time weaving
their own webs, they all accepted out
of pity for the slender little spider




What occurred was the greatest surprise
to Orange-8-Legs. A quarrel broke out so
violently that the little spider could hardly
believe his ears

The spiders were divided into two
groups. One group was full of admiration
for Orange-8-Legs as the pioneer of ‘new
age’ web-creation. They praised him so
highly and so much that the embarrassed
little spider wished he was hiding up there
on one of those leafy treetops.

The other were shocked! They were furious
with Orange-8-Legs revolt against the age-old
tradition of the spider tribe. Why celebrate
the lowly frog and frivolous butterfly with
their proud craft? Why make a hammock -
a shameful promotion of laziness?

Poor Orange-8-Legs was confused and
unhappy. He tried to please both sides. But,
no matter what kind of web he wove he was
scolded. If it was a traditional web, he was
scolded for shamefully going backward. If
it was a new design, he was criticized for
shamefully destroying age-old traditions.
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Orange-8-Legs finally lost heart and
stopped spinning altogether. Though the
breeze shook him and whispered to him to
come and play together as they used to, he
took no notice leaving it to blow worriedly
round and round underneath the house. His
stomach grew more and more narrow

One day came terrible news. The owner of
the house, seeing it was old, ugly and covered
with dusty cobwebs, had decided to take
it apart and sell the teakwood. The news
spread like wild fire among the spiders who
gathered together in panic. They had to find
‘ways to save the house.

The news jolted Orange-8-Legs out of
his sadness. There was no other place he
loved more than this big house in which he
had lived all his life. He consulted with
his friend, the breeze, and together they
went-the breeze blowing Orange-8-Legs on
his weightless filament.

Who knows what the little spider and his
friend went off to do? They went to distill
whiteness from the whitest petals, to harvest
greenness from the monsoon's grass, to collect
crimson from pigeon’s blood, to sift for silver
from the sickle moon.

And, hardest of all, they spent one whole
day choosing burnished gold and hundreds
of gleaming colors from the rays of the sun.
These wonderful things they brought back
with them




All day and all night, Orange-8-Legs spun
the most beautiful filaments of his life while
the other spiders rolled up all the dusty cob
webs into little ball which they buried in the
forest. He festooned the house with the most

magnificent webs.

Soon after the sun had risen, the owner
came with the carpenters who brought
their tools to pull down the old teak house.
But the sight that met their eyes stopped
them like a magic spell

There, in front of them, stood a house
covered with gossamer that gleamed like
jewels when touched by the gentle breeze
and the morning sun

The owner was speechless at the beauty
of the house that he had thought to be old
and ugly. The carpenters agreed that it
was too beautiful to be torn down. Together,
they went away leaving the spiders in great
happiness and relief.




The next day,ﬂ the spider held a meeting
Deciding to crown Orange-8-Legs as their
king, they prepared a very special ceremony
for the occasion. When the important day
came, they sent the most senior spider to go
and invite Orange-8-Legs for coronation

The dignified old spider wobbled to
Orange-8-Legs corner of the house, but
could not find him. He went searching
everywhere for the little spider until his
eight old legs ached all over. All in vain.
Finally, he wobbled back and solemnly told
the spiders that Orange-8-Legs could not
be found. The great ceremony had to be
scrapped.

But, where had Orange-8-Legs gone?

No one can say..No one that is, except
the shadows of leaves, the golden sunshine,
and the gentle breeze that blew through the
peaceful forest.
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