The Centipede and the Toad – English subtitles
Voice over:
That morning, the road to the Blue Pagoda was lit up by the hot Indian sun… The pilgrims were singing and offering up white flowers to the Buddha of Compassion. It was a day of celebration… 
That morning, Mother Nature was also preparing a ceremony…
Everyone was waiting for the Centipede who lived in the bark of the honourable fig tree… 
The Fig Tree… the heart of the most flamboyant part of the forest...
The Centipede… the creature the most admired of the forest… and everyone was waiting for his show...
Crouched at the edge of the marshes, the fat Toad despised this ceremony… Despised the honourable Fig Tree...
As for the Centipede, he hated him since he could neither ostracise him, since he was so greatly admired, nor devour him because of his poisonous flesh...
Jealousy was eating away the Toad’s heart... That evening, he decided to destroy the life of the Centipede… All night long, he consulted with the souls of deceased Toads.
The Toad's speech:
I salute the sun that is within you, oh venerable Centipede!...
I am but a humble, slimy being, scorned by all... My flesh is appreciated by neither plants nor animals... And I do not shine with all the colours of the rainbow...
But my memory harbours Deep Knowledge... Deep Knowledge... 
I know the names of plants, the names of all plants...
I know how many stars there are in the sky... and how many leaves on the fig tree.
No other toad in all of India has such a memory.
But I can only memorise things that are immobile... not things that move... not things that move...
Tell me, oh Great One!... How can it be that when you walk, you always know which leg starts the movement?... 
Which leg is the second, and then the third... Which leg is the fourth, fifth, sixth... Is it the tenth one next or the hundredth? And in the meantime, what are the second and seventh legs doing? Have they stopped or do they keep on walking?... And when you get to the 99th, do you raise the 70th, lower the 39th, bend the 100th or straighten the fourth?... the fourth? 
I am a lowly slimy creature with just four legs – four legs and not a hundred like you – a hundred like you! Please tell me how you manage, oh Great One!
From then on, the Centipede took not one more step… He had forgotten which leg to lift first… And which one second and third… And the more he thought about it, the less he could remember… His mind was confused… paralysed…

That morning, the road to the Blue Pagoda was lit up by the hot Indian sun… 
