
 

The Fireflies _ Isak Dinesen 

 

Here in the highlands, when the long rains are over, and in the 

first week of June nights begin to be cold, we get the fireflies in 

the woods. 

 

On an evening you will see two or three of them, adventurous 

lonely stars floating in the clear air, rising and lowering, as if 

upon waves, or as if curtseying. To that rhythm of their flight 

they lighten and put out their diminutive lamps. 

 

You may catch the insect and make it shine upon the palm of 

your hand, giving out a strange light, a mysterious message, it 

turns the flesh pale green in a small circle round it. The next 

night there are hundreds and hundreds in the woods. 

 

For some reason they keep within a certain height, four or five 

feet, above the ground. It is impossible then not to imagine that 

a whole crowd of children of six or seven years, are running 

through the dark forest carrying candles, little sticks dipped in a 

magic fire, joyously jumping up and down, and gambolling as 

they run, and swinging their small pale torches merrily. The 

woods are filled with a wild frolicsome life, and it is all per-

fectly silent. 
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