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Krajina AGORD (Slovak)

Krajina AGORD bola kazdu chvilu ina: raz zadzracna a plna divov, hned zasa
bezutesnd a zachmurena.

Mali by tu byt vSetci $tastni, uvaZovala Lucinka Halucinka, ved' si tu Ziju ako v
rozpravke. Ale motyle so zaviazanymi ocami rozhodne tak nevyzerali.
Lucinka Halucinka si ani nevsimla, Zze ju nohy zaviedli na cestu vydlazdenu
ploskymi kamenmi. Bola miestami posiata zoschnutymi listami, ktoré museli
byt volakedy nadherne sfarbené. Zrazu sa jeden taky pokrateny list vystrel - a
bol to motyl. Vtedy si Lucinka Halucinka vSimla, Ze tie suché listy boli vSetko
mftve motyle.

.Vrat sa, Lucinka Halucinka!” povedal Motyl tichym, naliehavym hlasom. ,Vrat
sa domov. Ak sa, pravdaZe, e$te bude$ mdoct vratit!”

~AkoZe!” zlakla sa Lucinka Halucinka. ,Vari ma tu niekto méze zadrzat?”

0, ano,” vzdychol si Motyl. ,Oldimam.”

~Kvet Oldimam?” zacudovala sa Lucinka Halucinka. ,Ved ten prindsa iba
prijemné pocity. Ozaj, nevidel si ho niekde? Rada by som sa opét nadychala. V
poslednom case som zazila len samé smutné a znepokojujuce veci!”
,Vidi$,” povedal Motyl. ,UZ si ta zadina pritahovat. Ale Oldimdm nemam. PretoZe
keby som ho mal, tak by som ho cely vydychal sam. Nepodelil by som sa ani s
vlastnym bratom. Ach, Oldimam, ty horky kvet, ty ¢ierny med, ty sladky jed,
ty sveta stred, ty hviezdny let, ty krutd siet, ty vzdcna smet!”

Motyl akoby bluznil. Lucinka Halucinka sa zlakla, ¢i nema horucku.

,Nie je ti zle? Nie si chory?” vyhrklo z nej.

»~Samozrejme, ze mi je zle. PriSerne zle, pretoze nemam Oldimam! Bez neho
som chory, kridlo na mne hori, smad pekla ma mori, me¢ sa do mna nori...
Utekaj, Lucinka Halucinka, utekaj odo mna i od kvetu Oldimamu!”

Lucinka Halucinka si zapchala usi a rozbehla sa po dlazdenej ceste prec.
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Gurdland (English)

Knowing what to expect next - that was the most difficult thing. GURDLAND was one moment
a magical place full of wonderful sights, the next moment it was all misery and gloom.
Everyone ought to be so happy here, Lucy Hallucy considered, after all, they are all living like
in a fairytale. But the blindfolded butterflies certainly hadn’t looked at all happy.
Lucy Hallucy hadn’t even noticed that her feet had led her to a path paved with flat stones.
It was strewn here and there with dry leaves, which must once have had beautiful colours.
All of a sudden one of these crinkled leaves stretched itself out — it was a butterfly! Then Lucy
Hallucy realised that the dry leaves were all dead butterflies.

“Go back, Lucy Hallucy!” said the butterfly in an urgent whisper. “Go back home. If, of course,
you can go back now.”

“What do you mean?!” Lucy Hallucy exclaimed in alarm. “Surely no one can keep me here?”
“Oh yes, they can,” the butterfly sighed. “Citocran.”

“The flower Citocran?” Lucy Hallucy asked in surprise. “But that gives you only pleasant
feelings. By the way, have you seen it anywhere? I'd like to smell it again. Only sad and
disturbing things have been happening to me lately.”

“You see,” said the butterfly. “It's already beginning to attract you. But I haven't got any
Citocran. Because if I had, I'd breathe in all its scent myself. I wouldn't share it with anyone,
not even my own brother. Ah, Citocran, my bitter flower, my black honey, my sweet poison,
my one desire, you take me to the stars, you trap me in your net, precious you are, and
yet...”

The butterfly seemed to be delirious. Lucy Hallucy was afraid it might have a temperature.
“Are you all right? Aren’t you feeling ill?” she blurted out.

“Of course I'm feeling ill. Terribly ill, because I haven’t got any Citocran! I'm ill without it, my
wings are burning, I'm tormented by thirst, my head’s going to burst... Run away, Lucy
Hallucy, run away from me and from the flower Citocran!”

Lucy Hallucy covered her ears and began running down the paved path, away from that place.
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Lucinka Halucinka utekala prec¢. Motyl ju celkom vystrasil. V jazere sa odrazal
konar stromu. A na fom, na tom jazernom odraze, stal zvlastny pan (ale kto
nebol v Krajine AGORD zvladstny!) a vébec mu nerobilo problémy udrzat
rovnovahu. Vyzaroval z neho neobycajny pokoj. V rukach drzal ndramne zlozité
hodiny (nieCo medzi nastennymi hodinami, bicyklom na jednom kolese a
samovarom). Pri nohach mu lezal slimak.

,Dobry den,” pozdravila ho Lucinka Halucinka. A pretoze ten ¢lovek vzbudzoval
v nej neobycajnu déveru, opytala sa ho: ,Nevideli ste chlapca, ktorému hovoria
Celafiz?”

.To je tfazka otdzka!” pokojne sa usmial pan. ,Ale to je v poriadku. Cely Zivot
sa trédpim s tazkymi otdzkami. PretoZe som Fosil, prirodny filozof. Chlapec
menom Celaflz sa stratil. Nestratil sa vSak rodicom alebo priatefom, stratil sa
sadm sebe. Najdu ho aZ vtedy, ked sa zaéne on sdm hladat.”

Lucinka Halucinka prevratila oci. Polozila taku lahku, zrozumitelnl otazku, a
dostala zlozitd odpoved, z ktorej ni¢ nerozumela.

»A... a... aspon mi poradte, kde maju kvet Oldimam?” spytala sa. ,Odkedy som
ho okusila, ni¢ krajsie som nezazila.”

Filozof Fosil sa s prizmUrenymi o¢ami skimavo zahladel na Lucinku Halucinku:
~Kvet Oldimam je zvlastna vec. Nemusi$ ho dlho hladat, on sam skor Ci neskor
pride za tebou. Vkizne ti do dlane a ponlkne sa ti. D3 ti pocitit svoju silu, svoje
¢ary, svoju moc. Urobi ta silnou a slobodnou. Ale iba preto, aby si ta podmanil.
Po kratkom case uz nebude slizit on tebe, ale ty jemu. A vtedy ti uz nebude
sadm skdkat do dlane. Bude$ ho hladat, bude$ po fiom tlZit ¢oraz viac. Cim viac
sa bude$ ponarat do jeho véne, tym viac ho bude$ potrebovat. UZ nie preto,
aby si sa vznasala, ale preto, aby si vibec dokdzala urobit krok po zemi.”
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MUdry pan presSiel po konari, ktory sa odrazal na hladine, na breh. Lucinka
Halucinka by sa ho bola rada este vseliCo opytala, ale zastavil ju hlas: ,Nechaj
ho, nech si ide! Vies, ako sa u nas spieva: Filozof Fosil, ¢o kefy kosil! Filozofovia
su podozrivé osoby, iba ¢o ti hlavu popletd.”

Bol to Skripavy, draplavy, a zaroven sladky, hladky hlas. Patril uhladenému
Cloveku vo vysokych, lesklych cizmach. Chlapik sa uklonil a predstavil:
,Som Relid, obchodnik so &tastim. K vasim sluzbdm, snom a tizbam!”
»~Obchodnik?” zacudovala sa Lucinka Halucinka. ,A Co predavate?”

»Fuj, aké neslusné slovo! Ja nepredavam. Nie som podomovy predavac. Ja
dodavam,” urazene sa zatvaril muz menom Relid.

,Prepéatte,” zahanbila sa Lucinka Halucinka. ,Co teda dodévate?”

~AkoZze Co!” znova sa zamracil obchodnik. ,Dodavam to, ¢o u nas, v Krajine
AGORD, kazdy hlada. Iba ja to zlato mam! Je to kvietok Ol-di-...”

»...mam!” dokoncila nadSene Lucinka Halucinka. ,Oldimam! A date mi?”
Obchodnik Relid sa lisiacky uskrnul: ,Ja svoj tovar nedavam. Ale na prvy krat
ti ho ani nepredéam. Povedzme, Ze ti ho tentoraz - dodam!”

Lucy Hallucy ran away. The butterfly had really scared her. In a lake she saw the reflection
of the branch of a tree and on that reflection stood a strange-looking man (but was there
anyone in GURDLAND who didn't look strange?) and he was having no trouble keeping his
balance. A rare peacefulness radiated from him. He was holding a terribly complicated clock
(a cross between a wall clock, a bicycle with one wheel and a samovar). A snail was stretched
out at his feet.

“Good morning,” said Lucy Hallucy. And because the man inspired her with confidence, she
asked him: “Have you see the boy they call Yresim?”

“That's a difficult question,” the man said with a calm smile. But that’s all right. I have been
pondering over difficult questions all my life. I am Fossil, a natural philosopher. The boy
named Yresim is lost. However, his parents and his friends have not lost him, he has lost
himself. They will find him when he begins to look for himself.”

Lucy Hallucy rolled her eyes. She had put him such an easy, understandable question and
she had got such a complicated answer - she didn't understand it at all.

“And... and... can you at least suggest where I might find the flower Citocran?” she asked.
“It's the most beautiful thing I've ever experienced.”

Fossil the Philosopher gazed thoughtfully at Lucy Hallucy, his eyes half-closed: “The flower
Citocran is a strange thing. You needn’t look for it long, it will come to you of its own accord
sooner or later. It will slip into your hand and offer itself to you. It will make you feel its
strength, its magic, its power. It will make you strong and set you free. But only in order to
enslave you. Very soon it will not serve you, but you it. When that time comes, it will not
jump into your hand of its own accord. You will have to look for it, you will long for it more
and more. And the more you immerse yourself in its scent, the more you will need it. Not to
fly in the air, but just to take a step on the ground.”
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Moving easily along the branch reflected in the water, the wise man reached the bank. Lucy
Hallucy would have liked to ask him all kinds of things, but a voice stopped her: “Leave him
be, let him go! Philosophers are shady characters who just muddle people’s minds.”

It was a shrill, grating and at the same time sweet, smooth voice. It belonged to a elegant
man in tall, shiny boots. He bowed and introduced himself: “I'm Relaed, a happiness
merchant. At your service. I'm here to fulfil your dreams and desires.”

“A merchant?” Lucy Hallucy asked in surprise. *“What do you sell?”

“Ugh, what a rude word! I don’t sell. I'm not a door-to-door salesman. I supply,” the man
named Relaed put on an offended expression.

“I'm sorry,” Lucy Hallucy said, looking ashamed. “So what do you supply?”

"I should’ve thought that was obvious!” the merchant frowned again. I supply what everyone
in this country of GURDLAND wants. I'm the only one who has that precious thing. It is the
flower Ci-to-..."”

“...cran!” Lucy Hallucy finished delightedly. “Citocran! Will you give it to me?”

Relaed the merchant gave a wily grin: “I don’t give anyone my goods. But as this is the first
time, I won't sell it to you either. Let’s say that just this once I shall - supply it!”



Napriamil pred seba ruky v Sirokych rukavoch, zamaval nimi ako chudy,
smieSny vtdk a z jedného rukdva vypadol - Oldimédm. Lucinka Halucinka ho
dychtivo chytila do dlani.

»Je naozaj méj? Iba mo6j?” neveriaco sa spytala a presla po fom prstom.

~Ktovie, ¢i je on tvoj alebo ty jeho,” zazartoval obchodnik Relid. ,Teraz vSak
rychlo dychaj a vdychuj, aby si sa nadychala svojho $tastia. PretoZe $tastie je
potvorka! Ma zlatu hlavu, ale telo hada! Ked ho hned nechytis, strati sa ti medzi
prstami!”

Relid sa opé&t Skripavo zachichotal a zvrtol sa na podpatku. Lucinka Halucinka
sa nahla nad velky kvet a chystala sa vdychnut poriadny ddsok.
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Nahle sa pred nou, akoby vyrastla spod zeme, objavila strasidelna postava. Bol
to stary muz. Tvar mal tak zbrazdend vraskami, Zze vyzerala ako korytnacia
koza. Na hlave mal Spicatu capicu, na konci ktorej horelo svetlo ako na knote
sviece.

~Prekliaty Galapagos!” zasycal Relid ako had, o ktorom vravel pred chvilou.
.Ty si dal diev&atu svoj dar, ja jej ddm svoj,” povedal pokojne ten, ktory sa
volal Galapagos. Odstrcil Relida a obratil sa k Lucinke Halucinke:

.Dieta moje,” oslovil ju. ,Vie$, ¢o prave teraz drzi§ v ruke?”

Lucinka Halucinka sa za¢udovala: ,Co! Oldimam, ktory mi dal tento ujo!”
Galapagos sa vsak k nej naklonil a povedal: ,Myli§ sa. Drzi§ v ruke svoju
slobodu. MéZe$ sa slobodne rozhodnut, & sa nadycha$ toho kvetu alebo nie.
Nikto ti to neméze zakazat, a nikto ti to nemdzZe prikazat. Ani tvoja mama, ktora
je teraz strasne daleko od teba, dokonca ani ja nie. Iba ty, jedine ty sama si
smie$ povedat: Ano, chcem alebo Nie, nechcem! Ale skér, neZ sa rozhodne$, ¢o
urobis, zavediem ta tam, kde sa dozvie$ o tom kvete nie¢o, ¢o edte nevie§!”
~E€... reCicky!” mavol rukou obchodnik Relid. ,Stary korytnaciak fantaziruje!
Never mu ani slovo, priatelka! Zavidi ti, Z2e méze$ byt $tastna!”

Galapagos vsak vzal Lucinku Halucinku za ruku a pomaly sa pohli. Az teraz si
vSimla, Ze v Capici ma zapichnutl Sipku, ktorad sa chvela vo vetre. Galapagos
zdvihol vznesSene Iravu dlan a zaznelo tikanie hodin. Do dlane, ktora bola ovela
mladSia ako jeho tvar, mal vrasteny cifernik hodin a na fiom dve rucicky.
»Jedna rucicka meska, druha sa predbieha!” vSimla si Lucinka Halucinka.
~VSetko ma svoj presne vymerany cas!” povedal Galapagos. ,Tato pomala
rucicka ukazuje Cas vesmiru. A tato druha, rychlejsia, ukazuje cas ludi.”
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O tychto zdhadnych slovdch v8ak Lucinka Halucinka nestadila rozmyslat,
pretoze stali pred malou jaskynkou, ktora bola vytesana do Zltych skal.
Galapagos bez slova ukazal pred seba. Vosli do pritmia, kde stala pani, ktora
bola rovnako krasna ako smutnd. Keby nebola oblecend do takych nezvyklych
diat, Lucinka Halucinka by mohla mat dojem, Ze je to jej mama.

He stretched his arms out in front of him, waved them like a funny bird and from one of his
wide sleeves there fell a flower - Citocran. Lucy Hallucy quickly caught it in her hand.

“Is it really mine? Just for me?” she asked, not daring to believe it and she stroked it with
her finger.

“"Who knows whether it is yours or you are its,” joked the merchant, Relaed. “Now hurry up,
take a deep breath and inhale its scent, so you can breathe in your happiness. Because
happiness is a tricky creature. It has a golden head, but the body of a snake. If you don't
grab it immediately, it will slip through your fingers!”

Relaed let out another rasping chuckle and turned on his heel. Lucy Hallucy bent over the
large flower and prepared to take a deep breath.

>k k%

Now, all of a sudden, a frightening creature appeared before her, as if it had sprung up out
of the ground. It was an old man. His complexion was so furrowed with wrinkles that it looked
like the skin of a tortoise. He had a pointed hat on his head, at the end of which a light was
burning like the wick of a candle.

“Damned Galapagos!” Relaed hissed like the snake he had spoken of a moment ago.

“You have given the little girl your gift, I'll give her mine,” said the figure called Galapagos.
He pushed Relaed aside and turned to Lucy Hallucy: “My child,” he addressed her. Do you
know what you are now holding in your hand?”

Lucy Hallucy stared at him in surprise. “The Citocran this man gave me, of course.”
However, Galapagos bent towards her and said: “You are mistaken. You are holding your
freedom in your hand. You can freely decide whether to breathe in the scent of that flower
or not. No one can forbid you to, and no one can order you to. Not even your mother, who is
now terribly far away from you, not even I can. Only you, you and you alone can say: Yes, I
want to, or No, I don't. But before you make up your mind what to do, I'll take you to where
you will learn something about that flower that you don’t know yet.”

“Ha... claptrap!” the merchant Relaed waved his hand. “This old tortoise is letting his
imagination run away with him. Don't believe a word he says, my friend. He’s only jealous
because you can be happy!”

However, Galapagos took Lucy Hallucy by the hand and they slowly set off. Only now did
she notice that he had an arrow stuck through his hat, which quivered in the wind. Galapagos
raised his left hand in a stately manner and the ticking of a clock could be heard. Embedded
in his palm, which was far younger than his face, was a dial with two little hands.

“One hand is going very slow and the other very fast!” Lucy Hallucy remarked.

“Everything has it proper pace,” said Galapagos. “This slow hand shows the time of the
universe. This other, faster one, the time of people.”
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Once again, Lucy Hallucy felt puzzled, but she had no time to think about these mysterious
words, because they had come to a small cave carved into some yellow rocks.

Galapagos said nothing, just pointed the way ahead. They entered the half-darkness and
there was a woman who looked as sad as she was beautiful. If she hadn’t been dressed in
such unusual clothes, Lucy Hallucy might have thought she was her mother.



Smutnokrasna pani si vS§imla kvet Oldimam v rukach dievCatka a jej oci sa este
viac zatiahli zarmutkom.

,Vidim, Ze Kvet si odtrhol dal$ie dieta,” vzdychla si.

»~Ako to?” nechapala Lucinka Halucinka. ,Ludia trhaju kvety, nie naopak. A toto
je kvet, po ktorom sa tak krasne vznasa!”

Pani sa k nej nahla, vzala jej tvaricku do dlani a rozpravala:

»Bol raz chlapec, bol raz syn. Nik nevie dnes, ¢o je s nim. Nadychol sa sladkej
vOne, teraz tuzi iba po nej. Toho omamného jedu... Teraz ho prec¢ kroky vedu.
Sam pred sebou bezi svetom, hlada ten Kvet vsetkych kvetov. Je to Kvet so
strasnou mocou, zahali ti sinko nocou, az do srdca zahryzne ti... Zda sa ti, Ze
krasne letis. A zatial ti diva sila kridla v dusi rozdrvila. Padas dole ako kamen.
Pochopis, ze ten Kvet klame. Rozlozil sa v tvojej hlave. Ni¢ ¢o vidi$, nie je pravé.
VSetko je uz pokrutené. Z ludi stavaju sa tiene. Na starcov sa menia deti. Chcel
by si byt ako predtym. Hladas ten Kvet, kde len rastie a pyta$ si naspat Stastie.
Chces, aby bol koniec skusok, a tak si das este dusok. A takto to stdle ide.
Hladas parik svojich kridel. Utekas od toho Kvetu, no nemdZzes: vsade je tu.
Coraz viac ti kradne Zivot. Uz neletiS. Padas krivo. Bol raz syncek svojej mamy,
pokym ho Kvet neodmamil Vie$ sa eSte vratit? Povedz... Alebo je to uz koniec?”

Bol to naozaj koniec, pretoze krasnosmutna pani sa odmilcala.

Publisher Krajina Agord

The beautiful, sad lady noticed the Citocran flower in the child’s hand and her eyes grew
even more sorrowful.

"I see the flower has picked another child,” she sighed.

“What do you mean?” Lucy Hallucy did not understand. “People pick flowers, not the other
way round. This flower is wonderful - it can make you float in the air.”

The lady bent towards her, took her little face in her hands and said:

“There was once a boy, a son. No one knows where he is now. He breathed in that sweet
scent and all he longs for is that poison that leaves you in a daze... Now his feet are leading
him astray. He is running away from himself, hurrying through the world in search of the
Flower of all Flowers. It is a flower with a terrible power, it turns light to darkness, it gnaws
at your heart... You think you are flying through the air, but meanwhile a wild force is grinding
the wings of your soul to dust. You fall to the ground like a stone and you realise the flower
has deceived you. It has decomposed in your head. Nothing you see is real. Everything is
distorted. People become shadows. Children become old people. You want to be as before.
You go looking for that flower and you ask it to return you your happiness. You want your
trials to end and so you take another dose. And so it goes on. You look for your pair of wings.
You try to escape from that flower, but you can't - it's everywhere you go. It steals more and
more of your life. You are no longer flying. You are falling down into an abyss. There was a
son who had a mummy, until the flower enticed him away. Tell me. Can you still go back? Or
is this the end for you, too?”

This was the end, because the beautiful, sad woman fell silent.

Trebaticka, Heather (Translater)



