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Pro vġechny, kteŚ² maj² r§di poh§dky, vypr§vŊn² a vŊŚ² na poh§dkov® bytosti. 
 

Dedicated to all those who love fairy tales, storytelling and enchanted beings.  
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BLUDIĻKA POTOĻNĉ   
V dŚ²vŊjġ²ch dob§ch bĨvalo v hospod§ch zvykem, ģe si hospodskĨ ļasto zval muzikanty, nejļastŊji v sobotu veļer, 

a jeġtŊ lepġ² bylo, kdyģ jich 
bylo v²ce, alespoŔ ļtyŚi 
muzikanti. Ti pak hr§li na 
housle, basu, harfu a 
ġtŊbenec, jak se tenkr§t v 
naġem kraji Ś²kalo klarinetu.         
Jednou muzikanti vyhr§vali i v 
z§sadsk® hospodŊ u rycht§Śe 
Ġourka a mezi nimi klarinetista 
Vaġek z Louģnice. Z§bava to 
byla n§ramn§, seġlo se hodnŊ 
chasy, a tak se vyhr§valo aģ 
do pozdn² noci. Kdyģ se 

pŚekulila pŢlnoc, zaļala se 
hospoda vyprazdŔovat. 
Muzikanti dopili posledn² pivo, 
sloģili n§stroje a vydali se ke 
svĨm domovŢm. Vaġek si to 
nam²Śil rovnou cestou pod®l 
potoka dolŢ do Louģnice, kdyģ 
pŚiġel ke Kopani, pustil se 
teplou letn² noc² k louce, kter® 
se odjakģiva Ś²kalo Na Mlejnici. 
Vaġek ġel unavenŊ, ale 
spokojenŊ, protoģe si pŚi 
tancovaļce vydŊlal nŊjak® 
pen²ze pro svou rodinu. 
PŚeskoļil potok, a kdyģ se bl²ģil 
k Rovince, ģe se d§ pod®l 
potoka dolŢ pod Obec aģ k 
Liġkovu statku, kde bydlel, 
uvidŊl pŚed sebou mihotaj²c² se 
svŊtĨlka. Nic si z toho nedŊlal, 
myslel si, ģe to je z ¼navy, a 
tak ġel d§l. Za chvilku si vġiml, 
ģe svŊtĨlek je ļ²m d§l t²m v²c, 

zaļala se houpat, krouģit kolem nŊho, aģ se mu z toho zatoļila hlava. A v tu chv²li mu to doġlo, vģdyŠ to jsou 
bludiļky cvendy! Najednou si vzpomnŊl, co mu jeġtŊ jeho babiļka o nich vypr§vŊla, ģe utancovaly a do baģin 
zavedly nejednoho pocestn®ho. NaġtŊst² byl hlava rozumn§ a Śekl si, ģe mus² jednat opatrnŊ. Vyt§hl zpod kab§tu 
klarinet a zaļal bludiļk§m hr§t a hr§l vġe, co ho napadlo, ani na navarovsk®m hradŊ takhle nevyhr§vaj². Jenģe 
bludiļky chtŊly v²c a v²c a rychleji a rychleji, aģ uģ Vaġkovi doch§zely s²ly a myslel si, ģe je s n²m ¼plnĨ konec. 
Vtom od Bartoġova statku zakokrhal kohout a bludiļky zmizely. ĠŠastnĨ Vaġek si otŚel zpocen® ļelo, uloģil klarinet 
pod vestu a unavenŊ se vydal domŢ. Doma lehl a spal aģ do druh®ho dne. Kdyģ se probudil a ġel m§mŊ uk§zat, 
co si vydŊlal na z§sadsk® tancovaļce, zjistil, ģe krejcarŢ tam m§ dvojn§sobek. To se mu bludiļky odvdŊļily za 
protancovanou noc.  
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THE WILL -Oô-WISP FROM THE CREEK  
In days gone by, it was the 
custom for pubkeepers to 
invite musicians to play at 
their establishments, usually 
on Saturday night ð and the 
more the merrier! Best was 
when there were at least four 
musicians, playing the fiddle, 
bass, harp and ñhonkerò 
(stŊbenec), which is what the 
clarinet was called in our 
region. 
One time, some musicians 
were playing at the pub run 

by Ġourek, an estate 
manager. Among them was a 
clarinetist from Louģnice 
named Vaġek. Many people 
were there, all having fun, 
and the musicians played late 
into the night. When midnight 
rolled around, the pub started 
to empty out. The musicians 
drank up their last beers, 
gathered their instruments 
and headed home for the 
night. Vaġek walked along the 
creek towards Louģnice. 
When he reached the place 
called Kopanina, he followed 
the warm summer night air to 
the meadow that since time 
immemorial has been called 
Na Mlejnici (At the Mill).  
He was tired but happy, 
because he had earned some 
money for his family that 

night by playing at the dance. He leapt across the creek, and when he got to the place called Rovinka 
(Straightaway), from where he could follow the creek below the place known as Obec (Village) home to Fox 
Farm, a shimmering light appeared before him. He thought nothing of it, figuring he was just tired, and 
continued homeward. Soon, he noticed that the light was growing stronger, and it began to sway and circle 
around him until his head was spinning.  
At that moment he realized th at he was seeing will-ôo-wisps, known in the ĢeleznĨ Brod region as cvendy. 
Suddenly he remembered what his grandmother had told him: They swarm around wayfarers and have led more 
than one right into the swamp.  
Fortunately, he had a clear head and told himself he must proceed carefully. He pulled his clarinet from under his 
coat and started to serenade the will -ôo-wisps, playing every song in his repertoire. Not even at N§varov Castle 
did they know so many tunes! But the will -ôo-wisps only wanted more and more, and faster and faster. Vaġekôs 
stamina was flagging, and he was sure that he would meet his end.  
At that moment, the rooster from the Bartoġ farm let out a loud cock-a-doodle-doo, and the will -ôo-wisps 
vanished into thin air. A happy Vaġek mopped his brow, tucked his clarinet into his vest, and wearily finished the 
journey home. He collapsed into bed and didnôt wake up until a day later. When he went to show his mom how 
much he had earned at the dance in Z§sada, he found that the coins had increased twofold. Thatôs how the will-
ôo-wisps had rewarded him for their lively night of dancing.  
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 DRAK ZE ZADNĉHO KOPCE  
Jednou, je tomu 

jiģ velmi d§vno, 

usadil se v naġ² 

obci u potoka drak 

s celou svou draļ²  

rodinou. Ve vsi 

nastalo velik® 

pozdviģen², panika 

a chaos. Nikdo 

netuġil, jestli jsou 

draci hodn² nebo 

zl². A tak sbalili vġe 

potŚebn®, sebrali 

veġkerĨ dobytek, 

zamkli chalupy na 

deset z§padŢ a 

utekli vġichni z 

vesnice do lesa. 

Ale ne nikam 

daleko, jen do 

Liġk§ļe aby vidŊli 

k potoku, co draci 

dŊlaj² a jestli jim 

nikdo neniļ² 

chalupy.   

Jenģe draļ² 

rodina se usadila 

u mlĨna a zd§lo se, ģe na st§lo, ģe uģ nikam neodlet². Aģ jednou odpoledne mladĨ MatŊj Kub²kŢ ze statku od 

BartoŔŢ (ļp. 5) to nevydrģel a ġel se pod²vat zbl²zka, co tam ti draci dŊlaj².  

PŚiġel bl²ģ, aģ k MlĨnu a vidŊl, ģe draci okusuj² ovocn® stromy a pij² vodu z rybn²ka, to mu dodalo kur§ģ, protoģe 

mu hned doġlo, ģe to nebudou ģ§dn² masoģravci, a tud²ģ mu nehroz² nebezpeļ². Pomaliļku, polehouļku proġel 

kolem zvoniļky a zastavil se aģ skoro u rybn²ka, protoģe d§l se b§l j²t, tam totiģ leģel drakŢv ocas. Ale draci maj² 

dobr® uġi a ļich, a tak ten nejvŊtġ² a nejstarġ² drak mlad®ho MatŊje hned zbystŚil a lidskĨm hlasem na nŊj 

promluvil:  ĂKluku, co chceġ, a kde je cel§ vesnice?" MatŊj se troġku vydŊsil, ale byl to kluk ļipern§ a hned 

drakovi vġe Śekl co a jak.  

Drak mu zase vypr§vŊl, ģe museli odletŊt ze sv®ho domova, ģe je lidi vyhnali, protoģe si mysleli, ģe jim ģerou 

dobytek, a nepodaŚilo se jim vysvŊtlit, ģe oni jsou draci vegetari§ni a ten dobytek jim ģerou pŚemnoģen² vlci. A 

tak MatŊj hned bŊģel pro ostatn², a vġichni byli r§di, ģe jim nehroz² ģ§dn® neġtŊst². A tak draci zŢstali v naġ² 

vesnici, jsou tu dodnes, ale m§lokdo je spatŚ², protoģe se boj², aby neskonļili v zoologick® zahradŊ. Ģij² na Zadn²m 

kopci, kde maj² st§le dost potravy z lesa a pol². Bydl² v podzem², kde je i velk® podzemn² jezero, a ven vyl®t§vaj² 

jen pŚed soumrakem nebo brzo r§no, aby je nikdo nemohl spatŚit.  Tak aģ pŢjdete na houby ļi na proch§zku, 

chovejte se tiġe, aŠ jim nepŚetrhnete sp§nek. A pokud je uvid²te, nechte si to pro sebe, aby n§m je neodstŊhovali 

nŊkam do zoo.  
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THE DRAGON FROM BACK HILL  
Once, a long 

time ago, a 

dragon with his 

entire dragon 

family settled in 

our village near 

the creek. This 

caused great 

upheaval, panic 

and chaos in the 

village, for 

nobody knew if 

dragons were 

good or evil. 

Everyone in the 

village gathered 

their necessities, 

rounded up their 

livestock, locked 

their houses for 

ten sunsets and 

fled to the forest. 

They didnôt go a 

long way, only as 

far as Fox Grove, 

so they could 

keep an eye on 

the creek, watch what the dragons were doing and make sure nobody was damaging their homes . The dragon 

family settled in at the mill, and it looked as if they were not going anywhere.  

One afternoon, young Matthew Kub²kŢ from the BartoŔ farm (land registry No. 5) could no longer just sit there 

idly, so he set off to discover what dragons really do. Matthew got closer to the dragons, stopping at the mill, and 

observed the dragon family nibbling on fruit trees and sipping from the pond. This gave him courage, because he 

realized that they were not carnivorous beasts and posed him no danger.  

Slowly and quietly, he went around the bell -tower, almost to the pond. There he stopped, afraid to go any 

further, because right in front of him was a dragonôs tail. Dragons have keen hearing and a good sense of smell, 

and the biggest and most senior dragon turn ed his eyes on young Matthew and spoke to him in a human voice: 

ñLittle boy, what do you want? And where is everyone from the village?ò Matthew was a bit frightened, but he 

was a smart boy and soon told the dragon everything.  

The dragon told him that they had been forced to flee their home. The people had banished them because they 

thought the dragons were eating their livestock. The dragons hadnôt had enough time to explain that they are 

vegetarians and that it was a large pack of wolves that was devouring  their animals. 

Matthew ran to tell the others, and the villagers were relieved that no misfortune was awaiting them. So the 

dragons settled permanently in our village, and they have remained here to this day. But few people ever get to 

see them. They keep themselves out of sight, lest they wind up in some zoo. They live on Back Hill, where they 

have plenty to eat from the forest and fields. They live beneath the earth, where there is even a big underground 

lake, and fly out only as dusk is falling or early  in the morning.  

So when you go out hunting mushrooms or for a walk, tread quietly so as not to disturb their sleep. And if you do 

happen to see them, please keep it to yourself so that nobody gets the idea to ship them off to the zoo.  
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HEJKAL KILIĆN Z VANDROVY SKĆLY  
V d§vnĨch dob§ch chr§nila Śeka Jizera cestu na 

Jizersk® hory a do Krkonoġ, ale jen na nŊkterĨch 

m²stech se dala pŚebrodit.  

V jedn® chalupŊ kousek nad Śekou Jizerou ģila 

mlad§ ģena Marta s malĨm synkem Janem. Jej² 

manģel byl forman, a tak ho vģdy jednou za rok 

kolem V§noc ļekala domŢ a po Nov®m roce s 

pl§ļem vyprov§zela na cestu do svŊta. Ovġem 

tentokr§t se dlouho nevracel, mŊla o nŊj velkĨ 

strach, ale jeġtŊ vŊtġ² starost j² dŊlala hrozba 

bl²ģ²c²ch se ġv®dskĨch vojsk.  

Lid® pŚed nimi jiģ d§vno zaļali ut²kat do lesŢ a do 

hor, ale Marta st§le ļekala na sv®ho muģe a 

nechtŊla opustit chalupu bez nŊj. Nakonec se 

nedalo nic dŊlat a musela na posledn² chv²li ut®ct 

v noci tak®. Ale pŚi ¼tŊku, kdyģ uģ byla vysoko 

nad Jizerou, pod®l potoka Ģernovn²ka potkala 

voj§ky. Jeden se na ni chtŊl vrhnout, sebrat j² d²tŊ 

a sv§zat a odvl®ct do t§bora, ale neģ stihl seskoļit 

z konŊ, uslyġeli vġichni hrŢzostraġnĨ kŚik. Voj§ci 

se polekali, velitel hrŢzou zeġedivŊl, a uj²ģdŊli 

pryļ.  

Marta se nelekla, protoģe vŊdŊla, ģe to je kŚik 

m²stn²ho hejkala Kili§na, kterĨ bydlel nad 

KopaŔskĨm potokem, ale nikdo nevŊdŊl pŚesnŊ 

kde.  

Hejkal Kili§n jiģ klidnĨm, sice hodnŊ hlubokĨm 

hlasem, Martu uklidnil, chytil za ruku   

a vedl k sobŊ do jeskynŊ, kde rozdŊlal oheŔ, aby 

se mohla se synkem u nŊj schovat.   

V tu chv²li jiģ u Jizery vedli Ġv®dov® zajat®ho 

formana, muģe Marty, a chtŊli, aby jim co 

nejpodrobnŊji uk§zal okol², ale on je st§le vodil 

dokola, jen netuġil, jak dlouho mu to projde, neģ to voj§ci prokouknou. Dlouho jim to netrvalo.  

Ale to uģ se hejkal Kili§n vydal smŊrem k JizeŚe a mocnĨm kŚikem se mu podaŚilo zastraġit a vyhnat ġv®dsk® 

voj§ky, kteŚ² zde byli na obhl²dce a snaģili se naj²t cestu.  

Muģe nechali bĨt a sv§zan®ho ho hodili na zem, tomu Hejkal pomohl a dovedl ho za ģenou a synem.  

Tam jeġtŊ poļkali, aģ budou vġichni voj§ci daleko, a ġŠastnŊ se vr§tili domŢ. Od t® doby mŊl hejkal Kili§n dveŚe u 

vġech otevŚen® a kaģdĨ se ho snaģil pohostit. M²stu, kde Hejkal bydlel, se Ś²k§ Vandrova sk§la, pod Louģnic².  

Vandrova proto, ģe v pozdŊjġ²ch letech tuto sk§lu vlastnil pan Vandra.   
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FOREST MAN KILIAN FROM VANDR ROCK  
In ancient times, the Jizera River protected the 

route to the Jizera and Krkonoġe (Giant) 

mountains, and it was possible to ford the river 

only at some places. 

In one cottage above the Jizera River lived a 

young woman named Martha with her small son 

John. Her husband was a coachman, and once a 

year at Christmastime she eagerly awaited his 

return. Then after the new year, with tears in her 

eyes she escorted him on his way back into the 

world. However, once he did not return for a long 

time, and she was very worried about him. But 

she was even more concerned about the threat of 

approaching Swedish troops. 

People had already begun fleeing the troops, 

heading into the forests or to the mountains, but 

Martha was still waiting for her husband to return 

and didnôt want to leave the cottage without him. 

Finally, there was nothing left for her to do but 

make a last-minute escape in the dead of night.  

During her escape, when she was already high 

above the Jizera River, she encountered some 

soldiers along the Ģernovn²k Creek. One of them 

wanted to swoop down, snatch her child, tie her 

up and carry her off to their encampment. But 

before he could dismount his horse, everyone 

heard a blood-curdling scream. They were all 

frightened, and the commander went ashen with 

terror and sped away. But Martha was not afraid, 

because she knew it was the cry of Forest Man 

Kilian, who lived somewhere above the KopaŔ 

Creek. 

Forest Man Kilian, now in a calm and very deep voice, reassured Martha. He took her by the arm and led her into 

a cave, where he made a fire to keep Martha and her son warm as they hid out with him. At that very moment, 

the Swedes were leading a captured coachman ð Marthaôs husband ð along the Jizera River, demanding that 

the tied-up man show them the lay of the land in detail. He just kept leading them in circles, not knowing how 

long it would take for the soldiers to catch on. It didnôt take long.  

Forest Man Kilian had already set off toward the Jizera River. With a powerful scream he was able to frighten 

away the Swedish soldiers who were disoriented and trying to find their way. They hurled the tied -up coachman 

to the ground and left him there. The Fore st Man came to his aid and led him to his wife and son.  

They all waited in the cave until the last soldier had left, then they happily returned home. Since that time, 

everyone has their doors open to Forest Man Kilian, and everyone welcomes him to feast with them. The place 

where Forest Man Kilian is said to live is Vandr Rock, below Louģnice. It has that name because this rock was 

once owned by Mr. Vandr. 
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KLEKĆNICE  
Klek§nice je straġidlo, co sb²r§ 
dŊti, kter® jsou jeġtŊ venku pozdŊ 
veļer po tak zvan®m  
klek§n².  
Je spojen§ s veļern² hodinou, kdy 
se zvonilo k modlitbŊ. Moc si 
straġen² dospŊlĨch neuģila, stala se 
totiģ straġidlem zah§nŊj²c²m dŊti 
domŢ.  
Klek§nice vypad§ jako ģena v 
dlouh®m hnŊd®m pl§ġti. Zd§lky je 
k nerozezn§n² od ļlovŊka, ale 
zbl²zka je poznat, ģe je to 
straġidlo, protoģe m§ ġkaredĨ 
obliļej s velkĨm nosem.  
Po tzv. Ăklek§n²" proch§z² 
nŊkolikr§t vesnici tam a zpŊt a 
kontroluje, jestli nen² n§hodou 
jeġtŊ nŊjak® d²tŊ venku. Pokud 
nŊjak® d²tŊ objev², sebere ho a 
zavŚe do zvoniļky. Tam ho nech§ 
aģ do r§na a potom ho za sv²t§n² 
pust². Nikdy vġak Klek§nice d²tŊti 
neubl²ģ², jen ho straġ². 
I v naġ² vesniļce m§me Klek§nici, 
pravidelnŊ pŚich§z² od KostŚavce. 
Proch§z² polem kolem Pazdrny a 
pak po cel® vesnici.  
Jednou, kdyģ jeġtŊ pod zvoniļkou 
byl rybn²k, se stala pŚ²hoda 
Honz²kovi Kub²kŢ (ļp. 25) a jeho 
kamar§dŢm.  
Slunce uģ zapadalo a od rybn²ka se 
vracel houf klukŢ. Kdyģ pŚiġli 
str§Ŕkou na kopec, uslyġeli kŚik 
tetky Kodejġov®: ĂJedeġ, ty 
klek§nice jedna!ñ A od statku vidŊli 
bŊģet schoulenou staŚenu. Oho - 
to bylo sousto pro kluky! Hned 
nohy na ramena a ¼prkem zp§tky 
kolem rybn²ka ke zvoniļce - jen 
jim bos® nohy v prachu mlaskaly!  
Kdyģ pŚibŊhli ke zvoniļce, ¼divem 
zŢstali st§t. SedŊla tu schoulen§ 
ģena, bos§, c§ry z n² visely, vlasy 

mŊla rozcuchan®, tv§Ś popelavou a oļi ohniv®. Na kluky pŚiġel strach a polil je studenĨ pot. Klek§nice na nŊ jen 
zaskŚ²pala a zmizela. Od t® doby je kaģdĨ den vidŊt od KostŚavce pŚich§zet staŚenu ï Klek§nici.  
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THE VESPER HAG 
The Vesper Hag is the specter 

who collects children still playing 

outside after the hour of vespers. 

She appears at the time of 

evening when bells call the faithful 

to prayer. She doesnôt enjoy 

frightening adults much; she is the 

spirit who compels children to 

return home.  

The Vesper Hag looks like a 

woman in a long brown cloak. 

From afar, she is indistinguishable 

from a human, but up close you 

can tell she is a ghost, because 

she has an ugly face with a very 

long nose.  

After vespers, the Vesper Hag 

goes back and forth several times 

through the village, checking to 

see if any children are still outside. 

If she finds one, she snatches up 

the child and locks them in the 

bell tower. She leaves them there 

until morning, releasing them 

when the sun comes up. The 

Vesper Hag never harms a child, 

she only scares them. 

The Vesper Hag in our village 

comes from KostŚavec Hill. She 

glides across the field around 

Pazderna and then through the 

whole village. Once, when there 

was still a pond below the bell 

tower, an incident occurred with 

Johnny Kub²kŢ (from house No. 

25) and his friends. The sun had 

already set, and the boys were 

coming back from the pond. When 

they got to the hillside  they heard 

Auntie Kodejġov§ scream: ñBe off, 

you Vesper Hag!ò. They saw a 

scrawny old woman running from 

the farmhouse.  

Oh, that was really something for the boys! As quick as their feet could carry them, they ran back around the 

pond to the bell tower. When they arrived at the bell tower, they were astonished. There sat the scrawny 

woman, barefoot, her clothes hanging in tatters, her hair disheveled, her face ashen and her eyes fiery. The boys 

were overcome with fear and in a cold sweat. The Vesper Hag just screamed at them and vanished. Since that 

time, every day the Vesper Hag has been spotted coming from KostŚavec Hill. 
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KORDULA Z KOUPALIĠTŉ  
Kdysi d§vno, kdyģ jeġtŊ na Kopani byly rybn²ky pln® ryb a vody, kter§ poh§nŊla mlĨnsk® kolo, ģila v rybn²ce vodn² 

v²la se svou druģinou. Ģily tady spokojenŊ a v souladu s pŚ²rodou i lidmi.  

Staraly se o ļistotu vody a hl²daly dŊti, kter® se v l®tŊ koupaly, aby se neutopily. Bohuģel po dlouhĨch ġŠastnĨch 

letech pŚiġla doba zl§, pln§ v§lek a nez§jmu o hospod§Śstv², a tud²ģ uģ vŢbec ne o nŊjak® v²ly.  

A tak se stalo, ģe rybn²ky vyschly, zbyla po nich jen hr§z a vġude kolem tr§va. A tak tyto v²ly se rozlouļily s naġ² 

vesnic² a odplavaly do jiģn²ch Ļech, kde je st§le rybn²kŢ hodnŊ. Bohuģel i vil je zde hodnŊ, a tak se stalo, ģe p§r 

se jich sebralo a zase po spoustŊ let pŚiplavaly k n§m. Rybn²ky s n§honem zde jiģ nenaġly, ale jedna, jm®nem 

Kordula, se usadila v naġem koupaliġti. PŚes den leģ² u dna, nebo jej ļist² a veļer sed² na kraji a ļeġe si svoje 

vlasy a ļist² si ploutve. Ostatn² se odstŊhovaly do z§sadskĨch rybn²kŢ.  

Vodn² v²ly mŢģete spatŚit v Śek§ch, rybn²c²ch, potŢļk§ch, jezerech nebo tŢŔk§ch.  

Tyto v²ly maj² nejradŊji kŚiġŠ§l, i kdyģ ocen² kaģdĨ k§men. Staraj² se o vodu a ļist² dna. Po sv® pr§ci si hraj² ve 

vodŊ. Bydl² v klidnŊjġ²ch ļ§stech vod. Maj² schopnost, podobnou jako moŚsk® v²ly, splynout s vodou nebo se 

promŊnit ve vlnku. Tyto v²ly velice r§dy komunikuj² s lidmi a jsou velmi vesel®. PatŚ² mezi nejpracovitŊjġ² v²ly. A 

tak buŅme r§di, ģe tuto v²lu m§me v naġem koupaliġti, a pokud pŚi letn²m plav§n² uc²t²te, ģe se v§m otŚela 

ploutev o nohu, nebojte, to jen Kordula s v§mi laġkuje.  
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CORDULA OF THE SWIMMING POOL  
Once upon a time, when the area of Louģnice called KopaŔ was full of ponds that were teeming with fish and had 

enough water to propel a mill wheel, one of the ponds was occupied by a water sprite and her cohorts.  

They lived here happily, in harmony with nature as well as with the human inha bitants in the village. They 

ensured that the water was clean and watched over the children who swam here in the summer so that they did 

not drown.  

After many peaceful years, a dark time came, marred by war and with little interest in enterprise ð and even less 

interest in water sprites.  

As time passed, the ponds dried up, leaving only a dam and craters in the ground that became overgrown with 

grass. The water sprites bade farewell to our village and swam off to southern Bohemia, where there are still 

plenty of ponds.  

But there is also an abundance of water sprites there, so after many years a couple of them returned to Louģnice. 

By that time there was no longer a pond with a millrace, so one of them, Cordula, decided to make her home in 

Louģniceôs outdoor swimming pool. By day, she relaxes at the bottom of the pool or cleans the water; in the 

evening, she sits at the waterôs edge, combing her hair or grooming her fins. The other sprites moved on to the 

ponds in Z§sada. 

You can often spot water sprites in ri vers, ponds, creeks, lakes and swimming holes. Water sprites are known for 

their love of stones, but they value crystal above all else. They take care of the body of water and clean its 

bottom. After their work is done, they like to frolic in the water. Th ey prefer to live in calm waters, and just like 

sea sprites they can meld into the water or turn themselves into a wave. These sprites enjoy communicating with 

humans and are among the most cheerful and diligent of sprites.  

We can be glad that we have thi s sprite living in our pool. So if you feel something brush against your leg while 

swimming in the summer, donôt worry: Itôs only Cordula trying to play with you. 
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BABKA KOřENĆřKA  EULĆNIE Z KULAT£HO BORšVĻĉ 
Je tomu jiģ velmi d§vno, kdy na kraji obce Louģnice ģila v 
mal® chaloupce s jedinou svŊtniļkou babka koŚen§Śka 
Eul§nie.  
Dnes uģ ji nikdo nepamatuje. Byla to velmi hodn§ babka a 
znal§ pŚ²rody, bylin a jinĨch ļarodŊjnĨch umŊn². Vypr§v² se, 
ģe se do naġeho lesa dostala jiģ jako mlad§, sv®mu umŊn² se 
uļila jiģ od sv® b§by, ale musela ut®ct pŚed inkvizic², aģ se 
dostala do hlubokĨch lesŢ nad Jizerou a pod Ļernou Studnic² 
a zde naġla svoje ¼toļiġtŊ. Nikdy neodm²tla pomoc a vģdy 
mŊla po ruce nŊjakou bylinku na kaģdĨ neduh. NejļastŊji 
pouģ²vala borŢvky, v naġem kraji se jim Ś²kalo ļern® jahody, 
umŊla pouģ²vat med lesn²ch vļel, kter® ji nikdy neubl²ģily, 
protoģe jim vģdy na sv® zahr§dce vypŊstovala spoustu bylin a 
kvŊtŢ.  
ř²kalo se, ģe se u n² na ļaj zastavoval vl§dce Krkonoġ 
Krakonoġ, rŢzn§ straġidla a nadpŚirozen® bytosti. 
Jednou se o jej²m umŊn² dozvŊdŊl i vojenskĨ kapr§l, byl to 
velice nevraģivĨ ļlovŊk. Jelikoģ ho tr§pily velk® bolesti a 
ģ§dn® l®ky jeho doktorŢ a mastiļk§ŚŢ mu nepom§haly, dal si 
zapŚ§hnout koļ§r a vydal se do lesŢ k babce koŚen§Śce 
Eul§nii.  Ta mu pohl®dla do oļ² a hned vŊdŊla, co je zaļ, ģe 
ho uģ²r§ velk§ zlost a nen§vist. Nam²chala mu tedy lektvar z 
meduŔky, tŚezalky, chmele a lesn²ho medu a dala mu dobrou 
radu, aŠ se vzd§ vojensk®ho Śemesla, zaloģ² si pivovar a vaŚ² 
pro ostatn² pivo.  
PŚidala mu tak® recept na jeho vaŚen².  Kapr§l jej² rady 
poslechl, udŊlal, co mu Śekla, a stal se z nŊj jinĨ ļlovŊk, 
pozdŊji si i zaloģil rodinu a mŊl spoustu dŊt². Na Eul§nii nikdy 
nezapomnŊl a pos²lal j² pravidelnŊ slad, koŚen² z jiģn²ch krajŢ 
a kvas.  Kulat® borŢvļ² se Ś²k§ proto, ģe koŚen§Śka mŊla celou 

svou chaloupku i zahr§dku lemovanou kolem dokola borŢvļ²m, aby mŊla vģdy dostatek borŢvek. Dodnes zde 
roste borŢvļ² i les²k do kruhu.   
 
Dochovan® recepty babky koŚen§Śky Eul§nie:  
 
Abychom se chŚipce vyhnuli, zkusme ļaj proti nachlazen²:  
6 lģic drcenĨch ġ²pkŢ  
1 lģ²ce listŢ ļern®ho ryb²zu, 1 lģ²ce kopŚivy nebo heŚm§nku   
Ve smaltovan®m hrnku louhujeme 10 - 12 hodin, pak pŚivedeme k varu. Pot® odstav²me na 10 - 12 minut, 
sced²me pŚes bavlnŊn® pl§tĨnko. Pijeme preventivnŊ 2 - 3 x dennŊ ġ§lek.  
 
BorŢvkov® medov® v²no:  
PŚiprav² se roztok 1 d²lu medu ve 4 d²lech vody. Po rozpuġtŊn² medu se roztok vaŚ² asi 1 hodinu za souļasn®ho 
sb²r§n² pŊny. Z borŢvek se vylisuje ġŠ§va a sm²s² se dohromady. K 30 l ġŠ§vy se pŚid§ svaŚenĨ roztok z 5 kg medu 
a 25 l vody, pŚid§ se 50 g vinn®ho kamene a zakvas² se ļistou kulturou kvasniļnou.  
 
Velmi jemn® pern²ļky:  
3 dkg m§sla, 1 vejce a 3 ģloutky, 25 dkg medu a 10 dkg cukru se utŚe. PŚid§ se na 2 kulat® ġpiļky noģe sody a 
mouky tolik, aby tŊsto bylo pŚimŊŚenŊ tuh®. DobŚe se vypracuje, vyv§l² a vykr§jej² se koleļka. Daj² se p®ct a 
upeļen® se pot²raj² b²lkovĨm ledem (b²lek, cukr mouļka, ġpetka ġkrobu) a zdob² oŚechy.    
 
BorŢvkovĨ lik®r:   
2 l borŢvkov® ġŠ§vy se sm²ch§ s roztokem z 3 kg medu a 3 l vody (svaŚen® dohromady), pŚid§ se mateŚ²douġka a 
2 l ļist®ho lihu. Sklenice se ov§ģe pl§tnem a zav§ģe prov§zkem a postav² na 14 dn² na tepl® m²sto.  
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GRANNY GOOD-ROOT EULANIA FROM THE ROUND BLUEBERRY BOG  
It's now a very long time ago that Granny Good -Root Eulania 
lived in a tiny one-room cottage at the edge of Louģnice, and 
today she is forgotten. She was a very kind o ld woman with a 
vast knowledge of nature, herbs and the magical arts. It is 
said that she arrived in the local forests as a young woman, 
having learned her craft from her own grandmother. She was 
fleeing the witch trials and didnôt stop until she was safe in 
the deep forests above the Jizera River, below the crest of 
Ļern§ Studnice. There she found sanctuary. She never 
refused help to anyone, and she always had an herb on hand 
to treat any ailment. Above all, she liked to use blueberries, 
which in our area are known as ñblack strawberriesò (ļern® 
jahody). She liked to use honey from the forest bees, which 
never stung her because she always grew plenty of herbs 

and flowers for them in her garden.  
Itôs said that the ruler of the Giant Mountains, Krakonoġ, 
used to stop at her cottage for tea, as did other spirits and 
supernatural beings. Once, a very malicious army corporal 
learned of her magical abilities. Because he suffered from 
terrible pain that no medicine from his doctors or quacks 
could alleviate, he set off in his carriage to find Granny Good-
Root Eulania in the forest.  
As soon as she looked in his eyes, she immediately saw what 
was wrong: He was filled with anger and hatred. So she 
mixed him a potion from lemon balm, St. Johnôs wort, hops 
and forest honey, and she advised him to give up military 
life, set up a brewery and make beer for people to enjoy. She 
even gave him a recipe for him to brew.  
The corporal did as she advised. He became a different man, 

established a family and sired many children. He never forgot 
about Eulania and regularly sent her malt, spices from southern locales and leavening agents.  
Because her cottage and garden there were surrounded by a circle of blueberry shrubs, which ensured she would 
always have plenty of her favorite fruit, the place became known as the Round Blueberry Bog (Kulat® borŢvļ²). 
To this day, the blueberry patch and woods have a circular formation.  
 
Some of Granny Good-Root Eulaniaôs recipes have been passed down: 
 
A tea to ward off the flu or fight a cold:  
6 tablespoons of crushed rosehips, 1 tablespoon of black currant leaves, 1 tablespoon of stinging nettles or 
chamomile. In an enamel mug, steep the ingredients for 10 ï12 hours, then bring to a boil. Let the juices seep 
out for 10ï12 minutes, then strain th rough a cotton cloth. Drink one cup 2 to 3 times a day as a preventive 
measure. 
 

Blueberry mead: 
Prepare a solution of 1 part honey to 4 parts water. After the honey dissolves, cook the solution for about 1 hour, 
skimming the foam occasionally. Juice some blueberries and mix with the honey solution in the following 
proportions: To 30 liters of blueberry juice, add a mixture of 5 kg of honey dissolved in 25 liters of water; add 50 
grams of tartaric acid and leave to ferment with a clean fermentation culture.  
 
Extra fine gingerbread: 
Mix together 3 dg of butter, 1 egg plus 3 yolks, 25 dg of honey and 10 dg of sugar. Add 2 heaping knife tips of 
baking soda and enough flour to make a fairly stiff dough. Knead well, roll it out and cut out circles. After baking, 
frost with a glaze made from egg white, powdered sugar and a pinch of corn or potato starch, then sprinkle with 
nuts. 
 
Blueberry liqueur: 
Mix 2 liters of blueberry juice with a solution of 3 kg of honey dissolved in 3 liters of water over heat. Add some 
wild thyme and 2 liters of grain alcohol. Cover the jug with a cloth, secured with string, and leave it in a warm 

place for 14 days. 
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KOSTřAVNĉĻEK Z KOSTřAVCE  
  

Jiģ odjakģiva ģije v lese KostŚavci 
malĨ, drobnĨ, paŚezu podobnĨ 
tvoreļek. Nen² to ani skŚ²tek, ani 
ļlovŊk, je to takov® straġidĨlko. Je 
laskavĨ a m§ velice r§d legraci. 
Tak® si ji z n§vġtŊvn²kŢ lesa r§d 
dŊl§. Ale bŊda tomu, kdo by chtŊl 
lesu nebo lidem z Louģnice ubl²ģit, 
ļi jinak ġkodit. Jednou, to je jiģ 
d§vno, ġly dŊti z Louģnice na 
houby na KostŚavec, pŚi sb²r§n² 
hub tak® sb²raly borŢvky a 
brusinky. Mezi dŊtmi byla i Aneģka 
Jindrov§, ta mŊla od maminky za 
¼kol pŚin®st dģb§nek borŢvek na 
kol§ļ. Ale kdyģ nasb²rala plnĨ 
dģb§nek, nechala borŢvky 
borŢvkami a ġla si hr§t s ostatn²mi 
dŊtmi.  
To ale byla pŚ²leģitost pro 
KostŚavn²ļka. PŢlku dģb§nku 
Aneģce snŊdl a pak dolil vodou, 
borŢvky plavaly na povrchu 
dģb§nku a zd§lo se, ģe je ¼plnŊ 
plnĨ. V poledne, kdyģ zvonily 
zvony, vzala Aneģka dģb§nek a 
ut²kala domŢ, tam na ni ļekala 
maminka, kter§ mŊla na plechu jiģ 
rozv§len® tŊsto a ļekala jen na 
borŢvky. Vzala od Aneģky dģb§nek 
a vysypala ï tedy vylila borŢvky na 
tŊsto. To bylo hubov§n², chud§k 
Aneģka pŚ²sahala, ģe dģb§nek 
natrhala plnĨ, jen KostŚavn²ļek se 
sm§l, aģ rachotil. Ovġem pak mu 
doġlo, co provedl. Bylo mu Aneģky 
l²to, a tak kdyģ se Aneģka r§no 

probudila, naġla na z§praģ²  
pŚed domem spoustu hub a koġ²k upletenĨ z bŚezov®ho list² plnĨ borŢvek. To byla KostŚavn²ļkova omluva.  
Od t® doby zlobil jen nehodn®, zl® a z§vistiv® lidi a z KostŚavce vyh§nŊl ty, kdo nepatŚili do Louģnice.    
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LITTLE IMP KOSTRA FROM KOSTřAVEC 
Since time immemorial, there has 
lived in the KostŚavec woods a 
small creature resembling nothing 
more than a tree stump. Neither 
elf nor human, it is a little 
phantom. It is kind and enjoys 
having fun. It likes to play tricks 
on visitors to the forest. An d woe 
betide anyone who would damage 
or otherwise cause harm to the 
forest or people of Louģnice.  
Once, now a long time ago, some 
children from Louģnice went 
mushroom-hunting in the 

KostŚavec forest, and while 
collecting mushrooms they were 
also were gathering blueberries 
and cranberries. Among the 
children was Agnes Jindrov§, 
whose mother had given her the 
task of collecting a jug of 
blueberries for a pie. But after she 
had collected her jug of 
blueberries she set it aside and ran 
off to play with the oth er children.  
This was an opportunity for Little 
Imp Kostra to have some fun. 
Kostra ate up half of the 
blueberries and poured water in 
the jug so that the berries floated 
to the top and made it appear full.  
At midday, as the noontime bells 
were ringing, Agnes took her jug 
and ran home, where her mother 
had already rolled out the pie 
dough and was waiting only for 
the blueberries to fill it. She took 
the jug from Agnes and sprinkled 

ð or rather poured ð the water-logged berries onto the dough. Did Agnes ever get an earful! Poor Agnes 
swore to her mother that she had picked a full jug.  
Little Imp Kostra just pealed with laughter. Of course, it then dawned on him what trouble he had caused 
Agnes, and he was sorry about it. When Agnes awoke the next morning, at the entrance to her house she 
found piles of mushrooms and a basket woven from birch leaves that was heaping with blueberries. It was 
Little Imp Kostraôs way of apologizing. 
Since that time, Imp Kostra only  makes trouble for unworthy, bad or envious people and drives away anyone 
who doesnôt belong in Louģnice. 
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KUDIBAL  
Kousek od obce Louģnice smŊrem na Radļice stoj² 
vysok§ sk§la, na kter® kdysi st§l hrad loupeģivĨch 
ryt²ŚŢ, ale o nŊm se uģ nic nev². Jednoho dne se 
propadl do zemŊ a nikdo nev², kam se lid®, co na 
nŊm ģili, podŊli.  

V roce 1614 p§sla asi ļtvrt hodiny cesty odtud u t®to 
sk§ly mal§ Aniļka Pechov§ (ļp. 17) spolu s jinĨmi 
dŊtmi dobytek. Tu jim Śekla: ĂPojŅme se pod²vat na 
sk§lu u Skaliļek, moģn§ bude sk§la otevŚen§ a my 
uvid²me ten obrovskĨ poklad, co si o nŊm vypr§vŊj² 
babky pŚi dran² peŚ².ñ  

Kdyģ tam pŚiġly, opravdu naġly sk§lu otevŚenou, a v 
n² ģelezn® dveŚe, na kterĨch visel z§mek se svazkem 
velkĨch kl²ļŢ. Ze zvŊdavosti ġly dŊti bl²ģ, aģ nakonec 

veġly dovnitŚ. Byla to pomŊrnŊ ġirok§ pŚeds²Ŕ, vzadu 
byly dalġ² dveŚe. Jimi dŊti proġly do dalġ² m²stnosti, 
kde leģelo vġelijak® kuchyŔsk® n§ļin² a mimo nŊ i 
obrovskĨ sud plnĨ zlata a drahĨch kamenŢ. V tu 
chv²li, jak zaļaly obdivovat poklad, pŚiġel z vedlejġ² 
m²stnosti muģ, kterĨ mŊl na hlavŊ rohy a obrovsk® 
vousy.  

Kdyģ otevŚel dveŚe, bylo vidŊt, ģe v t® vedlejġ² 
komnatŊ se vesel² u dvou prostŚenĨch stolŢ mnoģstv² 
lid², muģŢ i ģen, a hraje jim k tomu hudba. Ten velkĨ 
divnĨ muģ dŊti pozdravil a zval je d§l. Ale ony se t²m 
vylekaly a pŚ§ly si zmizet, pak pŚece jedno Śeklo, ģe 
jsou ġpinav® a nehod² se, aby takto neupraven® pŚed 
to vzneġen® panstvo pŚedstoupily.  

Protoģe dŊti odm²tly, poruļil jim poļkat, ģe kaģd®mu 
pŚinese malĨ d§rek na pam§tku na jejich setk§n². 
Kdyģ odeġel, pravila Aniļka: ĂPobŊģme, to by n§m 
nic dobr®ho nepŚineslo, pov²d§ se, ģe ti lid® jsou ve 
sk§le pohŚbeni!" Tak dŊti ve spŊchu odch§zely, kdyģ 
tu po nŊkolika kroc²ch za sebou uslyġely prask§n² a 
tŚeskot a sk§ly puk§n², coģ je vydŊsilo m§lem k smrti 
a ze sk§ly rychle vybŊhly. 

Asi hodinu nato pravila Aniļka: ĂPojŅme se tam 
pod²vat jeġtŊ jednou, tŚeba zjist²me, co tak dŊsivŊ 
praġtŊlo a pukalo." DruhĨm dŊtem se tam nechtŊlo 
uģ ani pŚibl²ģit, ale kdyģ vidŊly, ģe Aniļka je odv§ģn§ 
a ģe tam klidnŊ pŢjde sama, pŚidaly se k n². Ale 

neuvidŊly uģ vchod do sk§ly ani ty ģelezn® dveŚe, sk§la byla zavŚen§. Kdyģ zahnaly domŢ dobytek, vypr§vŊly vġe 
rodiļŢm. Ti se pak vydali to m²sto obhl®dnout, ale sk§la byla zavŚen§ a zŢstala uģ zavŚen§ navģdy, i kdyģ tam lid® 
ļasto ty dveŚe hledali. Jen nŊkdy pŚi velk® bouŚce, kdy blesky pr§skaj² do skal a hromy jsou tak dŊsiv®, aģ se taj² 
dech, vyl®z§ ten tajemnĨ muģ ze sk§ly ven a obch§z² po lese a kontroluje svoje bĨval® panstv². Je to muģ s 
podivnĨm n§zvem Kudibal. Ale nen² zlĨ, moģn§ nŊkdy pŚed bouŚkou jste jej zahl®dli v lese, ale pŚipadalo v§m, ģe 
vid²te srnce s parŢģky.  
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KUDIBAL  
Not far from Louģnice, on the way toward Radļice, 
stands a high rock where there used to be a castle 
occupied by robber knights. There is no trace of it 
today, and no one knows what became of the people 
who once lived there. The castle just disappeared 
into the earth mysteriously.  

One day in 1614 little Annie Pechov§ (from house 
No. 17) and other children were gra zing livestock 
near this place. She said to the others, ñLetôs go to 
the big rock. Maybe it will be open and weôll see the 
giant treasure our grannies talk about when theyôre 
plucking feathers.ò 

When they got there, the rock really was open! They 
saw an iron door with a lock, and from the lock hung 
a set of large keys. The curious children edged closer 
and closer until finally they slipped inside. They 
found themselves in a wide hallway, at the back of 
which was another door. The children went through 
it in to another room where there were all sorts of 
kitchen utensils and a huge barrel that was brimming 
with gold and precious stones. As they were 
marveling at the treasure, from the next room came 
a man with horns on his head and an immense 
beard. 

When he opened the door, they saw two banquet 
tables in the next room where men and women were 
making merry and musicians were playing for them. 
The strange man greeted the children and invited 

them in. The children were afraid and wanted only to 
escape. One of them protested that he was dirty and 
not appropriately dressed for such noble company. 

Because the children had refused his invitation, he 
ordered them to wait and said he would bring 
everyone a small gift as a keepsake of their meeting. 
When he left, little Annie said: ñLetôs run for it! 
Nothing good can come of this. They say that people 
are buried inside this rock.ò They turned in haste, 
but after a few steps they heard the rock quaking 
and cracking and breaking, which scared them nearly 
to death, and they ra n quickly out of the rock.  

About an hour later, Annie said, ñLetôs go back there. 
Maybe we can find out what was cracking and 

breaking so horribly.ò The other children didnôt want to go there again, but when they saw that Annie was brave 

enough to venture to the rock alone they decided to join her. When they got to the rock, they could find no 
entrance nor the iron door. It was sealed tight.  

After they drove home the cattle, they told their parents everything. The parents went to inspect the rock, but it 
was impenetrable and forever remained that way, though people continued to search for the iron door. Only 
sometimes during a heavy thunderstorm, when lightning cracks like a whip and the thunder is loud enough to 
rattle the window panes, does this mysteriou s man emerge from the rock and walk through the woods to inspect 
his former estate.  

This man with the strange name of Kudibal is not bad. You may even have noticed him in the woods just before 
a storm ð but thought you were seeing a roebuck with antlers.  
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MELUZĉNA  
VŊtrn® v²ly, mezi nŊģ patŚ² i Meluz²na, 

jsou velmi kr§sn®. Obl®kaj² se do 

jinovatky a modrĨch a rŢģovĨch st²nŢ. 
Bydl² v m²stech, kam se nikdo 

nedostane.  
Os®vaj² horsk§ ¼boļ² kvŊtinami, hraj² si 

s lesn² zvŊŚ² a dohl²ģej² na pastĨŚe a 

jejich st§da. Staraj² se o to, aby byl v²tr, 
toho je u n§s na hor§ch vģdy opravdu 

dost.  
Jsou trochu plach® a lid® je pŚ²liġ 

nezaj²maj². Maj² schopnost splynout s 
vŊtrem, podobnŊ jako u moŚskĨch v²l i 

tyto v²ly, kdyby se V§m podaŚilo je 

nŊkde zahl²dnout, se budou zd§t jakoby 
prŢhledn®. Je tŊģk® je nŊkde naj²t, 

protoģe nemaj² pŚ²bytky nebo nŊco 
podobn®ho. Odpoļinou si na m²stŊ, kam 

spolu s vŊtrem zavanou. Pokud je 

bezvŊtŚ², tyto v²ly svĨm jemnĨm dechem 
se snaģ² rozfoukat i ty mal® v§nky.  

Hl²daj² zimn² klid a staraj² se o pŚ²rodu i 
v zimŊ. Maj² ġed® nebo modr® oļi, 

ļerven® rty, bledou pleŠ a b²l® nebo 
hodnŊ svŊtl® vlasy. VŊtrn® v²ly se 

promŊn² v jemnĨ v§nek i v silnĨ v²tr.  

Jednou, je tomu jiģ velmi d§vno, byla 
ukrutn§ zima, sn²h zahalil celĨ kraj a 

krutĨ mr§z suģoval lid. V tomto 
nevl²dn®m ļase vyjel jednoho dne 

mladĨ sedl§k z HutŊ na lov k m²stŢm, kde z puklin v zemi vych§zely bouŚe. Tak se Ś²k§valo m²stu u 

osady Louģnice, kde v m²stech kolem KopaŔsk®ho potoka bylo (dneska je jen troġku) spousta baģin, 
ze kterĨch vych§zely bubliny plynŢ. Raġelina spolkla nejednoho odv§ģlivce, kterĨ se baģiny snaģil 

pŚej²t.  Mlad²k dojel tedy na toto m²sto. PŚed sebou uvidŊl d²vku obklopenou smeļkou vlkŢ.  
Jiģ natahoval tŊtivu luku, kdyģ d²vka vykŚikla, aby nestŚ²lel na jej² pŚ§tele. MladĨ sedl§k tedy nevystŚelil 

a pŚicv§lal aģ k nezn§m® d²vce. VypovŊdŊla mu, ģe je Pan² vŊtru, a dŊkovala mu za jeho stateļnost a 
snahu pomoci. JeġtŊ neģ se rozplynula, pravila: "Kdyģ budeġ potŚebovat mou pomoc, udatnĨ chlapļe, 

pŚijŅ na toto m²sto a zavolej mŊ. PŚijdu a pomohu ti, kdyģ to bude v mĨch sil§ch." Ļas pŚinesl v tŊch 

dob§ch do naġeho kraje v§lku a pr§vŊ tenkr§t si mlad²k vzpomnŊl na Pan² vŊtru. K naġim obc²m do 
m²st pod Ļernou Studnic² se bl²ģilo nepŚ§telsk® ġv®dsk® vojsko.  

Mlad²k si vzpomnŊl na pan² vŊtru a bŊģel ke KopaŔsk®mu potoku. Tam spatŚil vŊtrnou v²lu Meluz²nu a 
poprosil ji o pomoc. Dobr§ v²la Meluz²na z keŚe utrhla trnitou vŊtviļku ġ²pku a mlad®ho sedl§ka s n² 

p§rkr§t obl®tla a zamumlala zaŚ²k§n². V tu chv²li se muģ promŊnil v obrovsk®ho medvŊda. Zv²Śe 

pŚibŊhlo k m²stu, kde mŊli nepŚ§tel® leģen², a vġichni protivn²ci se rychle rozprchli, protoģe nŊco tak 
obrovsk®ho a hrŢzu nah§nŊj²c²ho jeġtŊ nevidŊli.  Po chvilce, kdyģ uģ po nepŚ§tel²ch nebylo ani 

pam§tky, se mlad²k promŊnil zase zp§tky do sv® lidsk® podoby. Od t® doby se naġ²m ¼dol²m proh§n² 
v²la Meluz²na a  

hl²d§, aby se naġemu kraji vyhnuli vġichni nepŚ§tel®, a pŚifouk§v§ sem st§le ļist® povŊtŚ² a lidem 

dobrou n§ladu i v tŊch nejtŊģġ²ch chv²l²ch.   
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MELUSINE  
Wind sprites like Melusine are known for 
their beauty. They like to dress in hoarfrost 
and wrap themselves in pink and blue 
shadows. They live in places where humans 
do not venture. They sprinkle the mountain 
slopes with wildflowers, frolic with forest 
animals and watch over shepherds with their 
flocks. They ensure that there is sufficient 
wind, and in mountain villages like ours 
there is always plenty. They are a bit shy 
and not terribly interested in people. They 
can meld with the wind, just as sea sprites 
do with water, and if you ever manage to 
spot one of these sprites, she will appear to 

be transparent. 
They are hard to find, because they have no 
permanent dwelling and float with the wind. 
When the air is still, these sprites try to stir 
up a light breeze with their delicate breath. 
They nurture calm in winter and watch over 
nature even in the cold months. Their eyes 
are gray or blue, their lips red, their skin 
pale, and their hair is either white or 
extremely light in color. Wind sprites can 
transform themselves into a gentle breeze or 
a great gust of wind.  
Once cruel winter a very long time ago, 
when snow enveloped the entire region and 
bitter frosts plagued the inhabitants, a young 
farmer from the village of HuŠ went hunting 
in a place where storms bubble up from 
fissures in the land. Thatôs what they used to 
say about the area around KopaŔ Creek 

where there was a lot of swamp land (today there is only a little) and gasses percolated up from the earth. The 
peat bogs swallowed more than one daredevil who attempted to cross them on foot. When the young hunter 
arrived at this spot, he saw a girl surrounded by a pack of wolves.  
He was already tensing the string of his bow when the girl screamed not to shoot at her friends. The young man 
eased his bow and loped towards the unfamiliar girl. She told him that she was Lady Wind and thanked him for 
his bravery and willingness to help her. Before she vanished, she said, ñIf you ever need my help, valiant lad, 
come to this spot and call for me. I will co me to your aid if it is within my power.ò  
Dark times brought war to our region, and as the invading Swedish army was approaching the villages below 
Ļern§ Studnice peak, the youth recalled what Lady Wind had said and ran to KopaŔ Creek. There, he saw the 
wind sprite Melusine and asked for her help. The good sprite broke a thorny twig from a dog rose bush and 
floated around the young man a couple of times while murmuring an incantation.  
At that moment, the young man turned into a gigantic bear. The animal r an to the place where the enemy troops 
had their encampment, causing them to quickly flee. They had never seen anything so huge and fierce. When 
there was no longer any sign of the enemy, the young man turned back into his human form.  
Since that time, Melusine courses through our valley to ensure that no invaders enter the region, blowing fresh 
breezes across the area and lifting peopleôs moods, even when times are darkest. 
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MšRA  
Ve v²l²m svŊtŊ je spoustu rŢznĨch 

druhŢ tŊchto magickĨch postav, tyto 

postavy pln² funkci ochr§nkyŔ.  
Jednou z takovĨch ochr§nkyŔ je i v²la 

MŢra, pojmenov§n² je to zvl§ġtn², ale  
zŚejmŊ si jej vyslouģila kvŢli svĨm 

kŚ²dlŢm.  

Tato v²la m§ na starost vġechno co 
l²t§, pŚes den motĨly a v noci mŢry, a 

star§ se o to, aby mŊli potravu a 
nikdo jim neġkodil. Je to bezstarostn§ 

v²la, kter§ lidi pŚ²liġ nevyhled§v§, a 
proto o n² tolik nev²me. Tato v²la je 

velice kŚehk§ a lehk§, ale tŊm, kdo by 

j² nebo motĨlŢm ubl²ģil, rad²m, aby se 
nad sebou poŚ§dnŊ zamysleli a v²le se 

omluvili, mŢģete i pŚidat nŊjakĨ ten 
drahĨ k§men.  

M§ schopnost se promŊnit v motĨla. 

Bydl² v mal® jeskyŔce v LiġkovŊ h§ji a 
pŚel®t§ nad naġ²m krajem, a kam 

dol®tne, se na kr§tkĨ odpoļinek 
zastav². Ale nejradŊji m²v§ za 

sluneļn²ho svitu m²sta s 
mateŚ²douġkou a v noci ta m²sta, kde 

l®taj² svŊtluġky, s kterĨmi tanļ².    

v²la MŢra je hlavnŊ pan² noci. Cel§ 
stalet² ģila klidnĨm ģivotem ve svoj² 

jeskyŔce na kraji Liġkova lesa a kaģdĨ 
veļer vyl®t§vala ven. L®tala nad 

Louģnic² a jednoho dne narazila na 

malou plaļ²c² holļiļku.  
Byla to mal§ BŊtuġka Kub§ļkov§ (ļp. 

29). V²la nad n² zakrouģila a 
polehouļku se j² zeptala, proļ teŅ 

dlouho veļer po klek§n², je tady v 
lese a pl§ļe?  

BŊtuġka se rozhl®dla a spatŚila nŊco n§dhern®ho prŢsvitn®ho a l®taj²c²ho, zatajil se j² dech, ale dala si 

odvahu a Śekla, ģe zabloudila, kdyģ ġla na borŢvky, a opŊt se rozplakala.  
V²la malou BŊtuġku uklidnila, svĨmi ġaty j² usuġila slzy a lehounce zazp²vala, v tu chv²li se kolem nich 

sl®tla spousta svŊtluġek, kter® mal® BŊtuġce sv²tily na cestu a dovedly ji z Liġkova h§je aģ domŢ. Od 
tŊch dob v²la hl²d§ i kolem lidskĨch obydl² v naġ² vesnici, kdyby nŊjak® mal® d²tŊ zabloudilo.   
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NIGHT -BUTTERFLY 
In the fairy world there are many 
different types of magical creatures, 
some of which have the role of guardian. 
One such protector is the fairy called 
Night-Butterfly. Her name may be 
strange, but she got it because of her 
wings. She has the power to transform 
into a butterfly.  
This fairy watches over everything that 
flies ð butterflies by day and moths at 
night ð and makes sure that they have 
enough food and no harm comes to 
them. She is a carefree fairy, not very 
sought out by humans, and therefore we 
donôt know much about her. She is 
delicate and light, but anyone who brings 
harm to her or the butterflies should 
think very deeply about their actions, and 
as an apology you can perhaps offer her 
a precious stone. 
Night-Butterfly lives inside a small cave 
at the edge of Fox Grove and is most 
active when itôs dark. For centuries, the 
fairy has lived a quiet life in her cave, 
flying out every evening to flutter over 
our region. Wherever she lands, she 
stays for a short rest. She loves most of 
all to bask in the wild thyme when the 
sun is shining and dance with the fireflies 
at night.  
As she was flying one night over 
Louģnice, she came upon a weeping little 
girl. It was little Betty Kub§ļkov§ (land 
registry No. 29). The fairy circled above 
her and very gently asked her why she 
was in the woods crying so long after 
vespers. 
Little Betty looked around and noticed an 
astounding translucent creature flying 
overhead. She gasped but gathered up 
her courage and told the fairy that she 

had gotten lost while picking blueberries. Then she burst into tears again. The fairy calmed little Betty, drying her 
tears with her gown, then gently sang to her. At that moment, a group of fireflies flew past them and lit the way 
for little Betty, leading her from Fox Grove all the way home. Since that time, the fai ry watches over our village to 
make sure some little child has not gotten lost.  
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SEDLĆĻEK LOUĢNICKħ  
Je to malĨ skŚ²tek, pomocn²ļek sedl§kŢ v 
naġ² kr§sn® podhorsk® vesniļce. 
Pom§hal vġem sedl§kŢm v Louģnici, a 
protoģe rozumŊl Śeļi zv²Śat, dok§zal i 
domluvit i s dobytkem, koŔmi a jinĨmi 
dom§c²mi zv²Śaty. A tak, kdyģ se stalo, 
ģe pŚi pr§ci na poli kŢŔ ļi kravka nechtŊli 
pracovat, ļi mŊli jinĨ probl®m, dok§zal si 
s nimi promluvit a pomoci. Vzhledem k 
tomu, ģe nejstarġ² statek, a i 
hospod§Śstv², byl KrupkŢv statek, tud²ģ 
ģil pr§vŊ tam a dohl²ģel, aby se daŚilo jak 
panu sedl§kovi a jeho rodinŊ, ale i 
ostatn²m sedl§kŢm.  

Bydlel v krovu statku, a tak mŊl kr§snĨ 
rozhled po cel® vesnici a mohl kdykoliv 
pomoci. Nicm®nŊ i takovĨto skŚ²tek umŊl 
bĨt tak® zlĨ, pokud se sedl§k nŊļ²m 
provinil na dobytku nebo polnostech, 
mohl ho potrestat ne¼rodou a dobytek 
mu mohl postupnŊ odv®st nŊkam jinam. 
V dneġn² dobŊ se tento n§ġ maliļkĨ, leļ 
velmi pracovitĨ skŚ²tek star§ o to, aby na 
pol²ch vyrostly brambory, ļesnek ļi 
cibule a hlavnŊ o naġe mal® zahr§dky, 
kde se pokouġ²me vypŊstovat zeleninu a 
ovoce, coģ v tomto podhorsk®m podneb² 
nen² nic lehk®ho.  

A tak, kdyģ se v prosinci poŚ§d§ soutŊģ o 
nejlepġ² vysock® zel², vzd§v§me hold i 
tomuto pomocn²kovi a vyhlaġujeme 
nejlepġ²ho louģnick®ho sedl§ka, kter®mu 
se podaŚilo vypŊstovat nejvŊtġ² vĨpŊstek.  
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THE LOUĢNICE BUMPKIN 
The Louģnice Bumpkin is a little elf who 
is a helper to all farmers in our beautiful 
village in the mountain foothills. And 
because he understands the speech of 
animals, he can communicate with 
cattle, horses and other household 
animals. So if a horse or cow didnôt want 
to work in the field or had some other 
problem, he was able to talk with them 
and help nudge them back into service, 
thereby aiding the farmer. Because one 
of the oldest farmsteads belonged to the 
Krupka family, thatôs where he lived. He 
ensured that not only this farmer and his 

kin prospered, but also all the other local 
farmers.  
He lived in the rafters of the farmhouse, 
which gave him a good view of the 
whole village and enabled him to spring 
into service at a momentôs notice. 
Nonetheless, even this elf could be 
known to cause trouble if a farmer 
trespassed against the livestock or the 
land. He might punish the farmer with a 
low yield or gradually lead his animals 
somewhere else.  
Today, our tiny yet hard -working elf 
makes sure that potatoes, garlic and 
onions thrive the in the fields. He mainly 
looks after the gardens where we grow 
fruit and vegetables, which is not easy in 
our sub-alpine climate. 
Thatôs why in December, when we have 
a competition for the best sauerkraut 
made from cabbage grown in Vysok®, 
we also pay tribute to this little elf by 
declaring those who grow the biggest 
vegetables Louģnice Farmer of the Year. 
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SEKERNĉĻEK  
Tento skŚ²tek je odborn²k na pr§ci se dŚevem, odborn²k 
na dŚevŊn® stavby technick®ho charakteru a dŚevŊn§ 
strojn² zaŚ²zen². BĨval vģdy u mlĨnŢ a staral se o opravy 
mlĨnsk®ho zaŚ²zen². Dok§zal vyr§bŊt vodn² i ozuben§ 
kola, Śemenice a cel§ strojn² zaŚ²zen² menġ²ch mlĨnŢ.   

I v Louģnici ģije tento skŚ²tek, dŚ²ve zde mŊl hodnŊ pr§ce 
v mlĨnech, ty zde bĨvaly na KopaŔsk®m potoce tŚi.  

A tak pravidelnŊ proch§zel vġechny mlĨny a opravil, co 
bylo potŚeba.  

Dnes uģ v Louģnici ģ§dnĨ mlĨn nefunguje, a tak tento 
skŚ²tek pom§h§ v les²ch a pŚi k§cen² stromŢ.   

Kdyģ nen² pr§ce v les²ch, tak se tento skŚ²tek star§ o to, 
aby v Louģnici nebyli zlodŊji. Kdyģ n§hodou nŊjak®ho 
chytne, pro vĨstrahu mu usekne ruku, a aby mŊl sekeru 
vģdy spr§vnŊ nabrouġenou, chod² pravidelnŊ do Brodu k 
řebikovi a m§ u nŊj brouġen² sekery zdarma a na 
poļk§n².  

24 hodin a 365 dn² v roce. Aby n§hodou nŊco 
nezanedbal.   
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THE WOODCUTTER ELF 
The Woodcutter Elfôs specialty is working with wood. He 

is an expert on wooden technical structures and wooden 

machinery. He always could be found at the mills and 

helped to keep the millworks humming. He was able to 

manufacture waterwheels, cogwheels, pulleys and all 

other equipment fo r smaller mills. 

We have such an elf in Louģnice. He used to have a lot of 

work here, because there were three mills along the 

KopaŔ Creek. He would regularly visit the mills and repair 

whatever needed fixing there. Since there are no 

functioning mills in Louģnice today, the Woodcutter Elf 

helps in the forest and with the felling of trees.  

When there is no work to be done in the forest, this elf 

makes sure there are no thieves in Louģnice. If he 

happens to catch one, he cuts off his hand as a warning. 

To do this, his ax must always be sharp, so he regularly 

goes to ĢeleznĨ Brod to the DubskĨ hardware store, 

where they hone his ax for free while he waits ð 24 

hours, 365 days a year. Just so no theft is accidentally 

missed. 
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SKřĉTEK ZE SKALIĻEK  
Jednou za sto let se otev²r§ 
zemŊ, aby uk§zala bohatstv² 

skŚ²tkŢ, z²skan® jejich 
trpŊlivou prac² ve skal§ch. 

Ale jen v noci, kdy 
posledn²ho dubna konļ² 

vl§du pan² zima a pŚed§v§ 

svou vl§du jaru.  
V t® noci pln® kouzla 

spŊchala mlad§ d²vka do 
lesn² stud§nky ve str§ni na 

Zadn²m kopci nad hŚbitovem 

ve Skaliļk§ch pro prvn² 
m§jovou vodu. 

Kde se vzal, tu se vzal, stoj² 
pŚed n² drobnĨ muģ²ļek s 

hol² v ruce, s brĨlemi a 

dlouhĨmi vousy.  
A zve ji, aby s n²m vstoupila 

do jejich skaln² Ś²ġe. DŊvļe 
jako om§men® zapomnŊlo 

na svou vodu a kr§ļ² za 
muģ²kem. PŚijdou ke sk§le, 

ta se n§hle otevŚela a oni 

vstoupili do jeskynŊ, chv²li ġli 
strmŊ dolŢ, aģ doġli do velk® 

prostorn® jeskynŊ, kter§ se 
tŚpytila a z§Śila, protoģe byla 

pln§ drah®ho kamen². D²vka 

nevŊdŊla, kam se m§ dŚ²ve 
pod²vat, po chv²li ji muģ²ļek 

pob²dl, aby si vzala, co 
unese, a aŠ ut²k§ zp§tky 

domŢ.  
D²vka byla cel§ udiven§, a 

tak si vzala jen dva kameny, 

do kaģd® ruky jeden, a 
ut²kala jeskyn² nahoru na 

zem a pak str§n² dolŢ do vsi.  
Aģ doma j² doġlo, ģe si toho 

mohla vz²t daleko v²c, ale i tak jim ty dva kameny staļily, aby si mohla jej² rodina poŚ²dit 

hospod§Śstv², nŊkolik pol² a spokojenŊ ģ²t.  
Od tŊch dob byl muģ²ļek spatŚen jen p§rkr§t, ale urļitŊ tam v jeskyni je st§le a hl²d§ poklady.     
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THE ELF FROM SKALIĻEK ROCK 
Once every hundred years the 
earth opens up to reveal the 
vast riches accumulated by the 
patient work of elves in the 
rocks ð but only at night on 
the last day of April, when Lady 
Winterôs reign comes to an end 
and she passes the baton to 
Spring.  
On this magical night, a young 
girl went to the forest spring on 
the slope of Back Hill (Zadn² 
kopec) above the cemetery to 
collect the first May water. Out 

of the blue, a little man with a 
long beard stood before her 
with a cane in his hand and 
glasses perched on his nose. 
He invited her to go with him to 
the elvesô empire inside the 
rock. Mesmerized, the girl 
forgot all about her water and 
followed the little man. As they 
came to the rock, it suddenly 
opened and they stepped 
inside, continuing down a steep 
shaft until they were in an 
expansive cave that glittered 
and sparkled with precious 
stones.  
The girlôs eyes darted around 
the room, and after a short 
while the little man urged her 
to take whatever jewels she 
could carry with her and run 
back home. The girl was 
wonderstruck, but she took only 
two stones, one in each hand, 
and ran up through the cave to 
the earthôs surface, then across 
the hillside and down to the 
village. 
Once she was home she 
realized that she could have 

taken a lot more, but even these two st ones were enough to buy her family a farm and some fields and live quite 
happily. Since that time, the little man has been spotted only a few times. But no doubt he still lives in the cave, 
keeping a watch over the elvesô treasure. 
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SKřĉTEK ZE SKřIB  
Kdysi d§vno se jednoho dne na kopci SkŚiba v 
lese zvan®m KostŚavec usadil malĨ drobnĨ 
ļlov²ļek, byl to sp²ġe troġku pŚerostlĨ skŚ²tek, 
protoģe velikĨ byl asi jako dŊti, kdyģ jdou do 
prvn² tŚ²dy. DŚ²ve to bylo jinak. To bydlel 
spokojenŊ se svĨmi bratry a rodiļi ve skal§ch 
v jeskyni pod Ļernou studnic². Jenģe byl 
neust§le neposednĨ a zvŊdavĨ, a to se mu 
stalo osudnĨm. Jednou uslyġel u sk§ly, kde 
bydlel, podivn® hlasy, tak se ġel pod²vat, co to 
je. Byly to babky z HutŊ na borŢvk§ch a 
neust§le mezi sebou brebentily, tak je skŚ²tek 
nŊjakou dobu pozoroval a poslouchal. Kdyģ 
bylo slun²ļko pŚ²mo nad jejich hlavou, dostaly 
babky ģ²zeŔ a hlad. Usedly tedy na paŚez a 
pustily se do hodov§n². To bylo nŊco pro 
skŚ²tka, ta vŢnŊ, to nikdy nezaģil, vŢnŊ chleba 
s tvarohem.  
Ļekal, aģ se babky najedly, a kdyģ uģ odeġly, nedalo 
mu to a ġel obhl²dnout paŚez, kde hodovaly, a objevil 
spoustu drobeļkŢ.  
Nev§hal a pustil se do nich. To ale nemŊl dŊlat. SkŚ²tek 
totiģ, kdyģ ochutn§ lidsk® j²dlo, zaļne rŢst, naġtŊst² 
mŊl jen drobky, ale i tak vyrostl, ģe se uģ do rodn® 
jeskynŊ neveġel.  
Tak mu nezbĨvalo nic jin®ho neģ hledat bydlen² jinde. 
Aģ doġel na kopec za Hut² nad Louģnic², kde se Ś²k§ 
KostŚavec, tam na jeho nejvyġġ²m kopeļku si udŊlal 
d²ru v zemi a zde bydlel.  
Jenģe byl st§le s§m, jedinou ¼tŊchou mu byli houbaŚi, 
dŊti pŚi sbŊru ġiġek, hub, lesn²ch plodŢ a pohledy na 
rostouc² vesnici pod n²m - Louģnici - a n§vġtŊvy babky 
koŚen§Śky Eul§nie. Ta mu dŊlala bylinkov® ļaje. Je to 
vcelku hodnĨ skŚ²tek, ale bŊda tŊm, co kopaj² do hub a 
ruġ² svĨm chov§n²m lesn² ticho. To se dok§ģe tak 
rozļ²lit, ģe kaģdĨ dostane brzy strach a radŊji z lesa 
uteļe.  
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THE ELF FROM SKřIB HILL 
One day a long time ago on SkŚib Hill in the forest 
called KostŚavec, a tiny little man came to live. He was 
really an overgrown elf, about the size of a child just 
starting school. Things used to be different. He had 
lived happily with his brother and par ents amid the 
rocks in a cave below Ļern§ Studnice Hill. But he was 
always fidgety and curious ð and that became fateful 
for him.  
Once he heard strange voices near the rocks where he 
lived, so he went to see what was going on. It was the 
grannies from HuŠ picking blueberries, jabbering 
amongst themselves as they worked. So the elf stayed 
for a while to watch and listen. The sun was beating 
down on them, and the grannies became thirsty and 

hungry. So, they found a tree stump where they could 
have a picnic. That was something for the elf to see! 
He had never experienced such a scent before ð the 
smell of bread and quark.  
He waited until they had finished feasting and left. He 
descended upon the tree stump where they had been 
eating, discovering lots of crumbs. He did not hesitate 
to dig in. This is something he should not have done! 
As soon as he tasted the food of humans, he began to 
grow. Luckily, he had only eaten some crumbs, but it 
was enough that he no longer could enter his familyôs 
dwelling. 
He had no choice but to look for living quarters 
elsewhere. Once he got past HuŠ to the hill called 
KostŚavec overlooking Louģnice, he made a hole in the 
highest mound, and thatôs where he settled. 
His only problem was that he was all alone. His only 
consolation was the mushroom-pickers and children 
collecting pine cones, mushrooms and forest fruits, 
and the view of the growing village of Louģnice below. 
He was also comforted by visits from Granny Good-
Root Eulania, who made herbal teas for him. He is a 
quite good elf, but woe betide those who kick at 
mushrooms or disrupt the calm and quiet woods with 
their behavior. This causes him to get so upset that 
everyone becomes frightened and flees the forest. 
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STRAĠIDLO Z LIĠKOVA HĆJE  
Straġidlo z Liġkova h§je je hospod§Śem vġech hub v 
les²ch v okol² Louģnice.  

Star§ se o to, aby vġude rostly jen ty spr§vn® 
houby.  

Ze vġech sil se snaģ² uklidit i rŢzn® smet², kter® tam 
nech§vaj² nepoŚ§dn² houbaŚi. PŚes zimu pŚesp§v§ 
pod koŚeny stromŢ v podhoub².  

Velmi r§d zlob² houbaŚe, kteŚ² se ġpatnŊ v lese 
chovaj², nejv²ce je naġtvanĨ, kdyģ zjist², ģe nŊkdo 
kope do jak®koliv houby.  

To si pak sedne na nejkr§snŊjġ² m²sto do mechu a 
ļek§ na nezbedu. Ten, potŊġen kr§snĨm velkĨm 
¼lovkem, se vrh§ na houbu, ale jakmile ji zaļne 
vytahovat ze zemŊ, straġidlo obģivne, vyskoļ² a 
zaskŚehot§. Takov®ho nezbedu od t® doby nikdy 
nenapadne do houby kopat.  
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THE PHANTOM FROM FOX GROVE 
The Phantom from Fox Grove is the caretaker of 

all mushrooms  in the woods surrounding 

Louģnice. He makes sure that only the best 

mushrooms grow around here. He also tries with 

all his might to clean up the garbage that 

disorderly mushroom-hunters leave behind. He 

sleeps all winter under the roots of a tree, nestled 

in the mycelium. He enjoys making problems for 

those who behave badly in the forest, and what 

really makes him mad is when he notices that 

someone has kicked at mushrooms. 

He sits down on the most beautiful moss mound 

and lies in wait for the troublemaker. Just as the 

scoundrel, gleeful from finding a big cache of 

mushrooms, starts to pull a fungus from the 

ground, the phantom comes to life, jumping on 

him and letting out a loud croak. After that  

experience, the scoundrel never dares to kick at a 

mushroom again. 
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TRAKTšRKĆřĉĻEK LOUĢNICKħ  
Tento skŚ²tek je velmi maliļkĨ, velikost² 
je nŊco jako mal® kotŊ, ale zato je velmi 
ġikovnĨ a pracovitĨ.  
ř²k§te si, ģe jste ho jeġtŊ nikdy nevidŊli?  
To si jen mysl²te, urļitŊ jiģ nŊkolikr§t 
navġt²vil vaġi stodolu nebo gar§ģ, kde 
m§te zaparkovanĨ traktŢrek nebo 
motorku, a to m§, v Louģnici skoro 
kaģdĨ.  
Protoģe traktŢrek, to je velkĨ pomocn²k 
na zahradŊ, v lese ļi na poli. Tento 
maliļkĨ muģ²ļek se star§ o to, aby se 
tŊmto mil§ļkŢm dost§valo spr§vn® p®ļe, 
a kaģdou noc obj²ģd² na sv®m mal®m 

traktŢrku celou vesnici a kontroluje, jestli 
m§ v§ġ traktŢrek vġe v poŚ§dku.  
St§le si mysl²te, ģe o nŊm nev²te? Uģ jste 
nŊkdy slyġeli v noci takov® lehouļk® 
bruļen², tak to v§m nehuļ² v uġ²ch, ale 
tento n§ġ m²stn² skŚ²tek je pr§vŊ na sv® 
pravideln® obj²ģŅce.  
A jak se k n§m tento maliļkĨ a hodnĨ 
skŚ²tek dostal? Narodil se  KostŚavn²ļkovi 
z KostŚavce a VodŊnce baģinn®, jenģe ho 
nebavilo bloudit po les²ch nebo baģin§ch 
kolem Louģnice.  
St§le v²ce ho l§kal svŊt lid² a nejv²ce mu 
vonŊlo, kdyģ projel lesem traktŢrek.  
To hned ġel za n²m a dŢkladnŊ si vġe 
prohl®dl.  A tak se jednoho dne rozhodl, 
ģe opust² svŊt lesa a bude ģ²t s lidmi.  
Z KostŚavce se vydal dolŢ k potoku a 
Lacinkou doġel rovnou aģ k Emilovi do 
gar§ģe. Tam naġel to, co hledal.  
Emil zrovna dŊlal traktŢrek sv®mu 
kamar§dovi Mirkovi.  
Ta vŢnŊ oleje a benz²nu TraktŢrk§Ś²ļka 
tak om§mila, ģe v koutku gar§ģe sedŊl a 
pozoroval Emila pŚi pr§ci. Od t® doby 
tam zŢstal, v gar§ģi m§ udŊlanĨ pel²ġek, 
u nŊho m§ zaparkovanĨ svŢj malĨ 
traktŢrek a st§le se od Emila uļ².  
NejspokojenŊjġ² ovġem je, kdyģ se na 
jaŚe zaļnou s§zet brambory.  
A tak aģ v noci uslyġ²te nŊģn® bruļen², 
nebojte se, to se malĨ skŚ²tek proj²ģd² 
Louģnic² na sv®m mal®m traktŢrku.   
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THE LOUĢNICE TRACTOR ELF 
This elf is very tiny ð about the size of a 

kitten ð but he is very handy and 

hardworking. 

You say that youôve never seen him? That's 

what you think! It is certain that he has 

made a visit on several occasions to the 

barn or garage where you keep your tractor 

or motorbike ð something almost everyone 

in Louģnice has. Thatôs because a small 

tractor is a great help in the garden, woods 

or f ields. 

This little elf ensures that these darlings on 

wheels are well cared for. Every night he 

zips through the village on his tiny tractor 

to check that everything on your machine is 

working properly.  

You say you still you donôt know him? Have 

you ever heard a gentle little hum in the 

night? Thatôs not your ears buzzing, but our 

local elf making his regular rounds through 

the village.  

And how did this good little elf come to live 

in our village? 

He was born to Little Imp Kostra from 

KostŚavec and Impatiens of the Swamp, but 

he didnôt enjoy wandering the woods or the 

swamps around Louģnice. He was 

increasingly drawn to the world of people, 

and he loved the smell of a tractor rumbling 

through the forest. He would follow this 

intoxicating scent and thoroughly examine 

everything.  

One day, he decided that he would give up 

the world of the forest and live among 

people. From KostŚavec, he headed down 

towards the creek, then continuing up the 

place called Lacinka he wound up right in 

Emilôs garage. There, he found exactly what 

he was looking for. 

At that time, Emil was fixing up a tractor for 

his friend Mirek. The smell of oil and 

gasoline was so exhilarating for the little elf sat himself down in the corner of the garage and watched Emil at 

work. Since that time, he has stayed in the garage. He made a little den there, with a parking place for his tiny 

tractor, and to this day he continues to learn from Emil. He is happiest in the spring, when people start plant ing 

potatoes. 

So if you hear a gentle hum late in the night, donôt worry: Itôs the little elf making his rounds through Louģnice on 

his miniature tractor.  
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VODŉNKA BAĢINNĆ   
V m§lokter®m kraji je tolik 
VozkŢ, FormanŢ a KoŔ§kŢ jako 
na Ģeleznobrodsku.  
Je to proto, ģe tady bylo hodnŊ 
povozn²kŢ, kteŚ² vozili zboģ² do 
kraje a do ġir®ho svŊta. 
NŊkteŚ² povozn²ci jezdili s 
kor§lky nebo prstĨnky daleko 
do svŊta: na Balk§n, Ukrajinu, 
do Holandska nebo aģ do 
ĠpanŊlska.   
Jedn²m takovĨm svŊtobŊģn²kem 
byl i Ludv²k KoŔ§k.  
Ze svŊta se vrac²val aģ tŊsnŊ 
pŚed Ml§Ņ§tky (28.12.). PŚes 
zimu nakoupil zboģ² a k jaru 
zase postrojil konŊ a vyrazil na 
dalekou cestu do svŊta. Nebyla 
to ģ§dn§ slast, cesty v t® dobŊ 
byly rozbit®, samĨ k§men a 
jeġtŊ leckde ļ²hali loupeģn²ci.  
Jednou se vracel ze svŊta, byl 
na severu aģ v Holandsku, kde 
o sklenŊn® zboģ² byl tehdy velkĨ 
z§jem, a protoģe bylo m§lo 
snŊhu, rozhodl se zkr§tit si 
cestu domŢ do Louģnice pŚes 
HuŠ, Z§sadu a Kopan² aģ domŢ. 

TŊġil se, jak budou dŊti ġŠastn® z d§rkŢ, kter® jim veze.  
Jak byl zamyġlenĨ, nevġiml si, ģe se mu kola zaļ²naj² boŚit do kopaŔsk® mŊkk® baģiny, aģ kdyģ zapadl kŢŔ po 
bŚicho, uvŊdomil si, ģe je zle. Rychle seskoļil, ale jak dopadl na zem, zaļal se tak® boŚit, kŚiļel o pomoc, ale 
odpov²dalo mu jenom bubl§n² KopaŔsk®ho potoka. Kdyģ uģ si myslel, ģe je s n²m amen, najednou uc²til, ģe ho 
nŊkdo vytahuje z baģiny ven. Kdyģ byl celĨ venku a na pevn® pŢdŊ, vġiml si, ģe mu pomohlo takov® mal® zelen® 
stvoŚen²ļko s velkĨma oļima. To ale nezachr§nilo jen jeho, ale i konŊ a povoz. 
Ptal se, jak se odvdŊļ² za z§chranu sv®ho i koŔsk®ho ģivota i za celĨ povoz, kterĨ uģ st§l na cestŊ pŚipravenĨ k 
cestŊ domŢ. Mal® stvoŚen² se jen pousm§lo a zmizelo v kaprad².  
CelĨ ġŠastnĨ dojel domŢ, kde ho vġichni slavnostnŊ uv²tali. Kdyģ vypr§vŊl svŢj pŚ²bŊh z baģin, jeho babiļka mu 
povŊdŊla, ģe to jistŊ byla VodŊnka baģinn§, kter§ je str§ģkyn² baģin pod®l KopaŔsk®ho potoka a pom§h§ dobrĨm 
lidem, ty zl® tam nech§v§ utopit. NapŚesrok, kdyģ se zase Ludv²k vracel ze svŊta domŢ, na VodŊnku nezapomnŊl 
a nakoupil spoustu sem²nek a cibulek aģ v dalek®m Holandsku a ty potom na jaŚe zas§zel pod®l potoka. VodŊnce 
pro radost, ale i jako podŊkov§n² za z§chranu.   
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IMPATIENS OF THE SWAMP  
Very few places had as many 

carters, coachmen and 

teamsters as there were in the 

ĢeleznĨ Brod area. These men 

delivered locally made goods 

throughout the region and the 

entire world. Some of these 

carters delivered beads or rings 

to faraway locales: the Balkans, 

Ukraine, Holland or Spain. 

One such globetrotter was 

Ludwig KoŔ§k. He would usually 

return home from his travels 

around Christmastime, before 

the Feast of the Holy Innocents 

on December 28th. During the 

winter months he would 

purchase goods, and in spring 

he would harness up his horse 

and prepare to venture out into 

the world. Being on the road at 

that time of year was no great 

joy: The streets were rough, full 

of stones, and robbers often lay 

in ambush.  

Once when he was returning 

home from his journeys, hav ing 

traveled to points north of Holland, where there was much interest in local glass goods, he decided to take a 

shortcut to Louģnice through HuŠ, Z§sada and KopaŔ since there was little snow. He was looking forward to 

seeing his childrenôs faces light up when he gave them the gifts he had brought back. Preoccupied by his 

anticipation, he didnôt notice that his wheels were getting bogged down in the KopaŔ swamp. It was not until his 

horse fell that he realized how much trouble he was in. He jumped down qui ckly, but he, too, became mired in 

the swamp. He called out for help, but the only response was the burbling of the KopaŔ Creek.  

Just as he thought all was lost, he felt someone pulling him out of the swamp. When he was safely on solid 

ground again, he saw that his rescuer was a little green creature with large eyes. He asked how he might repay 

the creature for rescuing not just him but also his horse and carriage, which was already standing on the road 

and ready for the last leg of the journey. The little  creature only smiled and vanished into the ferns.  

The grateful man returned home, where everyone welcomed him joyously. When he told his family about his 

mishap in the swamp and described his savior, his granny said that surely it was Impatiens of the Swamp, a 

creature who guards the marshland along the KopaŔ Creek and helps all good people but lets the bad ones 

drown.  

The next year as he was returning home from his journeys, he didnôt forget about Impatiens of the Swamp. He 

brought her many seeds and flower bulbs from faraway Holland and planted them alo ng the creek in the spring 

ð not just to bring Impatiens a little joy, but also to thank her for rescuing him in his hour of need.  
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VODNĉK DOBROTIVħ  
Vodn²k ģije na 
KopaŔsk®m potoce od 
Ļerven®ho domu ke 
Kruhovce.  
Dnes uģ nen² po 
louģnickĨch rybn²c²ch 
ani potuchy, jen pod 
kŚ²ģkem a u KopanŊ je 
jeġtŊ n§znak, kde asi 
rybn²k byl.  
Mohli jste je dŚ²ve naj²t 
u kaģd® brus²rny a 
mlĨna.  
Majitel® brus²ren si 

postavili na kaģd®m 
vŊtġ²m potoce hr§z, aby 
zadrģeli vodu a mohli 
brousit, i kdyģ tŚeba 
cel® l®to neprġelo. 
Jeden takovĨ rybn²k st§l 
u Obce a Ś²kalo se mu 
ObeckĨ rybn²k.  
V nŊm bydlel a na jeho 
hr§zi ļasto sed§val 
vodn²k Jon§ġ.  
MŊl na starost 
KopaŔskĨ potok, aby 
byl vģdy ļistĨ. Jen jedna 
vŊc ho tr§pila, byl uģ 
starġ² a st§le svobodnĨ.  
Proto tak® Jon§ġ s 
velikou chut² l²ļil 
maġliļky a vġelijak® 

dobroty, a kdyģ uvidŊl nŊjakou hezkou d²vku, jak jde za prac² do brus²rny, touģebnŊ skŚehotal a sliboval 
vġechno moģn®.  
Jednou jedna d²vka, jmenovala se Herm²na, vidŊla v oknŊ brus²rny ġ§tek s pestrĨm vzorem (kterĨ tam 
nastraģil Jon§ġ). Vstala od brusu a ġla se na nŊj pod²vat zbl²zka.  
Vtom vġak veġel do brus²rny majitel a rozzlobil se: ĂHerm²no, nepln²ġ si svoji pr§ci, pŚijŅ si pro vĨplatu a z²tra 
uģ chodit nemus²ġ!"  MarnŊ Herm²na plakala, naŚ²kala a prosila.   
Kdyģ ġla domŢ pod®l potoka a pŚibl²ģila se k hr§zi, uvidŊl ji vodn²k Jon§ġ. ZaskŚehotal: ĂProļ jsi smutn§?" 
Herm²na mu vġe vypovŊdŊla.  
Vodn²kovi se d²vka velice l²bila, a tak j² zaļal dŊlat n§vrhy, aŠ se stane jeho ģenou. Herm²nŊ, ale se vodn²k 
nel²bil, tak ho odm²tla a s pl§ļem ġla domŢ.  
To Jon§ġe velice naġtvalo a nenapadlo ho nic lepġ²ho, neģ ģe ze vzteku zvedl stavidla a vypustil celĨ rybn²k. 
Majitel brus²rny, kdyģ vidŊl pr§zdnĨ rybn²k, spr§skl ruce a zaļal l§teŚit a naŚ²kat. Ale nic to nebylo platn®, aģ 
do dalġ²ch deġŠŢ, neģ se rybn²k trochu naplnil, nemohli pracovat a brus²rna st§la.  
A co Jon§ġ?  Tomu pozdŊji doġlo, co provedl, a od t® doby nechal dŊvļata na pokoji.    
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THE BENEVOLANT WATER SPRITE  
This water sprite lives 
along the KopaŔ 
Creek, between the 
places called Red 
House and Kruhovka. 
Today, there are no 
traces of the former 
Louģnice ponds, which 
were once found at 
every mill and bead 
grinding shop. Only 
below the village cross 
and at KopaŔ are 
there any hints of 

where a pond once 
stood. 
The owners of 
grinding shops would 
build water-retaining 
dams along creeks so 
even if it didnôt rain all 
summer, they could 
continue to grind 
beads. One such pond 
was located near the 
part of Louģnice called 
Obec (village) and was 
called Village Pond. 
This was the home of 
the water sprite Jonah, 
who often liked to sit 
at the dike.  
He oversaw the KopaŔ 

Creek and made sure that it was always clean. Only one thing troubled him: He was getting older and was 
still single. 
With great ®lan, Jonah decorated himself with ribbons and all sorts of enticing baubles, and whenever he 
would see a pretty girl going to her work at the grinding shop, he would croak wistfully and promise her the 
sun and moon. 
Once a girl named Hermione noticed in the window of the grinding shop a vibrantly patterned scarf (which 
Jonah had planted there). She got up from the grinding machine and went to have a closer look. Just at that 
moment the owner came in and huffed: ñHermione, you are not doing your work! Come collect your pay and 
donôt come to work tomorrow!ò 
In vain, Hermione wept and wailed and pleaded. As she was walking home along the creek and neared the 
dam, the water sprite Jonah saw her and croaked: ñWhy are you so sad, Hermione?ò She told him 
everything. The water sprite really liked the girl, so he proposed that she become his wife. But Hermione 
didnôt like the water sprite, so she rejected him and headed home, still crying. 
This upset Jonah greatly, and in his ire he lifted the water ga tes and drained the entire pond. The owner of 
the grinding shop, seeing the empty pond, wrung his hands and began to curse and moan. But nothing 
could be done until the next rain filled the pond a little, so the grinding shop came to a standstill.  
And what about the water sprite Jonah? He later realized the damage he had done, and since that time he 
has left the girls alone.  
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BARNABĆĠ ZE SKLEPA  
Jednou v zimŊ za temn® noci se do Louģnice pŚipl²ģilo maliļk® stvoŚen², bylo cel® chlupat®, okat® a hlavnŊ zimou 

zmrzl®.  
Uģ nevŊdŊlo kudy kam, kdyģ si vġimlo, 
ģe u jednoho domu je maliļko 
pootevŚen® sklepn² ok®nko. DŢm st§l 
hned u silnice (Halamovi), a protoģe 
bylo spousta snŊhu a zrovna pluh 
prot§hl cestu kolem tohoto domu, lehce 
toto mal® stvoŚen²ļko okno objevilo. 
Tak sebralo posledn² s²ly a sklouzlo se 
do sklepa.  
Tam byl ¼plnĨ r§j, teplo a spousta j²dla. 
Na tyļi u stropu visely ġtrŢļky uzen®ho 
masa, v reg§lech byly sklenice pln® 
rŢznĨch dobrot a hlavnŊ v rohu sklepa 
st§la velk§ bedna, ve kter® byly 
brambory.  
A to se tomu stvoŚen²ļku velice zal²bilo, 
a tak se rozhodlo, ģe v tomto sklepŊ uģ 
zŢstane.  
Jenģe jak® bylo pŚekvapen² pro 
obyvatele domu, kdyģ se v noci ozĨvalo 
divn® klep§n² a zablikala jim elektrick§ 
svŊtla. To by tak nevadilo, ale ve sklepŊ 
se zaļalo ztr§cet j²dlo, brambory byly 
nakous§ny.  
A tak jednou doġla majitelŢm trpŊlivost 
a na jaŚe, kdyģ se objevilo slun²ļko, se 

rozhodli, ģe sklep vystŊhuj², vymaluj² a poŚ§dnŊ vyļist², protoģe mŊli za to, ģe tam maj² myġi. 
A tak se pustili do pr§ce, vystŊhovali vġechno na zahradu, a kdyģ v rohu sklepa zŢstala jen ta jedin§ bedna na 
brambory, vykouklo nŊco podivn®ho, bylo to naġe maliļk® stvoŚen²ļko a smutnŊ koukalo ven a jen naŚ²kalo: 
Ăbarbabarbaré" A tak se pan² domu stvoŚen²ļka zģelelo, vzala ho domŢ, vykoupala, obl®kla do star®ho, ale 
ļist®ho pytle od brambor, nasadila mu pleten® ponoģky a nechali ho ve sv®m sklepŊ bydlet. 
Od t® doby mu Ś²kaj² Barnab§ġ, a ten, za dobrotu majitelŢm domu hl²d§ sklep pŚed dŊtmi, aby se jim tam nŊco 
nestalo a pŚed hlodavci.  
Po delġ² dobŊ, kdyģ se Barnab§ġ osmŊlil, vypr§vŊl jim, jak se k nim dostal.  
Narodil se lesn²m straġidlŢm z Klub§ku, jenģe pŚiġla velk§ vichŚice a on ned§val pozor, vykoukl z rodn® jeskynŊ 
ven a vichŚice ho zafoukala pŚ²mo k louģnick®mu hŚbitovu a protaģen§ cesta ho dovedla pŚ²mo k nim.  
Barnab§ġovi se ve sklepŊ tak zal²bilo, ģe uģ netouģil po lesn²m svŊtŊ a ģivotŊ v nŊm, a r§d zŢstal ve sklepŊ u 
HalamŢ.   
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BARNABAS OF THE CELLAR 
One snowy winter, in the dark of night, 
a little creature snuck into Louģnice. He 
was furry all over, googly eyed, but 
mainly freezing from the cold.  
He had no idea where to go until he 
noticed one house where a cellar 
window was slightly ajar. The house 
(the Halama residence) stood right at 
the street, and because the snow plow 
had made a path around it, the little 
creature could easily access the 
window. Gathering his last drop of 
strength, he slipped into the cellar.  
It was like paradise! There was warmth 

and plenty of food. Smoked meat hung 
from the ceiling, the shelves were laden 
with jars of delicacies, and a large crate 
of potatoes stood in the corner. The 
creature liked this very much and 
decided to stay in this cellar. 
The houseôs residents started hearing 
strange knocking sounds at night, and 
the lights blinked on and off erratically. 
All this wouldnôt have mattered so 
much if the food supplies in the cellar 
also hadnôt started to dwindle. The 
potatoes all had teeth marks! Their 
patience was at an end. 

In the spring when the sun reappeared, they decided to empty, pai nt and thoroughly clean the cellar, because 
they were convinced that mice were living there. They moved everything from the cellar to the backyard. When 
all that remained was the potato crate in the corner, a strange little creature looked out with a sad ñsniff sniff 
sniff ...ò. The lady of the house took pity on him and took the creature upstairs, bathed him, and dressed him in 
an old but clean potato sack and knitted socks. She allowed him to continue living in the cellar.  
Since that time, he has been called Barnabas, and in exchange for goodies from the household he protects the 
cellar from rodents and makes sure that nothing bad happens to the children.  
After living there some time, Barnabas felt emboldened enough to tell the house owners how he found th eir 
cellar. He was the son of forest phantoms from Klub§k Hill, but during a fierce storm he carelessly stepped 
outside the family cave and was blown by the wind to the Louģnice cemetery, from which a path led him right to 
their house. 
Barnabas was so fond of their cellar that he no longer wanted to return to the forest, so he has remained to this 
day in the cellar of the Halama house. 
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BĉLĆ BARBORA Z DOLENCE  
Ve stŊn§ch chalupy U Mor§vkŢ ļp. 10, 
ģije jiģ nŊkolik stalet² dobrĨ duch B²l® pan² 

ï Barbory Loumov®. Tato ģena byla v 
roce 1786, provd§na proti sv® vŢli za 

Jana Loumu.  

BŊhem spoleļn®ho ģivota ji velmi tr§pil, 

protoģe BarboŚin otec, z§moģnĨ sedl§k ze 

Z§sady, nevyplatil takov® vŊno, jak® sl²bil 
pŚed svatbou.  

Jej² ģivot byl trpkĨ a bolestnĨ, dŚela v 
dom§cnosti i na poli. NemŊla ani chvilku 

odpoļinku.  

Aģ jednou se sv®mu muģi vzepŚela, ale 

ten ji tak zbil, ģe se chudŊrka odplazila k 

bl²zk®mu KopaŔsk®mu potoku, aby se 
napila a umyla, jenģe jej² muģ ji zahl®dl a 

v tom potoce utopi l.  

Od t® doby se Barbora zjevuje v tomto 

staven² a kolem potoka v b²lĨch ġatech a 
s hoŚ²c² sv²ļkou.  

Jej² muģ se na vŊļnost odebral brzo po 
n², protoģe mu doġlo, co udŊlal, a tak se 

obŊsil na olġi u potoka.  

B²l§ Barbora chod² kolem a st§le str§ģ² 
cel® toto m²sto, aby se zde nikomu nic 

nestalo, a pokud objev² muģe, kterĨ 
ubliģuje sv® ģenŊ, r§znŊ zakroļ² a 

takov®ho muģe potrest§.   

Zjevuje se hlavnŊ v noci, m§ na sobŊ 

dlouhou b²lou Ś²zu, ġpiļatĨ klobouk se 

z§vojem, kterĨ za n² pŚ²padnŊ ve vŊtrn® 
noci vlaje, v obliļeji je v§ģn§, ale ne 

straġliv§.  
ř²k§ se, ģe B²l§ Barbora v² tak® o mnoha pokladech, poctiv®ho poutn²ka k nim zavede, chamtiv®ho 

krutŊ potrest§.   
NŊkdy se tak® st§v§, ģe pokud nŊjac² muģi dlouho vysed§vaj² nad alkoholem a vedou Śeļi, zjev² se B²l§ 

Barbora a vyģene je domŢ sp§t. B²l§ Barbora nikdy neubl²ģila nikomu.  

Potk§-li nŊkdo Barboru, za jej² tajemn® proch§zky a pozdrav² ji, v§ģnŊ podŊkuje, buŅ mlļky, 
pokynut²m hlavy, ļi slovem. A jej² hlas zn² jako ġevel, jako v§n² tich®ho vŊtru. A tak pokud B²lou 

Barboru potk§te, pozdravte ji a vaģte si toho, ģe jste ji potkali, je to dobrĨ duch cel®ho Dolence.  
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WHITE BARBARA FROM DOLENEC  
Within the walls of the cottage called At 

the Mor§veks (land registry No. 10), the 

benevolent spirit of a white lady has been 
living for centuries. The woman, Barbara 

Loumov§, was married off against her will 
to Jan Louma in 1786.  

During their life together, Barbara 

suffered greatly because her father, a 
wealthy farmer from Z§sada, did not pay 

the dowry tha t he had promised before 
their wedding. Her existence was bitter 

and painful. She labored in the household 
and in the field. She didnôt have a 

moment's rest. 

One day she defied her husband and he 
beat her. She dragged herself to the 

KopaŔ Creek to take a drink and wash 
herself, but her husband spotted her and 

drowned her in the creek. Since that 

time, Barbara appears in this cottage and 
around the creek in a white dress and 

with a burning candle.  
Her husband ended his life soon after he 

had killed her. He realized what he had 
done and hanged himself on an alder tree 

along the stream. White Barbara walks 

around this place and guards it to ensure 
that no one is harmed. If it appears that 

a man is mistreating his wife, she 
vigorously intervenes and punishes the 

man. 

She appears mainly at night, wearing a 
long white robe and a pointed hat with a 

veil, which floats with the breeze. Her facial expression is serious but not cross. It is said that White 
Barbara knows about many hidden treasures and will lead an honest pilgrim to them but will punish a 

greedy one sternly. 
Sometimes when men are drinking alcohol and jabbering for many hours, White Barbara will appear 

and shepherd them home to sleep. White Barbara never harms anyone. If you should meet Barbara 

on one of her clandestine walks and greet her, she will solemnly nod or offer a word of thanks. Her 
voice sounds like the rustling of a breeze. So if you meet White Barbara, greet her and feel fortunate 

that you have met her. She is a good spirit from Dolenec.  
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BOSONOĢKA  
Je to hodn§ luļn² v²la, kter§ m§ r§da dŊti, 
rad² jim nebo vysvŊtluje o bylink§ch a 

ģivotŊ na louce a dok§ģe vykouzlit na 
dŊtsk® tv§Śiļce ¼smŊv a poradit s kaģdou 

bol²stkou.  
Jednou v Louģnici bydlela mal§ holļiļka 

Frantiġka, rodiļe j² Ś²kali Fanka, bydleli 

hned pod KostŚavcem (ļp. 33), a jej² 
babiļka s dŊdeļkem mŊli domek hned na 

druh® stranŊ KostŚavce v BratŚ²kovŊ. Kdyģ 
Frantiġka slavila sedm® narozeniny, 

dostala od babiļky a dŊdeļka novĨ 

hrneļek na jahody a novĨ koġ²ļek na 
bylinky. 

Od maminky a tat²nka dostala n§dhern® 
obleļen². Jenomģe protoģe byla 

nafoukan§, ģ§dn® d§rky se ji  nel²bily.  

Mamince to bylo l²to. Ale tat²nkovi ne. 
NaŚ²dil Frantiġce, aby ġla za babiļkou a 

pŚespala u n² nŊkolik dn².  
NaŚ²dil j² to proto, ģe vŊdŊl, ģe bude muset 

pracovat, jinak nedostane naj²st. Fanka se 
samozŚejmŊ nafoukla, ale tat²nkovi to 

nevadilo.  

A pŚesnŊ v ten den se Frantiġce zjevila v²la 
Bosonoģka, ta j² Śekla, ģe se m§ zmŊnit, 

jinak s n² bude zle.  
Frantiġka to samozŚejmŊ vŢbec 

nech§pala, ale nechala to bĨt, a protoģe u 

babiļky jeġtŊ nikdy nespala, vzala si s 
sebou hodnŊ vŊc². Jakmile mŊla vŊci nachystan®, vydala se na cestu pŚes les k babiļce. Kdyģ ġla 

lesem, zd§lo se j², ģe je ļ²m d§l v²c tmavġ². Zaļala se hodnŊ b§t a zaļalo se j² tŚ§st cel® tŊlo. Kdyģ uģ 
nevidŊla ani na cestu, zaļala ut²kat jako o ģivot. Najednou o nŊco zakopla a spadla pŚ²mo vedle liġļ² 

nory. Kdyģ se zvedla, zjistila, ģe to byl jen velkĨ k§men, a zase se rozbŊhla jako o ģivot. Najednou v 
d§lce zahl®dla nŊjak® ģlut® svŊtlo. Podivila se, ale strach uģ nemŊla. Vz§pŊt² zaļala ut²kat pŚ²mo ke 

svŊtĨlku. Uģ byla skoro u nŊj. Ale najednou zjistila, ģe to je v²la a ģe tanļ² v z§Ś² mŊs²ļn²ho svitu.  

Hned jak v²lu spatŚila, hroznŊ se polekala a ut²kala zp§tky. Kdyģ se vr§tila na cestu, ohl®dla se a 
nemohla uvŊŚit vlastn²m oļ²m. V²la byla pŚed n² a sv²tila j² na cestu. Jenģe Frantiġka nevŊdŊla kudy 

kam, a tak j² v²la dovedla aģ pŚed domek babiļky a dŊdeļka a Frantiġka j² za to sl²bila, ģe bude uģ 
hodn§ a ģe se nebude nafukovat jako nŊjak§ Francka. A tak j² v²la za to sl²bila, ģe kdyģ bude m²t zase 

nŊjakĨ probl®m ļi starost, mŢģe j² napsat a dopis schovat pod schody u domu a v²la j² odpov², porad² 

anebo se sejdou a budou si spolu pov²dat. Od tŊch dob uģ Frantiġka nezlobila a stala se z n² ta 
nejmilejġ² holļiļka v cel® Louģnici.   
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THE BAREFOOT MEADOW FAIRY  
She is a good meadow fairy who loves 
children, gives them advice, and explains 
about herbs and life in the meadow. She can 
elicit a smile on a young face and knows how 
to make every little hurt a little better.  
Once there was a little girl named Francis (her 
parents called her Fanny), who lived with her 
parents in Louģnice right below KostŚavec Hill 
(land registry No. 33). Her granny and 
grandad had a little house over the hil l in 
BratŚ²kov. When Fanny turned 7, her 
grandparents gave her a new mug for wild 
strawberries and a basket for herbs. From her 
parents, she received a beautiful new outfit. 

But the little girl was spoiled and uppity, and 
none of the presents pleased her. 
Her mom felt bad about this, but her dad did 
not. He sent Fanny to stay at her grannyôs 
house for a few days. He knew that she would 
have to work for her meals there. Fanny 
pouted, but her father did not mind.  
Exactly on this day, the Barefoot Meadow Fairy 
appeared to Fanny and told her that she must 
change her behavior or things would go badly 
for her. Too bad the girl didnôt heed the fairy! 
She had never slept at her grannyôs before, so 
she packed a lot of things and made her way 
through the forest. As she walked through the 
woods, it seemed to be getting darker and 
darker. She became very frightened and her 
whole body started to shake. When she could 
no longer see in front of her nose, she began 
running for her life. She tripped on something 

and fell right next to a foxhole. As she stood up, she saw that it had only been a big rock and started running for 
dear life again. 
In the distance she saw a yellow light. It surprised her, but she was no longer afraid. She started running 
towards the light, and when she had almost reached it she realized that it was the fairy dancing in the moonlight.  
When Fanny saw the fairy, she was startled and started running in the opposite direction. When she was back on 
the path, she couldnôt believe her eyes. The fairy was there to light the way, guiding her all the way to her 
grandparentsô door.  
Fanny promised the fairy that from now on she would be good and not be so snooty. And in exchange the fairy 
promised Fanny that should she have any problems she could write to the fai ry and hide the letter under the 
steps in front of her house. The fairy said she would answer with advice or would appear to her and they could 
talk together. Since that time, Fanny never misbehaved and became the sweetest little girl in Louģnice. 
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POHĆDKA O MOTħLKOVI MARCELĉNOVI           
Na louku u koupaliġtŊ v Louģnici, 
pŚil®tl v l®tŊ p§rek kr§snĨch modrĨch 
motĨlŢ. MotĨlci se na louce mŊli 
kr§snŊ, protoģe se jednalo o 
modr§sky lesn², a ti ģij² pobl²ģ lesa, 
raġeliniġtŊ a pŚ²kopŢ, a toho zde mŊli 
dosyta. Ale co bylo hlavn², na louce 
rostla spousta jetele, a ten tihle 
motĨlci maj² r§di a ģiv² se jeho 
ġŠ§vou. 
Tak tihle motĨlci do Louģnice pŚil®tli 
z Podkrkonoġ², kde jiģ tolik jetele 
nebylo, letŊli z ValteŚic, tam je tak® 
kr§snŊ, je to mal§ vesniļka pod 

Krkonoġemi pobl²ģ Vrchlab², kam 
jezd² v zimŊ hodnŊ lyģaŚŢ z cel®ho 
Ļeska. MotĨlci letŊli a doletŊli aģ do 
Louģnice, kde se usadili a do konce 
l®ta se jim vyl²hlo nŊkolik larev ï to 

jsou mal§ motĨl² miminka. Larvy pŚeģily v mŊkk® raġelinov® hl²nŊ celou zimu a na jaŚe se z nich staly kr§sn® 
housenky, a jelikoģ zde mŊly spoustu jetele k j²dlu, housenky rostly a rostly, aģ pŚiġla jejich chv²le zakuklen². To 
se stane tak, ģe se housenka schoul² a obal² tvrdou slupkou, zavŊs² se na vŊtev a tam ļek§ a ļek§, aģ se z n² 
stane motĨl, ten potom slupku rozloupne jako oŚ²ġek, srovn§ a prot§hne si kŚid®lka a vyl²tne kr§snĨ modrĨ motĨl.  
Tak se i stalo na jaŚe na louce u koupaliġtŊ, v dobŊ, kdy dŊti pouġtŊly lampionky na vodu, a slavilo se p§len² 
ļarodŊjnic. 
Z kukly se vyl²hl kr§snĨ motĨl, kdyģ mŊl kŚid®lka sloģen§, byla modro ġed§ a poset§ ļernĨmi teļkami, ale kdyģ 
kŚid®lka rozt§hl, byla n§dhernŊ modr§ jako obloha a s prouģky jako od borŢvek. 
MotĨlek se rozhl®dl po louce a uvidŊl svoje sourozence a maminku s tat²nkem, jak l®taj² z jednoho kvŊtu na druhĨ 
a pij² lahodnou ġŠ§vu z jetele. Maminka byla r§da, ģe se jiģ vyl²hl, byl totiģ posledn² z jej²ch housenek a mŊla pro 
nŊj pŚipraven® jm®no Marcel²n. To aby vŊdŊl, ģe aģ bude slavit sv§tek 12. Ś²jna, ģe je pak ļas se zachumlat do 
list² a tr§vy a pŚipravit se k zimn²mu sp§nku. 
A tak tenhle Marcel²n si se svou celou rodinou kr§snŊ ģili na louce pln® jetele aģ do doby, kdy na louku vjely 
traktory a bagry. To proto, ģe tahle louka patŚila ke star®mu mlĨnu. MlĨn byl zch§tralĨ a dlouh§ l®ta v nŊm nikdo 
nebydlel. Aģ nyn² mlĨn koupil jeden moc bohatĨ p§n a ten chtŊl z nŊj zase udŊlat kr§snĨ a funguj²c² mlĨn s 
velkĨm vodn²m kolem. 
A jak byl Marcel²n zvŊdavĨ, co ģe to na louku vjelo, nevġiml si, ģe narazil o vŊtev a spadl na zem. Jenģe ouha, 
Marcel²n mŊl zlomen® kŚid®lko.   
NaġtŊst² vġe vidŊla jeho maminka a svolala pomoc, cel§ rodina Marcel²na vzala a odl®tli s n²m do lesa na mĨtinku, 
kde byl klid. Mezit²m jeho tat²nek dol®tl pro lesn²ho pana doktora, kterĨ byl nedaleko, byl to stŚevl²k, ten m§ 
dlouh® nohy, takģe je brzo u pacienta, a sestŚiļku mu dŊl§ beruġka. 
Oba si Marcel²na vzali do p®ļe. NejdŚ²ve ho pan doktor prohl®dl a potom mu dal na kŚid®lka obvaz a batŢģek. 
SestŚiļka beruġka mu dala kapky z lesn²ch bylin a Marcel²n tak zŢstal chr§nŊn na lesn² mĨtinŊ, dokud mu kŚid®lko 
nesrostlo, vġichni o nŊj peļovali i s maminkou a celou rodinou. 
Kdyģ kŚid®lko srostlo, vr§tili se vġichni na jejich louku u koupaliġtŊ, jenģe ouha, z louky se stalo staveniġtŊ a po 
jeteli ani pam§tky. Cel² neġŠastn² poletovali kolem a hledali, kde je jejich domov. Ale to zrovna kolem letŊla 
vļelka, mŊla to kousek od ¼lu, kterĨ je u kulat®ho borŢvļ², a povŊdŊla jim, ģe kdyģ polet² kousek na jihovĨchod, 
najdou tam velikĨ dŢm a u nŊho je zahrada pln§ kytiļek a za plotem je velik§ louka pln§ jetele. A tak se vġichni 
modr§sci vydali na cestu a opravdu za chvilku louku a zahradu naġli. Zde jim jiģ ģ§dn® nebezpeļ² nehrozilo a ģili 
zde dlouh§ l®ta. Marcel²n si na zlomen® kŚid®lko ani nevzpomnŊl, jak dobŚe mu jej pan doktor vyl®ļil.   
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THE TALE OF MARCELLO THE BUTTERFLY 
One summer, a pair of beautiful blue 
butterflies flew into the meadow next 
to the outdoor swimming pool in 
Louģnice. They loved it there, 
because they were Forest Blues, and 
these butterflies like to live near 
woods, peat bogs and ditches ð all 
of which were abundant here. Above 
all, the meadow was full of clover, 
and their nectar is the favorite food 
of these butterflies.  
The butterflies came to Louģnice 
from the foothil ls of the Giant 
(Krkonoġe) Mountains, where clover 

was in decline. They flew here from 
ValteŚice, which is a beautiful small 
village below the Giant Mountains. It 
is near the town of Vrchlab², which 
attracts skiers from all over the 

country in the winter.  
The butterflies flew and flew until they got to Louģnice, where they made their home. By the end of summer, 
they had hatched several small butterfly babies. The larvae survived the winter in the soft mossy earth, and in 
the spring they became beautiful caterpillars. 
Because there was plenty of clover to eat, the caterpillars grew and grew until it was time to build a cocoon. 
When this happens, the caterpillar wraps itself in a shell, which it attaches to a branch, then waits until itôs time 
to emerge as a butterfly. When the time is right, it cracks open the shell like a nut, stretches out its wings, and 
out flies as a beautiful blue butterfly.  
This all happened in the springtime in the meadow next to the swimming pool, just as the children were sailing 
their lanterns on the waterôs surface in celebration of Witchesô Night.  
Out of the cocoon emerged a beautiful butterfly. With folded wings it looked bluish gray with black spots, but 
with its wings spread wide it was as blue as the sky with stripes the colo r of blueberries. 
The butterfly looked around the meadow and saw his siblings and parents flying from flower to flower, sipping 
the delicious clover nectar. The mother was happy that the last of her caterpillars had emerged. She had decided 
to name it Marcelin so that when his name day rolled around on October 12, he would know it was time to 
hunker down into the grass and leaves and prepare for his winterôs sleep. 
Marcelin and his whole family lived in the meadow blooming with clover until tractors and dre dgers arrived.  
This meadow belonged to the dilapidated old mill, which had been abandoned for years. The mill had recently 
been bought by a very rich man, and the new owner wanted to revive the mill with its large water wheel. 
Marcelin was curious about what was happening in the meadow. In his preoccupation, he flew into a branch and 
hit the ground. Ouch! Poor Marcelin had a broken wing.  
Fortunately, his mom had seen everything and called for help. Marcelinôs whole family lifted him up and 
transported him to a quiet clearing in the forest. Meanwhile, his dad went to find the forest medicine man, 
Doctor Beetle, who had long legs and could get to the patient quickly. He was accompanied by Nurse Ladybug.  
They took Marcelin into their care. The doctor examined him and bandaged his wing with a splint. Nurse Ladybug 
gave him a tincture made from forest herbs. Marcelin stayed in the forest clearing until his wing had knitted itself 
back together. Everyone in the family helped his mother to care for him.  
When his wing was finally healed, the butterfly family returned to their meadow next to the swimming pool. But 
while they were in the forest the meadow had become a construction site, with nary a flower of the once 
bounteous clover! They fluttered around, searching in vain for their home. Just then a bee flew by ð the 
meadow was just a short distance from the beehives near the Round Blueberry Bog.  
The bee advised them to fly a bit to the southeast, where they would find a big house with a garden full of 
flowers and a large meadow abloom with clover. So the family of Forest Blues set off and soon found the 
meadow and garden the bee told them about. They were not in any danger here and lived happily for many 
years. And Marcelin never forgot how the good Doctor Beetle had mended his broken wing. 
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BRANDENBURK  
BŊhem tŚicetilet® v§lky, kdy naġi zem 
suģovalo vojsko a rabov§n².  
Obsadil Turnov 23 dubna 1643 velitel 
ġv®dskĨch vojsk Tortenson. 
Z Turnova vyrazili k hradu Navarov, kterĨ 16 
dnŢ obl®hali, i kdyģ se pos§dka v ļele s 
Vincencem de Lamotte hrdinnŊ br§nila, 
ġv®dsk® vojsko nakonec pevnost zdolalo a 
obsadilo. 
Vincenta uvŊznili ve vŊģi a celĨ hrad 
vyrabovali a zŚ²dili si zde pevnost. 
Zbytek vojska odt§hnul zase zp§tky do 
Turnova a cestou 2. kvŊtna 1643, staļili 
vyplenit ĢeleznĨ Brod. 

Neģ dorazili do Ģelezn®ho Brodu, tak jeden 
z voj§kŢ Georg Brandenburk seġel dolŢ 
k potoku, kde se v chladn® vodŊ osvŊģil a 
vyhŚ²val se na slun²ļku. 
Bylo to kousek pod osadou Louģnic² a v t® 
dobŊ ġla k potoku KateŚina, kter§ zde 
nam§ļela pr§dlo, aby ho mohla vyprat a na 
slun²ļku vybŊlit. 
VŢbec si voj§ka nevġimla, zato on j² ano.  
Dlouho j² pozoroval a moc se mu l²bila, mŊla 
hnŊd® hust® vlasy a hnŊd® oļi, to od nich 
moc neznal, protoģe vġechny ģeny u nŊj 
v rodinŊ byly blondĨnky. 
Nedalo mu to a KateŚinu oslovil, po letech 
sluģby ve vojsku a obl®h§n² Ļech se jiģ nauļil 
troġku ļesky. 
Dali se do Śeļi a zjistili, ģe pŚeskoļila jiskra. 
Jenģe Georg musel zp§tky ke sv®mu pluku a 
tak se rozlouļili. 
Po pŊti letech, kdy skonļila v§lka, si Georg 
usmyslel, ģe se zase vr§t² do tŊch m²st, kde 
potkal KateŚinu a pokud bude svobodn§, 
vezme si j² za ģenu a odvede j² k nim do 
Ġv®dska.  
Potok naġel, naġel i osadu Louģnici a v n² 
KateŚinu, ta byla st§le svobodn§ a jeġtŊ 
kr§snŊjġ². 
RodiļŢm KateŚiny se to nel²bilo a uģ vŢbec 
ne, ģe by odeġla nŊkam daleko, ale kdyģ 
Georg sl²bil, ģe zŢstane s n² v Louģnici, tak 
rodiļe svolili a konala se svatba. 
Z Georga se stal ļeskĨ Jirka, postavili si 
s KateŚinou chalupu na str§ni mezi 

Chaloupkou a T§borkem.  
Ģili spokojenŊ a skromnŊ. Narodili se jim dcera KateŚina a syn JiŚ² a tŊm 14. 2. 1702 dcera KateŚina a  25.3.1706 
syn V§clav. 
V dneġn² dobŊ jiģ ģ§dnĨ Brandenburk v Louģnici neģije, ani jejich chalupa zde nestoj², ale m²stu, kde st§la, se 
dodnes Ś²k§ Brandenburk. 
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BRANDENBURG 
During the Thirty Yearsô War, when our land 
was plagued by invading troops and looting, 
Turnov was occupied on 23 April 1643 by the 
Swedish army commander Tortenson. From 
Turnov, the troops headed to N§varov Castle, 
which they besieged for 16 days. Even 
though it was heroically defended by Vincent 
de Lamotte and his men, the Swedish army 
finally conquered it.  
They tossed Vincent into prison, looted the 
castle and established a fortress there. The 
rest of the troops retreated to Turnov, and 
on their way back, on 2 May 1643, they 
pillaged ĢeleznĨ Brod. 

Before they reached ĢeleznĨ Brod, one of the 
soldiers, George Brandenburg, went down to 
the creek to refresh himself in the cold water 
and then basked in the sun. 
This was just a short distance from the 
settlement of Louģnice. At that time, 
Catherine went down to the stream with her 
laundry so that she could wash it and then 
bleach it in the sun. She didnôt even notice 
the soldier ð but he sure noticed her!  
He watched her for a long time, enchanted: 
She had thick brown hair and brown eyes. 
These qualities were unfamiliar for him, 
because all the women in his family were 
blondes. He couldnôt stop himself from 
making an overture to Catherine. After years 
of military service in the Czech lands, he had 
picked up a little of the local language. They 
began to talk and realized that there was a 
spark. 
But George had to return to his regiment, 
and so they parted. After five years, when 
the war was over, George made up his mind 
to return to the place where he had met 
Catherine and vowed that if she was 
unmarried he would take her as his wife and 
bring her back to Sweden.  
He found the creek. He found Louģnice. And 
he found Catherine ï and she was even more 
beautiful than he had remembered!  
Catherineôs parents were not happy about 
this. They did not want her to be taken far 
from home. But when George promised to 

stay in Louģnice, her parents gave their consent and a wedding took place. 
George became known in Czech as Jirka, and he and Catherine built a home on the hillside between the places 
known as Cottage (Chaloupka) and Camp (T§borek), where they lived modestly and happily. They gave birth to a 
daughter, Catherine, and a son, George. And to their son George and his wife were born on 14 February 1702 a 
daughter Catherine and on 25 March 1706 a son Wenceslas. 
Today, no one from the Brandenburg clan lives in Louģnice. Although their cottage no longer exists, the place 
where it once stood is still called Brandenburg. 
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BROUĻEK JANEK 
Kdysi d§vno, kdyģ se lid® v naġ² obci ģivili 
hlavnŊ skl§Śstv²m, muselo se hotov® zboģ² 
nosit do mŊst na prodej. VŊtġinou se nosilo ve 
velk® nŢġi na z§dech, kter® se Ś²kalo ĂkrŢsnañ 
nebo na voz²ku. 
Jednou, zaļ§tkem prosince, nesla Anna 
Linkov§ zboģ² do Tanvaldu. TŊġila se, ģe tam 
vġe dobŚe prod§ a za utrģen® pen²ze nakoup² 
svĨm dŊtem, kterĨch mŊla doma osm, j²dlo a 
vlnu na ponoģky, kter® jim chtŊla upl®st, aby 
jim nebyla zima na nohy. 
V TanvaldŊ dobŚe pochodila a tak® nakoupila 
a spokojenŊ se vydala pŚes Plavy a Drģkov 
domŢ.  V DrģkovŊ na n§mŊst² ji ovġem 

pŚepadla vichŚice a zaļal padat sn²h a tak 
pŚidala do kroku a vzala to pŚes les nad 
J²lovskĨm hŚbitovem, protoģe vŊdŊla, ģe kdyģ 
pŢjde rovnŊ, pŚijde rovnou na Zadn² kopec. 
VichŚice byla st§le silnŊjġ², nŢġe na z§dech 
tŊģġ² a tŊģġ², aģ vyļerp§n²m upadla a uģ 
nemohla vst§t. 
Kdyģ uģ si myslela, ģe to je jej² posledn² 
hodinka, zaļala jeġtŊ z posledn²ch sil volat o 
pomoc. 
Kousek od Anny mŊl chaloupku ze star®ho 
paŚezu malĨ brouļek Janek, kterĨ pŚes zimu 
spal a v l®tŊ za teplĨch noc² sv²til svou malou 
lucerniļkou pocestnĨm na cestu. 
Najednou ve sp§nku slyġel slab® vol§n², 
myslel si, ģe se mu to zd§, ale nedalo mu to a 
vykoukl ze sv®ho mechov®ho pel²ġku ven. 
VidŊl Annu, jak bezvl§dnŊ leģ² na zemi, rychle 
vzal svoji lucerniļku, rozsv²til ji a vyl®tl 
opatrnŊ ven, aby ho vichŚice nesebrala. 

Zasv²til AnnŊ pŚed oļima, ta se probrala, sebrala vġechnu s²lu, co jeġtŊ mŊla a opatrnŊ ġla za brouļkem, ten ji 
dovedl aģ na kraj lesa, odkud jiģ vidŊla svoji chalupu. 
Nikdy na brouļka nezapomnŊla a byla mu vdŊļn§ za z§chranu sv®ho ģivota, vģdy pro nŊj na sv® zahr§dce u 
chalupy pŊstovala kvŊtiny, aby jiģ od brzk®ho jara mŊl sladkĨ nektar a na zimu mu d§vala skleniļku toho 
nejlepġ²ho medu.   
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FIREFLY JOHNNY  
Long ago, when the people in our village 
made their living mainly in the glass industry, 
the finished goods were brought to town to 
be sold. Most of the goods were transported 
in large back-baskets or in carts. 
Once in early December, Anna Linkov§ took 
some goods to Tanvald. She hoped that she 
would sell everything quickly so that she could 
buy food and wool for her children ï of which 
she had eight. She would use the wool to knit 
the children socks so their feet wouldnôt be 
cold.  
Indeed, she sold all the goods in Tanvald and 
bought what she needed. She returned home 

via Plavy and Drģkov. When she reached the 
village square in Drģkov, a fierce wind blew 
and it began snowing, so she stepped up her 
pace and set off through the woods above the 
cemetery in J²lov®, because she knew that if 
she walked straight she would wind up on 
Back Hill (Zadn² kopec). The winds grew 
harsher, the pannier on her back seemed 
heavier and heavier, and finally she collapsed 
from exhaustion and could not get back on 
her feet.  
Thinking her end was near, she summoned 
her last bit of strength and called for help.  
Not far from Anna was the cottage of Firefly 
Johnny. The firefly slept all winter long, and in 
the summer he lit the way for travelers with 
his tiny lantern. He was roused from his deep 
sleep by a weak cry. He thought maybe he 
was just imagining it, but soon realized it was 
real.  
He peeked out of his mossy den and saw 

Anna lying limply on the ground. He quickly took his lantern, lit it and aimed the light toward her. He flew swiftly 
out of his den, lest he be swept away by the wind. He shone the light into her eyes. She opened her eyes and 
gathered every bit of her remaining strength. She followed the firefly to the edge of the forest, from where she 
could now she her cottage. 
She never forgot how the firefly sa ved her life and always remained grateful to him. And in the garden of her 
cottage she remembered to plant flowers so that in the early spring Firefly Johnny would have sweet nectar. And 
in winter, she would leave him a jar of the sweetest honey that money  could buy. 
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KšROVCI KAREL A KAREL 
V okol² Louģnice je velk® mnoģstv² 
lesŢ. V d§vnĨch dob§ch zde bĨval 
les sloģenĨ pŚev§ģnŊ z lesŢ 
listnatĨch ļi sm²ġenĨch. Jen ļistŊ 
smrkov® lesy tady zaļaly bĨt aģ 
s pŚ²chodem skl§ŚŢ do naġeho 
kraje, kdy bylo za potŚeba velk® 
mnoģstv² dŚeva pro provoz skl§ren. 
KŢrovci zde byli odjakģiva, tito 
brouļci nejsou jen oġklivĨmi 
poģ²raļi lesa, vyskytuj² se 
pŚedevġ²m ve smrkovĨch les²ch 
starġ²ch 60 let, kter® jsou such® ļi 
poġkozen® zlomy a houbovĨmi 

onemocnŊn²mi. IntenzivnŊ os²dluj² 
ļerstvŊ poraģen® neodvezen®, 
neodkornŊn® nebo neoġetŚen® 
dŚ²v². 
KŢrovec m§ v lesn²m ekosyst®mu 
vĨznamnou funkci. PatŚ² ke 
druhŢm, kter® zajiġŠuj² omlazen² 
lesa a jeho dobrĨ zdravotn² stav, 
protoģe mimo obdob² kalamit 
napad§ jen star®, slab® a nemocn® 
stromy. 
A tak i u n§s v lese m§me dva 
kŢrovce, oba se jmenuj² Karel a 
Karel jsou velkĨmi kamar§dy a 
maj² na starost vġechny lesy 
v okol² naġ² obce. 
Hl²daj², kde jsou nemocn® stromy 
a jelikoģ ļlovŊk to na prvn² pohled 
hned nepozn§, tak Karel s Karlem, 
kdyģ takovĨ strom najdou, Śeknou 
svĨm dalġ²m kamar§dŢm a Ti se 
nastŊhuj² do nemocnĨch stromŢ a 

lesn²ci pak poznaj², ģe je na ļase strom pok§cet. 
Jednou obl®t§vali svŢj rajon a v lese na Zadn²m kopci zjistili, ģe jsou nemocn® smrky, jak pŚel®t§vali sem a tam a 
zjiġŠovali stav stromŢ, tak si nevġimli, ģe je pozoruje sojka a dŊl§ si na nŊ z§lusk. 
NaġtŊst² vġe vidŊl ze sv®ho paŚezu brouļek Janek, kterĨ odpoļ²val po letn² noci, kdy l²tal se svoj² lucerniļkou a 
rychle na nŊ zavolal: Ăkamar§di, pozor sojka!ñ. Karel a Karel se lekli a rychle se zavrtali do jednoho stromu a tak 
sojka odletŊla s nepoŚ²zenou. 
Karel a Karel Jankovi velice dŊkovali a stali se z nich velc² kamar§di. 
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THE BARK BEETLES CHARLES AND CHARLES 
In the countryside around 
Louģnice there are many forests. 
In the past, these forests were 
composed mainly of deciduous 
trees or they were mixed woods. 
Purely pine forests didnôt start 
appearing here until after the 
arrival of glassmakers, when a 
large amount of timber was 
needed to operate the glassworks. 
Bark beetles have lived here since 
time immemorial. These bugs are 
not just ugly devourers of the 
forest. They are found mainly in 

pine forests older than 60 years, 
especially ones that are dry and 
damaged by broken trees and 
fungal disease. The beetles heavily 
colonize freshly cut trees that have 
not had their bark removed or the 
wood treated.  
Bark beetles have an important 
role in the forest ecosystem. They 
are among the insects that help 
rejuvenate the forest  and ensure 
good overall health, because apart 
from times of calamity, they attack 
only old, weak or diseased trees.  
In our forests there live two bark 
beetles, both named Charles, and 
they are the best of friends. They 
take care of all the forests 
surrounding our village. They look 
to see which trees are sick, and if 
humans donôt recognize this right 
away, then Charles and Charles 
tell all their bark beetle friends, 

who rush to the diseased trees. This lets the foresters know that itôs time to cut down that tree.  
Once, they were relaxing in their realm and in the woods on Back Hill (Zadn² kopec) they noticed some sick 
spruce trees. As they were flying around to check the condition of other trees, they didnôt notice that there were 
being watched by a jaybird, which was planning to eat them up.  
Fortunately, Firefly Johnny saw everything from the tree stump where he rested after flying with his lantern on 
summer nights. He quickly called to them: ñWatch out for the jaybird, my friends!ò Charles and Charles were 
startled and quickly burrowed into a tree, so the jay flew away without his meal. Charles and Charles were very 
grateful to Firefly Johnny, and they all became great friends.  
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LACIĆĠEK Z LACINKY  
Na cestŊ, kter§ vede od Chaloupky nahoru k Halamovem 
se Ś²k§ Lacinka. Na t®to cestŊ, v mezi, m§ domeļek malĨ 
skŚ²tek Laci§ġek. 
Ģije zde jiģ nŊkolik stalet² a Louģnici zn§ dokonale, je to 
skŚ²tek dobrotivĨ a pŚ§telskĨ a star§ se o to, aby 
v Louģnici bylo vġe v poŚ§dku. 
Jednou, kdyģ Louģnic², pod®l potoka, t§hlo ġv®dsk® 
vojsko, tak jim z  vozu vypadla dŊlov§ koule, nikdo si toho 
nevġiml, jen Laci§ġek, kterĨ vġe nen§padnŊ pozoroval 
z meze. Kdyģ vojsko pŚeġlo, rychle ut²kal ke kouli, moc se 
mu l²bila, jenģe byla velik§ a moc tŊģk§. Zavolal tedy svoji 
kamar§dku ļarodŊjnici Mastikulu Klobouļkovou. Ta mŊla 
Laci§ġka r§da, a tak mu kouli zmenġila, aby j² vģdy naġel a 
celou mu j² pozlatila. Laci§ġek byl nadġenĨ, ale musel 

Mastikule sl²bit, ģe s n² nebude vyv§dŊt ģ§dnou neplechu. 
Dlouho to vydrģel, ale kdyģ mu byla dlouh§ chv²le, hr§l si 
s koul² a ta mu vypadla z ruky a kut§lela se Lacinkou aģ 
skonļila u Chaloupky v pŚ²kopu. Laci§ġkovi se to moc l²bilo 
a tak zavolal svoje kamar§dy Barnab§ġe a TraktŢrk§Ś²ļka 
a pouġtŊli si kouli spoleļnŊ. Jenģe nŊkolikr§t se stalo, ģe 
to koule u Duch§ļkŢ nevybrala a vl²tla rovnou 
Duch§ļkovĨm do okna, to byl mal®r! Kdyby se to 
Mastikula dozvŊdŊla, ģe by mu kouli sebrala. Tak 
TraktŢrk§Ś²ļka napadlo, ģe by mohli nen§padnŊ okno 
vysadit a don®st panu Lancovi do d²lny, aby jim ho zasklil.  
Pan Lanc jim okno zasklil a jeġtŊ od nŊj dostali sladk® 
nug§tky. To se skŚ²tkŢm moc l²bilo a tak koul² kolej² d§l. 
Kdyģ uslyġ²te nŊjakĨ rachot, tak to nen² bouŚka, ale 
skŚ²tkov® koul² svoji kouli na Lacince a jsou ļastĨmi hosty 
u pana Lance. Ale aby to zaskl²v§n² oken nemŊli zadarmo, 
tak musej² pom§hat u LancŢ na zahradŊ. SkŚ²tkov® to jsou 
hodn², ale nŊkdy pŊkn² neposedov®.    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
 

 



54 
 

LACEAS FROM LACINKA  
The path that leads up from the place called Cottage to 
the Halama house is called Lacinka. On the edge of this 
path is the where the little elf Laceas makes his home.  
He has lived here for centuries, and he knows Louģnice 
like the back of his hand. He's a good, friendly elf and 
works to ensure that all is well in Louģnice. 
Once, when Swedish troops were passing through 
Louģnice along the creek, a cannonball fell out of their 
cart. No one noticed ð except for Laceas, who was 
quietly observing them from the edge of the path. When 
the troops had left, he quickly ran to the cannonb all. He 
liked it very much, but it was so big and heavy.  
So he called his friend Masticula the Hatted Witch. She 
loved Laceas, so she cast a spell to make the cannonball 

smaller and ð so he could always find it ð she made it 
gilded. Laceas was delighted, but he had to promise 
Masticula that he wouldnôt make any mischief. 
For a long time he kept his word, but one day when he 
had a lot of time on his hands and was playing with the 
golden cannonball, it fell from his hands, rolled down 
Lacinka towards the Cottage and ended up in the ditch.  
Laceas was rather amused by this, so he summoned his 
friends Barnabas and the Tractor Elf, and they all had fun 
rolling the cannonball. But several times the ball did not 
stop at the Duch§ļek house but flew straight into the 
window.  
That was a problem! If Masticula found out, she would 
surely take the cannonball away. The Tractor Elf had a 
brainstorm. He thought they could inconspicuously 
unmount the window and take it to Mr. Lancôs workshop 
to have new glass put in.  
Mr. Lanc glazed the window and even gave them a sweet 
treat. The elves quite liked how the situation worked out, 
so they continued to roll the cannonball for fun. 
Sometimes when you hear a rumble, itôs not a storm 
brewing but the elves bowling the golden cann onball 
down Lacinka. They are frequent visitors to Mr. Lancôs 
workshop. But his work is not for free, so they must help 
in their garden. They really are good little elves, but 
sometimes they are quite a handful!  
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BABETA ĻIRšVKOVĆ 
ĻarodŊjnice Babeta je vesel§ kopa. 
Moc neļaruje, pamatuje si jen p§r 
kouzel a hlavnŊ ty co se tĨkaj² hub. 
Tak® je to velk§ kamar§dka se 
straġidlem z Liġkova h§je. 
M§ sv®ho vŊrn®ho pt§ka Kos§ka, 
kterĨ l®t§ nad lesem a sleduje co se 
kde dŊje. 
NejradŊji ze vġeho m§ r§da houby 
ļirŢvky, je jich spousta druhŢ a u 
n§s jich roste hodnŊ, nejobl²benŊjġ² 
je ļirŢvka Havelka, kter® se 
v Louģnici Ś²k§ Kaļenka. To si 
Babeta z nich uvaŚ² pol²vku a ta je 

n§ramn§! Von² po cel®m okol² a tak 
vġichni vŊd², ģe Kaļenky uģ rostou a 
je ļas na nŊ vyrazit, ale sbŊr 
Kaļenek nen² jen tak, ony totiģ 
rostou pod zem² a tak se mus² 
hledat mal® kupiļky, ve kterĨch se 
Kaļenky schov§vaj². 
A to je obl²ben§ z§bava Babety, 
vyġle sv®ho pt§ka Kos§ka ten, kdyģ 
vid² houbaŚe, jak hled§ ty kupiļky a 
kouk§ jen do zemŊ a m§ koġ²k plnĨ 
Kaļenek, rychle to BabetŊ ozn§m² a 
ta se promŊn² v oġklivou vr§sļitou 
babici a na houbaŚe vyskoļ², ten se 
lekne, zahod² koġ²k a ut²k§ z lesa 
pryļ. Babeta si houby vezme, koġ²k 
donese, tajnŊ, pŚed vĨlohou u 
kr§mu, aby ji nŊkdo neŚekl, ģe je 
zlodŊjka a z hub vaŚ² svoji 
obl²benou pol²vku.  
 
A chcete vŊdŊt, jak Babeta tu 
pol²vku vaŚ²? 
V kotl²ku nad ohnŊm si na m§sle 
osmahne cibulku, do n² d§ 
nakr§jen® houby ļirŢvky Havelky ï 

Kaļenky, pŚid§ km²n a vġe spoleļnŊ osmaģ². Pak k houb§m pŚid§ sŢl, aby pustily vodu, a vġe podus², potom 
podlije jeġtŊ vodou a pŚid§ ml®ko, ve kter®m si rozm²chala dvŊ lģ²ce mouky, kdyģ se j² poġtŊst² a seģene sladkou 
smetanu tak j² k tomu tak® pŚid§, nakonec vm²ch§ usmaģen§ vaj²ļka, pro kter® si chod² do vsi a mŊn² je za 
bylinky. 
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SOOTY-HEAD BABETTE 
Sooty-Head Babette is a good-
natured witch of about three -score 
years. She doesnôt make much 
magic anymore and remembers 
only a few spells, mainly ones 
relating to mushrooms. She is a 
great friend of Phantom from Fox 
Grove. She has a faithful pet 
blackbird, who flies over the forest 
to keep an eye on what is 
happening there. What she loves 
best of all are mushrooms of the 
Tricholoma family. 
Tricholoma is a large genus with 

lots of different s pecies, and they 
grow plentifully around here. The 
most popular one is Tricholoma 
Havelka, which in Louģnice is called 
a ñducklingò (kaļenka). From these 
mushrooms Babette cooks herself a 
delicious soup. Its aroma wafts 
through the hills and valleys for 
miles around, and thatôs how 
everyone knows that these 
mushrooms are growing and itôs 
time to go to the forest to hunt for 
ñducklingsò. But it isnôt so easy. 
They grow underground, so you 
must look for small heaps where 
they are hiding.  
Finding ñducklingsò is a favorite 
pastime of Sooty-Head Babette. 
She sends her blackbird to the 
forest on reconnaissance missions, 
and when the bird sees a 
mushroom-hunter poking at small 
heaps on the ground and with a full 
basket, the blackbird flies quickly to 
inform Babette. She transforms 
herself into a wrinkly old hag and 

pounces upon the mushroom-hunter, frightening them enough that they run out of the woods without their 
basket. She takes the mushrooms, secretly leaves the basket under the window of the general store (so that 
nobody thinks she is a thief), then cooks up her favorite soup.  
And how does she make it? She puts her cauldron over the fire and browns some chopped onions and sliced 
Tricholoma mushrooms in butter, adding a little caraway and salt to the mix. She  then adds water and milk with 
two tablespoons of flour. When she is lucky enough to have sweet cream on hand, she adds that, too. Finally, 
she stirs in some fried egg (she gets eggs from villagers in exchange for her herbs).  
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LYĢAř VAVřINEC 
VavŚinec je m²rn® a klidn® straġidlo. JeġtŊ za 
ģivota to byl takovĨ tichĨ chlap²k, s nikĨm 
nemluvil, jen ļetl kn²ģky, ale co mŊl r§d, bylo 
lyģov§n². Kdyģ hrabŊ Harrach v roce 1892 pŚivezl 
prvn² lyģe a ty se staly velkĨm hitem u n§s na 
hor§ch, musel si je vyzkouġet a koupit i VavŚinec. 
Jenģe jak byl nesmŊlĨ, tak se b§l, aby se mu 
ostatn² nesm§li a chodil lyģovat tajnŊ. Ġlo mu to 
n§ramnŊ, kdyby chtŊl, mohl by i z§vodit, ale moc 
se stydŊl. 
StydŊl se tak, ģe si ani ģenu nenaġel a jak umŚel, 
nikdo nev². Najednou ¼plnŊ zmizel. 
Aģ po l®tech se vģdy zaļal zjevovat tajemnĨ lyģaŚ, 
v lyģaŚsk®m obleļen² a s lyģemi na ramenou, jak 

si to ġtr§duje nahoru na Zadn² kopec, kde je 
louka ĂĻtvereļekñ, tam je st²n mezi lesy a tak i 
sn²h zde dlouho zŢst§v§. 
O VavŚincovi se zaļalo po vesnici vypr§vŊt, ale 
bylo to velmi tajemn®. 
KaģdĨ si nŊco pŚidal, aģ zaļala vznikat legenda. 
To ale nedalo mlad®mu Emilovi Linkovi a ten se 
rozhodl, ģe toho lyģaŚe vystopuje a zjist² co a jak. 
Veļer, v zimŊ, kdyģ uģ byla tma, coģ bylo brzo, se 
vydal Emil na cestu nad dŢm, kde bydleli, a 
pozoroval, jestli neuvid², tajemn®ho lyģaŚe. 
Dlouho neļekal. VavŚinec se n§hle zjevil i se 
svĨmi lyģemi a rychlĨm krokem se vydal nahoru 
na Zadn² kopec. Tam si VavŚinec nazul lyģe a 
zaļal bŊhat. Emil se odv§ģil a kouk§, ģe po 
VavŚincovi nezŢst§v§ ģ§dn§ stopa. 
Tak vydrģel skoro celou noc na nŊj koukat, kdyģ 
VavŚinec dobŊhal a zaļal si sund§vat lyģe, Emil se 
osmŊlil a promluvil na nŊj. Ten se lekl a chtŊl 
zmizet, ale Emil na nŊj promluvil vl²dnŊ, ģe mu 
nechce ubl²ģit, ģe m§ lyģov§n² tak® r§d a ģe 
mŢģou lyģovat spolu, kdyby chtŊl. VavŚince to 
potŊġilo, nikdy ģ§dn®ho kamar§da nemŊl, a tak 
spolu bŊhali kaģdou noc. Emil mŊl tr®nink a tak 
vyhr§val vġechny z§vody v okol², kaģdĨ se ho 
ptal, jak to dŊl§, ale nikomu nic neŚekl, jen svĨm 
kamar§dŢm Mirkovi a Pavlovi. Vzal je sebou, aby 
mohli VavŚince poznat. VavŚinec se nezlobil a byl 
r§d, ģe m§ dalġ² kamar§dy, co za ģivota nikdy 
nemŊl.  

Kdyģ se bl²ģilo jaro, klukŢm to nedalo a zeptali se VavŚince, jestli by jej mohli vysvobodit a tak jim VavŚinec Śekl, 
ģe mŢģou, kdyģ pro nŊj uspoŚ§daj² z§vody. 
Kluci hned vŊdŊli jak na to a pozvali svoje t§ty, kteŚ² tak® r§di bŊhali na bŊģk§ch a spoleļnŊ pro VavŚince jeden 
bŚeznovĨ veļer uspoŚ§dali z§vody. 
VavŚinec je vyhr§l, a kdyģ rozd§vali medaile tak zaļal mizet a vġem moc dŊkoval za vysvobozen². 
Od t® doby tito kamar§di poŚ§dali kaģdoroļnŊ z§vody na bŊģk§ch v Louģnici a dokonce zde tr®novali svoje a 
ostatn² dŊti. 
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LAWRENCE THE SKIIER  
Lawrence is a quiet, mild-mannered ghost. Even 
during his life he was very reserved, speaking 
with almost nobody and reading lots of books. 
What he did like was skiing. When Count Harrach 
brought the first skis to the region in 1892, they 
became a big hit with folks living in the 
mountains. Even Lawrence had to try them out 
and buy them. 
Because he was shy, he was afraid that others 
would laugh at him, so he went to ski on the sly.  
He was a natural. If he had wanted to, he could 
have become a racer, but he was timid. So timid 
that he never found a wife,  and nobody knows 
how he died. He just disappeared one day.  

Years later, a mysterious skier started appearing, 
dressed in ski clothes and carrying skis on his 
shoulders as he nimbly climbed Back Hill to Little 
Square Meadow ð a shaded field between 
expanses of forest, where snow remains for a 
long time.  
Word of Lawrence began to circulate through the 
village, everyone adding a little embellishment, 
and he became a legend.  
This didnôt put off young Emil Linka, who decided 
to track down the mysterious skier and find out 
his story.  
One evening when it was already dark, which is 
quite early in the winter, Emil set off on the trail 
above his family house and waited for the 
mysterious skier to appear. He didnôt have to wait 
long. 
Lawrence suddenly materialized with his skis on 
his shoulders and briskly strode up Back Hill. 
There, he strapped on his skis and began gliding 
through the meadow. Emil ventured after him 
and saw that the skier left no trails in his wake. 
He watched him for most of the evening, and 
when Lawrence had finished and was taking off 
his skis, Emil worked up the courage to talk to 
him.  
The skier was startled and looked as if he wanted 
to disappear, but Emil gently told him that he 
meant him no harm and said that he also liked 
skiing and perhaps they could go skiing together. 
Lawrence was delighted. He had never had a 

friend when he was alive. They started cross-country skiing together every night.  
This was good training for Emil, and he won all the races in the area. Everyone asked how he did it, but he told 
nobody except his friends Mirek and Paul. He took these friends to meet Lawrence, who did not mind. He was 
glad to make two more new friends.  
When spring was approaching, the boys asked Lawrence if he would like them to free him from his ghostly 
fetters. Lawrence told them that they could do this if they arranged a race for him. The guys knew just what to 
do: They invited their dads, who also loved cross-country skiing, to race with Lawrence. One March evening, the 
race was on ð and Lawrence won. As the medals were being handed out, Lawrence began to disappear. He 
thanked everyone for setting him free.  
Since then, these friends have organized annual cross-country races in Louģnice, and they have trained their own 
offspring and other peopleôs children to ski. 
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SKLEPNĉĻEK LOUĢNICKħ 
Sklepn²ļek LouģnickĨ je skŚ²tek neposednĨ a m§ 
r§d ovoce v jak®mkoliv stavu. 
Um² se dostat do kaģd®ho sklepa v Louģnici a 
kontroluje, kde co kdo uskladŔuje a zda se to 
nekaz². Kdyģ vid² nŊjakĨ kompot, kterĨ by mohl 
se zkazit, rychle si ho sebere a sn². 
Co m§ ovġem nejradŊji, kdyģ si z takovĨch 
ovocnĨch z§sob mŢģe vyp§lit svoji koŚaliļka, 
kterou pop²j² pŚi dlouhĨch zimn²ch veļerech. 
Bydl² ve sklepŊ v mezi pod HoŚen² vilou. 
Nejv²c ze vġeho ovoce miluje tŚeġnŊ a ty kdyģ se 
urod², tak bŊh§ od stromu ke stromu a l§duje se 
jen tŚeġnŊmi. Proto je pak celĨ do rŢģova a m§ i 
ļervenĨ nos. Ten m§ ļervenĨ i bŊhem zimy, po 

t® sv® koŚaliļce. 
Jednou, kdyģ tŚeġnŊ nezmrzly a byla velk§ 
¼roda, bŊhal po okoln²ch zahrad§ch a trhal 
tŚeġnŊ, kter® si rovnou l§doval do pusy. Byl tak 
ġŠastnĨ, ģe si ani nevġiml, ģe nad n²m l®t§ velkĨ 
pt§k, bylo to k§nŊ, kter® si myslelo, ģe vid² nŊjak 
divnŊ zbarvenou myġ.  
Sklepn²ļek ned§val pozor a uģ se vzn§ġel nad 
Louģnic² v dr§pech k§nŊte, byla to samiļka 
k§nŊte lesn²ho, kter§ mŊla ļerstvŊ vyl²hnut§ 
pt§ļ§tka ve sv®m hn²zdŊ. Tak si ho odnesla do 
hn²zda nad hŚbitov. Kdyģ Sklepn²ļka uvidŊla 
v hn²zdŊ, vydŊsila se, co to pŚinesla, tohle nen² 
pŚeci ģ§dn§ myġ! 
Sklepn²ļek se j² sluġnŊ pŚedstavil a poprosil, 
jestli by ho zase mohla don®st dolŢ do vsi, kde 
bydl² ve sklepŊ, ģe j² za to bude nech§vat myġi, 
kter® v louģnickĨch sklepech ulov². K§nŊtice 
souhlasila a Sklepn²ļka donesla domŢ. Ten 
pokraļoval ve sv®m hodov§n² a bŊhem cel®ho 
roku chytal k§ŔatŢm myġi v louģnickĨch 

sklepech, tedy kdyģ zrovna nejedl nŊjakĨ kompot nebo nepop²jel svoji koŚaliļku.    
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THE LOUĢNICE CELLAR ELF 
The cellar elf of Louģnice is a restless creature 
who likes fruit in any form. He knows how to 
slip into any cellar in Louģnice, and he scouts 
out who is storing what where and makes sure 
itôs not spoiling. When he notices a compote 
that looks ready to go off, he quickly gobbles it 
up. What he likes best of all, of course, is when 
he can make use of these fruit supplies to distill 
his beloved hooch, which he sips on long winter 
evenings in his dwelling down in the cellar 
below the HoŚen² villa. 
The fruit he loves best of all is cherr ies, and 
when they are in season he runs from tree to 
tree, stuffing himself with nothing but cherries. 

Thatôs why he is pink and even has a red nose. 
His nose also is red in the winter ð thanks to 
that hooch of his.  
Once, when the cherries didnôt freeze on the 
trees and there was a big harvest, he ran 
around to the nearby gardens picking cherries, 
which he popped into his mouth as fast as he 
could pick them. He was so happy that he didnôt 
even notice the big bird circling overhead. It 
was a buzzard, and the big raptor thought that 
he was some oddly colored mouse.  
The elf had not been alert, and he soon found 
himself flying above Louģnice in the claws of a 
buzzard. It was a female forest buzzard, who 
had freshly hatched chicks in her nest. She 
carried him off to her nest above the cemetery. 
When she saw the elf in her nest, she was 
aghast. This was no mouse! He politely 
introduced himself and asked if she would be so 
kind as to bring him back to the village. In 
exchange, he would leave for her all the mice h e 

bagged in the Louģnice cellars. Mrs. Buzzard agreed and carried the Cellar Elf home. The elf carried on with his 
fruit feasting, but all year long he would catch cellar mice for the buzzard ð whenever he wasnôt gorging on 
compote or drinking his fruit di stillate.  
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MASTIKULA KLOBOUĻKOVĆ 
Mastikula je klasick§ norm§ln² 
ļarodŊjnice. Um² ļarovat s hŢlkou, 
m§ ļarovnou knihu sklenŊnou 
kouzelnou kouli, l®t§ na kouzeln®m 
koġtŊti a hlavnŊ velk®ho pomocn²ka 
ļern®ho kocoura Leopolda. 
Mastikula bydl² v Louģnici od jakģiva, 
nikdo si nepamatuje, kdy a jak pŚiġla. 
Bydl² na Velk®m vrġku, kde v korunŊ 
velk®ho jasanu m§ chalupu. 
Je to ļarodŊjnice hodn§, kamar§d² 
s koŚen§Śkou Eul§ni² a ta kdyģ 
potŚebuje pro bylinky do hor, nebo 
pro nejlepġ² bezov® kvŊty, kter® jsou 

vysoko, tak Mastikula ji naloģ² na 
svoje koġtŊ a dolet², kam potŚebuje.  
M§ vġak jednu velkou z§libu a tou 
jsou klobouky. 
Sama nos² jen jeden klobouk, nikdy 
ho nesund§v§, je totiģ ļarovnĨ, ale 
pro svoje potŊġen² vyr§b² klobouky, 
kter® se pak prod§vaj² ve 
vyhl§ġenĨch salonech v Praze. 
Dokonce se Ś²k§, ģe kdysi ġila 
klobouky i pro pan² Podolskou, u 
kter® ġily ġaty vġechny slavn® 
hereļky prvn² republiky. 
Mastikula do svĨch kloboukŢ vġ²v§ i 
kouzeln® bylinky nebo je zaļarov§v§. 

Jednou si u n² objednala klobouk pan² RŢģena, chtŊla nŊjakĨ pŊknĨ, aby byl i se z§vojem, protoģe byla 
s manģelem pozv§na velkou slavnost na Francouzsk® velvyslanectv² a tak chtŊla, aby byla kr§sn§. 
Mastikula byla potŊġen§ a hned mŊla pŚipraveno nŊkolik n§vrhŢ, aby se vyt§hla, protoģe francouzsky jsou 
vyhl§ġen® m·dou a skvŊlĨm stylem, tak aby vytvoŚila nŊco extra speci§ln²ho. Jedin® co pan² RŢģenu velmi tr§pilo, 
bylo, ģe sice mluv² dobŚe nŊmecky a anglicky, tak francouzsky mluv² jen jej² manģel a ona m§ strach, ģe si tam 
s nikĨm nepopov²d§.  
To bylo ale nŊco pro Mastikulu! Hned vŊdŊla, jakĨ kouzlo klobouku dod§. 
Pan² RŢģena si za tĨden pro klobouk pŚiġla, byl kr§snĨ drobnĨ, ļervenĨ s velikou rŢģ² z l§tky a drobnĨm 
z§voj²ļkem pŚes oļi. 
Co pan² RŢģenŊ Mastikula neŚekla, ģe kdyģ si klobouk nasad², bude umŊt mluvit francouzsky, na to zapomnŊla, 
protoģe byla spokojen§ s t²m, ģe pan² RŢģenŊ se klobouk moc l²b² a bude j² skvŊle sedŊt k jej²m novĨm ġatŢm. 
Jak® bylo jej² pŚekvapen², kdyģ si klobouk nasadila a najednou dok§zala mluvit ve francouzġtinŊ a vġem rozumŊla. 
Recepci si n§ramnŊ uģila, jej² manģel tam udŊlal skvŊl® obchody a spokojen² se vraceli domŢ do Louģnice. Za tak 
b§jeļnĨ klobouk pan² RŢģena jeġtŊ Mastikule podŊkovala a kdyģ jela s manģelem a samozŚejmŊ i s kloboukem na 
dovolenou do Francie, tak na Mastikulu nezapomnŊla a pŚivezla j² kr§sn® l§tky a doplŔky na ġit² kloboukŢ. 
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MASTICULA THE BEHATTED WITCH  
Masticula is a classic witch. She can 
work magic with a wand, she has a 
book of magic spells, gazes into a 
crystal ball, flies on a broomstick, and 
has a black tomcat named Leopold as 
a helpmate. Masticula has lived in 
Louģnice for ages, and no one 
remembers when or how she came 
to our village. She lives on the Great 
Knoll, where she has a cottage in the 
crown of a big ash tree.  
She's a benevolent witch and is close 
friends with the herbalist Granny 
Good-Root Eulania. Whenever 

Eulania needs herbs from the 
mountains or the choicest 
elderflowers from the tree tops, 
Masticula invites her to jump on her 
broom and takes her where she 
needs to go. 
Masticula has one great passion, and 
that is hats. She herself wears only 
one hat, which she never takes off 
because it is magic. But she delights 
in making hats, which are then sold 
by the best milliners in Prague. It is 
said that she once made hats for the 
dressmaking shop of Mrs. Podolsk§, 

where gowns were sewn for all the famous actresses of the prewar First Republic. 
Masticula incorporates magical herbs into her hats or makes them enchanted. 
One day a lady named Rose came to order a hat from her. She wanted a nice one with a veil, because she and 
her husband had been invited to a big party at the Fr ench Embassy and she wanted to look beautiful for the 
occasion. 
Masticula was delighted and immediately prepared several designs for her to choose from. Because the French 
are famous for their great sense of style, she wanted to create something extra spec ial. The only thing that 
worried Rose was that she couldnôt speak French. Even though she spoke good German and English, only her 
husband spoke French. She was afraid that she wouldnôt be able to communicate with anyone. 
Masticula Immediately knew what magic to add to the hat.  
Rose came back a week later for the hat. It was a beautiful small red hat with a big fabric rose and a small veil 
over the eyes. What Masticula forgot to tell Rose was that whenever she put the hat upon her head she would be 
able to speak French. Her joy that Rose liked the hat so well and that matched her new dress made the witch 
forget to mention this important detail.  
How surprised Rose was when she put on that hat and suddenly could speak fluent French was understood with 
everyone. She enjoyed the reception at the embassy enormously. Her husband made some good business deals 
there, and they returned home to Louģnice very satisfied.  
Rose thanked Masticula for such a wonderful hat, and when she and her husband went on vacation to France, of 
course wearing her enchanted hat, she didnôt forget about Masticula and brought her back beautiful fabrics and 
accessories for making new hats. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 


