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Vo vytvarnej sutazi Indické bajky o¢ami slovenskych deti ide o zmysluplné travenie volného ¢asu alebo
vyuZitie témy na skoldch, ako aj o obohatenie deti o umelecké zaZitky a radost z tvorivosti. Deti spoznaju
kultiru Indie, jej pestrofarebnost, prirodu. Stavaju sa z nich citlivejSie osobnosti k jej obyvatelom.
Odporucame spolocne si precitat pribeh, porozpravat sa o nom, o mudrostiach ukrytych v pribehoch a
potom sa uzZ len pustit do kreslenia. Projekt je mozné realizovat v Skolach, centrach pre deti a rodiny, v
zakladnych umeleckych Skoldch. Z kresieb sa urobi vystava a najkrajSie kresby odmeni indické
velvyslanectvo. Projekt bude ukonceny vydanim malej publikdcie s pribehmi a najkrajSimi kresbami. Verime,
Ze aj prostrednictvom indickych bdjok a pribehov zo Zivota indickych velikanov lepSie spoznate daleku
krajinu Indiu, ktora dala celému svetu napr. nulu, alebo Sach.

Propozicie celoslovenskej vytvarnej sutaze Indické bajky ocami slovenskych deti pod
zastitou Indického velvyslanectva v Bratislave.

Vyhlasovatel sutaze: Obcianske zdruzenie
Spoloénost slovensko-indického priatelstva, Jakubovany 211, 032 04 Liptovsky Ondrej
slovindia@slovindia.sk, 0908 481 898, www.slovindia.sk

Autor PhDr. Anna Galovicova
projektLIJ: PhDr. Anna Galovi¢ova
Odborni MgrArt. Frantisek Chudoba
garanti:

Ciel sutaze: Rozsirit si poznatky o indickej kulture, o Zivote a spbsobe myslenia jej obyvatelov, dejinach a
tradiciach zameranych na ochranu Zivota, délezitost vzajomnej pomoci a na to, Ze sa nam dobré skutky v
buducnosti vratia. A tieZ preco je dobré pocuvat mudrych a dobrych [udi.


mailto:slovindia@slovindia.sk
http://www.slovindia.sk/

Téma:

Indické bajky.

Terminy:

Vyhlasenie sutaze — 1. marec 2026

Uzdavierka sutaze —12. jun 2026

Vyhlasenie vitazov — 18. jun 2026

Odovzdavanie cien — september 2026 (zaciatok oktdbra), po dohode s Ucastnikmi spolo¢ne vyberieme
terminy)

Miesto: Liptovsky Mikulds a Bratislava
(MozZnost vyberu podla bydliska uc¢astnikov ako minuly rok.)

Podmienky sutaze:

Do vytvarnej sutaze budu zaradené vytvarné diela vo formate A3. Kazdé musi byt Citatelne oznacené podla
Gdajov na prihlaske na zadnej strane (prosime prilepit).

Odporuca sa malba, kresba, grafika, kombinované techniky. (Odporic¢ame nepouzivat ozdoby ako su:
gulicky, glitre atd’., nakolko sa odlepuju uz pocas dorucenia postou a vytvarné diela su tym padom
znehodnotené a nepouzitelné.)

Z vytvarnych prac bude zrealizovana vystava v Liptovskom Mikulasi/Bratislave za Ucasti autorov a
autoriek kresieb a indického velvyslanectva. Autori/-ky ocenenych vytvarnych prac budd odmeneni
vecnymi cenami a diplomom. Vytvarné prace budu pouzité v zaverecnej publikacii.

Prihlasené vytvarné prace sa stavaju majetkom organizatora a budud sliZit na kultdrno-vzdelavacie,
publikaéné a vystavné ucely.

Vekové kategorie: 3 -6 rokov; 7— 11 rokov, 12 - 15 rokov

Kritéria sutaze: Zakladnym kritériom hodnotenia vytvarnych prac je ich originalita a umelecka kvalita. Pri
vybere prac sa hodnoti najma vytvarné estetické spracovanie ndmetu a pristup k téme.

Pre ZUS-ky bude vytvorend samostatnd kategodria. A taktie? vekovo odstupriovand.

Vysledky sutaze:

Vysledky sutaze budu zverejnené na:

webovej stranke www.slovindia.sk, a Facebooku: Slov India, dia 18. juna 2026.

Informacia o vysledkoch bude autorom sutaznych prac doru¢ena emailom (prip. sms spravou.)

Kontaktnd a posStova adresa: OZ Spolo¢nost slovensko-indického priatelstva
Jakubovany 211, 032 04 Liptovsky Ondrej
Zasielku oznacte textom: ,Sutaz”


http://www.slovindia.sk/

PRIHLASKA DO VYTVARNEJ SUTAZE

Meno a priezvisko dietata — Ziaka:

Vek dietata — Ziaka:

Skola—nazov, adresa:

E — mail kontakt:

Meno a priezvisko zodpovedného pedagdga:

Telefénny kontakt:

Podpis ako suhlas rodica s u¢astou v sutazi a
zverejnenym mena, veku a adresy Skoly

pre potreby vyhlasenia vitazov a

vypisania diplomov:

Podpis zodpovedného pedagdga:

Nazov pribehu:

Prihlasku si prosim vytlacte, starostlivo a Citatel'ne vypliite. Nalepte prihlasku na zadnu stranu vykresu.
Prosime Vas o uvedenie takej adresy, na ktord mozZeme poslat vecni odmenu s diplomom, v pripade,
ak nebude mozZné si ju prevziat osobne.

:-) Dakujeme.

Na zaver chceme popriat vSetkym detom, ucitelkam, ucitelom, vychovavatelkam,
vychovavatelom, rodi¢om, babickam, deduskom, ujom a tetdm vela tvorivych ndpadov a zaroven
podakovat za pomoc a trpezlivost pri realizacii projektu.

TeSime sa na vas pri dalSich projektoch a stretnutiach.

Ponukame Vam moznost navstivit nase centrum na Liptove, v Jakubovanoch s moZznostou ubytovania.



Ego destroys

Long, long ago, there lived a king named Satyadharmi. And he was everything his name suggested -good,
kind and just. He was also brave and fearless. He always looked after the comforts and needs of his people,
protected them from danger, rewarded their good deeds and encouraged all their best efforts. He believed that
the law protects those who protect the law — Dharmo rakshati rakshitah.

His subjects in turn were extremely loyal, dutiful, hardworking and truthful. There were joy and happiness,
contentment and peace, throughout the kingdom. Whenever people met, they sang praises of their good king.
One day, the king felt like taking a walk. He walked in the palace gardens and wandered off into an adjoining
jungle. The jungle was cool and beautiful. The king was lost in its many charms. After a long time, he realized that
he was hungry and thirsty. He walked into a nearby ashram. Of the sadhu residing there, he asked, "Tell me,
Maharaj, which fruits from these trees are to be eaten? Point out to me those which are sweet and juicy and
those which are bitter and poisonous so that | may know the difference and eat accordingly."

The sadhu replied, "Friend, you may eat whichever fruit you please. The Goodness of the noble king Satyadharmi
is spread all over and you will not find a single bitter or sour fruit anywhere in the kingdom. Long may he live!
Why, the bitter neem leaves taste like grapes and the sour tamarind fruit as sweet as a ripe mango - Dharmo
rakshati rakshitah."

Satyadharmi ate a handful of neem leaves. Lo! They tasted like big, juicy grapes. He ate the tamarind fruit. It
was really as sweet as a ripe mango.

The king was very pleased. He went back to the palace full of good cheer and happy spirits. Alas! He became full
of himself. The dangerous little seed of ego was planted in his mind. He started thinking, "I am such a good king.
Who in the world can equal my glory? Ha! Ha! Ha! It is the glow of my greatness that you see spread all over."
He no longer cared for his people as he used to. He would spend his time eating, drinking, sleeping, indulging in
pleasure and merry sport. The city lost its happy air. People were dismayed. There were quarrels and fights. The
crop failed. The rains would not come. And still the king continued his life of pleasure and low thinking.

One day, he set out for a walk. And by chance he wandered into same jungle as before. After some time, he came
across the same ashram and the same sadhu. Wanting to hear his own praise again, he thumped the sadhu
heartily on the back and said, "well, my good man. How are things in the forest? Which fruits should | eat this
time? The tamarind or the neem? Ha! Ha!"

The holy sadhu frowned with displeasure and said, "the death-knell has sounded is thinking of kingdom is

ruined. Everyone is thinking of leaving this kingdom and going to another. The king has become drunk with his
own little self. He no longer cares for his people. There is famine and distress everywhere. There are worms in all
fruits. The mango tastes like mud. Life here is no longer worth Living - Dharmo rakshati rakshitah,"
The expression on the king's face changed. In a trice his pride left him. Hearing the criticism against him opened
his eyes. He became humble. He fell at feet of the sadhu, and said, "l am that wretched sinner, Maharaj. | am the
unhappy man who has caused all this sorrow. From a good, virtuous king | fell and became wicked and evil. | was
swayed by my wretched ego. Bless me, that | may become a good ruler again and that | may never fall back on
evil ways as long as | live."

The sadhu blessed him. Satyadharmi went back, a changed man. He tightened his own discipline. He started
taking an interest in his kingdom again. Slowly, the gloom lifted. The trees blossomed again. People stopped
qguarrel-ling. Crops and fruits were plentiful and sweet. Once again, the king's praises could be heard wherever
people paused together in their day's work. Dharmo rakshati rakshitah!



Ego nici

Kedysi davno zil krdl menom Satyadharmi. Bol presne taky, ako naznacoval vyznam jeho mena — dobry,
laskavy a spravodlivy. Bol statocny a nebal sa Celit nebezpecenstvu. Staral sa o potreby svojho fudu, chranil ho,
odmernoval dobré skutky a povzbudzoval kazdého, aby konal ¢o najlepsie. Veril hlbokej pravde: Dharmo raksati
raksitah — Zakon chrdni toho, kto chrdni zdkon.

Jeho poddani boli pracoviti, ¢estni a verni. V kralovstve vladol mier, spokojnost a radost. Vzdy, ked' sa fudia
stretli, spievali chvalospevy na svojho dobrého krala.

Jedného dna sa kral vybral na prechadzku. Presiel sa paldcovymi zdhradami a nechtiac sa zatulal do prilahlej
dZungle. Bola svieza a plna Zivota. Stromy vrhali prijemny tien a vzduch vonal zeleriou. Kral sa nechal unasat jej
krasou tak dlho, az si uvedomil, Ze je hladny a smadny. Nedaleko zbadal 4Sram, vosiel dnu a oslovil sddhua, ktory
tam prebyval: ,,Povedz mi, maharadz, ktoré plody z tychto stromov by som mal zjest? Ukaz mi, ktoré su sladké a
$tavnaté a ktoré su horké a jedovaté, aby som vedel rozlisit a podla toho jedol.”

Sadhu odpovedal: ,Priatelu, mozes jest akékolvek ovocie, ktoré sa ti paci. Dobrota vzneseného kréla
Satyadharmiho je rozsirend vSade a nikde v kralovstve nendjdes ani jedno horké alebo kyslé ovocie. Nech Zije
dlho! Horké listy nimu chutia ako hrozno a kyslé plody tamarindu su sladké ako zrelé mango - Dharmo raksati
raksSitah.”

Kral si odtrhol za hrst listov nimu a naozaj — chutili ako stavnaté hrozno. Ochutnal tamarind a bol sladky ako
dozreté mango. Satyadharmi sa vratil do paldca poteseny a naplneny radostou. No prave vtedy sa v jeho srdci
potichu usadilo malé semienko pychy. Zacdal si mysliet: ,Som taky dobry kral. Kto na svete sa mbze rovnat mojej
slave? Ha! Ha! Ha! Je to Ziara mojej velkosti, ktoru vidite vSade sa rozprestierat.”

UZ sa nestaral o svoj lud tak ako kedysi. Travil ¢as jedenim, pitim, spanim, oddavanim sa radovankam a veselym
$portom. Mesto stratilo svoju srdeénost. Ludia zostali namosureni. Zacali hadky a bitky. Uroda bola biedna. Dazde
neprichadzali. V krajine sa usadil nepokoj, no kral si to nechcel pripustit a dalej sa oddaval radovankam.

Po Case sa opat vybral na prechadzku a znovu sa ocitol v tej istej dZzungli. Nasiel ten isty aSram a toho istého
sadhua. Chcel znovu pocut chvalu, a tak ho s tsmevom potlapkal po chrbte a povedal: , Tak ¢o, priatel moj? Ako
sa dari lesu? Mam si dat tamarind alebo nim?“ Sadhu sa vSak zamracil a vazne odpovedal: ,0dzvonilo dobrym
casom. Kralovstvo je na pokraji skazy. Ludia chcu odist. Kral sa opojil vlastnou pychou a zabudol na svoj [ud. V3ade
je bieda a hlad. Ovocie je pIné &ervov, mango chuti ako blato. Zivot tu stratil svoju sladkost. Dharmo raksati
raksitah.”

Kral zvesil hlavu a zbledol. Slova sddhua mu prenikli priamo do srdca a v okamihu z neho spadla pycha. Padol
k jeho noham a povedal: ,Ja som ten Ubohy hriesnik. Ja som sp6sobil tento Upadok. Z dobrého krala som sa stal
zaslepeny vlastnou pychou. Prosim, poZzehnaj mi, aby som sa opat stal spravodlivym vladcom a aby som uz nikdy
nedovolil svojmu egu, aby ma zviedlo.” Sddhu mu pozehnal.

Satyadharmi sa vratil do palaca ako vymeneny. Sprisnil vlastnu disciplinu a znovu sa zacal zaujimat o blaho
svojho ludu. Konal spravodlivo a pokorne. A krajina sa pomaly zacala uzdravovat. Stromy opét rozkvitli, Uroda
bola bohata a ludia sa prestali hadat. Mier sa vratil do kralovstva. A opat bolo pocut chvalu na dobrého krala
vSade tam, kde sa fudia stretavali pri svojej praci. Dharmo raksati raksitah — Zdkon chrani toho, kto ho chrdni.



Sadhu — Svéity muZ

Asram - je miesto, kde ludia absolvuji duchovné pobyty. Pre veriacich hinduistov je dsram miestom na meditdciu a
poucenie sa v duchovnych alebo umeleckych zdleZitostiach.

Nim a Tamarind su stromy. Nimové listy su velmi horké a tamarindové plody zasa velmi kyslé. Ale oboje su zdraviu
prospesné a hojne sa vyuZivaju v indickej prirodnej medicine ajurvéde.

Dharmo rakshati rakshitah. (Dharmo raksati raksitah)

Vyznam: Je to vyzva k aktivnemu zapdjaniu sa do etického Zivota, nielen k pasivnej viere. Ak chrdnite svoje mordine
povinnosti, tieto povinnosti chrdnia vds. Ak si plnite poctivo svoje povinnosti, tak sa vam to v dobrom vrdti v Zivote.



The Greedy Barber

Once upon a time, there was a barber who worked for a king. He was a good barber, skilled in shaving and
very sincere as well. The king, well satisfied with his service, retained him for many years and grew very fond of
him. The barber also loved his king and served him with great care. His cottage was on the other side of a small
forest adjoining the palace. The barber had to pass through the forest every day to reach the palace and would
walk back through it after his duty was over.

One day, the barber was walking home, thinking of his good fortune in having a kind-hearted king as his
employer. Suddenly, he heard a voice from nowhere: “O barber, do you want a lot of gold, diamonds, and costly
jewels?”

The barber started in fright. This was not the voice of an ordinary human being; it sounded eerie and hollow.
His eyes darted in all directions to see where the voice was coming from, but there was no one in sight. He
thought it must be some sort of spirit. Frightened, he began running to escape.

“O barber, | am a yaksha. Do you want a lot of wealth, gold, and diamonds?” the voice asked again loudly.
The barber ran faster. The voice pursued him with the same question again and again.
“O barber, do you want jars and jars of gold, diamonds, and precious stones?”

The barber was out of breath, but still he ran even faster. As the voice kept repeating the question, he began
to feel tempted. He thought, “Even if it is a spirit offering it, wealth is wealth. Why should | not take it? | am a
poor man, and wealth will bring me much happiness.” As he kept running, he panted, “Yes, | want... | want a lot
of wealth... gold and diamonds!”

By then, he had reached the end of the forest. In great relief, he slowed to a walk as he neared his house and
opened the door.

Lo and behold! There stood seven huge jars which he had never seen before. Had the promised wealth
already been sent? With a thumping heart, he went near the jars and peeped inside. His head reeled at the
dazzling splendor that met his eyes. The jars were filled to the brim with shining gold coins, glittering jewels, and
diamonds. He picked up a few diamonds and examined them in the sunlight streaming through the window.

Because of his long years of service in the palace, he knew what real jewels looked like. He could see that all
these jewels were genuine and valuable. What luck! Without even asking, all this wealth had come to him, gifted
by some unknown being. Surely, he was going to be very, very happy with such riches. He had no children; there
were only his wife and himself. With this immense wealth, he would not even have to work.

As he was musing and examining jar after jar, his wife came in from the kitchen. Seeing what her husband
was doing, she asked in surprise, “Where did you get these jars? How did you get all those diamonds?”



The barber explained how he had heard the voice in the forest, how he had accepted its offer, and how he
had found the jars upon reaching home. “You have been in the house all this while. Did you hear any sound?
Someone must have brought the jars in.”

His wife shook her head. She had not heard anything at all. Nevertheless, she was as pleased with the riches
as her husband, and together they began examining them carefully. All the jars were full except the seventh one.
The seventh jar was only one-fourth full.

The couple looked at each other in dismay.

“What a pity!” the wife exclaimed. “You must have come too soon and disturbed our unknown benefactor.
You ran unnecessarily. Had you walked slowly, the invisible being would have had time to fill this jar as well.” She
sighed unhappily. “That is why they say, ‘Slow and steady wins the race. ’You were too fast.”

Her reasoning seemed sound to the barber.

“Yes,” he admitted ruefully, “I did run fast. It must have been hard for him to carry all the jars here and fill them
one by one. Had | walked slowly, the seventh jar would have been full too. How unfortunate we are!”

Sighing, he wept and blamed himself again and again. His wife also shed tears and wailed, “How unlucky we
are! Our unknown benefactor ought to have warned you not to return too soon. Oh, why did he not tell you to
wait for some time before coming home?”

Thus, they grieved over this loss until evening. By that time, they had reached a decision.
“Let us gather enough money to buy gold and diamonds and fill the empty jar!” they said.

The barber then went to the king and begged, “O King, we are poor and can hardly make both ends meet.
May | request you to increase my salary?”

The king was surprised. He knew the barber had no children and that his salary was more than sufficient for
his needs. Still, as it was the first request made by his favourite barber, the king agreed to double his salary. The
barber was delighted.

But at the end of six months, they still did not have enough to fill the seventh jar.

The barber again approached the king and requested another increase in salary. The king was puzzled. A
second raise within six months! What was he doing with all this money?

Looking at him long and shrewdly, the king asked, “Another raise? In all your years of service, this is the first
time you have asked for more money. Are you filling the seventh jar of the yaksha?”

The barber was stunned. That was exactly what he was doing. How could the king know about the yaksha
and the seven jars? Troubled by these thoughts, he told the king the whole story.



The king looked at him with pity and said, “I suspected something of the sort. Otherwise, why should you,
once a happy and healthy man, be reduced to a pale and miserable shadow of yourself? Do you think the yaksha
gave you all this wealth for you to enjoy? He gave it mischievously, to destroy you with anxiety and greed. The
six jars of gold are more than enough to last you and your wife a lifetime. But you will never be satisfied with
what you have. You will worry about what is missing in the seventh jar. The yaksha knows how greedy the human
mind is. He gave you the seven jars only to ruin you both. Can you not see how you have suffered ever since you
received these riches?”

The truth of what the king said went home and in a sudden flash the barber understood what had happened.
He knew that he had lost his sleep, peace, contentment, health and joy last six months. It wouldn’t be long and
he himself and his wife died of broken hearts.

He asked the king to help him escape from the yaksha s clutches.

The king said, “If you wish to escape, the only way is to return the jars. He cannot leave them in your house
unless you accept them. Once, he asked me too whether | wanted wealth, just as he asked you. Instead of
accepting, | asked whether he was offering it for my happiness or my suffering. He did not reply. Since | refused,
he could not bring the jars into my palace. Today, when you go home through the forest, shout loudly that you
do not need his riches and that he may take back his jars. They will disappear by the time you reach home.”

The barber followed the king’s advice. As he passed through the forest, he shouted that he did not want the
wealth and that the yaksha could take it back. When he reached home and opened the door, the seven jars were
gone.

This time, the barber did not grieve. A great weight had been lifted from his mind. His peace had returned.
When greed left, it took his worries with it. He and his wife were once again happy and content.



Chamtivy holic

Kedysi davno Zil raz jeden holi¢, ktory pracoval pre krala. Bol to dobry holi€. Zru¢ny v holeni a eSte k tomu aj
velmi svedomity. Kral, spokojny s jeho sluzbami, si ho najal na mnoho rokov a velmi si ho obltubil. A aj holi¢ mal
tieZz rad svojho krala a sluzil mu s velkou starostlivostou. Jeho challdpka stala na druhej strane malého lesa
susediaceho s paldcom. Kazdy deri musel prejst lesom, aby sa dostal do paldca, a po skonéeni sluzby sa cezen
vracal domov.

Jedného dna sa holic¢ vracal domov a premyslal o svojom $tasti, a o tom, Ze pracuje pre tak dobrosrdeéného
krala. Zrazu zacul hlas, ktory akoby prichadzal odnikial: ,0 holi¢, chce$ vela zlata, diamantov a drahocennych
Sperkov?“ Holi¢ sa od strachu strhol. Nebol to hlas obycéajného ¢loveka, znel strasidelne a dunivym ténom. OCi
mu bludili na vSetky strany, aby zistil, odkial hlas prichddza, no nikde nikoho nevidel. Pomyslel si: ,,Musi to byt
nejaky duch.” Vystraseny sa rozbehol, aby mu unikol.

,0, holi¢, som jaksa. Chces velké bohatstvo, zlato a diamanty?“ ozval sa hlas znovu, tentoraz hlasnejsie. Holi¢
bezal este rychlejsie. Hlas ho prenasledoval tou istou otdzkou znova a znova. ,,0, holi¢, chce$ dzbany plné zlata,
diamantov a drahych kamenov?“ Holi¢ uz lapal po dychu, ale bezal dalej. Ked hlas stale opakoval otazku, zacalo
ho to pokusat. Pomyslel si: , Aj keby to bol duch, bohatstvo je bohatstvo. Preco by som ho nemal prijat? Som

chudobny ¢lovek a bohatstvo mi prinesie vela $tastia.” Zadychane zakri¢al: ,,Ano, chcem! Chcem vela bohatstva,
zlato aj diamanty!”

Medzitym dobehol na koniec lesa. S velkou uUlavou spomalil a ked' prisiel k domu, otvoril dvere. Ajhla! Stalo
tam sedem velkych dzbanov, ktoré predtym nikdy nevidel. Ze by to bolo u? slibené bohatstvo? S busiacim srdcom
sa k nim priblizZil a nazrel dovnutra. Zatocila sa mu hlava z tolkého oslnivého lesku, ktory sa mu naskytol. DZzbany
boli aZ po okraj naplnené Ziarivymi zlatymi mincami, trblietavymi Sperkami a diamantmi. Vzal niekolko diamantov
a prezrel siich v sine¢cnom svetle prenikajucim cez okno.

KedZe roky sluzil v palaci, vedel, ako vyzeraju pravé drahokamy. Bolo mu jasné, Ze vsetky tieto Sperky su
pravé a velmi cenné. Aké stastie! Bez toho, aby o to Ziadal, dostal také bohatstvo darované neznamym duchom.
Urcite bude s takym majetkom velmi stastny. Nemal deti, iba svoju Zenu. S takymto bohatstvom by uz ani nemusel
pracovat.

Ako tak premyslal a skimal dZzban za dZzbanom, vosla dnu jeho Zena z kuchyne. S prekvapenim sa spytala:
,Odkial' mas tie dzbany? Ako si ziskal vSetky tie diamanty?“

Holi¢ jej porozpraval o hlase v lese, o tom, ako prijal jeho ponuku, a ako po prichode domov nasiel dzbany.
Zena viak ni¢ nepocula, Ze by ich niekto doniesol. Napriek tomu mala z bohatstva rovnaku radost ako on a spolu
ich zacali prehliadat. Vsetky dZbany boli pIné, okrem siedmeho. Ten bol naplneny len do jednej Stvrtiny. Manzelia
sa na seba sklamane pozreli.

,Aka Skoda!” zvolala Zena. ,Prisiel si prilis skoro a vyrusil si nasho neznameho dobrodinca. Nemal si bezat.
Keby si kracal pomaly, neviditelny duch by mal ¢as naplnit aj tento dzban.” Smutne si povzdychla. ,Preto sa
hovori: pomaly dalej zajdes.”



,Ano,” priznal lUtostivo, , beZal som rychlo. Muselo byt pre neho tazké niest sem vietky tie dZbany a naplnit
ich jeden po druhom. Keby som kracal pomaly, aj siedmy dZban by bol plny. Aki sme len nestastnici!“

Vzdychol si, plakal a znova a znova sa obvifioval. Jeho Zena tiezZ ronila slzy a nariekala: ,Aka to smola! Nas
neznamy dobrodinec ta mal varovat, aby si sa nevracal prili$ skoro. Ach, preco ti nepovedal, aby si s prichodom
domov este chvilu pockal?“

Takto smutili nad touto stratou aZz do vecera. Dovtedy vsak dospeli k rozhodnutiu. ,NaSetrime dost penazi
na kupu zlata a diamantov a naplfime prazdny dzban!“ povedali.

Holi¢ potom isiel ku kralovi a prosil: , 0, kral, sme chudobni a ledva vyZijeme. Smiem ta poziadat o zvy3enie
mojho platu?”

Kral bol prekvapeny. Vedel, Ze holi¢ nema deti a Ze jeho plat mu viac nezZ postacuje. KedZe to vSak bola prva
Ziadost jeho oblUbeného holic¢a, kral sthlasil so zdvojnasobenim jeho platu. Holi¢ sa zaradoval. No ani po Siestich
mesiacoch vSak nemali dost penazi.

A tak holi¢ poziadal krala o dalsie zvy$enie platu. Kral sa naftho dlho a prenikavo pozeral a spytal sa: , Dalsie
zvysenie platu? ,PInis azda siedmy dzban jaksu?“ Holi¢ zostal ohromeny a rozpovedal mu cely pribeh.

Kral'mu povedal: ,Jaksa ti nedal bohatstvo, aby si si ho uZival. Dal ti ho, aby ta znicil chamtivostou. Sest nadob
ti stadi na cely Zivot. No ty sa trapis kvoli siedmej. Ludska mysel je uz raz takd, chamtiva —a ty si sa stal jej obetou.”

Pravdu o tom, ¢o kral povedal si holi¢ uvedomil pokial prisiel domov a v ndhlom zablesku pochopil, ¢o sa
stalo. Vedel, Ze za poslednych Sest mesiacov stratil spanok, pokoj, zdravie a radost. Onedlho on sam aj jeho Zena
zomru na zlomené srdcia. A tak poziadal krala o pomoc.

»Ak sa chces$ vymanit z jeho pazurov, jediny spdsob je vratit dZzbany. Nemdze nechat dzbany v tvojom dome,
pokial ich nechces. Raz sa ma tieZ jaksa spytal, ¢i chcem bohatstvo, rovnako ako sa spytal teba. Namiesto toho,
aby som ho prijal, som mu polozZil protiotazku, ¢i mi ponuka bohatstvo pre poteSenie alebo pre moje utrpenie.
Neodpovedal. KedZe som jeho ponuku neprijal, nemohol mi priniest dZzbany do palaca. Dnes, ked p6jdes domov
cez les, nahlas zakri¢, Ze jeho bohatstvo nepotrebujes a Ze si mozZe vziat spat svoje dzbany. Vsetky zmiznu, kym
prides domov.”

Holi¢ posluchol kralovu radu. Ako prechadzal lesom, krical, Ze nechce bohatstvo a Ze si ho jaksa moéze vziat
spat. Ked prisiel domov a otvoril dvere, sedem dzbanov bolo prec.

Tentoraz uz holi¢ nezialil. Z jeho srdca spadlo velké bremeno. Vratil sa mu pokoj. S odchodom chamtivosti

7ovar

odisli aj jeho starosti. On i jeho Zena boli opat Stastni a spokojni.
Jaksa — démon chamtivosti

Slovensky preklad je upraveny a nie je teda doslovnym prekladom.



India méze prist aj k Vam !
Ponukame vam moznost uceleného bloku prezentacie Indie. Deti sa dozvedia o Indii, vyskusaju si rozne
indické oblecenie a zaZiju neobycajné skisenosti.

Info:
slovindia@slovindia.sk
0908 481 898

Otazky, ktoré mozete pouzit pri besedach o Indii:

V akej krajine sa odohrava pribeh?

Na akom kontinente sa krajina nachadza? Akej

farby pleti su jej obyvatelia?

Aké farby ma ich vlajka? Aké

hry sa vynasli v Indii?

Na akych hudobnych nastrojoch sa hra v Indii? Ako sa
vold ich posvatné zviera?

Ako by ste cestovali do tejto krajiny? Kolko by

vam trvala cesta?

Aké velhory sa nachadzaju na severe krajiny, aké more obmyva zapadné a aky ocean vychodné pobrezie krajiny?

15. august - Den nezavislosti.

India ziskala nezavislost tento der v roku 1947. Ak by ste iniciativne chceli urobit nejaké podujatie k tomuto
vyrociu, budeme radi ak budeme mdct prist ku vam a obohatit vase podujatie, alebo nas mézete informovat
mailom, poslat fotografie.
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