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*** Page 1 of 8 ***

In a distant land, there lived a king who had everything. He was so wealthy that his

accumulated gold and silver filled an entire floor of his castle. He enjoyed

trparatteted success - his kingdom expanded in times of war and thrived

during peace. He possessed power and influence beyond measure, able to listen to and

pardon anyone. But he could also be wrathful, and wherhe-was, his
tetractors would ‘ose-theirheads. His subjects, some out of

reverence and others out of fear, called him the King of Kings, the Greatest of the Great,

One day, as he stretted through his endtesstytong
chambers filled with beautiful paintings, colorful vases,
opttentembroideredtabtectoths;,andotherri , (NOTE: AUTHOR SIMPLIFIED

THIS PART) he suddenly spotted an unfamiliar old woman.

He looked at her with disdain.

»What do you want, disrespectful servant?
And what are you doing in rooms

where only | may enter?

Leave!*

But the woman didn‘t take a step and silently gazed at one of the painted vases. The king
raised his voice,

»Woman! Leave, or you will lose your head!*
The woman raised her gaze to the king and began speaking innocently,

»lam lost. | do not know where [ am.
And | do not even know who YOU are.“

, You do not know me?
How is it possible that you do not know me?“

The king puffed out his chest and spoke proudly,


https://robertdurec.com/

»l am the greatest in the world.
I am the king of the world.
There is no one greater on this Earth e

The old woman smited,

,»,1hose are bold words.
But can you prove them,
or are they empty words in the wind?“



(NOTE: CHATGPT OMITTED THE ENTIRE POETIC SECTION ABOVE, CONSIDERING IT REDUNDANT.)

This enraged the king to madness.

»How dare you utter these words?

Yotbtasphemet
Guards, come immediately!
Lock this woman in the dungeon!“

»Why?Is thetruth-imprisoned in this castle ?“

The woman looked into the king‘s eyes

»You are not the king of the world.
You are merely the king of men.

The old woman stepped toward the open door of the room and spoke prophetically,

»You will remember our meeting. “

The king‘s soldiers arrived seconds later from the opposite door, bowing, ,,At
your command!“

»Seize that old woman and ensure
she never leaves this castle alive.“

»Apologies, Your Highness.
We didn‘t understand.
Which old woman?“

»The one who insulted me
and left through those doors!“

The king potnted-to the doors.



»Forgive us, but old women are not allowed entrynte the castle. We surely would
have noticed.“

*** Page 2 of 8 ***

»D0 not anger me! She was here just a moment ago. Search the entire castle; you must find
her, and do it immediately!*

The guards scottredthe

it i icte. However, they found no
old woman within the castle. The king was ineensed beyond measure. How could
someone so atdactots escape?

But in the following days, the king‘s anger subsided, much to the misfortune of his
subjects.
Weekspassed, thenmonths;,andstowly-ayear: He-hadtongsince
forgotten-aboutthewoman: The king, as was his etdstorm, went out hunting
Rightnow, heontythoughtaboutcatching hares, deer, and stags.

As he trotted on his horse, he arrived at the edge of a meadow. He gazed around,
enjoying the view, when it happened. The king was struck hard in the heart, his vision
blurred, and he fell lifelessly from-hisorse-of to the trare ground. He remembered nothing
more

His attendants found him on the meadow after the fall and carried him back to the castle.
The king breathed heavily. Everyone waited, wondering if;-afre-when; he would

awaken. A day passed, then another, and the king finally opened his eyes at the end of the
third day. It was an effort to speak and even harder torise. He tay backin bed,

»Whoever can cure me - ,-your royal highness - ;-shall receive as much gold as they weigh.“

This command needed no repetition. Within three hours, the first doctors, healers,

witches, and sorcerers arrived. Each hoped that their +emedy-was
worthy of the king‘s treasures. Some were so certainthey
cottd cure the king that they beganto
gainweighttoreceive more gold.

The first physician applied a miraculous ointment to his face and entire head, turning the
king completely white. However, the ointment had no effect.



Next came the chef, who prepared a juice from 22 fruits found in the land. The king found
the juice tasty, but it did not help him.

The third healer had a differentidea. Since fruit juice did not work, he prepared a
mysterious etixir from 22 of the most potent and unusual plants on Earth. The king
drank it, only to immediately vomititap. The etixir tasted terrible.
However, the healer insisted that for healing, a price must be paid, and the etixir
had to be consumed irtsentirety. So, against his will, the king drank it again, but it
did not improve his health.

When the doctors and healers couldn‘t help, the magicians and other sorcerers arrived.
They reeited various protective vetrses-over him, drew symbols, burned
incense, and other aromatic plants in the room. However, all their efforts were in vain.

When nothing seemed to work, one of the sorcerers attempted to contact spirits. He
entered a trance, spoke 11 withra completely different voice, and a lifeless
expression, wttering the words:

»King, you are bound

by a mighty force.

You are cursed.

And from this day ferth,

you have only two months

left to live.

You will weaken more and more.

There is a faint glimmer of hope left

for breaking the curse,

but you won‘t find ftin the castle,
nor will anyone in your palace give it to you.
Death is slowly sharpening its teeth for you...“

The sorcerer flnlshed speaklng and oollapsed to the ground. Heonty

6 could not remember any of the words he
had spoken. As for the king, although he did not want to, he found himself deep down
believing these prophetic words. Anxiety and fear took hold of him. Could there still be
hope? He locked himself in his chamber. Was there still a chance?

His stay in the palace became increasingly unbearable. That‘s why, one morning, disguised
as someone else, he ventured out into the city. He stopped at the marketplace and
overheard a conversation:

»D0 you know what happened at the castle yesterday?“



»,No, [ don‘t. Tellme.”“

» They foretold the king‘s death in two months, that he would die.”
»And who will be king after him?“

»l don‘tknow. The king didn‘t say anything about it

»He wasn‘t such a bad king.

He knew how to build an empire.

But if you crossed him,

you and your entire village would burn atthe-border.

(NOTE: ADDED BY AUTHOR)

” A king gets what he deserves.
Do you remember what he wanted everyone to call him?“

»1he King of Kings, the greatest man this Earth ever bore,“ someone ironically remarked.

The king pondered this and muttered to himself,

»1S this what they think of me?

That | wasn‘t a good king?

Will I even be missed after my death?

Or will they only pretend to mourn,

while secretly celebrating my departure?
Does my life actually have meaning?“

The monarch continued walking through the city, where he saw many elderly people. It was
an unfamiliar sight to him. He didn‘t want them in his palace. They reminded him that he
was aging and that death was coming. Funny, now he was probably closer to the
death than those elderly people.

*x% Page 3 of 8 ***

In the royal stables, the king saddled the most ordinary horse with the most ordinary
saddle he could find. He no longer wished to be a king. His greatest fear was that someone
would recognize him and discover that HE, the king, was just a small, frait, and
vulnerable human being, desperately yearning for hope.



He left the city, heading in any direction, leaving it all to ehanee. And so, the king
wandered in his kingdom for seven days. His stowly-deteriorating body wore
him out, but his own thoughts tormented him even more.

The longer he jetraeyed, the harder it was to escape those unpleasant thoughts.

They followed him like a shadow irthe-brightofday.

He ventured off the road, crossed a slightly overgrown forest, and eventually
arrived-at a smallriver. He watked upstream —The horse‘s hooves

disturbed the crystal-clear water efthestrearm;as the king continued his
journey until he reached the place where the river began. It was the edge of a small blue
lake. He dismounted and drank from the water. He spread out a cloth and unpacked some
of his dwindling supplies. Weaty, he sat down.

Then, an old woman emerged from the forest, carrying a basket full of mushrooms.

»Ah, a stranger.
What are you doing in this forgotten place?“ she-asked

»l‘'ve lost my way, “

the king replied. Butintruth, he wanted to get rid of her like so
many others he had encountered with-on his journey. He didn‘t want to engage in the
conversation.

»Really? | can show you the way if you‘d like.”

thatsayinghehad

, SO he tried a different approach.

»~Show me the way, and I‘ll return shortly.“

»AS you wish, stranger.

And | see some unusual dishes in your supplies.

I‘'m curious to taste them.

Will you treat me in exchange for my guidance?“

The king gestured, indicating that he didn‘t mind. He added,

»Help yourself to anything. Enjoy.

»Thank you,“



tasted the other three similarly unusual items on the cloth.

Then, she carefully looked into the king‘s eyes and said,

»Stranger, I‘ve looked into the faces of many people,
seen various eyes, including eyes like yours.
I can tell that you‘re running from something.“

The king sighed,

" [} n

(NOTE: CHATGPT OMITTED THE ENTIRE POETIC SECTION ABOVE, CONSIDERING IT REDUNDANT.)

,»Do not judge a chronicle by its cover.
Sometimes, you find something in it
that surprises you.

Something you‘ve been searching
fora long time.“

»Ha-ha-ha... Are you a chronicler?
You don‘t look like one.”

A faint smile appeared on the old woman‘s face. Then, the smile vanished, and she stared
at the stranger again. She posed the question once more,

»What's troubling you, my son?“

There was a moment of silence.



»D0 you want to tell me yotrsetf what's troubling you,
orshalll read it from your eyes?“

»Giveitatry,”
the king said, smiling at the woman.

The old woman cleared her throat and began,

, You‘ve discovered that
you aren‘t who you thought you were.
You realized that the powerful figure,
meant to be recorded in historical chronicles
is justa timid individual running from himself.

You became intoxicated with power,

locking your heart away ' behind three castle gates.
Suddenly, you lost that power,

but your tocked-heartrenains.

The-strangerwassaddened-bythese
words:

Frey-hurthim-deepty: The old woman continued,

»Now you don‘t know what to do next.
And | know one of your secrets:
You‘re a king.

You're the king of this realm.
Butyou‘re also a king who is dying.

»How do you know all this?*

,It‘s not the first time we ‘ve met.
Try to remember when you last saw me.“

The king pondered, then suddenly blushed with anger.

»It‘’s you! You look different, but it‘s you.
You‘re that old woman from the castle.
The ore who insulted me.“



»And The orre you wanted to lock up in a prison cell ?¢

The king‘s anger chissipated. She had told him the truth, even though he had
denied it back at the castle.

»90, you‘re aware of the curse, aren‘t you?“

[

Slam.
»Did you cast it on me?“

»No, not me. It was life itself.
As you know from ancient books,

cec

,LAS you sow, so shall you reap.

(NOTE: CHATGPT OMITTED THE ENTIRE SECTION ABOVE, CONSIDERING IT REDUNDANT.)

These-wordshurtthe king deeply. He also remembered the
curse uttered by the sorcerer.

»90, | truly have only a month and a half left to live?“

’f(s Easss"bfg [
» *

»But the sorcerer mentioned
there‘s still hope to break the curse.
And that I‘ll find it outside the castle.
Can you give me that hope ?“

»It depends on your decision.

These words greatly disturbed the king.

» Wottd-everythingsuffice?

Gold, silver, even all my treasures.
Will you save me?“



The old woman just smiled.

»IS it not enough?
Very well, I‘ll give you more.
I‘ll give you half of my kingdom. “

Fhe-otdwoman continued to smile.

»INo? Then [ll give you the entire kingdom.
Hundreds of cities throughout this land.
Just save me.“

»Dear King, your offer

woutd-entice-anyonefrom the city.
But life cannot be bought.
Therefore, you cannot buy me either.”

»What do you want, then?
I‘ll give you everything!
Gotd,sitver, evenattmy-treastres:”

»Do you really want to know

({3

, Yes.
»Then how about doing something for yourself?“

" Yotrmean?“

»You know you‘re goingtodie.

But | can make your last moments more bearable...
and you can die in peace.”

*** Page 4 of 8 ***

The king fell to the ground. He didn‘t want to hear this. He didn‘t want to acceptit. Most of
all, he didn‘t want to die. He was terribly afraid of death. He wanted to escape, but he
couldn‘t even move. Even though he didn‘t know if escaping would help him in any way...

The old woman stood over him and added,



»Ifyou think your life ends with death

and nothingfottows,

fear wittovercome you.

The fear and guittforsguandeting your life.
Doubts.

You feel them now, don‘t you?“

Atearrolled down the king‘s cheek, Anet
another;-and-anothera —Api - He was weeping uncontrollably. He
was going to die. Why?

The old woman told him,

»You now know what you were.
Aking.

But now you‘re broken.

You‘ve lost everything.

A part of you is dying,

and that brings pain.

You feel it, don‘t you?“

With difficulty, the king replied, ,,...yes.

»Accept that soon you will leave this world,

taking-withyotro possessions or influence.

But something will remain.“

»What will remain?“

» Thatwhichyottrauty-are:

Unlock your heart.“
»And how?“

»Look around you.

Look at the plant

—one dayit‘s here,

the next it ean be cut down

and disappeat.



Look at the animals

—one day they roam the forest,
the next they can be caught
by a predator.

Learn from them to accept what s.
Learn from them

completeness,

wholeness.

How to be in unity.

to-beyotrsetf.
How to be genuine and balanced.
Learn from them how to live and die

and notmake-aprobtemoutoftifeanddeath-“

»Are you saying | should accept that I‘'m going to die ?“

»Only whenyotracecept that yotrregoingto die
the false within you ean-te,
and-thetraeean shine.

Discover your own peace.
»Where should I look for this peace?“

»Ifyou seek it around you, you won‘t find it.
But ifyou look inside yourself,

you‘ll discover that

your peace is waiting for you there.

It‘s waiting for the opportunity
to manifest itself,
to break free.

So don‘t search for peace.
Start perceiving yourself,
your inner self.



Allow it to exist,
and peace will reveal itself.“

»lcan‘tseeit. | can‘tfeelit.
I still only feel suffering.
Like a bottder,
in the middle of the road,
impossible to pass

,lake a closer look at that bottder.

Do you see it? Do you see what it is?

It‘s your habits, your desire for power and wealth.
The desire to be more than others.

Royal pride.

And that‘s why you can‘t look deeper.
Yes, it hurts to see that bottder.
It hurts to see your pain.

And when you took-atitup—ctose,

t hurts even more.

But I have advice for you:

Every pain has its peak.

When you reach the peak of pain,

that most painful moment,

you‘ll realize what the pain was trying to tell you.
What you were supposed to understand.

That‘s when the first feelings of relief come.
Relief means understanding.

If you need to cry, then cry.
Tears that bring relief will help you
find the right path to your heart.

And with that, the old woman left him for a day.

**% Page 5 of 8 ***



Now;-try putting the bookdown

and contemplate what you‘ve read,
just like the king in this story.

(NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

THESE SENTENCES CONTAIN THE MOST IMPORTANT WORDS FROM THE MIDDLE OF THE BOOK, AND
THE REST OF PAGE IS BLANK. THIS IS WHY THE TRANSLATION MUST BE AS ACCURATE AND AS POETIC
AS POSSIBLE AND WHY THE INPUT CONTENT FOR PART PAGE 5 IS SO BRIEF.)

*** Page 6 of 8 ***

Buring that one day of silence, a lot happened.
The king couldn‘t continue running away from himself.
He had to face his pain. It was terribte and painful.

The king cried. Gradually, tears of relief came as the pain slowly receded;and.
Inits place, a deeper and deeper sense of peace emerged. Although the deep
tinesofyears still etched his face, there was a new gteam in his eyes, a strange
radiant light, a sign that the king had understood something profound.

When the old woman returned, she asked the king,

,»Do you now know who you are?“



With peace, the king replied,

€«

, Yes.

»Are you reconcited with the fact that you

will depart from this world?“
,yes, lam.“

»And that‘s why you will save your life.“

The wise woman smiled gently and continued,

»Do you know, my friend,
what is the greatest task of a human beings?

To understand

who they are

and why they are here.

To understand why they were born

and what role Life has chosen for them.“

The king, completely surprised, asked:

,Life?" the-kinginguirec-

»Yes, exactly. Life.

Life is an ever-evotving force,
always changing, always creating.
It wants to discover more about itself.

That‘s why Life created the mirror of this world.

in all its shades.“

ftereatessothatitcanexptore;

The king fell silent. His mind fell silent too. Had he just heard what

hatetuded-him his entire life?

The ote-werman continued,



(NOTE: CHATGPT OMITTED THE ENTIRE SECTION ABOVE, CONSIDERING IT REDUNDANT.)



»Let me share a story with you,
the story of the King of Kings.

»Though | used to bear that title with pride,
| haven‘t heard this story before.“

»Why is there one king and millions of subjects?
Why aren‘t there more kings?

What makes a king so exceptional?

What do you think?“

»A king possesses power and wealth. No one has more.“

»~And why did Life create him?
Why did Life create the king and millions of subjects?“

»l don‘t know this one. Will you reveal it to me?“

»You see, Life is infinitely curious and loves to explore
even the most pecttiar questions of existence.

That‘s why it devised a riddle:

What would it be like to attain

the greatest power in the world,

only to discover that you were mistaken all along?
That the purpose of amassing power is to let it go?
Aliberating surprise.”

The king rubbed his forehead and mumbled,
»Good one.”
The old woman continued with the next part of the story.

*x* Page 7 of 8 ***

»D0 you know what the problem with power is?
Only those who truly possess power can let it go.

How can an ordinary person imagine
what power is like?



What it means to have it?
What's it like to be a king?
Can you tell me something about it?“

»Well, perhaps the strangest thing is that many people romanticize my position.
a king who s only good.

Butruling a realm, creating meaningful laws so that people don‘t fight like madmen, that
seems impossible...

It‘s also strange to command soldiers, to see death, to accept it as a necessity, to see
hundreds of lifeless bodies. Overcoming the pain of witnessing my friends‘dead bodies.
That‘s why I closed myself off and became cruel. | didn‘t know any other way. After the
initial enthusiasm of wearing the royal crown, an endless pain fottows. I felt like a
machine. | built a shield against my emotions. | didn‘t know what to do next...

That's the pectutiar suffering of a king.
But ! couldn‘t find anyone else to entrust the fate of the kingdom to.

I‘d rather be the king than see this kingdom in ruins.
How many kings truly want to taketives?
Butthey must.

When the forest is cut down, splinters fly.“

»And those splinters pierce the king‘s heart,”

the old woman added. She looked into the distance,
and then back into the king's eyes.

»90, you already sense who the King of Kings is?
It's a king who understands his kingdom.

He will be in unity with his kingdom.

He‘ll comprehend its many contrasting shades.

He‘ll understand the people‘s souls.

He‘ll understand their pain.

And because of that, he will decide to heal
his kingdom‘s soul from within.
Thanks to that, he can transform



his kingdom into a paradise.
Because, you know, who in the kingdom
can most easily change the kingdom?*

»Only the king!*
»DO0 you know what such a king is called?“

»No.“

[) H H (14
» °

(NOTE: CHATGPT MISSPELLED THE NAME OF BOOK)

The king burst into tears, but this time they were tears of joy and relief.

»YOU know, many people on this Earth have been kings of larger or smaller kingdoms.

They‘ve tried to become the kingwho-hasitatt. They feel it.

They have experience.
And they‘ll be happy to help you.

So, don‘t forget:

Transforming a kingdom into paradise

is a challenging task.

That‘s why you have the support of many.

You also have the support of tife's curiosity itself.”

The king now understood the great honor he had received in this life. With humility, he
accepted the gifts and bid farewell to the chronicler.

Gradually, over the course of days and years, his perception expanded, and he began to
see the souls of people, animals, emotions, and even the soul of entire kingdom.



The king found his queen, raised his sons, and showed them, as well as others, the
mysteries of life.

Together with many cottaboraters, they brought more joy, love,

relief, and understanding to the Earth. Our King was known fatant-wide as an inspirational
leader with immense wisdom.

*** Page 8 of 8 ***
Everything eventually comes to -1 the end.

Many years later, when the king sensed that the end of his earthly journey was near, the old
woman visited him once again.

»Is it really you, dear lady? You look younger.“
»l know.“

»l‘ve been curious about one question all this time:
Who are you, really?“

,Do you truly want to know, my friend?“
»Yes,“hereplied.

»l remember your grandfather
when he was just a child.”

The king smiled. The old woman smiled back and said,

»I am what is constantly changing.
I am what gives everything movement and beauty.“

The king smiled even more.

»Now [ know who yotuare.
You-are Life.
Life never disappears; it only transforms.

So, my dear friend,
are you ready for the adventure beyond death?“



»Yes, lam,“ and a tear rolled down the king‘s cheek.

»Before we preceed, I‘'m curious:
Did you manage to transform your kingdom
into a paradise?“

LJust a little bit,“ king replied with a smile.

»What surprised you the most
about building your paradise ?“

1 think it was reatizing,
that | had to stop trying so hard
to buita-t.

I understood that this world is perfect just the way it is.
There‘s always a surprising solution to every puzzle.

So, I had to learn to perceive the solutions
that life had already prepared.

And it‘s also fun...

Endless love, joy, and excitement

in discovering the beauty of life.

And accepting that life organizes | coincidences.”

»What wisdom would you like to pass on to your successors?“
Hd prebabty sum it up in a few sentences:

You get what you create.

Everything is always perfect.

Life isn‘tin a hurry,

and yet it achiieves everything.
I'am everything | perceive.

The world is my “exact "'mirror.

Humility is perception.“



»It‘'s amusing that these words come

froma King-who-hasitatt.”

And they both laughed heartity.

crossed the gate of death
and tegether entered into another reality.

Who you really are?
Notes:



Exported text from Al in English

King Who Lives Everything
Export of EN translation from Slovak to English language

*** Page 1 of 8 ***
The King Who Had Everything

In a distant land, there lived a king who had everything. He was so wealthy that his
accumulated gold and silver filled an entire floor of his castle. He enjoyed unparalleled
success - his kingdom expanded in times of war and thrived during peace. He possessed
power and influence beyond measure, able to listen to and pardon anyone. But he could
also be wrathful, and when he was, his detractors would lose their heads. His subjects,
some out of reverence and others out of fear, called him the King of Kings, the Greatest of
the Great, the like of which this Earth had never borne.

One day, as he strolled through his endlessly long chambers filled with beautiful paintings,
colorful vases, opulent embroidered tablecloths, and other riches, he suddenly spotted an
unfamiliar old woman.

He looked at her with disdain. "What do you want, disrespectful servant? And what are you
doing in rooms where only | may enter? Leave!"

But the woman didn't take a step and silently gazed at one of the painted vases. The king
raised his voice, "Woman! Leave, or you will lose your head!"

The woman raised her gaze to the king and began speaking innocently, "l am lost. | do not
know where | am. And | do not even know who YOU are."

"You do not know me? How is it possible that you do not know me?" The king puffed out his
chest and spoke proudly, "l am the greatest in the world. | am the king of the world. There is
no one greater on this Earth."

The old woman smiled, "Those are bold words. But can you prove them, or are they empty
words in the wind?"

This enraged the king to madness. "How dare you utter these words? You blaspheme!
Guards, come immediately! Lock this woman in the dungeon!”

"Why? Is the truth imprisoned in this castle?" The woman looked into the king's eyes. "You
are not the king of the world. You are merely the king of men."



The old woman stepped toward the open door of the room and spoke prophetically, "You
will remember our meeting."

The king's soldiers arrived seconds later from the opposite door, bowing, "At your
command!"

"Seize that old woman and ensure she never leaves this castle alive."
"Apologies, Your Highness. We didn't understand. Which old woman?"
"The one who insulted me and left through those doors!" The king pointed to the doors.

"Forgive us, but old women are not allowed entry into the castle. We surely would have
noticed."

*** Page 2 of 8 ***

"Do not anger me! She was here just a moment ago. Search the entire castle; you must find
her, and do itimmediately!" The guards scoured the castle for an hour, then two, four, until
it was pitch black outside. However, they found no old woman within the castle. The king
was incensed beyond measure. How could someone so audacious escape?

Butin the following days, the king's anger subsided, much to the misfortune of his
subjects. Weeks passed, then months, and slowly a year. The king, as was his custom,
went out hunting. He had long since forgotten about the woman. Right now, he only
thought about catching hares, deer, and stags. As he trotted on his horse, he arrived at the
edge of a meadow. He gazed around, enjoying the view, when it happened. The king was
struck hard in the heart, his vision blurred, and he fell lifelessly from his horse onto the
hard ground. He remembered nothing more.

His attendants found him on the meadow after the fall and carried him back to the castle.
The king breathed heavily. Everyone waited, wondering if, and when, he would awaken. A
day passed, then another, and the king finally opened his eyes at the end of the third day. It
was an effort to speak and even harder to rise. He lay back in bed, exhausted. Another day
passed, and on the third day since his awakening, the king gave an order:

"Whoever can cure me, your royal highness, shall receive as much gold as they weigh."
This command needed no repetition. Within three hours, the first doctors, healers,

witches, and sorcerers arrived. Each hoped their remedy was worthy of the king's
treasures. Some were so certain they could cure the king that they began to gain weight to



receive more gold.

The first physician applied a miraculous ointment to his face and entire head, turning the
king completely white. However, the ointment had no effect.

Next came the chef, who prepared a juice from 22 fruits found in the land. The king found
the juice tasty, but it did not help him.

The third healer had a different idea. Since fruit juice did not work, he prepared a
mysterious elixir from 22 of the most potent and unusual plants on Earth. The king drank it,
only to immediately vomit it up. The elixir tasted terrible. However, the healer insisted that
for healing, a price must be paid, and the elixir had to be consumed in its entirety. So,
against his will, the king drank it again, but it did not improve his health.

When the doctors and healers couldn't help, the magicians and other sorcerers arrived.
They recited various protective verses over him, drew symbols, burned incense, and other
aromatic plants in the room. However, all their efforts were in vain.

When nothing seemed to work, one of the sorcerers attempted to contact spirits. He
entered a trance, spoke with a completely different voice, and a lifeless expression,
uttering the words:

"King, you are bound by a mighty force. You are cursed. And from this day forth, you have
only two months left to live. You will weaken more and more. There is a faint glimmer of
hope left for breaking the curse, but you won't find it in the castle, nor will anyone in your
palace give it to you. Death is slowly sharpening its teeth for you..."

The sorcerer finished speaking and collapsed to the ground. He only regained
consciousness after a short while and could not remember any of the words he had
spoken. As for the king, although he did not want to, he found himself deep down believing
these prophetic words. Anxiety and fear took hold of him. Could there still be hope? He
locked himself in his chamber. Was there still a chance?

His stay in the palace became increasingly unbearable. That's why, one morning, disguised
as someone else, he ventured out into the city. He stopped at the marketplace and
overheard a conversation:

"Do you know what happened at the castle yesterday?"

"No, | don't. Tell me."

"They foretold the king's death in two months. That he would die."

"And who will be king after him?"



"I don't know. The king didn't say anything about it."

"He wasn't such a bad king. He knew how to build an empire. But if you crossed him, you
and your entire village would burn at the border. A king gets what he deserves. Do you
remember what he wanted everyone to call him?"

"The King of Kings, the greatest man this Earth ever bore," someone ironically remarked.

The king pondered this and muttered to himself, "Is this what they think of me? That |
wasn't a good king? Will | even be missed after my death? Or will they only pretend to
mourn, while secretly celebrating my departure? Does my life actually have meaning?"

The monarch continued walking through the city, where he saw many elderly people. It was
an unfamiliar sight to him. He didn't want them in his palace. They reminded him that he
was aging and that death was nearing. Funny, now he was probably closer to death than
those elderly people.
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In the royal stables, the king saddled the most ordinary horse with the most ordinary
saddle he could find. He no longer wished to be a king. His greatest fear was that someone
would recognize him and discover that HE, the king, was just a small, frail, and vulnerable
human being, desperately yearning for hope.

He left the city, heading in any direction, leaving it allto chance. And so, the king wandered
his kingdom for seven days. His slowly deteriorating body wore him out, but his own
thoughts tormented him even more. The longer he journeyed, the harder it was to escape
those unpleasant thoughts. They pursued him like a shadow in the bright of day.

He ventured off the road, traversed a slightly overgrown forest, and eventually arrived at a
small river. He walked upstream. The horse's hooves disturbed the crystal-clear water of
the stream as the king continued his journey until he reached the place where the river
began. It was the edge of a small blue lake. He dismounted and drank from the water. He
spread out a cloth and unpacked some of his dwindling supplies. Weary, he sat down.

Then, an old woman emerged from the forest, carrying a basket full of mushrooms.
"Ah, a stranger. What are you doing in this forgotten place?" she asked.

"I've lost my way," the king replied. But in truth, he wanted to get rid of her like so many
others he had encountered on his journey. He didn't want to engage in conversation.



"Really? | can show you the way if you'd like."

The king realized that saying he had lost his way wasn't an ideal way to dismiss someone,
so he tried a different approach.

"Show me the way, and I'll return shortly."

"As you wish, stranger. And | see some unusual dishes in your supplies. I'm curious to taste
them. Will you treat me in exchange for my guidance?"

The king gestured, indicating that he didn't mind. He added, "Help yourself to anything.
Enjoy."

"Thank you," said the old woman. She picked up a piece of exotic-looking fruit and slowly
savored it. She tasted the other three similarly unusual items on the cloth. Then, she
carefully looked into the king's eyes and said, "Stranger, I've looked into the faces of many
people, seen various eyes, including eyes like yours. | can tell that you're running from
something."

The king sighed, "You won't understand."

"Do not judge a chronicle by its cover. Sometimes, you find something in it that surprises
you. Something you've been searching for a long time."

"Ha-ha-ha... Are you a chronicler? You don't look like one."

A faint smile appeared on the old woman's face. Then, the smile vanished, and she stared
at the stranger again. She posed the question once more, "What's troubling you, my son?"

There was a moment of silence.

"Do you want to tell me yourself what's troubling you, or shall | read it from your eyes?"
"Give it a try," the king said, smiling at the woman.

The old woman cleared her throat and began, "You've discovered that you aren't who you
thought you were. You realized that the powerful figure meant to be recorded in historical
chronicles is just a timid individual running from himself. You became intoxicated with
power, locking your heart away behind three castle gates. Suddenly, you lost that power,

but your locked heart remains."

The stranger was saddened by these words. They hurt him deeply. The old woman
continued, "Now you don't know what to do next. And | know one of your secrets: you're a



king. You're the king of this realm. But you're also a king who is dying."
"How do you know all this?"

"It's not the first time we've met. Try to remember when you last saw me."
The king pondered, then suddenly blushed with anger.

"It's you! You look different, but it's you. You're that old woman from the castle. The one
who insulted me."

"The one you wanted to lock up in a prison cell?"

The king's anger dissipated. She had told him the truth, even though he had denied it back
at the castle.

"So, you're aware of the curse, aren't you?"
"lam."
"Did you castiton me?"

"No, not me. It was life itself. As you know from ancient books, 'As you sow, so shall you
reap."

These words hurt the king deeply. He also remembered the curse uttered by the sorcerer:
"So, | truly have only a month and a half left to live?"
"It's possible."

"But the sorcerer mentioned there's still hope to break the curse. And that I'll find it outside
the castle. Can you give me that hope?"

"It depends on your decision."

These words greatly disturbed the king.

"Would everything suffice? Gold, silver, even all my treasures. Will you save me?"
The old woman just smiled.

"Is it not enough? Very well, I'll give you more. I'll give you half of my kingdom."



The old woman continued to smile.

"No? Then I'll give you the entire kingdom. Hundreds of cities throughout this land. Just
save me."

"King, your offer would entice anyone from the city. But life cannot be bought. Therefore,
you cannot buy me either."

"What do you want, then? I'll give you everything. Gold, silver, even all my treasures."

"Do you really want to know?"

IIYeS‘II

"Then how about doing something for yourself?"

"You mean?"

"You know you're going to die. But | can make your last moments more bearable... and you
can die in peace."
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The king fell to the ground. He didn't want to hear this. He didn't want to accept it. Most of
all, he didn't want to die. He was terribly afraid of death. He wanted to escape, but he
couldn't even move. Even though he didn't know if escaping would help him in any way...
The old woman stood over him and added, "If you think your life ends with death and
nothing follows, fear will overcome you. Fear and guilt for squandering your life. Doubts.

You feel them now, don't you?"

A tear rolled down the king's cheek. And another, and another, and another... A pile of
tears. He was weeping uncontrollably. He was going to die. Why?

The old woman told him, "You now know what you were. A king. But now you're broken.
You've lost everything. A part of you is dying, and that brings pain. You feel it, don't you?"

With difficulty, the king replied, "...yes."

"Accept that soon you will leave this world, taking with you no possessions or influence.
But something will remain."

"What will remain?"



"That which you truly are. Unlock your heart."
"And how?"

"Look around you. Look at the plant - one day it's here, the next it can be cut down and
disappear. Look at the animals — one day they roam the forest, the next they can be caught
by a predator. Learn from them to accept whatis. Learn from them completeness,
wholeness. How to be in unity, to be yourself. To be genuine and balanced. Learn from
them how to live and die and not make a problem out of life and death."

"Are you saying | should accept that I'm going to die?"

"Only when you accept that you're going to die, the false within you can die, and the true
can shine. Discover your own peace."

"Where should | look for this peace?"

"If you seek it around you, you won't find it. But if you look inside yourself, you'll discover
that your peace is waiting for you there. It's waiting for the opportunity to manifestitself, to
break free. So don't search for peace. Start perceiving yourself, your inner self. Allow it to
exist, and peace will reveal itself."

"I can't see it. | can't feel it. | still only feel suffering. Like a boulder in the middle of the road,
impossible to pass."

"Take a closer look at that boulder. Do you see it? Do you see what itis? It's your habits,
your desire for power and wealth. The desire to be more than others. Royal pride. And
that's why you can't look deeper. Yes, it hurts to see that boulder. It hurts to see your pain.
And when you look at it up close, it hurts even more. But | have advice for you: Every pain
has its peak. When you reach the peak of pain, you'll realize what the pain was trying to tell
you. What you were supposed to understand. That's when the first feelings of relief come.
Relief means understanding. If you need to cry, then cry. Tears that bring relief will help you
find the right path to your heart."

And with that, the old woman left him for a day.

**% Page 5 of 8 ***

Now, try putting the book down and contemplate what you've read, just like the king in this
story.
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During that one day of silence, a lot happened. The king couldn't continue running away
from himself. He had to face his pain. It was terrible and painful. The king cried. Gradually,
tears of relief came as the pain slowly receded, and in its place, a deeper and deeper
sense of peace emerged. Although the deep lines of years still etched his face, there was a
new gleam in his eyes, a strange radiant light, a sign that the king had understood
something profound.

When the old woman returned, she asked the king, "Do you now know who you are?"

With peace, the king replied, "Yes."

"Are you reconciled with the fact that you will depart from this world?"

"Yes, lam."

"And that's why you will save your life."

The old woman smiled gently and continued, "You know, my friend, what is the greatest
task of a human being? To understand who they are and why they are here. To understand
why they were born and what role Life has chosen for them."

"Life?" the king inquired.

"Yes, exactly. Life. Life is an ever-evolving force, always changing, always creating. It wants
to discover more about itself. That's why Life created the mirror of this world. It creates so

that it can explore, in all its shades."

The king fell silent. His mind fell silent too. He had just heard what had eluded him his
entire life.

The old woman continued, "Let me share a story with you, the story of the King of Kings."
"Though | used to bear that title with pride, | haven't heard this story before."

"Why is there one king and millions of subjects? Why aren't there more kings? What makes
a king so exceptional? What do you think?"

"A king possesses power and wealth. No one has more."
"And why did Life create him? Why did Life create the king and millions of subjects?"

"I don't know this one. Will you reveal it to me?"



"You see, Life is infinitely curious and loves to explore even the most peculiar questions of
existence. That's why it devised a riddle: What would it be like to attain the greatest power
in the world, only to discover that you were mistaken all along? That the purpose of
amassing power is to let it go? A liberating surprise."

The king rubbed his forehead and mumbled, "Good one."

The old woman continued with the next part of the story.
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"Do you know what the problem with power is? Only those who truly possess power can let
it go. How can an ordinary person imagine what power is like? What it means to have it?
What's it like to be a king? Can you tell me something about it?"

"Well, perhaps the strangest thing is that many people romanticize my position. A king who
is only good. But ruling a realm, creating meaningful laws so that people don't fight like
madmen, that seems impossible... It's also strange to command soldiers, to see death, to
accept it as a necessity, to see hundreds of lifeless bodies. Overcoming the pain of
witnessing my friends' dead bodies. That's why | closed myself off and became cruel. |
didn't know any other way. After the initial enthusiasm of wearing the royal crown, an
endless pain follows. | felt like a machine. | built a shield against my emotions. | didn't
know what to do next... That's the peculiar suffering of a king. But | couldn't find anyone
else to entrust the fate of the kingdom to. I'd rather be the king than see this kingdom in
ruins. How many kings truly want to take lives? But they must. When the forest is cut down,
splinters fly."

"And those splinters pierce the king's heart," the old woman added. She looked into the
distance and then back into the king's eyes. "So, you already sense who the King of Kings
is? It's a king who understands his kingdom. He will be in unity with his kingdom. He'll
comprehend its many contrasting shades. He'll understand the people's souls. He'll
understand their pain. And because of that, he will decide to heal his kingdom's soul from
within. Thanks to that, he can transform his kingdom into a paradise. Because, you know,
who in the kingdom can most easily change the kingdom?"

"Only the king!"
"Do you know what such a king is called?"

"NO."



"It's called a king who has it all."

The king burst into tears, but this time they were tears of joy and relief.

"You know, many people on this Earth have been kings of larger or smaller kingdoms.
They've tried to become the king who has it all. They feel it. They have experience. And
they'll be happy to help you. So, don't forget: Transforming a kingdom into paradise is a
challenging task. That's why you have the support of many. You also have the support of

Life's curiosity itself."

The king now understood the great honor he had received in this life. With humility, he
accepted the gifts and bid farewell to the chronicler.

Gradually, over the course of days and years, his perception expanded, and he began to
see the souls of people, animals, emotions, and even the entire kingdom. He saw the soul
of the stories of life. The king found his queen, raised his sons, and showed them, as well
as others, the mysteries of life.

Together with many collaborators, they brought more joy, love, relief, and understanding to

the Earth. Our King was known far and wide as an inspirational leader with immense
wisdom.
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Everything eventually comes to an end. Many years later, when the king sensed that the
end of his earthly journey was near, the old woman visited him once again.

"Is it really you, dear lady? You look younger."

"l know."

"I've been curious about one question all this time: Who are you, really?"
"Do you truly want to know, my friend?"

"Yes," he replied.

"I remember your grandfather when he was just a child."

The king smiled. The old woman smiled back and said, "l am what is constantly changing. |
am what gives everything movement and beauty."



The king smiled even more. "Now | know who you are. You are Life. Life never disappears; it
only transforms. So, my dear friend, are you ready for the adventure beyond death?"

"Yes, | am," and a tear rolled down the king's cheek.

"Before we proceed, I'm curious: Did you manage to transform your kingdom into a
paradise?"

"Just a little bit," he replied with a smile.
"What surprised you the most about building your paradise?"

"I think it was realizing that | had to stop trying so hard to build it. | understood that this
world is perfect just the way itis. There's always a surprising solution to every puzzle. So, |
had to learn to perceive the solutions that life had already prepared. And it's also fun...
endless love, joy, and excitement in discovering the beauty of life. And accepting that life
organizes coincidences."

"What wisdom would you like to pass on to your successors?"

"I'd probably sum it up in a few sentences:

You get what you create.

Everything is always perfect.

Life isn'tin a hurry, and yet it achieves everything.
| am everything | perceive.

The world is my exact mirror.

Humility is perception.”

"It's amusing that these words come from a King who has it all.”

And they both laughed heartily, crossed the gate of death together, and entered into
another reality.
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Kral, ktory vSetkého ma, original text in Slovak language, used as input to SKto EN
translation.

*** Page 1 of 8 ***

Kral, ktory vSetkého ma

V jednej davnovekej krajine zil kral, ktory uz vSetkého dost mal. Bol taky bohaty, Ze jeho
nahromadené zlato a striebro celé poschodie hradu zaberalo. Mal uspech ako nikto iny —
kralovstvo sa pod jeho rukou rozSirovalo vo vojne a prosperovalo i po¢as mieru. Aj moci a
vplyvu mal kral nadostac — dokazal kohokolvek vypoc€ut a omilostit. Ale vedel sa aj
nahnevat. A vtedy bol kazdy neprajnik o hlavu kratS$i. A jeho poddani? Jedni z Ucty, ini zo
strachu mu hovorili: Kral kralov, Najvacsi z najvacsich, akych tato Zem niesla.

V jeden den sa prechadzal svojimi nekonec¢ne dlhymi komnatami plnymi krasnych obrazov,
farebnych vaz, prepychovych vysivanych obrusov a iného majetku. Ked'tu zrazu zbadal
neznamu starenu.

PovySenecky sa na nu pozrel:

,Co chces, sluZzobnica netctiva? A ¢o robis v komnatach, kde mam vstup lenja? Odid!“
Ale zena neurobila ani krok, a mléky sa pozerala na jednu z malovanych vaz. Kral zvysil
hlas:

,Zena! Odid, inak budes o hlavu kratsia!“

Zena zodvihla zrak ku kralovi, a s pohtadom nevinnej zagala rozprévat:

,Ja som zabludila. Neviem, kde som. A ani neviem, kto si TY.“

» 1Y ma nepoznas? Ako je mozné, Zze ma nepoznas?“

Kral napol hrud a prehovoril hrdym hlasom:

»S0m najvacsi na svete. Som kral sveta. Nikoho vacsieho na tejto zemi niet...“

Starena sa pozrela do panovnikovych o¢i:

,» 10 sU odvazne slova. Ale vie$ ich aj dokazat? Cisuto len prazdne reci do vetra?*

Krala ovladol hnev:

»Ako sa opovazujes$ mi protireCit a urazat ma? Chces byt stata katovou sekerou?*

»10 pre jednoduchu otazku sa tu stinaju hlavy? Ak si kralom celého tohto sveta, dokaz to.
Povedz o svojej sile. Co dokazes?

,Dokazem prikazat ludom, aby robili, o chcem. Ba dokonca eSte viac: Dokazem ich
primat k tomu, aby mysleli, na ¢o chcem. Aby postavili, o chcem. Aby zomierali za to, ¢o
chcem.”

Zena sa pousmiala:

»Naivny si, pan kral. Ale zdaleka nemas taku moc, ako o sebe vyhlasujes. Nie si pAnom
tohto sveta!®

»Nehovoris pravdu. Ak vie§, povedz mi ¢o len jeden priklad, ze sa mylim,“ dodal kral
povySeneckym hlasom.

»Ako povies, mily kralu.

Dokazes prikazat vetru, aby fukal?



Rastline, aby kvitla?

Prikazat Slnku, aby odohnalo mraky?

Alebo prikazat smrti, aby prisla neskér,

Coilenojeden jediny den?“

Kral sa rozzuril do nepricetnosti.

»Ako sa opovazuje$ vyrieknut tieto slova? Ruhas sa! Straze, ihned sem! Zavrite tuto zenu
do zalara!“

»A preCo? Za pravdu sa zatvara do vazenia?“

Zena sa do kralovych oé&i pozrela tak prenikavo, akoby mu hladela priamo do jeho py$ného
srdca:

» Ty nie si kral sveta. Ty si len kral (udi.”

Starena vykrocila k otvorenym dveram z komnaty, a vyriekla prorocké slova:

,» 1Y Si eSte spomenies na nase stretnutie.”

Kralovi vojaci dorazili o par sekund neskér z opacnych dveri. Sklonili sa: ,,K Vasim
rozkazom!“

,»Chytte tu starenu, nech ziva zo zamku nevyjde.

»,Prepacte, Vasa vysost. Nerozumeli sme. Aka starena?“

»Predsa ta, ktora ma urazala a odisla tymito dverami!“ A kralov prst ukazal na dvere.
»Prepacte. Ale staré Zzeny maju vstup na hrad zakazany. UrcCite by sme si ju vS§imli.“
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»Nehnevajte ma! Pred chvilou tu bola. Prehladajte cely hrad, musite ju najst! A okamzite!“
Straze prehladavali hrad hodinu, dve, Styri, az do Uplnej tmavej noci, Ziadnu staru Zzenu v
hrade vSak nenasli... Krala to vytacalo do nepri¢etnosti. Ako mohol niekto taky drzy
uniknat?

Ale pocas dalSich dni kralov hnev chladol. Najviac na to, bohuzial, doplatili jeho poddani.
Presli dalSie tyzdne, mesiace, a pomaly aj rok. Kral, ako uz bolo jeho zvykom, sa vybral na
polovacku. Uz davno ho opustili myslienky na tuto Zenu. Prave teraz myslel len na zajace,
jelene a lane, ktoré ulovi. Ako tak cvalal na koni, doSiel na okraj liky. Pozeral sa... Pekny
vyhlad, ked zrazu sa to stalo. Krala silno pichlo pri srdci, zatmelo sa mu pred o¢ami, a ako
bez zivota padal z kona na tvrdd zem. Viac si nepamatal...

Sluzobnictvo ho po pade na luke naslo a odnieslo na zamok. Kral stazka dychal. VSetci
cakali, kedy, a ¢ivbbec, sa preberie... PresSiel den, presSiel druhy. A kral az na konci tretieho
dria otvoril 0&i. Tazko sa mu hovorilo, a este tazsie vstavalo. Opét si vyéerpany lahol do
postele. Tak presSiel aj dalSi den.

Ani na treti den po prebudeni sa kralovi velmi nepolepSilo, tak vydal rozkaz:

»1en, kto mna — kralovsku vysost vylieCi, dostane tolko zlata, kolko sam vazi.*“

Tento rozkaz nemusel dva razy vydat. Uz o tri hodiny prisli prvi lekari, liecCitelia, vedmy i
¢arodejnici. Kazdy z nich dufal, ze prave jeho recept je hodny kralovych pokladov. Dokonca
niektori si boli taki isti, ze krala vylieCia, Ze zacCali priberat, aby ziskali viac zlata.

Prvy lekar natrel jeho tvar i celu hlavu zazracnou mastou. Kral bol onedlho cely biely. Ale
mast na neho nemala ucinok.



Potom priSiel na rad kuchar. Ten mu pripravil Stavu z 22 ovocnych plodov jeho zeme.
Kralovi sice dzus chutil, pomoct mu vSak nepomohol.

Treti lieCitel myslel opacne: ked mu nepomohla Stava z ovocia, pripravi mu tajomny elixir z
22 najsilnejSich a najzvlastnejSich rastlin celej Zeme. Kral to vypil, a hned to aj vratil von.
Elixir chutil strasne. Ale lie€itel namietal — za zdravie sa plati, treba ho vypit cely. Tak to kral
aj proti svojej voli urobil. Ale ani po tretej davke sa mu zdravie nezlepsilo.

Ked lekari a liecitelia nevedeli poméct, prisli na rad magovia a ini Carodejnici. Hovorili nad
nim r6zne ochranné verSe, kreslili rézne symboly a palili vizbe kadidlo i iné aromatické
rastliny. Aj to vSak bolo méarne...

Ked ni¢ nepomahalo, jeden z Carodejnikov sa pokusil spojit s duchmi. Dostal sa do tranzu,
s Uplne inym hlasom a s mftvolnym vyrazom vyriekol slova:

,Kral, si sputany mocnou silou. Si prekliaty. A ostavaju ti oddnes uz iba dva mesiace zivota.
Budes slabnut Coraz viac. Malicka nadej na prelomenie kliatby tu eSte jestvuje. Ale
nenajdes ju na zamku, a neda ti ju ani nik, kto je teraz v tvojom palaci. Smrt si na teba uz
pomali¢ky brusi zuby...“

Carodejnik dorozpréaval a padol na zem. Prebral sa aZ po malej chvili. Nepamatal si na ni¢
zo slov, ktoré povedal.

A kral? Aj ked nechcel, niekde v hibke uveril tymto prorockym slovam. A pri$iel na neho
nepokoj a strach. Zavrel sa do komnaty. Ma eSte nadej?

Pobyt v palaci mu pripadal ¢oraz viac neznesitelny. Preto rdno, prezleCeny za niekoho
iného, vySiel von, do mesta. Zastavil sa na trhovisku a zapocul rozhovor:

»Vie§, €o sa stalo v€era na hrade?“ Spytal sa mestan zakaznika.

,Nie, neviem. Povedz.“

,Kralovi vyvestili, 7e o dva mesiace tu uz nebude. Ze zomrie.“

,»A kto bude kralom po niom?“

»Neviem. Kral o tom ni¢ nepovedal.”

»Nebol to az taky zly kral. Vedel, ako vybudovat riSu. Ale ak by si sa dostal do jeho
nepriazne, zhorel by si na hranici ty i cela tvoja dedina. Kral dostane len to, ¢o si zasluzi. A
spominas si, ¢o chcel od kazdého, aby mu hovoril?“

L2e je Kral Kralov. Ten najvacsi ¢lovek, akého kedy tato Zem niesla,“ ironicky poznamenal.
Kral sa zamyslel a povedal pre seba:

,Tak toto si o mne myslia? Ze som nebol dobry kral? Budem po mojej smrti vobec niekomu
chybat? Ci budu len naoko smuditit, a vnutri oslavovat, ze som uz prec... M&d moj Zivot
vlastne zmysel?*

Panovnik kracal dalej. A videl v meste aj mnohych starych ludi. Nezvyknuty na ten pohlad.
Nechcel ich mat na zamku. Pripominali mu, Ze starne. Pripominali mu blizkost smrti.
Vtipné, teraz je asi blizSie k smrti on, ako ti starci...
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V kralovskej stajni osedlal najobyCajnejSim sedlom toho najoby¢ajnejSieho koria akého
nasiel. Uz nechcel byt kralom. Najviac sa bal toho, Ze ho niekto spozna. A zisti, ze ON - kral



je iba maly, chorlavy a zranitelny ¢loviecik, ktory zufalo tuzi po nadeji.

Odchadza z mesta a je mu jedno, ktorym smerom sa vyda. Necha to na ndhodu.

A tak kral putoval svojou krajinou celych sedem dni. VyCerpavalo ho jeho pomaly
chradnuce telo, omnoho viac ho v§ak mucili jeho vlastné myslienky. A ¢im dlhSie putoval,
tym tazSie od nich utekal. Tie neprijemné mysSlienky ho prenasledovali ako tien za
slne¢ného dna.

OdiSiel mimo cesty, prechéadzal trochu zarastenym lesom, az doSiel k malej rieCke. Vydal
sa proti jej prudu. Kopyta kora Cerili priezracnu vodi¢ku z tohto potoka. A kral putoval
dalej, aZ priSiel na miesto, kde rie¢ka zac¢inala. Bol to okraj malého modrého jazera.
Zosadol z kona a napil sa vody. Rozprestrel obrus a vybalil nie€o zo svojich zmensSujucich
sa zasob. Unaveny si sadol. V tom sa z lesika objavila stara Zzena. V ruke niesla koSik plny
hub.

,Aha, cudzinec. Co robi$ na tomto zabudnutom mieste?*

wZabludil som.“

Odpovedal kral. Ale v skutocnosti sa jej chcel zbavit, ako mnohych inych ludi, ktorych
stretol cestou. Nechcel sa s hou rozpravat.

»Naozaj? M6zem ti poradit, ako sa dostat na cestu, ak chces$.”

Kral si uvedomil, Zze povedat slova, ze zabludil, nie su idealne ako sa zbavit ¢loveka. Tak to
skusil inak:

,UKaz mi cestu, a ja onedlho p6jdem naspat.”

»Ako povie§, cudzinec. A vidim aj mnohé netradi¢né jedla v tvojich zasobach. Som zvedava
ako chutia. Pohosti§ ma za radu?*

Kral gestom ukazal, Ze je mu to jedno. Dopovedal:

,»,Daj si ¢o len chces$. Nech ti padne na Gzitok.“

»Dakujem ti.“

Starena si zobrala prvy kusok exoticky vyzerajuceho ovocia. Pomali¢ky sa don zahryzla, a
jemne si ho vychutnavala. Podobnym sp6sobom ochutnala aj dalSie tri kisky polozené na
obruse. Potom sa pozorne zahladela kralovi do o&i a povedala:

»Cudzinec, uz hladela som do tvari mnohych ludi, videla som r6zne ocCi. Aj oCi, aké mas ty.
Vidim, ze pred nie¢im utekas.“

Kral si povzdychol:

,Kdeze, nepoznas ma. Nevie§, kto som. Nevies, aky som.“

»Ale odi povedia ¢asto viac ako tisic slov,“ protiredila mu starena. ,Co ta trapi, synu?“

»Aj tak ma nepochopis,“ odpovedal kral.

»Nesud kronikarovu knihu podla obalu. Ob&as v nej najdes niec¢o, ¢o ta prekvapi. Niec¢o, ¢o
si dlho hladal.”

»Ha-ha-ha... Ty si kronikarka? Nevyzeras na to.“

Na stareninej tvari sa zjavil jemny usmev. Potom Usmev zmizol a starena sa opat zahladela
na cudzinca. A opat mu polozila otazku:

,Co ta trapi, synu?“

Nastala chvilka ticha...

»Chce$ mi sam povedat, ¢o ta trapi, alebo to mam vycitat z tvojich o&i?“

»okus.“ Kral sa s usmevom pozrel na starenu. Starena si odkaslala, a zac¢ala hovorit:



»Zistil si, Ze nie si ten, za ktorého si sa pokladal. Zistil si, Zze ten mocny ¢lovek, ktory ma byt
zapisany v historickych kronikach, je iba ustrachany ¢loviecik, ktory uteka pred sebou
samym. Opantal si sa mocou, aby si na tri zamky zatvoril svoje srdce. A zrazu si moc stratil.
Ale zamknuté srdce ti ostava.

Cudzinec, ked zapocul tieto slova, posmutnel. Tieto slova ho zaboleli. Starena
pokracovala:

»2Ateraz nevie§, ako dalej. A poznam aj jedno tvoje tajomstvo:

Si kral. Si kral tejto riSe. A zaroven si kral, ktory zomiera.“

,,Ako to vies?“

»Nie je to prvykrat, ¢o sa vidime. Skus si spomenut, kedy si ma videl naposledy.”

Kral sa zamyslel. Hned na to od hnevu sCervenel:

»10 sity!l Inak vyzeras... Ale si to ty. Ty si ta starena zo zadmku. Ta starena, ktora ma urazila.”
»A ktoru si za pravdu chcel zatvorit do vazenia?“

Kralov hnev po tejto vete vyfucal. Predsa len, povedala mu pravdu. Aj ked'si tu pravdu vtedy
na zamku odmietal priznat.

»ledavies aj o kliatbe, v§ak?“

,viem,“ odsekla mu.

,» 10 ty si ju na mna uvalila?“

,Nie ja. To Zivot. Ved poznas zo starych knih: Co zasejes, to zoznes.“

Krala premohla vina. Spomenul si na svoje kruté panovanie. Ako aj na to, ¢o si pred
tyzdnom pocul na trhovisku. Starena pokracovala:

,Co zasejes, to zozneSs. A ¢o ma zozat ¢lovek, ktory seje smrt?*

Krala tieto slova obrovsky zaboleli. Spomenul si aj na kliatbu z Ust ¢arodejnika:

»leda naozaj mi uz ostava len mesiac a pol Zivota?“

»,M0Ze byt.“

»Ale ¢arodejnik povedal, Ze aj nadej na prelomenie kliatby existuje. A Ze ju najdem mimo
zamku. Mas mi tu nadej dat ty?*

,Podla toho ako sa rozhodnes.“

Tieto slova riadne krala rozrusili:

»Dam ti vSetko. Zlato, striebro, hoci aj vSetky moje poklady.“

Starena sa na neho len usmiala.

»Nestaci? Dobre, dam ti viac. Dam ti pol kralovstva.“ Starena sa usmievala dalej. ,,Nie? Tak
dam ti celé kralovstvo. Stovky miest po tejto zemi. Len ma zachran.

»Kralu, tvoja ponuka by nenechala chladnym nikoho z mesta. Ale zivot sa neda kupit. Preto
ani mna si takto kupit nemozes.

»Tak ¢o chce§? Dam ti vSetko! Urobim pre teba vSetko.

»Naozaj? A ¢o keby si urobil nie¢o pre seba?“

,Co tym mysli§?“

»Vies, ze zomries. Ale mbézem ti tvoje posledné okamihy spravit znesitelnejSimi... a m6ze$§
zomriet v pokoji.
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Kral padol na zem. Toto nechcel pocut. Toto nechcel prijat. Zo v§etkého najviac si nezelal
zomriet. PriSerne sa bal smrti. Chcel utiect, no nevladal sa ani pohnut. Aj ked nevedel, Ci
mu utek k nieComu pom©éze...

Starena sa postavila nad neho a doplnila:

»Ak si mysli§, Ze tvoj Zivot smrtou konci a ni¢ dalSie nenasleduje, premdze ta strach. Strach
avina, Ze si svoj zivot premarnil. Pochybnosti. Teraz to citi$.“

Kralovi vysla slza z oka. A dalSia a dalsia a dalSia... Kopa slz. Uplne sa rozplakal. Zomrie.
Preco?

Starena mu odpovedala:

»UZvie§, ¢im si bol. Kralom. Ale teraz si zlomeny. Stratil si v§etko. Cast teba zomiera a to
prinasa bolest. Citi$ to, vS§ak?“

Kral stazka odpovedal:

yee. ANO.LY

,Ostava ti iba prijat to, Ze ¢oskoro odide$ z tohto sveta a neodnesies si so sebou ziaden
majetok a vplyv. Ale nieCo ti predsa len ostane.”

,A €0 mi ostane?*

» 10, kym skutoCne si. Odomkni svoje srdce.”

»A ako?“ spytal sa kral.

»Popozeraj sa okolo seba.

Pozri sa na rastlinu — jeden den tu je, na dalsi ju kosci mézu zozat a zmizne.

Pozri sa na zvieratd — v jeden den lozia po lese, na druhy den ich méze ulovit dravec.
Nauc¢ sa od nich prijimat to, ¢o je. Nau¢ sa od nich Uplnosti, celistvosti. Ako byt v jednote,
byt sdm sebou. Byt skutoCnym a vyrovnanym.

Nauc sa od nich, ako zit a umriet a nerobit zo zivota a smrti problém.“

»leda mam prijat to, ze zomriem?*

»lba ked prijmes to, ze zomrie§, dokaze to faloSné v tebe zahynut a to pravé sa rozziarit.
Objav svoj vlastny pokoj.*

»A kde mam ten pokoj hladat?*

»Ak ho hladas okolo seba, nenajdes ho. Ale ak sa pozrie$ do svojho vnltra, zistis, Ze tam
tvoj pokoj na teba ¢aka. Caka na prileZitost, aby sa mohol prejavit, predrat von.

Preto nehladaj pokoj. Za¢ni vnimat seba samého, svoje vnutro. Dovol mu existovat, vtedy
sa pokoj objavi sam.

»Nevidim ho. Necitim ho. Stale citim len utrpenie. Ako balvan v strede cesty, okolo ktorého
sa neda prejst.”

,Pozri sa na ten balvan zblizka. Vidis ho? Vidi§, ¢o to je? Su to tvoje zvyky, tvoja tuzba po
moci a majetku. Tuzba byt viac ako ini. Kralovska pycha.

A preto sa nevie$ pozriet hlbsie. Ano, boli ta vidiet ten balvan. Boli ta vidiet tvoju bolest. A
ked sa na nu pozries zblizka, boli eSte viac. Ale mam pre teba radu: Kazda bolest ma svoj
vrchol. A ked dosiahnes vrchol bolesti, uvedomis si, o ti mala bolest povedat. Co simal
pochopit. A vtedy prichadzaju prvé pocity Glavy. Ulava znamend pochopenie.

Ak budes potrebovat plakat, tak pla¢. Slzy prinasajuce ulavu ti pom6zu najst pravu cestu k
tvojmu srdcu.

A starena ho na jeden den opustila.
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Skus teraz odlozit knihu a zamysliet sa nad tym, ¢o si precital, podobne ako kral vtomto
pribehu.
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Za ten jeden den ticha sa udialo vela. Kral nemohol dalej utekat sam pred sebou. Preto sa
musel pozriet na svoju bolest. Bolo to strasné a bolestivé. Kral plakal. Postupne prisli aj
slzy ulavy, ked bolest pomalicky odchadzala a na jej mieste sa objavoval ¢oraz hlbsi a hlbsi
pokoj. A aj ked stopy dlhoro¢nych vrasok stale Cerili kralovu tvar, v jeho o€iach sa zacal
blysknut lesk. Také zvlastne ziarivé svetlo ako znak toho, ze kral nie¢o hlboké pochopil.
Ked sa starenka vratila, spytala sa krala:

,Uz vies, kto si?“

Kral s pokojom odpovedal:

LAno.«

»UZ si zmiereny s tym, Ze odide$ z tohto sveta?“

,Ano, som.“

»A prave preto si svoj zivot zachranis.

Starena sa jemne usmievala:

»,Vie§, ¢o je najvacsia uloha ¢loveka?

Pochopit, kto je, a preco tu je.

Pochopit, preco sa narodil.

A zistit, aka ulohu mu Zivot vybral.“

Kral cely prekvapeny:

,Zivot?«

,Ano, presne tak. Zivot. Zivot je sila, ktora sa neustéle vyvija, meni, tvori. Chce zistit o sebe
viac. Preto Zivot vytvoril zrkadlo tohto sveta. Tvori, aby objavoval, kto je, vo véetkych svojich
odtienkoch.”

Kral stichol. Stichla aj jeho mysel. Pocul prave to, o mu cely Zivot unikalo?

Kronikarka pokracovala:

»Rada ti poviem zopar paradoxov tohto sveta.

Preco existuje tento svet plny nenavisti a utrpenia?

Aky kruty netvor tento svet navrhol?

Chcel sa ludom pomstit? Preco?

Alebo je to uplne inak?

Vies, priatelu. Kazdy ¢lovek ma v sebe dva svety. Jeden vonkajsi, ktory spoznava spolocne
s inymi. Druhy vnutorny, ktory je taky jedinecny, Zze ho mbZe spozndvat iba sam. A oba svety
su sucast jednoty Zivota.



Ale ako spoznds vnutorny svet bez ucitela? Prave preto vznikol ten vonkajsi, aby sme si
vzajomne vedeli zdielat rady.

A mozno ta prekvapi jedna malickost:

Vo vnutornom svete smrt neexistuje.

Vo vnutornom svete existuje iba sklisenost.

Preto skus navnimat, ¢o siteraz pocul.”

Starena ho tentokrat opustila na cely den. Kral dostal do daru dalSi den ticha a eSte hlbSie
sa ponaral do svojho vnutorného pokoja. Nekonec€ny prazdny priestor.

Ked Starenka opéat uvidela krala, videla na hom zmeny. Tvar mal pokojnu, uvolnenu, po
vraskach uz ani stopy. Jeho tvar ozdoboval jemny a prijemny Usmev. A videla eSte viac
Ziarivy lesk v jeho oCiach. Vedela, ze mbze pokracovat.

»Priatelu, pocul si pribeh o kralovi kralov?“

»Sice tymto titulom som sa rad ozdoboval, no pribeh o kralovi kralov som eSte nepocul.”
,Preco je jeden kral a miliény poddanych? Preco nie je kralov viac? Cim je kral taky
vynimoé&ny? Co ti napada?“

,Kral ma moc a bohatstvo. Nikto nema viac.“

A prego ho zivot vytvoril? Preco Zivot vytvoril krala aj miliény poddanych?“

»Toto fakt neviem. Prezradis mi?“

»Vies,... zivot je nekonecCne zvedavy a rad skima aj tie najzvlastnejsSie otazky zivota. Preto
nasiel rébus:

Aké by to bolo ziskat najva&siu moc na svete, a potom zistit, Ze sa cely as mylil? Ze
zmyslom zhromazdovania moci je pustit ju?

Oslobodzujuce prekvapenie.”

Kral sa chytil za ¢elo a trochu zanadaval... A pokorne uznal:

,Dobry vtip.“

Starenka pokracovala dalSou ¢astou pribehu:
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»Vies aky je problém moci? Vzdat sa jej mbze iba ten, kto moc skuto¢ne ma.

Ako si vie bezny ¢lovek predstavit, o je to moc? Aké je to mat ju? Aké zodpovedné je byt
kralom? Skus mi o tom niec¢o povedat.”

,»Asi to najzvlastnejsie je, Ze mnohi ludia vnimaju moju poziciu prilis romanticky. Kral, ktory
je iba dobry. Ale riadit riSu, tvorit zmysluplné zakony, aby sa ti ludia nebili ako blazni. To sa
asi neda...

Zvlastne je aj velit vojakom. Vidiet smrt. Brat ju ako nutnost. Vidiet stovky mftvych tiel. A
prekonat bolest z pohladu na mrtve tela mojich priatelov. Preto som sa uzatvoril a bol
kruty. Nevedel som inak.

Ked'ta opusti prvotné nadsenie z kralovskej koruny, pride nekonec¢na bolest.

Citil som sa podobne ako stroj. Vytvoril si Stit proti svojim pocitom. A nevedel ako dale;...
To je zvlaStne utrpenie krala. Ale nenasiel som nikoho iného, komu by som osud kralovstva
mohol zverit. RadSej budem Kralom ja, ako vidiet toto kralovstvo v ruinach. Koltko kralov
chce skuto¢ne zabijat udi? Ale musi. Ked sa rube les, lietaju triesky.“



»Atie triesky sa zapichuju do kralovho srdca“. Dodala starena. Zahladela sa do dialky a
potom opéat do kralovych oci:

»leda uz tusis, kto je kral kralov?

Je to kral, ktory spozna svoje kralovstvo. Bude v jednote so svojim kralovstvom. Spozna aj
jeho mnohé protichodné odtienky. Spozna aj dusu (udi. Spozna aj bolest ludi. A preto sa
rozhodne vylie€it dusu svojho kralovstva z jeho vlastného vnutra. Vdaka tomu moéze zo
svojho kralovstva vytvorit Raj. PretoZe vie§, kto v kralovstve mo6ze najlahSie zmenit
kralovstvo?“

»lba krall“

»,Vie§, ako sa vola takyto kral?*

»Nie.“

»Je to: Kral, ktory vSetkého ma.“

Kral sa rozplakal. Ale tento krat to boli slzy radosti a ulavy.

»Vies... mnoho z ludi na tejto Zemi bolo kralmi vacsieho, ¢i mensieho kralovstva. Skusali sa
stat tym kralom, ktory vSetkého ma. Citia to. Maju skusenosti. A radi ti budu pomahat.
Preto nezabudni:

Zmenit kralovstvo na Raj je naro¢na uloha. Preto mas podporu mnohych. Mas aj podporu
zvedavosti Zivota samotného.“

Kral uz vedel, aku ¢est vtomto Zivote dostal.

S pokorou prijal dary a rozlugil sa s kronikarkou.

Postupne, behom dni aj rokov sa mu rozSirilo vnimanie, a zaCal vidiet duse ludi, zvierat,
pocitov, ba aj celého kralovstva. Videl dusu pribehov zivota.

Kral si nasiel svoju kralovnu, postupne vychovaval aj svojich synov a im a aj inym ukazoval
tajomstva Zivota.

A spoloéne s mnohymi spolupracovnikmi prinasSal kral do Zeme viac radosti, lasky, ulavy a
aj pochopenia.

A nas Kral bol znamy Siroko-daleko ako in§pirativny vodca s obrovskou mudrostou.
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VSetko raz kon¢i. O mnoho rokov, ked kral tusil, ze Coskoro nadide koniec jeho pozemskej
pute, ho opat navstivila starena.

»otarenka, sito ty alebo nie? Vyzeras mladsie.*

Lviem.

,»A cely ¢as som zvedavy na jednu otazku: Kto vlastne si?“

,Chces to naozaj vediet, priatelu?*

,Ano“, odpovedal.

,Pamatam si eSte tvojho dedka, ked bol maly.“
Kral sa len pousmial. Starena sa tiez usmiala a povedala.
,Ja som to, ¢o sa neustale meni.

Ja som to, ¢o ddva vSetkému pohyb a krasu.“

Kral sa eSte viac usmial.



,UZ vie§, kto som? Ja som Zivot. Zivot nezanika, Zivot sa iba premiena. Tak, priatelu, si
pripraveny na dobrodruzstvo za hranicami smrti?*

LAno, som.“ A kralovi sa skotulala slza z oka.

»Nez pojdeme dalej, som zvedava:

Podarilo sa ti zmenit tvoje kralovstvo na Raj?“

»lba troSicku.“ S ismevom odpovedal.

,Co ta na budovani tvojho Raja najviac prekvapilo?“

,»Asi to, Zze som sa mal prestat usilovat a budovat. Pochopil som, ze tento svet je perfektny
taky, aky je. Na kazdy rébus sa najde prekvapivé rieSenie. Preto som sa mal naudit vnimat
rieSenia, aké uz pripravil Zivot. A je to aj zabava... nekonecna laska a radost a vzruSenie z
objavovania krasy zivota. A prijat, Ze nahody organizuje samotny zivot.“

,»Aké zistenia by si odkazal svojim nasledovnikom?“

,»Asi by som to zhrnul do viet:

Dostanes to, ¢o vytvoris.

VSetko je vzdy perfektné.

Zivot sa neponahla, a aj tak véetko dosiahne.

Som vSetko, ¢o vnimam.

Svet je moje presné zrkadlo

Pokora je vnimanie.

»Vtipné, ze prave toto hovori Kral, ktory vSetkého ma.“

A obaja sa zo srdca zasmiali, spolo¢ne prekrocili branu smrti a presli do ingj reality.



Insights from Translation: King Who Lives Everything

In this chapter, | answer the most frequently asked questions (FAQ) about the translation
process, sharing the key challenges | faced, the decisions | made, and the tools | used
while translating my book to English.

Translating the Book Title

The original title of the book in Slovak is Kral, ktory vSetkého ma, which directly translates
to The King Who Has Everything. However, | felt this translation didn’t capture the full
meaning of the story. Another option, King Who Have Everything, which was better, but was
grammatically incorrect.

To find a better title, | asked ChatGPT for ideas. One suggestion was to change “has” to
“lives,” which led to the final title: King Who Lives Everything. This felt right because it
reflected the deeper meaning of the book. It took about a week to finalize this title.

Later, after reading the book, ChatGPT also suggested King Who Has It All, which sounded
good, but | decided to stick with King Who Lives Everything because it felt more unique.

Summary:

o Original Slovak title: Kral, ktory vSetkého ma.

e Common translation: King Who Has Everything.

e Otheridea: King Who Have Everything (Srammatically incorrect but interesting).
e Al suggestion: King Who Has It All.

o Finaltitle: King Who Lives Everything, inspired by ChatGPT's suggestion.

e The decision process took about seven days, focusing on the story's meaning.

Creating the Book Cover

At first, | asked a graphic designer to make a cover with a crown and the title in a basic font.
However, it looked too plain and didn't stand out. From personal experience | know that a
good book cover is very important and counts for 25% of book success. | looked for a more
eye-appealing design.

| asked ChatGPT for ideas based on the story. While it suggested things like a crown, a king,
or gold coins, it also recommended using gold as the main color and adding a spiral
design. | liked this idea and found a spiral design | loved.

Then, | worked with my favorite graphic designer to create the final cover. | chose to work
with a human designer instead of using Al tools like MidJourney because Al designs often
don't have the quality, font options, or editable formats | needed. The designer gave me an
Adobe Illustrator file | could use and easily adjust to produce any language version,



including Slovak and English. | could also exportitin any desired quality and image format,
from a low-size snippet to a large High-Quality book cover for printing purposes.

In the end, using a professional designer was the best choice because it gave me high-
quality results at a reasonable price. Trying to get the same quality from Al tools would
have been more expensive and less efficient.

Summary:

¢ Initial design was too plain, featuring a crown and a basic font.
e ChatGPT suggestions:
o Common ideas: a crown, a king, gold coins.
o Unique ideas: gold color and spiral design.
¢ Finaldesign:
o Chose a gold spiral design after research.
o Worked with a professional graphic designer.
¢ Reasons for not using Al designs:
o Limited design quality and font options by Al.
o Designer provided editable files for future use.

Why ChatGPT Was Chosen for Translation
| considered four options for translating the book:

Professional human translator
Google Translate

DeepL Al translation tool
ChatGPT Al

Finding a good human translator from Slovak to English was difficult, so | decided to try Al. |
chose ChatGPT because it handles idiomatic phrases (common expressions) very well,
which are a big part of the book.

Dividing the Translation into Eight Parts

During my research, | found that ChatGPT can’t remember everything from a long
conversation, so if | gave it too much text at once, it made mistakes. To get the best results,
| broke the book into eight parts, making sure each section was translated separately while
still keeping the story’s flow.

Summary:

e ChatGPT has memory limits, so | broke down the book into manageable parts.
e The book was divided into eight sections for better translation.



Choosing the Level of English

The English translation had to be easy to understand for people from different countries,
including those who aren’t native English speakers. | had two choices:

¢ Advanced (native-level) English
¢ International (simplified) English

I chose International English because it would be easier for more people to understand,
especially English learners. | also avoided using any specific American or British English
terms to make it neutral and accessible.

Summary:

¢ Used simplified English to reach a wider audience.
The Translation Process
The translation process happened in steps:

1. First Attempt: Low Quality
| started by pasting the first part of the book into ChatGPT, and it gave me an initial
translation.

2. Second Attempt: Best version
| gave ChatGPT the same eight parts again, the Al understood the book better and
this time it produced a much better version, with a consistent tone throughout.

3. Third Attempt: Lower quality
| tried again for the third time, but the results weren’t better. The Al started using
old-fashioned language and added things that weren’t necessary.

In the end, | chose the second version because it had the best quality overall. ChatGPT did
about 80% of the translation, and the rest edited by myself and other human proofreaders.

Common Al Translation Errors
Translating from Slovak (a language with only around 5 million speakers) to English was
tricky, especially because there isn’t as much training data for this language pair. Some
common mistakes included:

o Translating Slovak words into rare or old-fashioned English words.

e Misunderstanding important details, like the title's meaning in the story.

e Omiting poetic or repetitive parts that were important to the artistic feel of the story.

Proofreading Focus Areas:



e Making sure important terms (like King, Chronicler, and key insights) were
translated correctly.

o Simplifying overly complex words for better readability.

e Rewriting sentences to keep the original meaning and emotional tone.

Tools and Techniques Used
| used several tools in the translation and publishing process:

e ChatGPT 3.5 from OpenAl: Main tool for translation.

e Notepad++: For editing the text files.

e Adobe InDesign: For creating PDF and print versions.
e Sigil: For creating EPUB files.

Manual Adjustments
Manual adjustments made by humans included:

e The original story in Slovak language was written by the author without Al
assistance.

e The English version was partly translated by ChatGPT.

¢ Proofreading was done by people.

o Coverdesign, text formatting, and layout were done manually.

¢ |ISBN codes were obtained by Slovak National Library (www.snk.sk).

e Book printing was handled by a professional book printing company.

Final Thoughts

This experience showed me that using both Al and human skills is very convenient and
leads to the best outcomes in creative projects.

Both the case study and the translated book are free to use for academic, business, or
personal purposes for anyone.

This book is a good resource for understanding how Al works in translation and it can be
also used for training Al systems.

Feel free to try to translate this text into other languages and share your results.
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