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Ten fairy tales about children whose secret
wishes all came true

Is your younger sibling driving you crazy? What if pirates came and took him
away? Finally some peace and quiet! Don’t feel like brushing your teeth every
day? Wish granted! Does your mom insist on feeding you fruit and vegetables,
plain yogurt, and cheese? What if she suddenly changed her mind, and you
could feast on ice cream, hot dogs, hamburgers, and other deliciously unhealthy
treats? Tired of tidying up your toys? Imagine - your mom no longer insists on
it. Sounds pretty sweet, right? Who wouldn’t want all that?! Well..what if getting
everything you wished for doesn’t actually make you happy in the end?

Marie Dolezalova is a woman of many talents - an actress known from films
such as Pusinky (Dolls) and the sitcom Comeback, as well as other TV series;

a dancer and winner of the seventh season of StarDance; a member of the un-
conventional music group Olats otesoc; and a writer and blogger. Her blog Kafe
a cigarko (Coffee and a Cigarette) won the 2015 Magnesia Litera for Blog of the
Year and later appeared in both book and audiobook form. In 2018, she pub-
lished a memoir of her childhood, Jeden kopecek Smoulovy (One Smurf-Scoop).
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ARGO HIGHLIGHTS - CHILDREN’S BOOK

You’re Not Getting Any Carrots Until You
Eat Those Candies

What if children could make the rules?

What if you never had to brush your teeth again? Never tidy up your toys, cut your nails or go to bed? What if
every day were your birthday, sweets were healthy, misbehaving was compulsory — and your parents finally had to
do exactly what you told them?

Marie DoleZalova takes some of the most familiar battles between children and adults and turns them delightfully
upside down in this collection of ten mischievous modern fairy tales. Each story begins with a wish almost every
child has made at some point: if only grown-ups would stop telling me what to do. And in every story, the
impossible wish actually comes true. At first, it feels like paradise. Then things begin to go spectacularly, hilariously
wrong.

The book’s premise is simple and instantly recognizable. Parents spend their lives saying no: no more sweets, brush
your teeth, go to sleep, tidy your room, be nice to your sibling. DoleZalovéa imagines a world in which adults
suddenly lose that authority and children are free to find out for themselves what happens when there are no rules
at all. The result is not a collection of moral lectures, but a series of absurd, fast-moving comic adventures in which
children reach their own conclusions.

Elenka, for example, is so fed up with her annoying little brother Damidn that she sends him away with pirates for
the entire summer. At first she is thrilled: the room is finally hers, no one teases her, and she can play with all his
toys. But peace quickly becomes boring, and when Damian appears to return as a sensible twenty-year-old who no
longer wants to argue or play Lego, Elenka discovers that what she misses most is precisely the irritating little
brother she wanted to get rid of.

JindriSek receives even better news: his teeth are magical and will never decay, which means he never has to brush
them again. He immediately throws away his toothbrush and celebrates with sweets. The problem is that teeth
apparently use brushing to tell day from night. Without it, Jindfisek’s teeth stay awake until they collapse from
exhaustion and turn soft as marshmallows. Soon he is eating every meal puréed, forgetting how to walk and even
beginning to lose the ability to speak. Suddenly brushing his teeth twice a day seems like an extremely attractive
proposition.

Another boy, Fanda, wishes he could have his birthday every single day. For the first twenty-four hours, endless
presents, cake and attention are wonderful. By the third birthday in a row, however, he cannot escape relatives,
phone calls, parties, cake or yet another pile of toys he has no time to play with. When he finally gets to blow out
another set of candles, he knows exactly what to wish for: one birthday a year.

The same comic logic runs through all ten tales. Julie is allowed to stop cutting her nails — until everyone in town
copies her, tram drivers can no longer drive and ordinary life grinds to a halt. Twins Max and Mia never have to put
away their toys, until their entire home disappears beneath mountains of clutter and even they begin to dream of
order. Kuba never has to sleep and initially revels in possessing the whole night to himself, only to discover that a
life without sleep becomes one endless day with no beginnings, endings or anticipation.
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SUMMARY - CONTINUED

Some stories go beyond everyday chores and gently explore family relationships. Sisters Mai and My swap roles
with their parents and finally get to be the adults. Within hours, however, they discover that adulthood means
cooking, cleaning, earning money, remembering homework and looking after two demanding miniature parents. By
bedtime, being children again sounds wonderfully easy.

Samanta, jealous of all the attention given to her newborn brother Kevin, wishes that their roles could be reversed.
She becomes the baby while Kevin becomes the older sibling. Only then does she discover how frustrating it is to
be unable to walk, speak or explain what you want - and how frightening the world can feel when you are
completely dependent on others. When the spell ends, Samanta sees her little brother differently: not as a rival
stealing everyone’s attention, but as a tiny person who still has everything to learn.

Food receives its own wonderfully anarchic treatment. Sisters Sara and Zofka dream of a world where unhealthy
food is compulsory and vegetables forbidden. For a while, mountains of ice cream, fried food and fairground sweets
seem like liberation. Soon the girls are secretly trading candy for carrots and apples and hiding in a wardrobe to eat
buckwheat snacks. Their health-obsessed grandmother, meanwhile, returns from a spa with an important discovery
of her own: even healthy eating can be taken too far.

And in the final story, wild brothers Hugo and Eda enter a world where adults actively demand bad behaviour.
Teachers reward running in corridors, parents encourage food fights and being naughty becomes an obligation.
What initially seems like the perfect world soon takes all the pleasure out of mischief. The boys finally hide from
their parents simply so they can behave themselves in peace - and wish for a world where being naughty is once
again something exceptional.

Across these ten stories, DoleZalova never tells children that adults are always right. In fact, adults are often just as
ridiculous, excessive and mistaken as their children. The humour works because both sides get their turn: children
discover why certain rules exist, while adults are gently reminded how arbitrary and exhausting those rules can
sometimes feel from a child’s perspective. The book ultimately argues not for obedience but for balance, empathy
and the freedom to learn through experience.

The collection includes ten self-contained stories, making it ideal both for independent young readers and for
reading aloud. The episodes are short, highly visual and built around universally recognizable family situations, while
Matéj Razicka’s lively illustrations extend the jokes and give the book a playful, contemporary identity. The Czech
edition is aimed at children aged five and up.

Funny, anarchic and affectionate, You’re Not Getting Any Carrots Until You Eat Those Candies turns everyday
parenting battles into miniature thought experiments. It gives children the delicious fantasy of getting exactly what
they want - and then lets them discover, entirely on their own, why a world with absolutely no limits might not be
such a brilliant idea after all.
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Mile déti!

My rodice vam porad néco prikazujeme a zaka-
zujeme, ze jo? Musite mit radi ségru a brachu,
nemuzete dostavat darky kazdy den, nesmite
jist porad jenom bonbony. Musite si stfihat neh-
ty a nutime vas uklizet si hracky. Kazdy vecer
vas zeneme do postele spat a rano vam rikame,
abyste si vycistily zuby. To je ale nuda!
Napsala jsem tuhle knihu vSem détem, kterée by
se chtely dozvedeét, jake by to bylo, kdybychom
my rodice ztratili tu moc vam néco prikazo-
vat nebo zakazovat a kdybyste nemusely de-
lat vSechno, co rFikame, ze délat musite. Kdyby
vam zkratka bylo dovoleno vse, co chcete! le
by to bylo skvélé? Ano! 0 tom si tedy prectete
v nasledujicich pohadkach. A ze by to nakonec
az tak skvelé nebylo? Ano, o tom moje pohad-
ky jsou taky. Doufam, ze se u nich budete smat
a ze se pritulite k mamince, tatinkovi, babicce,
dedovi, tete, strejdovi, segre, brachovi, hlidac-
ce, pani ucitelce ve skolce nebo ke komukoli,
kdo si je s vami precte a ma vas rad.

Vase Maruska, autorka knihy






yla jednou jedna divenka jménem Elenka a ta
opravdu neméla rada svého bratra Damiana.
Bylo to proto, ze:
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Damian byl na Elenku protivny.
Nechtél ji pujcovat svoje hracky.
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A jediné, na co si chtél hrat, kdyz uz ho tedy pre-
mluvila, aby si s ni hral, bylo...
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Jedvou vecer lezela Elenka v postylce a prala si:
»Kéz bych tak neméla brachu!*

A vérte nebo neveérte, jeji prani se splnilo. Zacalo
to tim, Ze ji babicka vzala na trh. Stal tam stan a pred
nim cedule. Na ni byl nakresleny pirat a u ngj veta,
ktera Elenku zaujala: Potrebujes se zbavit bratra?

Ve stanu Elence rekli vSechny podrobnosti. Do-
zvédéla se, ze kdyz svého bratra prihlasi a do for-
mulare napise jeho adresu a presnou polohu jeho
postele, pirati si ho jesté tu noc vyzvednou a vezmou
ho na celé léto na piratskou lod.

A tak Elenka Damiana zapsala. A opravdu! Hned
druhy den rano byla jeho postel prazdna a brzy ji na
mobil prislo nékolik fotek nadseneho Damiana.
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Elence tim zacalo bajecné léto. Nikdo ji nenada-
val, cely pokojicek méla pro sebe a mohla si v klidu
hrat se vSemi bratrovymi hrackami. Ale brzy to zaca-

la byt trochu nuda.

Damian zatim na lodi prozival uzasna dobrodruz-
stvi a Elenka se vlastné uz skoro tésila, az se vrati.



Kdyz ten den konecné nadesel, Elenka béezela ke
dverim a tam stal jeji bratr Damian. Ale vypadal nejak
moc dospéle! Mohlo mu byt tak dvacet.
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A pak dospéely Damian Elence rekl: ,Promin, ze
jsem se s tebou pred dvéma mésici pral, to jsem byl
jesté malej a bylo to hloupy.*

Takovou omluvu Elenka necekala, ale on jesteé do-
dal: ,Tady mas vSechno moje lego, uz si s nim hrat
nebudu.”

Elenka znejistéla. ,,A nechces se aspon trochu
hadat?“ zeptala se.

»Hadky jsou pitomy, jdu si ¢ist,” odpovedel ro-
zumné Damian a zmizel ve svém pokaoji.

Elenka si zacala vybavovat, jaké to bylo mit ma-
Ieho bratra. ,,Kéz bych nikdy neposlala Damiana na
piratskou lod' vzdychla.

VRATTE MI, —
MYHO OTRAVANYHO

BRATHU

Se slzami v ocich vzpominala na dobu, kdy ji Da-
mian zlobil: ,,Ach jo, uz nikdy neuslysim to jeho ,Ne-
chala se napalit, nechala se napalit!*“

Vtom se za jejimi zady ozvalo:

NECHALA SE NAPALIT
NECHALA SE NAPALIT/!

Ve dverich pokoje stal Damian: maly, zlobivy
a uzasne protivny.

»Promin, ségra, trochu jsem si z tebe vystrelil. Na
lodi byl s nama namornik, co mél uplné stejné odsta-
ty usi jako ja, tak mi to nedalo a vzal jsem ho k nam,
aby sis myslela, ze si s tebou uz nikdy nebudu hrat!
Ale moc dik! Byly to ty nejlepsi prazdniny! Tolik jsem
toho zazil' Chodily ti ty fotky? Tak co, jdeme si hrat
s legem? Nechapu to, ale docela se mi po tobé uz
styskalo.”

A Elenka byla ta nejstastnéjsi sestra na svete.



0 JINDRISKOVI,
KTERY SI UZ
NIKDY NEMUSEL
CISTIT ZUBY




indrisek nesnasel ¢isténi zubu. Védél ale, ze kdy-
by si je necistil, zkazily by se a vypadaly by mu.

Proto jejich cisténi vzdycky néjak pretrpél, pokazde
si ale pral, aby to bylo naposled. A predstavte si, ze
se mu jeho prani splnilo.

Jednou kdyz sel na kontrolu k pani zubarce,
koukla se mu do pusy a zvolala: ,No Jindro! Ty mas
uplné kouzelny zuby!“

»Jak jako kouzelny?“ divil se Jindra.

»U tebe je uplné zbytecny, aby sis je cistil,” pokra-
covala nadsené zubarka.

Pak vysvétlila jeho mamince, ze Jindrisek ma ne-
obycejny chrup, ktery se nezkazi, ani kdyby Jindra
jedl cely den sladkosti a uz nikdy si zuby nedistil.

[ | conasainora |

Z toho mél Jindra neskuteénou radost. Okamzité 15
zahodil zubni kartacek a pastu. A zacal snidat bon-
bony, k obedu si dal lizatka, vecerel zmrzku. Pres-
toze si zuby po jidle nikdy nevydcistil, zGstavaly bile
a zdrave. Deti ve skole mu désné zavidély a on vedel,
ze mu opravdu maji co zavidet, protoze zit bez véc-
ného cisténi zubu bylo tak super!

Jenomze Jindra netusil jednu dtlezitou véc, kte-
rou mozna netusite ani vy. Jelikoz zuby prebyvaiji
v puse ve tmé, viibec nemaiji ponéti, kdy je den a kdy
noc. Poznaji to jenom diky tomu, ze si je pravidelné
cistime. Po vecernim cisténi se ulozi v puse ke span-
ku a to ranni je probudi, aby odpocaté mohly cely
den kousat.

Kdyz je tedy Jindrisek prestal cistit, zoubky
v jeho puse nikdy nesly spat. Celé noci byly vzhiru
a povidaly si.
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Takze zuby nespaly, blbly, kousaly a radily. Jed-
noho dne uz z toho vseho ale byly tak vyrizene, ze
vSechny naraz usnuly hlubokym bezzubym spankem.
Protoze to Jindra nevedeél, chtél si jako obvykle dat
k svaciné mrkev. Jenomze jeho zuby byly najednou
meékkeé jako z gumy, takze mrkev je stlacila na dasne,
jako by to byly marsmelouny.

Jindra bézel za maminkou. ,Mami, pomooog, ja
mam meékky zuby!“

Maminka se mu podivala do pusy, a kdyz vidéla
ty meékkoty, mrkvicku mu radéji uvarila a rozmacka-
la vidlickou.

At se Jindrisek snazil sebevic, zuby se mu probu-
dit nedarilo. Maminka tvrdila, ze to nevadi, a vSsechno
synkovi mixovala. Rano mu pripravila kasicku z rohli-
ku, masla a ¢aje. Svacinu si nesl do skoly ve sklenic-
ce: toust, bonbon a okurku sesrotované dohromady.

Kucharky ve skolni jideIné mu v mixéru smichaly
cockovou polévku, zemlovku, skolni ¢aj a jablko. Bylo
to dost hnusné, ale Jindra mél hlad, a tak to snéedl.
No, lépe Feceno vypil. Bez zubl se z néj vlastné stalo
miminko. 0 par dni pozdéji, zrovna kdyz chtél jit ze
Skoly domti, dokonce najednou zapomnél chodit.

PROSIM VAT,
PRIJEDTE §1 PRO
JINDRISKA, LEZE NAM
TADY PO CTYRECH... ||
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KASiCKAMA PRO MIMINKA...

Maminka prijela pro Jindru s détskou sedackou
a doma ho nakrmila Izickou. Jindra si pomyslel, ze by
si radsi rychle mél vycistit zuby, protoze kdovi co by
se jesté mohlo stat. Jenze misto celé vety z ného vy-
lezlo jenom ,,zubuzu®. Jindra prave zapominal mluvit.

Honem seskocil z jidelni zidlicky a metelil do kou-
pelny. V koupelné uz jenom zoufale ukazoval na kar-
tacek a brecel, ale maminka ho nastésti pochopila
a rychle mu zuby poradné vycistila. Ty se v puse pro-
budily a vsechno bylo zachranéno. Jindra si okamzite
vzpomneél, jak byt zase velkym chlapcem jako dFriv.
0d te doby si zuby poctivé kazdy den &istil rano i ve-
cer. A dokonce rad.
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20 anda mél narozeniny. Dostal darky, dort a po ce-

lém byté se vznasely balonky. Narozeniny jsou tak
bajecny, kéz bych je mohl slavit kazdy den! rikal si,
kdyz vecer usinal. Mit je tak kazdy den!

Prestoze to bylo trochu blaznivé prani, pred-
stavte si, ze se mu splnilo. Druhy den ho maminka
probudila slovy: ,Dobré rano, Fanousku. Vstavej, mas
narozeniny!*

»00ze? zdyt jsem je mél véera,” divil se Franta.
»No jasné, vzdyt je mas prece kazdy den!” rekla
maminka.

~Jooo!“ zaradoval se Fanda a tésil se na druhy na-
rozeninovy den. Dostal dalSi dort i darky a tatinek mu
prifoukl véerejsi balonky héliem. V jednom z balickd
nasel bajecné auto na ovladani, a to presto, ze si uz
vcera rozbalil obrovského plysového tygra. Chtél si
noveé auticko vyzkouset, ale kdyz rozsvitil svéetlo v po-

§ \ kojiéku, byla tam shromazdéna cela rodina.
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Rozdali mu dalsi kupu darka, kazdy snédl kou-
sek dortu, vsichni si povidali, hladili Fandu po hlave,

veselili se a smali jako na spravné narozeninové 21
oslave.
Navecer Fanda doufal, ze az vSichni odejdou, ko-
necnée si zajezdi s novym autem a pujde spat. Jenze
teta pustila détskou diskotéku a vsichni mu zacali
tancovat po pokojicku.

Rano ho probudil hlasity zpév, a kdyz se Franta
zaposlouchal, slysel svou rodinu, jak zpiva ,Franta 9
ma narozeniny®. K snidani dostal zbytky vcerejsiho ¢ P(NDDJ'
dortu, rozbalil si darecky od mamy, taty a sestry. Do
obéda telefonoval s babickami a tetickami, které mu
praly stesti a zdravi, ,kdyz uz je, kloucek, zase o den
starsi®.




Zniceny dlouhymi telefonaty prosil v kuchyni ma-
minku, aby mu uz nikdo nevolal, ale ona se tomu po-
divila a rekla: ,Nebud nevdécny, Fanousku, proste si
na tebe vzpomnéli, mas prece narozeniny!“

K obédu mél Franta svoje nejoblibenéjsi naroze-
ninove jidlo, rizek a hranolky, treti den za sebou. Asi
uz prestava byt nejoblibenéjsi, uvazoval a mél pocit,
ze snad praskne. A taky doufam, ze uz dnes nebude
zadny dort... Ale co by to bylo za narozeniny bez dor-
tu: Fanda si musel kousek dat. Byl prece oslavenec.

Utesoval se aspon tim, ze ma tolik hracek. Vy-
plizil se do sveho pokoje, aby si s nimi pohral, jenze
vtom zaznél zvonek u dveri.

»10 jsou kamaradi'“ zvolala maminka. ,Vsichni si
na tvoji pocest vzali kostymy, rychle se béz taky pre-
vléeknout!“

Fanda trochu zoufale pozoroval, jak se jeho po-
kojik pIni détmi v kostymech.

»1y S€ mas, ze mas zase narozeniny,” rekly mu za-
vistivé déti. Ale Fanda si jenom pomyslel, ze mit je
treti den v kuse az tak senzacni neni, a smutné po-
kréil rameny.

»Klidné si vemte néjaky hracky, ja uz si s nima
stejné nestiham hrat,” vzdychl.

Pak se odplizil do kuchyné, kde bylo tolik nafuko-
vacich balonku, ze maminku hledal pul hodiny. Nasel
ji u trouby, prave davala péct dort na dalsi den.

»Mami, nemohl bych détem rict, aby sly domu?“
zeptal se tise.

»10 je neslusny, Fanousku,” rekla prisné maminka
a poslala ho, aby si s nimi Sel hrat.

Vecer Fanda lezel v posteli a vzpominal, jak mival
narozeniny rad, kdyz je slavival jen jednou do roka.
Jak se vzdycky tésil na dort a na to, az na ném sfouk-
ne svicky a bude si néco prat. A vtom ho to napadlo!




»Uz vim, jak vSechno dat do poradku!“ zajasal
a bézel do kuchyné. Poprosil maminku, aby mohl
sfouknout svicky uz dnes. Protoze u toho si prece
muize néco prat...

AT MA'M
NAROZENINY
JENOM JEDNOU
vRocCE!
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Nazitri se Fanda probudil do uplné obycejneho
dne a byl tim nejstastnéjsim klukem na svete.
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