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I was born in moonlit seas,
on decks where the night runs wild,
I was born for dark fields,
for peaks unloved by the day…
I see in the storms – blue magic
and the winds for a feast call me,
I hide, in my pocket, a living legacy
of butterflies singing my way.                                                                            

In a big city, on a big street, somewhere on the Misty Island, there was an impressive house. The big house was actually a big bank, and therefore in it, in addition to a lot of money, there were also a lot of bank clerks. There were so many of them, and they were always smiling, that it was difficult to tell them apart.
This was the bank where Nia worked. All day long she stamped checks with a big stamp. Checks? Well, these are those wonderful little books with pieces of paper inside, like movie tickets. Anyone who has one of these tickets can pay for anything they want with them instead of real money.
However, Nia didn't feel like smiling much today. In fact, she had been feeling that way all week. Because Nia dreamed of adventures! So, since she couldn't swap her job at the big bank for the free seafaring life on a pirate ship, she decided to leave her faded nursery and move into a cute little apartment that a friend was renting to her. And everything would have been wonderful if this hadn't brought tears to her mother's eyes. ‘Tears! She should have yelled at me or something! But all the same, she must be angry with me, even though she doesn't say it. As if I don't have the right to have my own life! If that's the case, I'll secretly be angry with her too!’ thought Nia. Then she shook her head and continued to stamp round stamps on the oblong checks.
It was a winter evening, and it was getting dark outside, so early and so quickly, as if someone had poured ink on the sky. Then these inky misty patches descended lower and lower until they covered the city. It was drizzling, drizzling, but on the Misty Island that was no surprise to anyone.
The big bank was as quiet as ever. Even the lights were off. Only Nia's little lamp was on. Like a firefly that didn't completely dispel the darkness, but only made it drift here and there in tatters.
Even though it was Friday, the little tickets-checks had gathered in big piles and Nia had to stay to work after everyone had left, so that everything would be ready on Monday morning. ‘Chat-chat-chat!’ – the big print seemed to be measuring the time. ‘Chat-chat-chat!’ – the papers rustled softly in Nia’s hands and she nodded her head absentmindedly to their beat.
Suddenly, it seemed to her that something flashed in the pile next to her. Nia shook her head again and rubbed her eyes. She saw nothing unusual. She continued working, but something flashed again. Now she was sure. She began to rearrange the papers feverishly. The light intensified. It was bright and green. Emerald. She moved away a few more sheets of paper. And another. And now she was already clutching what was glowing. She thought she was dreaming.
She was holding a check in her hand. But what a check! It was all written in water and paraffin marks like parchment. And the letters written on top were blazing green and writhing like snakes. Unbelievable.
Nia gaped, trying to read what it said. Finally, the letters calmed down a bit and she managed:
«THE WHOLE GOBLIN'S TREASURE»
It read exactly like this: ‘The whole goblin's treasure.’ It was also signed, as befits it: ‘Kalikan - King of the Goblins.’
Nia gasped and stood up. Then she sat down again. She stood up again, sat down again, but nothing meaningful came to her mind.
‘They want me to believe that I hold in my hands the entire treasure of the… of the… goblins?’ she muttered. ‘It’s probably from the cheese sandwich. The cheese was old, I got poisoned and now I’m seeing all sorts of things. That’s all it is!’
Nia looked cautiously at her hand, which was still clutching the paper. The green snakes were still writhing on it.
‘Okay, okay’ the girl tried to calm herself down ‘so I’m not hallucinating, so I’m just dreaming. I’ll have to pinch myself and wake up. O-o-oh!’
It hurt so much that she even dropped the piece of paper on the floor. She bent down to pick it up and when she raised her head, she jumped up on the chair. She was no longer alone...
On her desk, on a pile of papers, right next to the lamp, a little man was sitting. He was no more than twenty centimetres tall. Large, pointed ears stuck out of his blond hair. He was dressed in yellow pants and a blue shirt with darker blue thorny leaves painted on it. His feet were bare and he was swinging them carelessly. His big mouth was in a mocking grin, but kindness was radiating from his blue eyes.
‘You are not dreaming at all, as you yourself understood!’ said the stranger. […]

