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				Nota do editor: 

				O conto “A Terra da Flor Azul” foi escrito em 1904, por esse motivo, alguns termos podem estar obsoletos e fora de uso no contexto atual, como por exemplo, o termo “crippled” (“aleijado” – tradução livre para o português) usado para descrever um personagem. A nVersinhos optou por usar o termo “deficiência” ou “deficiente”, a fim de ficar de acordo com as boas práticas de cidadania e respeito ao próximo.

				A partir de 1981, por influência do Ano Internacional das Pessoas Deficientes, começa-se a escrever e cunha-se pela primeira vez a expressão pessoa deficiente. O acréscimo da palavra pessoa, passando o vocábulo deficiente para a função de adjetivo, foi uma grande novidade na época. No início, houve reações de surpresa e espanto diante da palavra pessoa: “Puxa, os deficientes são pessoas!?” Aos poucos, entrou em uso a expressão pessoa portadora de deficiência, frequentemente reduzida para portadores de deficiência. Por volta da metade da década de 1990, entrou em uso a expressão pessoas com deficiência, que permanece até os dias atuais.

				No Brasil, tornou-se bastante popular, entre os anos de 1986 e 1996, o uso do termo portador de deficiência (e suas flexões no feminino e no plural). Pessoas com deficiência vêm ponderando que elas não portam deficiência; que a deficiência que elas pos-suem não é como coisas que ora portamos ora não portamos (por exemplo, um documento de identidade, um guarda-chuva etc.). O termo usual passou a ser: pessoa com deficiência. 

				Fontes: 

				SASSAKI, R. K. Terminologia sobre deficiência na era da inclusão. In: VIVARTA, V. (Org.) Mídia e Deficiência. Brasília: Andi; Fundação Banco do Brasil, 2003. p. 160-165.

				<https://www2.camara.leg.br/a-camara/estruturaadm/gestao-na-camara-dos-deputados/responsabilidade-social-e-ambien-tal/acessibilidade/como-falar-sobre-as-pessoas-com-deficiencia> acessado em 09/09/2020.
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				Part One 

				The Land of the Blue Flower was not called by that name until the tall, strong, beautiful King Amor came down from his castle on the mountain crag and began to reign. Before that time it was called King Mordreth's Land, and as the first King Mordreth had been a fierce and cruel king this seemed a gloomy name.

				A few weeks before Amor was born, his weak, selfish boy-father — whose name was King Mordreth also — had been killed while hunting, and his fair moth-er with the clear eyes died when he was but a few hours old. But early in that day she sent for her venerable friend and teacher, who was said to be the oldest and wisest man in the world, and who long ago had fled to a cave in the mountains, that he might see no more of the famine and disorder and hatred in the country spread out on the plains below.

				He was a marvelous old man, almost a giant in size, and having great blue eyes like deep sea-water. They, too, were clear eyes like the fair Queen's — they seemed to see all things and to hold in their depths no single thought which was not fine and great. The people were a little afraid of him when they saw him go striding majestically through their streets. They had no name for him but The Ancient One. The lovely Queen drew aside the embroidered coverlet of her gold and ivory bed and showed him the tiny baby sleeping by her side.

				"He was born a King," she said. "No one can help him but you."

				The Ancient One looked down at him.

				"He has long limbs and strong ones. He will make a great King," he said. "Give him to me."

				The Queen held out the little newborn one in her arms. 

				 "Take him away quickly before he hears the people quarreling at the pal-ace gate," she said. "Take him to the castle on the mountain crag. Keep him there until he is old enough to come down and be King. When the sun sinks behind the clouds I shall die, but if he is with you he will learn what Kings should know."
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				Parte Um

				A Terra da Flor Azul só foi chamada por esse nome depois que o belo, alto e forte Rei Amor desceu de seu castelo no penhasco da montanha e come-çou a reinar. Antes disso era chamada de Terra do Rei Mordreth. Como o pri-meiro Rei Mordreth tinha sido muito cruel e feroz, parecia um nome sombrio. 

				Algumas semanas antes de Amor nascer, seu pai fraco e egoísta — que também se chamava Rei Mordreth — havia sido morto enquanto caçava, e sua bela mãe de olhos claros morrera quando ele tinha apenas algumas horas de vida. Mas antes, naquele dia, sua havia mandado buscar seu venerável amigo e mestre, que segundo diziam, era o homem mais velho e sábio do mundo, e que há muito tempo tinha fugido para uma caverna nas montanhas, pois não conseguia mais ver a fome, a desordem e o ódio no país que se estendia planí-cies abaixo. 

				Ele era um ancião maravilhoso, quase gigante em tamanho, com grandes olhos azuis como a água do mar profundo. Eram também olhos límpidos como os da bela Rainha — que pareciam ver todas as coisas e não guardar em suas profundezas nenhum pensamento que não fosse bom e justo. As pessoas tinham um pouco de medo dele quando o viam caminhar majestosamente por suas ruas. Elas não sabiam seu nome, e o chamavam apenas de O Ancião. A linda rainha afastou a colcha bordada de sua cama de ouro e marfim e mostrou a ele o pequenino bebê dormindo ao seu lado. 

				“Ele nasceu Rei”, disse ela. “Ninguém pode ajudá-lo senão você.” O Ancião olhou para a criança. 

				“Ele tem membros longos e fortes. Será um grande Rei”, disse. “Entregue-o a mim. 

				A rainha lhe entregou o pequeno recém-nascido que ela tinha nos braços. 

				“Leve-o embora depressa, antes que ele escute as pessoas discutindo no portão do palácio”, disse ela. “Leve-o ao castelo no penhasco da montanha. Guarde-o lá até que tenha idade para descer e ser o Rei. Quando o sol baixar atrás das nuvens eu morrerei, mas se ele estiver com você aprenderá o que os reis devem saber.” 
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				The Ancient One took the child, folded him in his long gray robe and strode majestically through the palace gates, through the ugly city and out over the plains to the mountain. When he began to climb its steep sides the sun was setting and casting a golden rose color over the big rocks and the wild flowers and bushes which grew on every side, so that there seemed no path to be found. But the Ancient One knew his way anywhere in the world without a path to guide him. He climbed and climbed, and little King Amor slept soundly in the folds of his gray robe. He reached the summit at last and pushing his way through a jungle of twisted vines starred all over with pale sweet-scented buds, he stood looking at the castle which was set on the very topmost crag, and looked out over the mountain's edge at the sea and the sky and the spreading plains, below. 

				The sky was dark blue now and lit by a myriad stars, and all was so still that the world seemed thousands of miles away, and ugliness and squalor and people who quarreled seemed things which were not true. A sweet cool wind blew about them as the Ancient One took King Amor from the folds of his gray robe and laid him on the carpet of scented moss. 

				"The stars are very near," he said. "Waken, young King, and see how near they are and know they are your brothers. Your brother the wind is bringing to you the breath of your brothers the trees. You are at home."

				Then King Amor opened his eyes, and when he saw the stars in the dark blueness above him he smiled, and though he was not yet a whole day old he threw up his small hand and it touched his forehead. 

				"Like a King and a soldier he salutes them," said the Ancient One; "though he does not know he did it."

				The castle was huge and splendid though it had been deserted for a hundred years. For three generations the royal owners had not cared to look out on the world from high places. They knew nothing of the wind and the trees and the stars; they lived on the plains in their cities, and hunted and riot-ed and levied heavy taxes on their wretched people. And the castle had lived through its summers and winters alone. 
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