





KOSTAS STOFOROS

TALE IN ORANGE

Tllustrations by
STEF ANY VELDEMIRY

Tromsloted from Greek by

METAXIA TZIMOLLT

G,fsxt%é(

o



Kostas Stoforos, Tale m orange
ISBN: 978-618-5040-19-2

August 2013

Tllustrotions: Stefomy Veldemiry
http://stefomioveldemiri blogspot ar

Tromslation from Greek: Metaxio Tzmouw i
moetz84@hotmail com

Cover, poge loyout: Troklis Lampadariou

www lompodariou eu

Soita publications

42 Athomasiou. Diakouw str, 652 01, Kovalo, Greece
T.: 0030 2510 831856

M.: 0030 6977 070729

e-mail: nfo@saitapublications gr

website: www soitapublicotions gr

Note: The font is offered by Aka-acid (www.aka-acid com)

Creative Commons license
@ @ @ Attribution-Non Commercial-No Derivs 3.0

Unported

With the agreement of the author omd publisher, you are free to share, copy, distribute and tromsmit the work under the followmg conditions:
attribution, non commercial use, no derivative works.

Detailed information about this license cc, you com read ot:

http://creativecommons ora/licenses/byncnd/3.0/









to Styliana Galmiki



She sow o dreom...

She was m an oromge car...with her dad omd mom. A stronge music
was all around them. You could soy it was purple...

With tales m red and vellow swimming mside her, tears of joy rom
down her cheeks. When she wiped them, they had become orange. ..

“Where are we gomg?’ she asked her mom.
“On the Orange trip you wanted'






The path they followed connected the Oromge Stote of the Moon with
the Purple Night. It was mode out of silk, knit by a bird that long before had
rom awoy from the seamstress of the paloce..






Whot a confusing dreom! She could mot understomd it. Usually, she wos
the one grownups could mot understomd. Everyone thought her love for
oromge wos bizarre. Obsession, they called it.

As o baby, her mom said, she got hold of om orange rottle omd would not
let go. She only wore oramge clothing. She ate only oramge food.

She ahmost drove her parenmts crazy. They smply could mot understomd
her. But what else could she do?

Tiptoeing in the dark and quiet house, she went m the kitchen, opened
the refrigerotor omd looked ot the sheles before puling out a carrot.
Then she filled a glass of orange juice and stepped out onto the balcony.

An oromge half-moon leaned mto the sky’s backgroumd.. Tomorrow
they were going on a trip.



The suitcases woaited with potience m the hallwoy for dawn. Hers was
orange-whot else?

For the first time m her lfe she would fly on a plone. For the first tme
she would be leaving the country. They were flymg to Spam—her dod
showed her on the map oand told her stories about poets, paimters ond
bullfighters. They would rent a car (she picked it out herself on the
Internet and it wos o fontastic and shiny oromge Volkswagen) omd they
would go to magical cities, her mom said. Of course, they would also be going
to Portugalor “Portokalia ” as she msisted on calling it.

" "Portokali” m Greek is orange. We hove the same word for oramge color. So the name of the
country “Portokalia” is something like Oramgelond. Also it reminds of Portugal (in Greek
I'?Ortogalia")



She believed this Lorca -mom’ s favorite poet- with the most beautiful
agoze she hod ever seen, wos defmitely “Portokalion”. For who else could
write such a beautiful song about om oronge tree?

“Underneath the orange tree she washes the cottons
Green are her eyes and her voice purple”

Why did her mother’s eyes cloud over when she heard the song, omd why
did her dod always squeeze her hond?

Mariomna dromk her last drop, looked at the moon one more time omd
went to sleep...



..J om gomg on a plone to see the world from high above!

Inside the airplane, Mariomma could mot stop gozmg omd asking
questions. As the plone rose to the air, the earth grew smaller and smaller.
He pomted to a rock down below, “Hump” os they called #t because of the
woy it was shaped like o hump on top of the mountam. Under its shadow
people were diving from the rocks only to resurface from the lodder to do
it all over ogoim...



Marianna found herself fascmated with the tray table that was popping
up ond down. She was also fascmated with the orange juice, thot the
stewardess had given her. She wos really pretty ond spoke with a funny
occent, like her friend Joson. Then she gave her a toy-on airplone with
yellow and red colors: “the flog of Spain”, mom told her. If you mix red with
vellow you get oromge!

"Spanish women are beautiful’, soid dod, looking ot the stewardess. Her
mom blushed omd did not soy omything. Marionma ployed dumb. She did mot
soy onything either but she ogreed with her dad!

She liked evervthing: even the unbelievable food. The poella was oromge
omd delicious. Maybe Spain is a part of Portokalia? Somewhere im Gibrakar
Hercules had discovered “golden apples from the Garden of the
Hesperides”, nomely the oranges! Oromge is her second favorite fruit —first
Is tangerme.



She pulled out of her oramge bag her coloring pencils and creoted her
drawing of Portokalia. A country thot you could drink with a strow and it
would ram tomgerines omd oranges. And the white boats that would toke
off from her harbor and come back loaded with cloms omd sea urchins. They
hod the smell of the sea when opened on the plote, am oromge explosion...

Besides, everyone knows it: the more orange the eags of a sea urchn
are, the tostier it will be!






But what is happening now? Her pamting is alive!

...The strow from the drawing grew. Marionna felt like it was sucking her m
omd all of a sudden she found herself flowing mside it like a waterslide...she
wos scared but most of all she was having fun. She was flowing madly. The
smell of tomgerime become clearer as she got further down. Like when she
would open with her fingers a jor of her favorite tomgermes from Chio omd
the smell swom in her mostrils. Little drops splash you omd you. shiver with
delight...






She wos flowing like Alice m Wonderlond! She expected to see a white
robbit run m front of her ot any moment. But she was living her own
Fairytale-and without realizmg it-she was m a sky full of tomgermes. She
was flymg on the tops of some strange oromge trees ond open books that
were flymg too for the distomt horizom...

She cought sight of some of the titles: “Tomgerme Jelly”, “Clockwork
Oromge”, “Bitter Oromge”, “My other holf of oromge”, “5/4 oromage”,
"Tomgerime Days”...

She swoops down mext to o tower m the shape of a glass which
overlooks the cliffs of a foamed orange juice that runs down like the sea
and hits on the sondy beach.






She fell m too making a giont Splash! Her mouth was full of sweet omd
sour juice...with quick strokes she reached the shore. In front of her a
rood leads stroight to the Oramge Tower ...

Am oromge carpet rolled out in front of her feet. She hesitoted.

“Come mow, do not be afraid. We “ve been waiting for you!

An oromge tiger, dressed in a green velvet suit, yellow boots with blue
dots ond a huge red bow tie stood before her.

The tiger gently bowed down omd showed her the way. ..

Marianna started walking on the carpet...






The oromge tower

...Marianno hesitated a little ond the tiger gently lead her by the homd
to the colorful entromce of the Oronge Tower...On top of the gote, one
giont ond juicy orange slice sends out woves of its refreshmg aroma.
Freshly squeezed oromge juice m enormous jugs ond glasses, foamed
around her. Small oromge drops sproyed her as she crossed the entrance
mto the hallwoy with the stromgest pamtmgs of oromges...She lost herself
in the designs and colors that she did not see the tiger disappear...

Still m a daze, she heard o sweet and meloncholic song coming from the
sky:



“I open the closet omd m the mirror T see a child smiling ot me omd tellng me:

“I have been grounded. But if you wont to keep coming over the glass is your door.
They connot see me,

And when 1 soy oromge three tmes, come out”

Marionna looks up. A womom with a yellow blouse omd blue skirt, holding
a big flower m her hand, somg. ..






She looked ot Marianna when she realized she was bemg watched omd
said:
" Welcome. It's nice to see you here the first day of the month!
“But it’s not the first day of the month”, omswered Mariomna. ..
“Here every day is the first day of the month! We have thousands of names
for the months. We name them as we please. Do you have any idea what is
the name for today’s month? Let’s call it Marianna-isn t that your name? I
do mot thmk Lucia got it wrong. Who is Lucia you are wondering...the
stewardess! Oh, dont ook at me like that! Surprised you, didnt 17 She
chooses who comes to Portokalia. Do not think we wekome just anyone!
Mariomna was dizzy. The woman kept flumg over her head and not even
once did she stop to take a breath.



“Don‘t be scared’, she contmued, unfazed, “No one will notice that you
are missing! I, Isabella, named after the old Queen, am teling you. Have
you seen the play? Which play? The play: Isabella, three caravels and a
storyteller. It has some good songs as well Have you heard the Quster and
the pearl? My mom used to sing it to me so I could fall asleep...”

She started to sing, so sweetly, that Marionna forgot how dizzy she wos.
She felt her feet leave the ground as she was clmbmg skyward m between
fooming oromaes:



The young son from Tunezi,
Black like the seabed’s oyster,
He who got cought in love’s net,
He had om eye, eve, eye,

He had om eye like agate

He who got cought in love’s net,
Thot got caught m love’s net,

White, whiter thom dawn,

Leonora, doughter from Costille,

Her skin a moagnolia flower,

Her ear like a shell,

In love’s met she got cought as well,
In his love’s met she got cought as well,
The young son from Tunezi

Black like the seabed’s oyster,
Becomes pale whenever he sees her,

The oyster opens up, opens gently
Copturing her nside,

White, whiter thom the dawn,

With tremblng lips,

She kisses him sweetly.



“T will not sing anymore,” Isabella said, flymg around her. “Tt s much too sad.
Tf I continue, I will not stop crymg. And I see you were about to cry as
well. Your heart needs to be light m order for you to fly next to me. Come,
do not be afraid. Take my hand! Portokalia waits”



A stromge writer

Isobella would not stop singimg as Marionna held on to her homd in o
tight grip while they were flying over Portokalia. The houses did not have
roofs omd Mariomna could see what was gomg on inside. Children ploying,
moms and dads cooking, some were readmg omd others were kissmg. None
of them had television!

Marionna took om opportumity to ask about the roofs when Isabella
stopped her singing...

"Roofs, Roofs? Of course we have roofs for our homes!

“Why can t I see them?’



“We put them away when the sun comes out! Sunlght goes m and cleans
them. It s like Iving in the country. When it rams we put the roofs back m.
Tt mever snows here-the phrase “white as snow” we read in books, is
mconcenvable here. Some folks let the ram m. Instead of a floor they lke
green grass m their rooms. They only cover the furniture when it rams.

This idea, the “portable roof” was discovered by my great-great
grandfather, who was none other than the greatest mventor m Portokalia:
Juan Ramon Louis Bertrand! He was the first who made the towers out of
orange juice and mo matter how much you drink it never fmishes. He
discovered the flying books that you can read while flying. The wallet with
the orange-money that mever runms out, also the machme that turns
kumquat seeds m jam m three mmutes. The memory machine for names
that you forget, and the apricot ice cream with the almonds! And fmally, the
orange dessert! Take a piece of paper and write down the recipe: It will
blow your mid! You dont have a pencil? Watch me! Pencil-paper, come!”



All of a sudden with greot speed, right out of the sky, appeared some
poper with a perfectly sharpened pencil.
" Write" Tsabella soid, ond started reciting the recipe:

Ingredients

6 bottles of still oronge juice

3 sochets of powdered creom

3 toble spoons of sugar

1 ¥ pock of Mironda biscuits

Optionally: almond or hazekut threshed

Preparation

Heot the oromge juice omd stir with
powdered cream ond sugar. Leave to
cool.

Spreod in a clear pom a loyer of biscuits.
Pour m half the cream. We spreod
omother loyer of biscuits. We pour the
rest of the creom. Optionally, we moy
put on top threshed hazemut or
ahmond. Leave m the refrigerator for
two-three hours.



The pencil was writimg with great speed ond perfect...grommar. As
soon as the recipe was written down, Isabella folded the paper ond honded
it to Marionna.

“This is my mother’s recipe. The pencil-paper that write on command, is my
greatgreat grandfather’s mvention! He won Portokalia’s greatest award
for that: 3000 children’s smiles...Now look down! You ll see one more of my
greatgreat grandfather’s mventions. A piano-typewriter! He received the
Union Composers Authors of Portokalia Award for it.

The truth is that he discovered it for a writer he fek unrequited love for-
my great-great grandmother. He would send her presents and make her
promises, but she remamed rigid.

Until the day he made the piano-typewriter. She then realized that no one
would love her more. They lived together from then on, but she mever
wrote on the piano-typewriter. She told him that she did not want hm to
think that she only married hm for the magical piano-typewriter. It was
enough for her that he made it, showing her his love...



..The piano-typewriter stayed i the sitting-room, unused-a sample of
their love. The first person who dared to touch it was Maria-Louisa
Korvalan-my mother and much loved writer of children’s books of Portokalia.
There she is now!”






Marionna looked down omd sow a womon with long hair omd om
oromge-yellow dress with letters on it. Around her ten cups of tea and
coffee floated around her.

Isabella pulled out a mogazine clipping omd read:

..."The writer, is a woman that words and stories Ive mside of her. When we
met her she was wearing flowers for rings and blue heels. She said, with
those heels she would travel to the clouds whenever she got bored n
Portokalia. She liked to drink dream coffees with a colorful friend. They
often do favors for one another. “Place me inside your book”, “Stick me m
one of your pamtmgs!” They would go m fairytales together! She had a
piano-typewriter where she can listen to music of her words when she
writes. It’s the wel-known mvention of Juan Ramon Louis Bertrand, her
grandfather, for whom she wrote the book: Juan the Orangeade..”



Isabella stopped reading omd cried out beneath her:
“ Mom, lbok what is written m Portokalian News” .

The writer turned as Isabella made the clipping mto o paper plone
and sent it down to her. “Are you busy? May we come?’
"Come! I am waiting for Soledad to pamt together. What is your friend's
name?’
“This is Marianna from Greece”, Isobella said.
“Oh Greece, it is such a magical country! We had gone with your father
before you were born. To the prettiest cave I have ever seen. With all
those colors...Oh hello Marianna. Would you like some tangerme juice? I
brought the tangerine tree from am island that starts with the letter C,
four letters..”

“From Chio”, Marionna said. “Tt has the most aromatic tangerines mn the
worid!



The writer, Maria-Louisa, went to the far end of the room-where they
hod londed-ond cut some tongerines from the tree thot spread its
bromches over the piono-type writer.. Beautiful music was heard.

“Thatll be the doorbell! Tl get i, Isabella soid.

She come back holdmg hoands with a womon thot held m her other
homd o basket filled with carrots, pointbrushes, a bottle of red wine, ond
various green salads. ..

“This is Soledad", soid Tsabella. “I'd like you to meet Marianna from Greece”.
"Greece! Oh the blue seas, the green, the orange trees, the unbelevable
lght..."

She reached imside her pocket amd took out a big painting with dolphins.
“Another of my great-great grandfather’s mventions: Pockets bg enough
to fit pamtmgs”, whispered Isabello.



That's how poetry is written m Portokalio

Soledad pulled out of her pocket o pamting omd loid i m front of
Marionna ond Isabella.
“Tt is a picture of me and Maria Louisa with our babies. We were sitting
underneath the oak tree that is swayed by the air, m between the most
fragrant flowers”, she turned to Isabella “so you could learn from a young
age beautitul scents”.






“You were talking and singing...”
“And you fell m love with fernando and we found you two hidden behmd
the bitter oranges, kissing on the mouth!”

Isabella blushed omd pulled on Marianna’s hamd. Marionna didn‘t have
time to soy goodbye omd before she knew it they were flyimg up agom.
“T have had i with hearing about Fernando! ” said Isabella ongrily ond
Mariomna thought for a second that she saw smoke commg out of her ears,
os they were flying with speed over a vast field with giant orange pumpkins.



“Mr. fernando wanted to see the world-alone. Portokala was too plam for
him. He wanted to see how other people lived i other colors. He has been
away for months. And he has the merve to send me postcards from
Egaplomt (e talked our ear off about its wonderful capital, Lemovidio).
Letters from Greenistan and Trefoil. Carpets from White Iske, delghts from
Sugaria...But I never reply! When he returns I shall give everything bock.
Mr. Fernando mever wanted us with hm, you see..”

Mariomna could not get enough of the gorgeous orange lomdscape omd
listening about all those strange countries she has never seem on any mop.
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Tsabella slowly calms down omd stays silent. And then a voice stretches
out along the plom. A voice thot bring memories of crystal little bells,
runnmg woater thot glistens m the sun, the sound of snow as it hits the
ground softly, the fragrance of a tongerine as it is peeled open, o tender
but swift smile on a cloudy day. ..

Mom’s fovorite somg: “Undernedth the orange tree, she washes the
cotton...” How stromge! The song started formmg mto motes m the air as
they were flymg over a forest with carrot trees ond oromge trees...



...ond underneath the trees, a beautiful girl was actually washmg her
cotton omd singing...Hidden behind a carrot tree, a young mom was flymg
around, collecting the motes with o net.

“He’s our MNational Poet, Diego Solomon”, soid Isobella with pride. “He

wanders everywhere, collecting music and words and turnmg them mto
lyrics”.






Then, Diego Solomon turns to them smiling and starts reciting:

You washed the sheets down by the river

Dressed m orange, you. were smgmg o song

About o thousomd and two stars thot dry on a string
While your slender fingers spread out the sheet

“ What do you think?’

“Hmm...it meeds a lttle more work, but you are off to a good start! soid
Isobello.



She had a serious and erudite look on her face as if she was herself was

o big book critic. Marionna could not believe thot Isabella dared to speak to
the National Poet of Portokalia like that.

Diego Solomon took off, muttering to himself:
“They spread or they held the sheet? Sheet or handkerchief, yes I shall

write it like this: while your slender fingers held the handkerchief. Better!”
He turned and waved “Thank you, Isabella!’

Marionna wos stunned. Is that how they write poetry here?






When Diego Solomon wos out of sight, Isabella told her about yet
onother mvention of her greotgreat grandfather’s, o gift to Diego
Solomon’s grandfather. Pablo Solomon was the great writer of Portokalio.
He used so mamy pseudo momes that one did not know how momy books he
octually wrote. His mspiration wos endless ond he lved amost half o
century writing non-stop. It has been said that if one was to collect all of
his writings they would be able to make a stairwoy leading to the stors!



“With my great-great grandfather’s mvention, Pablo sowed m the dirt
capital and small letters wherever he went and from that grew book
flowers, colorful ones, that would chase away the clouds and ram. In the
village of Portokalia, it was shiny with blue skies and plump white clouds,
whenever he would pass by.






Even now that he’s no longer with us, around his monument, which was
buit with a huge orange, every spring grow books with news stories that
always end in Autumm. One can only read them there. If you cut a book
flower, it withers mmediately and the story is lost forever. Thousands of
people visit it m spring and summer... perhaps the mext tmme you will
come...”

“The next time?”

‘Now the leaves turn orange and brown, the wind that blows is calling
you back on your own journey. But always keep Portokalia in your heart”

Marionna saw Isabella leave, disappomted...Luckily, she turned around
omd hugged her tight just as her eyes were about to chomge mto the color
of a clouded sky. Isabella whispered to her:



“You will always be in our hearts. Every time you edat an orange you will
think of me. And should you wish to come back one day all you have to do is
squeeze a tangerme and say the magic words:

‘orange-tangerine and a ripe lotus»

three tmes and then clap your hands...”

Orange leaves omd music started to encircle her m a swirlng vortex.
Marionna could taste tomgerme...swirlmg...her eyes were closing. ..






Her eyes open when she hears her mom'’s voice:
“Were here...look down !

Marionma wos lost for a moment. Where was she? She looked down
omd sow a beautiful city with a river.. Nothing like Portokalia.
" Would you like some candy?’

Lucio, the stewardess smiled ot her and winked.
“My friend Isabella’s favorite! It is orange and tangerme!’

Marionna took a condy. As the taste flowed m her mouth, she begon
to recover.
"Read what is written on the wrapper”, Lucia soid.



There they were! Diego Solomon s corrected lyrics:

You. were washing the sheets by the river

Dressed m orange, you somg o tune

About a thousomd omd two stars that were laid out to dry on the string
While your slm fingers were holding the hondkerchief

“Have a great time”, Lucia said “You l see that everything is as beautiful
pere as it is m Portokala!”



The plone touched the ground. A little later, her omd her parents were
standing m front of the orange car of her dreams. Dad rented it as o
surprise for her. The mext several doys she would learn that she did mot
need to fly to live a mogical ond beoutiful journey that is on the edge of
the world. ..

She would return to Portokalia agaim to live extroordmary adventures.
But thot is for another time, omother journey! Ours ends here!
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cooperates with the Center for Europeom Constitutional Law (Tsotsou Institution). A -
He hos filmed o documentary series (?) of travels around Greece ond still contmues Lt
to write on magazmes ond newspapers.

However, during these vears, he has three children!

He has written a homdful of books, all very different from one omother. A novel, two
story collections, a history book, an albumen, a fairytale, four books for the parents.
Hoving a hard time to believe it himself, he put to paper (or rother put to the pc) four fairytales in Colors
(Red, Yellow, Oromge amd White) mspired by Stephania Beldemiri’s pomtings. Thousands of people hove
read during these past two years the fairytales m question smce they have been posted on the Internet.
In 2011, outuwm, they created together the “Fairytale Kitchen” and since they hoave traveled all around
Greece, cooking stories along with the children. Whatever the case, they would cook their fairvtales each
Saturday noon ot the special space called “Téxvns Mpaihata” (Letters of Art)

On December (same year) they creoted the “Mogic Card Deck” that helped them creote even better
stories.

As the grownups begom to envy them, they created for them, with the cooperation of “Exostis” mogazine,
a Calendar of 15 months omd 15 short tales.

Kostas has often talked about and engoged i dinlogue with parents about matters concernimg raismg
omd providing nutrition for children.

Smce this year’s autumm, by combming ... “work” and entertomment () Kostas teaches creative writmg
to children and odults, but also creates fairytales as well by performing on the stoge, as well as dong
puppet shows while cooking along with the children..

Personal blog: http://stoforos blogspot ar






Stephony Veldemiry is on Archaeological Findmgs ond
Works of Art preserver omd cooperates with Greek museums
(Archoeological Museum of Thessaloniki, Byzontine Museum of
Thessaloniki, Institute of Archoeology, Museum of Natural
history of Iraklion, The Lesvos Petrified Forest Europeon and
Global Geopark) omd mstitutions abroad (University of |
Missouri St. Lowis, Smithsonion Institution, Americon Museum [
of Notional History), concerning the preservotion of |
archoeological fmdmgs omd works of art, as well as making
costs omd copies of fossils along with art objects for disploy. :
She also works as a preserver in situ during excovation periods but also m research periods by atte'ndmg
the “Ikloma project” program, ot the prehistoric dig m Tklona.
Since she became a mom, meoming since 2002, she womted to fimd a simple omd playful way to mfuse her
love for works of art ond commonly used items of every age to children. Thus, she started working as on
artist teacher to full tme grade schools and teachmg Art History to children through mteractive octivities,
gomes, experiential exercises, audiovisual stmuli omd more mportomtly through swiling omd a cheerful but
disciplined atmosphere.
During recent years she is occupied with illustroting children books omd drowmg omd 5 mdividual art
disploys which the pamtings were accompomied by Kostas Stoforos’s foirytales are credited to her, while
the childrem had om active part m the action omd the development of the story.
She often receives young children to her studio where, depending on their mood they play, learnmg
through art.
Stephomy loves to be m touch with the world of childrem omd feels happy when she is allowed in thot reakm.
Thot is how she feels as om arts teacher after class: Hoppy.

Personal blog: http://stefomioveldemiri blogspot gr



Writings of Costas Stoforos

2013

“‘Dead Brother's book - 41 Letters from the Civil War Front”,

Series of colourful fairy-tales that illustrated by Stefany Veldemiry (“Tale in Red’, “Tale in
Yellow’, “Tale in Orange’, “Tale in White”)

2012

Participation in the collective volume of the 24st Century Parent-Dilevwmas and prospects,
“‘Calendar to remember or forget’. Fifteen amall tales for adults accompanying tables
Stephany Veldemiri

2011

The Magic Cards Game, based on the function of the fairy tales of Vladimir Propp and “The
Grammar of Fantasy” of Gianni Rodari (Illustrated by Stefania Veldemiri),

“‘Green Fairy tale”, part of a praject for teaching proper nutrition in children

2010
Book for children's nutrition titled “Q0 chef , 44 moms and I - 1414 recipes and food ideas for
kids”

2009
“A father's diary” - part 3: “Daddy what is sex? ... And other stories of family madness”



2008
“A father's diary” - part 4: “Parents for the first time’,
“A father’ s diary” - part Q: “From the first steps up the school’

1998
“I'mbros”

1997
“Fifi, Pipis or how the city turned green” (Ministry of Envirorment)

1989
“Once upon a time there was an island” (novel)

1986
“Hunting Area” (short stories)

1984
“A fragile Time” (short stories)



Documentaries

2003: “Amfikaia a sustainable farm”
2001: Research, script and presentation of the documentaries: Chania, Rethymnon, Corfu,
Arta, Preveza, Thesprotia, Evros, Rodopi, Xanthi, Thrace (all for Atter TV Channel).

Research, script and narration for the documentaries:

1999: Imbros

1997+-1998: Kefalonia-Tthaca

199%: Monasteries of Boectia (Prefecture of Boeotia), Greek Horses, Thrace

1996 Land of Boeotia and Economic Development of Boectia (Prefecture of Boeotia)

Associations-Clubs

* Member of the Board of Directors of the Periodical and Electronic Press Union (ESPIT)

+ President of the Parents' Association 43th Kindergarten Agia Paraskevi and
representative of the Union of Associations of Parents of the City

+ Special Secretary of the Scientific Company for Dorian & Dryope Studies

« Former President of the Contractors Association Institute of Continuing Adult Education

* Vice President of the Progressive Association “Kastellia”

« Board Member of the Union for the development of local newspapers in Athens-Piraeus-
Athens (1981-1983)

* Member of the Institute of Nutrition Studies and Research
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The idea of Saita publications emerged m July 2012, having as a primary goal to create a
web space where new authors con interact with the readers directly omd free.

Saita publications’ am is to redefme the relotionship between publisher-author-reader,
by cultivating a true dialogue, ond by establishmg an effective communication chonmel
for authors and readers alike. Saita publications stay far away from profit, exploitation
omd commercialisation of lterary property.

The strong wind of passion for reading,
the sweet breeze of creativity,
the zephyr of mmovation,
the sirocco of imagmaotion,
the levomter of persistence,
the deep power of vision,
guide the saita of our publications.

We mvite you. to let books fly free!
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