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Chapter 1

The Reedman and his magic carpets

     Strange tidings greeted the morning of that day the village square. This was the Head village, that is, the biggest village in a vast area of land. But we shall simply call it The Village. The news was that at the east end of The Village, where the peddlers laid their wares, to sell them to the villagers, or to anyone who came to this village for business or for a past time, an old man had arrived and camped, selling, rumour had it, magic carpets.

       I imagine you have already guessed what was magical about these carpets. Yes, yes, they could fly, carrying a human being. But one only! If there were two, the carpet could never lift and fly.

      By noon, the news had already spread throughout The Village. And in the afternoon, when it was time for their usual everyday walk, many residents did not go to the nearby park, like they used to, but walked to the east end of the Village, to see the old man and his magic carpets.

      That old man, not very old, to tell the truth, was very thin, quite skinny. If I told you what he looked like, you might laugh. Yes, he looked like a two-meter-long reed, with the root at the top, a round root, more like an egg, egg-shaped, and with two long leaves sticking out of the reed just under the root head, looking like arms, and another two in the middle of the reed that looked like legs. Funny, isn't it?

      A resident of the Village, who liked joking and making up nicknames, upon seeing him, spoke out:

      -Kalamanthropos (meaning, a Reedman, in his language).

     Now, Kalamanthropos is too long a name and difficult to pronounce it correctly And because the most people in this Village were it usually in haste,they soon shortened the name to Kalanthropos (which means something like Goodman). Next, they shortened more, and called him Kalas (meaning something like Goody).

      This is how the old man was named, rather nick-named, that afternoon, without people having asked his real name. Just as well. Because when later somebody asked his name, he gave no answer at all, but without a sign of being annoyed. However, when some more people asked again his name, pressing him for a reply, any reply, he finally said: “Nothing”.

      Some people laughed and said: “His name is Nothing”. Now, you tell me, can you call someone Nothing? Mr.Nothing... Hey, you, Nothing... It doesn't fit, makes no sense. That is why they all forgot this strange name Nothing, and ended up calling him Kalas.

      That afternoon, a number of villagers came to see Kalas and his carpets. Nobody however asked him anything. Kalas in turn did not utter a word.

      From the next day onwards, villagers, at times 2-3, at other times, 5-6 a day, would come and stop before Kalas and his carpets, his magic red carpets. They started talking to one another, and asking questions: 


-What is so magic about these carpets?


-Someone said that they fly. Could it be true?


-How much would they cost?


-They must be very expensive!


-Who knows how much Kalas wants for each carpet?

A sly, that is money sly person or rather, money silly-sly person said;


You won’t only pay for the carpet, but also for the lessons to pilot it. And who knows how much he would charge.

Their conversations went on along these lines. Idiocies. In other words, money idiocies. As if they had only one thing on their minds, money, and only one question, how much?


On the afternoon of the third day a group of children  set out for Kalas. They had heard about the magic carpets and they felt great joy and curiosity. Upon arrival, they found the old man standing rigidly upright, with stretched out arms. As soon as they had laid eyes on him, a child cried “Kalamotos!(meaning Reed-shaped) We shall call him Kalamotos. Another child said “Kamarotos!(meaning Upright standing man, self-confident, too.) We shall call him Kamarotos!” And a third shouted, “Kalamotos – Kamarotos.  He then asked the other children;

             “Who can say it five times, without making a mistake?”

All the children tried, some succeeded, some not.


Now you, dear readers, can you say this two word tongue twister five times without error? If you say it very slowly, syllable by syllable, you will be able to do it. Close the book and try: Kalamotos – Kamarotos. Repeat it five times. Funny,hey?


Good. Now time to get serious. I mean, the children became serious, after playing awhile with the words. Now they wanted to get to know Kala-Kama. That’s what they ended up calling him, shortening the two long names they gave him at the first sight. Now, they wanted to become friends.


Kalas understood. He relaxed his rigid posture, and gradually sat himself down cross legged on one of the six carpets, the magic carpets he had brought with him. He then raised his eyes and looked at the children. They felt that he was inviting them to also sit down cross legged. He had them pick up a carpet each. They took them and sat on it. Kalas then fixed his unwavering gaze in their eyes in their midst. Each child felt that the gaze focused specifically on him, and returned his gaze focused back to Kalas.


How deeply they relaxed! Peace fell upon them, and they were filled with joy. They felt as if they had grown wings.


Kalas then moved his gaze. He looked at each child in turn.

They felt as if he were telling them that it was time to get up and to slowly-slowly depart. This they did, without uttering a single word.


Further on their way, two or three adults, who had watched their meeting from a distance, awaited them. On the way back to the village, they asked the children what they had said with Kalas. What they had asked him, and what his reply was, if he had told them the price of the carpets, and other foolish questions. No child said a word. What could they have told them? Lies? They felt so happy that they weren’t even aware of what the adults were saying.

CHAPTER 2

Monyno and his Friendship with Kalas


Many days passed. When the villagers who first went to Kalas realized that he would not answer their questions, they lost interest in him.


The children, however, went almost every afternoon to Kalas, sitting close by and facing him, allowing him to fix his gaze on them, and returning their gaze back to him.

It has been a time of great joy, peace and happiness for the children. They returned home at nightfall as quiet and noiseless as they had never been before meeting Kalas. Their parents did not need to call out repeatedly for them to come home.


This change in the children’s behavior was noticed by their mothers. And they were happy in their hearts about it. However, none of them said a word to another mother about this change. It was with their eyes alone that they spoke and shared their joy about this peace that had befallen their children. Before meeting Kalas, the children had wild tantrums from time to time among them and with their parents. The fathers then responded by punishing them, by giving them a beating or a scolding, a tongue lashing. The children then became distressed, and this would in one way or another be paid by their mothers.


Now all was going well. That is why, when some father or other adult suggested that the children should not be allowed to see Kalas, the mothers said;

-“Don’t say that again. And see to it that you too find some time to visit Kalas, in case it should calm you down a bit”

- “We are busy. We don’t have time to lose with Kalas.”

- “What business? Cheating on each other to get money?

  Money business, or, in fact money earning-stealing games? some wise women asked.
-“Yes, the selfsame money from these sly games that brings the food that you and we all eat,” answered the men egoistically.

-“Our food is given to us by the earth, mother earth,” replied the women. You gather it, sell it, and while some people have lots to eat and get fat, many others starve and suffer.”

Anyhow, these arguments were never ending, and the residents were continually ill tempered and quarrelsome.


But now, I would like to speak to you about Monyno, who, I am sure, you will grow to love a lot. As I do. That is why I wrote this book, so that you can know him. He also made the great, fantastic trip, flying on Kala’s magic carpet.


How this all happened, let me now tell you the sequence of events.


Now, Monyno was a twenty year old lad. Not a child anymore. And while most of his peers had jobs in their father’s commercial or manufacturing businesses, he had not.


Don’t think that he was lazy. Noways! Every day he went to the fields. Not his, as he had no land of his own, but to other’s who needed his help.


There he worked with a spade to irrigate trees or to plant, or with a saw to prune, or to open furrows so that the water could go everywhere it was needed. At other times he would harvest with a scythe, or with a pair of scissors to grape picking. He had learnt all these jobs since he was very young, when his father was still alive, and took him to the fields.

       He so loved agricultural work that he would not change it for anything in the world. He didn’t even go to school, so that he would not miss out on the joys of this work. He was eventually crossed off the school register.


When the weather was fair, he would work naked from waste upwards, pleasuring in the embrace of the sun and wind upon him. He also enjoyed the quiet of nature, as he often worked alone.


Now, you may ask. How did he earn this name, Monyno? A strange name, since it does not exist as a first name for boys. I’ll tell you.


When Monyno went to work on the fields, at night he would return home without visiting the field owner’s house for pay.


He often worked for a widow with four small children.

Upon his return home, the widow would visit to give him payment for his work, from the little savings that she had. Monyno always told her;


-Money? No! And he would wag his finger as if to say “don’t even think about it” He was a man of few words.

He always said –“Money? No!, not only to the widow, but to every other woman, man or child who came to his home to pay him for his work.


So it was, with his reputation of always saying “money, no!” he earned the nickname Monyno.


And when the widow brought some food to him, or from the sweets, she had made for her children, Monyno never accepted it. He showed her four fingers, meaning. “You have four children”. He would then take from the cupboard the loaf of good bread his mother made him, cut it in half, and wrap it in a towel before placing it in her hands, again displaying four fingers.


He spoke little, but he had, as you will have already guessed great kindness and compassion in his heart.


It came to pass that Monyno heard something of Kalas, not upon his arrival, but many days later. After work, he never passed the village shop, where the news of the day was heard and commented upon.


However, upon returning he usually came across children from the neighborhood playing and shouting. But of late he had not seen them and wondered why. His good mother realized this and told him about the visitor.


His mother had a large garden behind the house, where she planted whatever they needed to eat. They also had a lot of fruit trees and a small vineyard. In September, they both ate almost nothing other than grapes. She also sowed wheat and barley, enough for their needs. They also had a goat that provided milk for making trahana (broken whole wheat soup) and chilopittes (small pasta squares) for the whole year. They lived happily this way.

And because his mother wanted to do all the gardening so that she could pleasure her body with movement, the sun, sky and wind, Monyno had all the time to help wherever he was needed.


When he heard from his mother about Kalas Monyno felt joy and moved in a strange kind of way. It appeared as if the fairy tales his mother told him when he was little were coming true. He looked forward to meeting him.


The next morning he had a very good feeling, as if something very good, and very great was happening in his life. He delayed getting out of bed. He did not go out to work in the fields today, as he had decided to go and visit Kalas in the afternoon with the children of the village.


The time had come. Everyone started off together. The children were happy to have Monyno with them. They were very fond of him, even though they would tease him from time to time when they would cross paths on his return from the fields. They would cry out a teasing rhyme to him:


-“Monyno, Monyno! Paper, coin  money no!”.

He would laugh, never anger at this taunting on his way home to rest after his day’s labour.

They arrived. Kalas, or Kala-Kama, as the children called him, was in his normal place. They sat, made eye contact as always, until they experienced the peace and energy they always had from this mutual exchange. This time Kalas focused his eyes on Monyno, who returned his look in like peaceful and steady manner. The children did not realize this as Monyno sat behind them, so they still felt Kala’s gaze on its way to Monyno. Kala’s gaze thus reached everybody.

When they had finished, Kalas was first to speak, asking-“Are you Monyno?’’

Monyno motioned ‘yes’ with his head, while looking at the other children, as if asking if they had divulged his name. The answering look they gave him was ‘no’. He then realized that Kalas could guess one’s name simply by looking at them.

-“Would you like to ask something?” said Kalas.

After a small pause, Monyno said

-“No.”


Kalas was pleased that Monyno was a person of few words and much silence. Also, that he did not pose any questions, any stupid questions usually made by the adults. He said to him.

      -”If you want, you may come tomorrow morning, on your own.”


-“I’ll come,” answered Monyno.

Many days passed after this first meeting. The meetings were consistent, daily.

The villagers learned about these meetings and were curious as to what they were about. Some decided to drop in on a meeting, on the pretext that they were merely passing by. They heard them talking. Some claimed that Kalas was teaching Monyno to fly a carpet. There were many and varied claims, all confused and contradictory. Also the question: Where did Monyno find the money to pay for flying tuition and for a carpet? Everyone knew that Monyno had no money, so if he could have it for free, why not them?

Eventually, both from curiosity and jealousy, some of them decided to approach Kalas and talk to him, when Monyno was with him.


And so they did. They asked their questions. Kalas did not answer immediately. He made some gestures to Monyno, he glanced into his eyes, and he knew what he had to tell them. He said:


-“Yes, you too can fly with a carpet, as soon as you are ready. In order to be ready, you must not make any more questions related to money, or any questions about egoistic wishes. Whoever makes such questions is immediately dropped from the training. He may return after a month and try again. Whoever completes a year of training will be able to fly.


These words from Monyno, on behalf of Kalas, were much to their liking, because he did not ask payment for the lessons. But what about the carpet? The trip? Somebody raised his hand to ask.


-“We understand that we don’t have to pay for the lessons, but….”

Kalas glanced at Monyno. He got the message, and said to the questioner;


-“You are out. You spoke about money. Now,leave. You may try again in a month’s time.”


-“But why?” asked another.


-“Out,” said Monyno. “You know why”

A third, supposedly a clever one, piped up.


-“How much is the carpet?”

And a fourth:

-“How much is the trip?”


-“You are both out” said Monyno, showing them the way back home.

Nobody was left. That is how the first visit by the villagers ended. Envy, inattention, foolishness, impatience,  money  questions, all excluded them.


The original two remained. For a while they remained silent. Then Kalas asked Monyno:

-“What is your village called?’’


-“I call it Moneyvillage,” responded Monyno


-“And the villagers, what race are they?”


-“Moneypeople”, said Monyno.


-“Such people cannot fly. They are too dense and heavy. The flight is towards Monynoland, and to go there, you need to be light, carefree. Money thoughts, money worries make you very heavy. You can never fly like that.


-“Shall I ever be able to fly to this magic land?” asked Monyno.


-“You will be able to, as you have it (Monynoland) already in your heart,” responded Kalas serenely.

        There ended the day’s meeting and conversations.

CHAPTER 3

Preparation for Flight


The Headvillage, or Monyvillage, as Monyno called it, was abuzz about the meeting and the exclusion of the villagers from the lessons.


The news was on everybody’s lips. Some felt disappointed, while others wildly curious. Some of the latter decided to visit Kalas the next day. They knew that they had to avoid any question relating to money, payment and anything related to these issues. They would be very careful to exclude such questions. Maybe this way, they would be accepted, and for the training by Kalas. Furthermore, for free. As he had done with Monyno, and, who knows, someday they might fly with the magic carpet.


It was five or six villagers who pitched up at Kalas, just after the following sunrise. They found Kalas standing upright, with stretched out arms. Soon Monyno arrived. He did not speak to them. He stood upright, with stretched out arms, looking eastwards, just like Kalas.

Some of the villagers retreated a bit , standing motionless, with stretched out arms, as with the other two. The rest of them just stood and watched them. However, they soon became bored at just standing around and doing nothing. So they started off back to the village, having forgotten the purpose of their visit.


If you don’t know why you are going somewhere, or if you forget what you want where you have gone, then why go? You could even get into trouble.


The remaining three stood motionlessly. Kalas then moved to sit under the shade of a tree where he sat cross legged. Monyno followed. Then, the three villagers came, each seated on a carpet. Kalas gazed at them for a long time.

When the exchange of gaze was over, the villagers felt very relaxed, very calm. As if they had awoken from a deep, dreamless sleep. All their old cares had left them. They felt as if they were living beyond space and time. Then, they got up to return to the village. They forgot all about their questions to Kalas. They no longer cared about the flight lessons or the trip on a carpet.


That afternoon, at their homes, while they were still relaxed and happy, they came up with various thoughts.

Was Kalas by any chance a saint, a white magician, so that in his presence he bestows upon you peace, happiness, he calms your anxiety? Just as a doctor replaces your bad blood with good?


The next day, at sunrise the three again appeared before Kalas. They stayed near him for some time, standing upright. Then they all sat, as with the previous day, for the gaze exchange. Upon completion, they found Monyno sitting behind them, peacefully, with closed eyes. He was resting. He had gone to some field to work, very early in the day. That was why he was late.


Later, Kalas stood by a tree. And waited. Monyno understood immediately. Kalas was inviting them to come  to him. First Monyno, followed by the rest, stood at a small distance, facing him. It was as if they had been invited to talk and pose their questions and receive answers.


First,   Yiannis, a tall 30 year old youth, said;


-“I would like to ask this: Does the Magic Carpet take you wherever you want, or wherever it wants to take you?”


Kalas smiled. Monyno could see that he liked this question. He didn’t answer, though. He looked at Monyno knowingly, implying that he should find the answer within.


Monyno did just that, and answered;


-“Wherever Country it wants.”

 -“And where is this Country. Near, or far away?”


Kalas indicated displeasure with this question, but again looked to Monyno to supply the answer.


Monyno concentrated for a while, before saying.


-“Both near and far away.”

       Everyone remained thoughtful for awhile, seeking to find the meaning of this answer. They did not understand it. Dear readers, did you get it? If not, worry not, for you shall understand it later.


Yannis then, asked:

-“And when may one start on this journey?


This time Monyno needed no prompting.


-“As soon as one is ready.”

         A light smile on Kala’s face indicated satisfaction with this answer.


-“I’m ready now,” said the former.


-“Impatient you are, but not ready,” answered Kalas, this time.

         Nobody spoke. After a while, Kalas smiled broadly, thus indicating the end of the question and answer session. Everybody understood, and arose to return to the village. All except Monyno.


That afternoon, the villagers went over the events of that morning. They also wondered why Monyno had stayed behind. And for how long the two were together. And what would they be discussing? Was Monyno being prepared for a flight? If so, how?


With these thoughts, they lost the tranquility they had gained that morning with the sitting, mutual gazing and question and answer session.


The next morning found them all together again at the same time. Kalas knew that they had lost their peace, and why. But he said nothing. However, when they sat cross-legged, he looked at length into their eyes, more than the previous day, until they again were totally at peace.


Meanwhile, Monyno arrived from his work and sat behind them, unheard, as he had done before. So light-footed, so light, he was.

Question time came again. First to ask was impatient Yannis.

-“I want to ask something, without impatience. How will I know when I am ready for the flight?”


Kalas turned slowly towards Monyno. Not only for him to reply, but to encourage Yannis, as with everyone, find answers from within. And that’s what they did.

Yannis said;


‘When I become like Monyno? Is that what you mean, Kalas?’’


Kalas implied ‘yes’ with his silent look.

Yannis added “So then Monyno is ready?”

       Again, Kalas responded with his look and slight movement of the head, as if to say, ‘almost ready’


-“So then he could be flying tomorrow, already,” responded impatient Yannis.


Kalas indicated that this was not a good question. He then said:


-Impatient. Tomorrow you will not come here. You will focus on your impatience the whole day until you overcome it. Like Monyno. He indicated, once again, with his wide grin, that the meeting was over.

       That afternoon, the third of the morning group, called George Lalas, spoke with a couple of villagers and told them that Kalas had prepared Monyno for flight. Almost ready, he told them. Maybe some day, he might fly away and be lost to the village. For how long, no one would know. Perhaps months, years, who knows? Lalas spoke a lot about his assumptions. The next morning, as they sat under the tree for their question and answer session, Kalas looked for an even longer time into Lala’s eyes, until Lalas blushed from shame, as he realized that Kalas knew about his loose tongue. Eventually, Kalas said to him.


-“Lalas. With the loose tongue. Tomorrow you will not be here. You will meditate on your loose tongue all day, until you overcome it.And become like Monyno.”

      The session ended again with a smile.

      The next morning saw Yannis and Nikos in attendance.

Yannis said not a word, asking no questions.

Kalas showed satisfaction that Yannis had overcome his impatience that morning.


Nikos, however, was unhappy, heavy. He seemed to drag his feet. Kalas looked deeply into his eyes, until he blushed with shame, when he realized that Kalas could sense the harm Nikos had done himself. No sooner had he awoken, when he stuffed himself with food, until, as they say, he had just about popped. Kala’s look imparted the message “Why did you do this? You must focus and find out why you forgot yourself and ate so much”

He finally asked Nikos: “Do you want to overcome your overeating?”

        Nikos nodded.


-“Well, in that case, today, you will stay here all day, without eating anything. Tomorrow in the field, without eating, you will go with Monyno to work. You will overcome your overeating. Be like Monyno. And at midday we shall all eat here together something good which I shall prepare for all of us. Right?


-“Agreed.” nodded Nikos silently.


Do you think he will succeed in beating his overeating? Probably. If one has decided to fly with the magic carpet, he can beat any weakness, overcome any bad habits that he has learnt from others in the few or many years that he has lived.

CHAPTER 4

The Flight


Yes, yes, this happened, too. He flew. Yes! Who? Monyno! Who else would have qualified?


When Lalas said a few days ago, some words to two villagers, to the effect that Monyno was almost ready to fly, these villagers had magnified his words many times over. Soon the whole village was abuzz with talk about the flight.

    Some ignored, or did not believe it. Some maintained that “these things don’t happen, other than in fairytales”, while others said “we’ll wait and see”


The children, however; Oh, the children believed it full heartedly. And every afternoon, instead of playing ball games or hide and seek noisily and argumentatively, would visit Kalas, mostly to see Monyno, who they believed, that was getting  ready to fly.


Monyno felt their love and their enthusiasm to see him flying with the magic carpet, or a least to find out that he had traveled on this great journey. This gave him courage to proceed with his journey to the unknown.


One morning while dawn was still breaking, a little child, Monyno’s neighbor, woke up when he heard a strange sound emanating from Monyno’s house. He awoke from an awesome dream, where he saw Monyno flying on his red carpet that was waving about in the air, like a little boat on the sea.


And indeed did the dream come true. The child, upon opening the outside door and looking outside saw Monyno flying along the path which led to the hill top. He saw him rise higher and higher, until he neared the crest of the hill. The child ran back inside to wake up his brother.


-“Wake up, wake up, to see Monyno flying! He’s nearing the crest of the hill! Wake up or you’ll miss him.”


-“Ah, why did you wake me up?” His brother sighed
        -“You interrupted my dream. I was dreaming of Monyno flying over the hill. Leave me alone.”


 Their mother awoke, and came to them. 

        -“It was a dream, sleep. It is still long before dawn.”


Later in the morning their mother told a neighbor of her children’s dream. Indeed, she told him that her one son had actually seen Monyno flying to the hill top as well. It was a place where no villager had ever gone, because the path was difficult and very thorny.


When the sun had risen a bit, practically everyone in the village had heard of the event. Some said he flew off over the hill ‘for ever’, while others said that he would soon return home.


Eventually some villagers decided to see his mother to ask her what she knew, and what she had seen. She said that Monyno of late had been sleeping under the tree on his carpet at Kala’s place. In the morning he used to go to the widow’s field, but later returned to Kalas for the preparation.


They then realized that Monyno’s mother was well aware of her son’s preparation for the great journey. Also that she never tried to discourage him, but, indeed, seemed quite chuffed that her son would embark on this magical journey.


At that time the widow returned from her field. She confirmed that Monyno had not been at her field that morning. Maybe he had gone to work in another field. But nobody had seen him on their field that morning.

       Then the children awoke. It was time for school. But as soon as they heard the news from the two children  who had seen Monyno both in their dream and in awakened state, moving towards the crest of the hill, none of them felt like going to school.


Such an achievement, such a flight on a magical journey was worth far more. It surpassed any and all school lesson, most of which were anyhow foolish, boring and uninteresting, except for the songs which they sang both solo and in the choir. Now, nobody could stop them. They all set off for Kalas, on the way gathering children from other neighborhoods, as their joy and love for Monyno grew more and more.


Soon they were singing together the song of Monyno that they liked so much. They knew it by heart.

    What a joy to be, to live

What a joy to be, to live

past things to forget, forgive

how good to know how

to be aware of here and now

Love a flame in your heart

clarity in your gaze

able to see deep inside

the other person's heart and mind

Help living beings in need, in pain

wake-up the sleeping brain

with a conscience honest, pure

be observing every trace

Of every move in your mind

of your foe's, friend or brother

every need, every reaction

every urge, order and action

Of the animal you carry inside

of the human being you hide

your real, higher essence

your gift from the Creation

How good to walk morning and evening

to feel and breathe fresh, cooling air

coming down from high above

pure and full of life, fragrance

Love everything, everywhere

being at no time, nowhere

open, receptive your mind

large as all the largest skies


Yes, Monyno composed songs and sang them. It is from him that children of the neighborhood learned and spread them to all the village children


When they arrived at Kala’s place, first the children, followed by the adults, they found him in his usual pose. He stood upright, with stretched out arms, facing east. Monyno was nowhere in sight.

        A child glanced at the carpets. Then he exclaimed:


-“Monyno’s carpet is missing. He has flown!”

        -“Viva! All the children together gleefully shouted. Viva!” a second time.


Then, a long silence followed. A great, deep silence, for a long time. Kalas looked each one in turn in the eye, with a steady, calm, well meaning gaze, which was returned. When they had had their fill of Kala’s loving gaze, Kalas opened his mouth to utter three, and only three words.


-“He was ready.”

Having said this, he indicated that everyone could now return home, or back to their work.

And so they did.

END OF MONYNO'S FIRST BOOK

PAGE  
1

