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CHAPTER 1

The building up of the New Monynoland

The water! The water has reached us! The Holy Water is here!

Cries of joy, great joy, issued forth from the mouths of the many who found themselves at the boundary of Midland.


At the eastern periphery of Midland, the land formed a great hollow, like an empty lake. On the upper side, the land rose about a meter higher. That is where they had planned to end the clay pipe that would bring the water down from the great lake on the mountain peak. The lake which you know, those of you who joined Monyno in the second book to the dreamland of Monynoland.

Kalas, Monyno, George , Nikos and Yannis were all there, together with many other young people from Monyland. Some had set up camp there at Midland, staying there, day in, day out, while others came on a daily basis from the Village, to help Monyno’s crew with the project of piping the water down.


For this whole month of September, everyone was involved in a work frenzy. They had decided to pipe the water down from the large lake with the eternal source by linking together clay sections of piping, thus creating a very long pipe that would start at the mountain peak and come down to the Midland, to the edge of the natural lake formation, far from the camp.


How easy it was to imagine such a project, with all its promised benefits, but how difficult to execute in reality, from the very start. There was no ready, trodden path, nor a natural trench descending from the lake to the hills of Midland below, regardless how extensively, for days on end, they  searched.


That was when Monyno said to the team.

-“We will dig the trench ourselves.”

Everybody obeyed enthusiastically, but they were soon beset by obstacles, almost right from the start.

They needed equipment, picks, spades, rock chisels, sledgehammers and crowbars to lever the deeply embedded rocks out of the trench.

The equipment they already had at home. The question was would their families allow them to take them? And who would carry them to the peak of the mountain?


Monyno was the first to solve the problem. He took them all to go visit his mother, Lady-Stratoula at Monyland. He explained what they had decided to do. She remained silent for awhile. Everybody awaited her answer with bated breath.


 -‘With pleasure, my children,”   she said after a while. “I’ll let you have all the garden tools.  The garden can wait. I have in any case dug it up for the most part. But who’s going to carry them all that way, so far up the mountain side?


-“Our donkey, Mom,” answered Monyno.


-“What are you talking about? Can the donkey go so far, at such an incline? It will die on the way.”


“It won’t go non stop. We shall stop and let it rest from time to time. Then we will unload it and we’ll all take the implements in turn, changing over as we get tired.”


-‘I’ll bring our donkey, too,” offered Yannis. “My Mom will let me take it.”


-“Your father will not let you,” warned lady-Stratoula.


-“If Mom says yes, Dad will acquiesce,” countered the boy.


-“In which case, you will have to carry water and food for the animals for two days, for the way up and for the return.”


-“Only for the way up. When we arrive, they will drink from the lake, and for food will feast on the good mountain grass, arbutus, berries, hazelnuts, wild rye, wild pears, all of the best,” pointed out Monyno.


-“That’s just what we, too, shall eat,” added Nikos enthusiastically, who was a connoisseur of good food. That was in his nature.

                                          ***************

            It was the break of dawn when they set off for the highland. Not only Monyno and his companions, but with three other youths, not quite fifteen years of age. When their parents saw their enthusiasm, they did not even try to stop them. They were determined to go, whether their parents wanted to let them go or not.

They arrived at the mountaintop lake that night. Fourteen hours journey, with rest and like snack breaks. Monyno knew the way. When you work strenuously, when you hike, don’t eat full meals. If you become very hungry, after resting well, eat something small but energizing. A few baked lentils, walnuts, or a pasteli (a snack bar made with sesame seeds and honey). Not bread, biscuits and other flour based junk. That is not food, that is rubbish, Monyno would admonish them. He spoke as he was taught by his good father, who would not let him eat anything that was not natural or wholesome. And had he not been conscripted to fight in the war, his father would still have been alive, and Monyno would still be enjoying his companionship and his wise words.

As soon as they had arrived at the peak, they came face to face with a full moon that had just risen above the horizon, behind some far off mountains. It was awesomely radiant, with its soft yellow-white colour, an enchanting sight to behold. Everyone stayed transfixed for awhile, gawking voicelessly before this grandeur of nature. They felt as if another day had dawned up high on this mountain, as if they were elsewhere, on some strange planet with a gentle radiance and a silence which reigned everywhere.

They would so have liked to lie down on the ground and behold the moon all night, in its full trajectory from its rise in the east to its setting in the west. However, they also felt the biting cold penetrating their clothes and stinging their skin, on their backs and legs. They had of course brought with them two tents. Monyno foresaw that they would be essential to survive the nights in the cold mountain air.

                                          ***************

They pitched their tents quickly. They gathered as many pine needles from the ground under the trees as they could, and placed them under the tent as an insulating mattress. Their backs would not be in contact with the cold earth, something that would be very bad for their health. They lay with their heads to the tent entrances, looking east, so that they could look at the moon for as long as they were able.

However, the exhaustion from the many hours of the day’s hike was so much, that no sooner had they closed their eyelids when they fell into a deep sleep.

                                          ***************

They arose to see the day break. One right after the other, almost simultaneously. Monyno felt so profoundly rested, as he had never felt before. The same held true for the rest of them.

Their sleep was so deep, in the clean air of the mountain, that it had purged all exhaustion that they had felt the previous day. They felt rejuvenated, reborn. It appears that the greater the physical exhaustion, the greater the rest, and the consequent rejuvenation, renewal. This miracle, this joy of rejuvenation, this ridding of all tiredness of the body and mind, of the nervous system, and of all the systems which operate in a living being, was realized  for the first time, consciously  with self awareness and self knowingness by the youths in the group.

They could not get enough of this feeling of renewal of body and mind that engendered in them a feeling of unfathomable happiness.

-“I have found the therapy!” cried Nikos enthusiastically, but with conviction and seriousness that drew everyone’s attention, as they waited for what he would reveal. 

-“What therapy?” asked Yannis, the previously impatient one, but now patient, but still with a tendency to be a bit hasty. That was in his nature, but he had managed to tame it.

-“The therapy which I shall conduct in my life, I mean to say, my work as a therapist. The work that I have this moment decided to dedicate my life to. I have found the goal and purpose of my life. Nothing else interests me. I have transcended my anxiety and my doubts.”

The others listened attentively and joyfully at what he said.


-“Yes,” continued Nikos. “This will be the therapy which I shall teach  and practice to all who should come to me for treatment. You suffer from insomnia? Walk. You, what troubles you? Heart problems? Arrhythmical heart beat and so on? Walk on the mountain. Every day. Just a little at first. Then more and more. Until you return home exhausted. What a good sleep! And in the morning? Gone is the arrhythmia,   disappeared. And you, what troubles you? Intestinal problems? Constipation?  Walk.  Without eating. Until  you burn all the rubbish you have left over in your intestines that cause constipation, colitis, etc. And you? What troubles you? Anxiety, depression, morbid thoughts, nagging, nervous problems? Walk. And breathe the clean mountain air. All symptoms will disappear. Yes, this will be my therapy.”


They heard him out attentively and lovingly. Nikos, they felt, had been cured of his anxiety. His clear brain, at this time when he had just awoken on the mountain peak near the lake of the Great Spring, the Eternal Source, had become receptive to the message from up high, the message for which he had been waiting so long, but would never descend to the depths of people’s minds in Monyland, with their heavy, dense brains, burdened with money concerns and lust for the flesh, gluttony, meat eating. How can the message reach you there from above, from the spiritual heights? It needs clean, totally clean air for it to arrive into the depths of your mind. It needs the crisp mountain air, and the deep rest after physical exhaustion.

They all drank copious amounts of water that ran from an opening Monyno had made in the bank of the lake. They also led the donkeys to drink of it.


Immediately afterwards they set to work. With a pointed piece of wood, they gouged the soil for about ten meters. They then started to dig, creating a little trench with a concave bottom along which the water would flow. After having dug the trench for ten meters, Monyno stopped. The rest who stood close by also stopped as he spoke.


-“If the channel that we dig absorbs all the water, our work will be in vain. That is why we need a pipe. With clay sections of pipe which we will link together, the water will surely reach Midland. We will dig the trench, but not so deeply. Just superficially. And atop this, we shall lay the pipe which we will cover with soil and mountain flagstones to secure the pipe sections in place.


-“Rightly said. Very true,” said the team, who also realized this, and were relieved that they would not have to dig so deeply. It was really extremely labourious and would take a lot of time.


 Now they resumed work with renewed vigour and optimism.


-“Where will we find so much clay piping,” asked Yannis soberly.


-“It’s a problem, but we will solve it. Now, I propose we allocate the task into two teams. The one will gouge out the ditch for the pipe down the mountainside, while the other goes in search for pipes, and brings them here with the two donkeys along the route of the trench.”


-“With two donkeys, we will never get the job done,” added Yannis, this time somewhat agitated.


-“Correct, we’ll find a third and fourth,” said Nikos. “From Monytown and surrounding villages. We will approach potters and pitcher makers and tell them of our project. They will help us. We shall gather and bring the mud, the clay, we shall mould and fire - if the readily made piping we find is insufficient. You two take the lead, while I follow with the donkeys. We’re going down. The rest of you carry on with the trenching.”


We will not go into how the two teams overcame all the difficulties they were faced with, and how they succeeded in completing their task. We could get sidetracked. Maybe later, in another book on the adventures of Monyno, we could do that. Maybe you could be the one that writes about it. Right now, we return to the moment we heard the joyful voices, “The water, the water! The holy water is here!”


It was not only Monyno’s co-workers who were there to witness the arrival of the water. There were scores of people, mostly young men and women from the Village. They had heard the news of the completion of the project and that on this day the water was due to arrive from the Eternal Source to the lake on the far side of Mesotopos, or Midland.


 Some of these youths had already set camp at Midland, so they would be at their place of work upon getting up in the morning.


At the other side of the village, they had built a kiln where they fired the clay pipes they had cast. Harilaos, the youth that built it, was the son of a potter who had since passed away. As his helper, Harilaos had learned the art of pottery, and here was the opportunity to put it into practice. He was thrilled at the opportunity to take up, once again, the skills he had learned and loved so dearly as a child.


With the help of other young people he built a peasant’s hut, like his mother’s, before they had descended to the Head Village. A round hut with a cone shaped roof. They anchored eight sturdy, long tree trunks, pulling their tops together as close as possible with a thick rope.


They then wrapped wire around the uprights, and wove thin branches, horizontally and vertically between the uprights and the wire. They then added another layer of thin green leafy branches that would dry out with time. They finally coated the outside with mud from the stream in the west that separated the Village from Mesotopos.

           Harilaos and a number of other youths from Monyland slept there. Some of them had just finished school, while others had given up school to work the fields and tend to their few farm animals with their parents. Now at last they had found something that they enjoyed.  They had joined Monyno and his team and they all worked together to establish a new community, a new village, to live freely and happily, without being enslaved to a boss in exchange for some money. They dreamt of working the land at Monynoland without having to chase after money on which the Monylanders lived. This pursuit of money is what made them bad, hard and cruel towards their fellow man.


These young people wanted to live with kindness, friendship and brotherly love. Without money worries or money induced wickedness.


When they heard that Monyno and Kalas, together with their first three followers had set camp at Midland and intended to live there, and establish a village, they enthusiastically joined them. Later more young people managed to persuade their parents to let them join too. Others just took their clothes, bikes and tents and just left, against their parent’s wishes, to make their new home at Midland or Mesotopos, in their local language.


Today was a festive day. They had decided to invite all Monylanders who wanted to join them celebrate the arrival of the water from the Eternal Source at Midland.


When the news arrived in Monyland, many left to take part in the water arrival celebrations. They took along pitchers and other containers to bring back the good water. Women carried the vessels on their heads, placed on a towel folded many times on their heads, to cushion the weight of the filled container.


The men tied two equal sized containers together with a short length of rope which they lugged over their shoulder, so that the one vessel hung behind their backs and the other at their chest. In this way, the weight of the two full containers was directed straight down to earth, instead of straining the arms or spine.


 At Monyland everybody had seen how Monyno carried heavy loads. He would divide his burden into two sacks, joined with a broad cloth, carrying the one high on his back, and letting the other hang in front of his chest. They even nicknamed this technique the ‘Monyno's Hitch’. Many people had copied him and thus saved themselves sore hands and arms from heavy loads.

                                         Chapter 2

                       The Death of Agape


All went well at the feast. The villagers had brought good food with them. Spinach pies, raisin pies, trachana pies, not meat and pasta. They knew that Kalas, Monyno and their group did not eat such food, so they brought only natural and pure food, nothing synthetic or processed.

Everybody could sense that Midland was a land of kindness and love, and it was thus unsuitable to bring there food impregnated with the suffering of slaughter, violence and wickedness. All went well. Everything except the end. That was not at all good, It was very bad. What happened and how, you will soon find out.


One of the girls that came was Agape (a name which means unconditional, pure Love,). She had sneaked off without her parent’s knowledge, her father’s essentially, who had her almost imprisoned in Monyland. He had given an order that she was never to leave its boundaries.


However, Agape took cover between two or three friends, wore a jacket and kerchief that they had given her, and thus managed to slip past people who were ordered to stop her from leaving the village.


And why?


Harilaos, the potter’s son, whose father had died when he was little, had fallen in love with Agape, the daughter of the Chief Constable of Monyland. And she in turn loved him with all her heart. From childhood. Ten years old. All the school children knew how much in love they were, that the boys, when leaving school, would gather around Harilaos, and the girls around Agape, as was the custom for bride and groom, escorting them thus to their neighborhood.


The two children felt the happiness of love filling their hearts, without ever needing to speak to each other. What is the use of words, when love speaks? 

This speaks louder than all the words in the world. 


Harilaos left school and worked in his garden. He dreamt of becoming a potter like his father, but nobody came forward to help him set up. Furthermore, the Monylanders were wealthy and bought readily made clay pitchers, oven trays, bowls and earthenware containers from the big shop that brought them from a factory, from a faraway land in large trucks. These large trucks with their load which polluted the air of the land with noxious fumes, had destroyed the traditional craftsmen. Their charge from factories, which were from as far afield as foreign countries, was bought by the Monylanders from the shop, putting their own craftsmen out of business


When Harilaos heard of the new village, a new community set up by Monyno and his group, he was overcome with joy. That is where he would live. That is where he would establish his pottery workshop.


But what about his beloved Agape? They were so much in love that he could not accept that they should be parted forever. So this is what he did. He sent her a message through a neighbor who was also her cousin. That they should meet at such and such place, at the Great Pear Tree, at the foot of the incline from the Village to Midland, at nightfall, so they would not be seen.


Agape was there. She came with her cousin. Harilaos told her what he had decided. Agape listened carefully and felt that what Harilaos was about to do would be for his own good, possibly good for both of them. She was not weak and emotional. She was strong and reasonable. Harilaos was decisive and steadfast. He assured her that as soon as he had a little house in the new Commune, he would take her to live together with him forever. With this promise and agreement they parted that night, their hearts full of love and happiness.


 However their meeting was betrayed. It was reported by some evil person who, most certainly, had a heart devoid of all love, which was why this person hated, without consciously choosing to, all those who had love in their hearts. 


Great upheaval took place in Agape’s house. The father bossed her mother. 

           -“You stand aside. I’ll sort this issue out myself.” 

           Chief Constable he was, let’s say ‘chief bouncer’ of Monyland. That is how he spoke. As if he had the say on life or death on everyone, especially if he had deemed them to have done something wrong. Such a wrongdoing, in his opinion, had been perpetrated by his daughter. And this gave him the right to respond in the way he was used to.


 He took her to the kitchen. He locked the door. He ran amok.


-“What did you do at the meeting with Harilaos? What did you say? What did he say?“
            Agape did not answer. She remained calm, steadfast, fearless. She had never had a hiding in her life. He had seen her father beat up her mother, but had never been on the receiving end of his physical violence herself.


-“Why don’t you answer? I’ll answer for you. Boy/girl intimacy. Eros. Right? Speak up!”


 Agape raised her head to answer when the first slap hit her cheek. A heavy hand, which tossed her head, both inside and out, immediately followed by a second strike, a backhander on the other cheek. His knuckles met up with her skull near her nose, which streamed with blood.


Agape did not realize it at first, but the policeman saw it. He panicked. As much as he felt that he was meting out rightful punishment, he could not help fearing that he may have caused a brain hemorrhage which could result in her death.


 He hastily unlocked the door and called his wife, who, upon seeing her daughter’s bloodied face, screamed.


-“My child. Leave my child alone. Don’t you kill her. I’ll kill you, too. Don’t you dare!”


The screams were loud and reached the neighboring house, that of her cousin. As soon as she heard them, she dashed to Agape’s aid, realizing that her parents must have found out about the meeting, that they were betrayed.


She ran up the steps and into the kitchen. When she saw Agape’s mouth, cheek and throat full of blood, she was horrified. However, she did not lose her composure. She remembered an occasion when she had had a nosebleed, and her mother had turned her head back, thus causing the blood to turn back to the pharynx and not outwards. Soon the bleeding stopped. She said to Agape. 

-“Turn your head back. Further, so that the blood runs inwards, not outwards.”

She grasped her head and held it back, with the nose turned backwards for a considerable length of time. By the time Agape’s head was back upright the bleeding had stopped.


-“What’s with you, you despicable man? To kill my child!”


-“She’s not getting away with it, answered the father, totally without feeling. ”She’s in for some more hiding, but not to the head. Until she talks. Otherwise I’ll kill her,” blurted the policeman, who played with the word ‘kill’, as if it were a sweet on his tongue.


Her cousin feared for Agape’s life, and fearfully and thoughtlessly said


-“I’ll tell you. Harilaos and Agape are in love from childhood.

Harilaos decided to live in the New Commune, Monynoland, as I hear it being called now. And he promised her that as soon as he sets up house there, he will come and take her, to live there together, forever.


-“Take her? Since when is she his? She’s mine!” The policeman yelled. “I’ll give her to whoever I choose. Not to the Monynoes. Never!”


-“Agape belongs to Agape. She is nobody’s property,” said the cousin, Lemonia by name. She then went up to Agape, kissed her, and said


-“Go and sleep now. Everything will turn out well. Forget his violence. Don’t avenge him.”


And she left, without as much as glancing at the man.

          The next morning he summoned his bouncers, as they called them in Monyland, and instructed them that if they should see Harilaos re-enter the Village or Agape leaving for Midland, they should be apprehended and brought to him at once.

           When Harilaos came to camp in Midland, Monyno and his group were thrilled. He was a good lad and they were all very fond of him. As his name literally means in their local language means Hara (joy) laos (of) the people.


They were even happier when he told them of his intention to set up a kiln to make the clay pipes on site, instead of going so far in search of them. He pitied seeing them so exhausted and the project proceeding so slowly.


They too were suffering from their extreme labor and slow progress.


They put all of their energies into setting up the kiln. Harilaos knew the technique of building it. It was a simple structure. They took stones from the mountain, binding them together with mud and, in almost no time, it was completed. They then went further up the hill, selecting some old trees which they chopped down. They were already yellowed from old age and the drought and they needed to be removed, to make way for young and fresh trees to grow.


The weather was also kind to them, strong sunshine, and the clay pipes filled up the area around the kiln. This was the most decisive step of the whole project. To tide them over with water until the coming of the good water from the Great Lake, the young inhabitants of Midland dug a well. As they dug deeper, they shored up its walls with carved rocks. Monyno showed them how to chisel the stone, the way he had learned from his father. The youths showed great interest in learning this skill, as they had done with the many other skills they had learnt from the initiation of their commune.


When they reached the water, they tasted it. It was good. And so, they lowered a bucket tied to a rope to draw water for their every need.


 This having been completed, Harilaos set out to build his hut, the home in which he was to live with his beloved Agape. Nobody asked him why it was so large, as everybody knew the story of his love since childhood.


 On the day of the celebration in commemoration of the arrival of the water through their pipe, his hut was totally complete. Whoever stayed in the area was housed in tents or small, temporary huts, until they built the permanent house of their dreams.


When Agape arrived at Midland with her friends, she made straight for the kiln where Harilaos worked. They hugged each other. Their hearts beat rapidly with the great joy they felt being back together. Agape related how she had managed to escape from Monyland and how she had decided never to return. She had come to the New Commune to stay forever.


This is precisely what Harilaos was looking forward to hear from her to jump with joy. He took her by the hand to see his hut. How beautiful it looked from the outside. Like a fairytale. Inside it was so cool, despite a raging heat outside.


They then went to visit Kalas. Agape had heard about him when he was still in their Village, but had never met him in person. They found him standing upright, facing east, with arms stretched out ecstatically. His eyes were closed, and he was most certainly relishing the sunlight which bathed his semi naked body.


Before they had arrived, Kalas had sensed their approach and opened his eyes. The couple stood motionless. Kalas looked deeply into their eyes for some time, before putting his hands together and bowed his head deeply, in a gesture of respectful acknowledgement of Agape 


They both privately felt a deep joy as they reciprocated the greeting in like manner. When they raised their heads again, they saw Kalas looking at them peacefully and gently in the eye.


Harilaos wanted to say that he and Agape had chosen to stay forever in Midland. Would he accept them? Would he accept to have them staying together as a couple?


 He did not need to speak to them. Kalas had picked up on their thoughts. He answered with his eyes, and his smile confirmed that they would be most welcome.


They then left to take part in the celebration which was soon to begin.


 This was a strange celebration. Quite unlike most celebrations in Monyland, where gluttony prevailed, meat eating, wine, shouting, yelling, song and dance. This celebration was like an excursion, a guided tour in a magnificent live museum and not in cement halls. It was in nature. The museum was nature herself, the abode of the new commune.

Monyno and his group partitioned part of Midland and divided it into blocks, separated by spaces which would later become roads. At the corners they planted a couple of trees, to give the block an identity. Walnuts, almond trees, olive trees, apple trees, all types of fruit trees which in a few years would offer good, pure, clean, natural food to its people.

In the block that was destined to become a park for young and old, they had planted, with ample space between them, a number of broadleaved mulberry trees to provide shade and coolness during the hot weather.


The visitors then moved on to Nikos the therapist’s hut. They had heard of him, and how he had freed himself totally from the vice of gluttony and obesity. They wanted to find out the secrets of his therapy. They found him sitting outside on a tree stump, which served him well as a stool.


 Nikos however spoke very little. With the healing he had received while living in nature, he had little need for unnecessary verbiage.


-“Unnecessary talking is a sickness, he said to his visitors. More pointedly, it is a symptom of the great sickness which befalls the Monylanders? At the same time it is a cause of many other sicknesses. Do you not realize that with one harsh word to your child you may hurt it? And because the child does not know how to guard against being hurt, it internalizes the hurt and becomes ill? And that its soul becomes distorted for its whole life? Are you not all hurt from words spoken to you by others?”


 -“And how will we find out what to do to heal, if you don’t explain it to us using words?’’ blurted out someone who always spoke a lot.


-“By example,” answered Nikos briefly. Every day I walk on the mountain. Whoever wants to be healed can come and camp here, at our commune, and walk in the mountain every day, as long as they can. A short distance initially. Later, when they get stronger, they will walk longer distances. They would drink water from our Eternal Source. They would eat natural, organic fruit. They would drink the juice of these fruit, juice from the vegetables, juice from boiled, unpolished, brown rice and pulses. In ten days they will become a new person.”


-“And the fee?” asked another, with the typical mindset of a Monylander.


-“This is Monynoland,” said Nikos. “From the time money entered the mind and life of man, humanity became sick. If you bring with you money or thoughts of money, how are you going to heal? However, you could bring pulses or rice from a good field, not from one subjected to chemicals. Please bring walnuts and almonds from a good site, from a mountain or hill area.


- ‘I won’t say another word,” said Nikos as he fell into silence.


Nobody dared venture another question. They all remained, standing around him in silence. They felt so wonderful. And when this period of silence came to an end, they felt so light, so deeply at peace and joyful, without a care in the world. They felt as if they were already cured from the turbulence of their minds.


The visitors from the Village and the surrounding villages witnessed, heard and experienced many more wonderful things that day, too much to be mentioned here; maybe at some other time.


Now we will say this one last thing.


We will relate how the christening, that is, the naming of the New Commune occurred, how it was to be known from now onwards.


At the end of the festivity Monyno his people, and also a number of guests, gathered under a pine tree, where they had decided to have the naming ceremony.


-“We should call it Nomony or Nomonia,” offered one. “Named after Monyno,” he clarified.


-”Seeing as we here are all Monynoites, let’s call it Monynoites,” countered Nikos. “So that the name can include us all,” he explained.

“True to the name,” added another, to which all laughed.

Two or three other names were also suggested.


Finally Kalas, who had until now observed and listened, but remained silent, piped up. Everyone knew him as the silent one, earning him the additional nickname of ‘Kalas, the Silent One’, in other words, good and silent.


“Maybe there was some time, long ago, a great Monynoland that we are unaware of, at some place close by or far away from us. Maybe somebody has gone there, or has dreamt about it. (Upon saying this, he momentarily looked directly into Monyno’s eyes.) Would it not thus be more correct to call the place ‘New Monynoland’? Do you agree?”


“Yes, agreed.” A number of people responded. Nobody had any objection. That then, is how the naming of the New Commune created at Midland, across the river from Monyland, occurred. 

                                          ***************

Before the sun set, and after the visitors had left, Kalas invited Monyno to join him. With few words and much eye communication, he explained to him what needed to be done with the beloved couple, Harilaos and Agape. Agape should not spend the night with her beloved Harilaos, because this could cause a problem with feelings which could arise in others from such a rushed union as theirs. These children, these youths, were building a New Community, the New Monynoland, based on the principles of goodness, respect, helping one another, friendship and love, yes.


However, they had not yet developed their characters along these principles. The old fashioned man within them, the old bad habits they were impregnated with from birth from their surrounding Monypeople, rooted deep within them, could appear suddenly and uninvited, mechanically, unconsciously, without their awareness or intent. Feelings like jealousy, envy, of inferiority, mimicry and many more feelings lay hidden, to name but a few. The New Community could be endangered from just such feelings, should some random event trigger them off.

 Agape  had to sleep apart, in some tent or hut, together with two women who had come to the festivities as overnight visitors due to return to the Village at the break of dawn. These two ladies were Monyno’s mother and her neighbor. That neighbor whose children had seen Monyno flying on his magic carpet towards the mountain peak.

All these words from Kalas were unnecessary for Monyno to understand. He promised to do what was right.

He later found Harilaos and Agape and explained to them why they would have to sleep apart tonight. The two accepted willingly as though this would get them out of a difficult situation.

CHAPTER 3

Agape’s Tragic Fate

On this festive day in honor of the arrival of the water from the Eternal Source, and the naming of New Monynoland, the Chief Constable of Monyland had gone on a mission, far from his post, on his horse. He returned late that night, almost at midnight. However, the lights in the kitchen of his home were still on. Why was his family not asleep at this time? He started feeling restless, not that this was not his usual state of mind, one way or another.

As soon as he saw his wife’s face, he saw her agony.

-“What’s the matter?“ He asked. “Why are you up at this hour?”

-“Our daughter…” answered the beleaguered mother.

-“What’s the matter with her? Where is she?”

-”She has not returned.”

-“From where has she not returned? Where did she go?”

-To the festivities,” said the woman, haltingly, fearing the outburst of the policeman, while at the same time trying to pacify him. That is why she spoke gently to him.

-“What kind of festivities?“ He asked. 
-“In New Monynoland, the holy water arrived there today.”

-“What holy water, and what New Monynoland are you talking about?” he asked incredulously, as the truth dawned upon him and he started to swell with anger. “You mean the Monynolanders? My daughter went to these vagabonds? And what were my men doing, sun tanning? I’ll show them. I’ll go right now to instruct them to go to Monynoland and bring back our daughter, who slipped past them at midday, at once. Dozy idiots, why do I pay them, for goodness sake?”

-“Don’t do that. It’s midnight.”

-“So what?”

-“You will cause a huge upset, for our village and theirs.”

- “Who cares, let all hell break loose…..That’s what I like. Disorder, so then I can give orders to restore order. You don’t know me well, it seems.”

-“I know you indeed. In fact I know you better than you know yourself”, said the woman calmly but meaningfully in a way that he did not quite understand.” But you must not do this, because it is illegal.”

-“Illegal?” He asked.
-“Because you may not arrest a person at night”

-“It is my daughter I want, not just a person.”

-“Your daughter is also a person, you idiot.”

-“You call me an idiot?”

-“If you are to make such idiotic outbursts, can I call you anything else?”

-“What idiotic outburst?”, asked the constable foolishly.

Besides the emotional shock which he had suffered, he was also very tired from the long trip on horseback, as well as very sleepy. Maybe that is why he had made these idiotic outbursts. Maybe he was not such an idiot after all.


-“You also need a warrant of arrest from the prosecutor,” added the woman.


-“For my own daughter? I don’t need anything. I am the prosecutor. She is under age and I have the right to do what I want. Even to kill her,” he said, letting another ‘pearl’ slip from his tongue. 


-“Right? Where do you live?” His wife added. “In Ancient Rome?”


-“Why, what happened there?”


-“There, the father had the right to life and death of his children.”


-“And to kill them, he was not answerable to anyone. Yes, well done, in Ancient Rome and rightly so.”


-“What are you saying? You are completely out of your head. Or maybe your exhaustion has hit your brain, and you don’t know what you are talking about. Anyway, our daughter has come of age. She is 18”


-“Come of age, the dribbling little kid?”


-“Dribbling little kid is your brain. And there’s no hope of it ever growing up. With the work you do, you will never manage to grow into a human being.”


-“I’ll fall down from exhaustion. I must go…. to get to become a human being, no, to get some rest, because tomorrow, early in the morning, I’m going to let all hell loose.”


 And off he stumbled, falling asleep on his bed fully clothed, with his shoes still on. Like a pure Roman legionnaire.

                                          ***************


The Monynolanders and their few visitors who had spent the night after the festivities with them were very tired after reveling the whole night, which is why they did not wake up early, at the crack of dawn, as was their habit.

That is why the guards managed to easily slip into their camp unnoticed by a soul.

They were three in all, one ridding on the horse provided by the Chief Constable himself, the others on foot, but secretly carrying arms in their pockets.

The cavalryman proceeded directly to the tent wherein Agape slept. How strange! The horse, as if it had noticed her presence from afar, despite her being out of sight in the tent, went right next to it. But Agape had also sensed the approach of her father’s horse, even though it proceeded slowly, in response to being reigned in by its rider.


As Agape was in the transition stage between sleep and wakefulness, she did not know where she was. She did, however immediately recognize the horse’s gait. She knew the horse well, having ridden it many a time, whether simply to practice her equestrian skills or to visit her married sister in the neighboring village.


Impulsively, without thought, which in any case in this dreamy state was still not fully functional, she flew out of the tent, and on seeing the horse ran up to it, reaching out to caress it.


This is precisely what the rider wanted. He crouched down and grabbed her by her forearm, and in one move yanked her up and onto the saddle in front of him. With a hard yank of the bridle, he turned the horse round and made off.


Spurring the horse in its midriff and with a crack of the whip to its rump, the horse bolted off from whence it had come. The two men who were on foot followed, running at first, and then walking.


The rider, with a wild joy from his accomplishment, whipped the horse frequently, and it, in response, galloped more and more quickly, as fast as it could.

The rider did not, in his enthusiasm, take into account the narrow wooden bridge which they would reach shortly, and which would have to be crossed slowly and carefully. The horse was aware of this, having the wisdom through instinct, and was not about to cross the bridge at the speed at which it was being driven. That is why, just before reaching the bridge, the horse suddenly stopped dead still, throwing both girl and guard ten meters ahead.


Fortunately the ground was soaked due to the rain of the previous night, and was soft and muddy. So it was, that Agape, slim and light, stood up, practically unscathed. She grasped at the opportunity to escape. Standing up with difficulty in the slippery mud alongside the stream, she started running off downstream. It was not long before the other two men arrived on foot, to find the rider on the ground. They asked him about the girl. He pointed her out. They saw her. Because they had strict orders from their boss not to let her get away again, they feared the consequences of her slipping away. They ran towards her, leaving their comrade prostate in the mud. He was heavy and could not get up. Maybe he had broken a bone. A severe pain in the knee made him fear the latter.


The two were meanwhile catching up on Agape. In fear she stumbled, at a loss as to what to do. The one man ran ahead of her, so now she was trapped between the two. She could not get away, whether she ran upstream, or down.


Agape felt the danger, the fear of what lay in store for her at her father’s hands, remembering a backhand he had once given her that had caused her nose to bleed.


Impulsively, instinctively, she turned towards the bank of the stream and jumped into the water.

She reached out and swam downstream. But the current was so strong, the stream so swollen from the rain which had fallen the whole night on the mountains upstream, that she was instantly overwhelmed.


Her two pursuers watched on, sensing that she was drowning, as they saw her body emerging and sinking, bobbing up and down in the torrent, until she never appeared again.


They returned to the rider. They tried to pick him up, but he cried out in pain. They knew what that meant. The one crossed the bridge, heading for the Village. He told his boss what had happened. The Chief issued an order for a car to head off immediately with paramedics to take the man to hospital.

When the mother heard the news, she broke out in horror.


-“You evil man! Murderer!” She shouted at her husband. “You killed my child!”


-“Me? How can you blame me? She drowned on her own. If she had come here, I would have given her a good hiding, and that would have been the end of it. I would not have killed her.” (another ‘pearl’ from his cursed tongue) From repeating the word ‘kill’, he actually caused it, albeit unwillingly. 



You can imagine what kind of person, or primitive being, the father-beast was.

He does not warrant further attention. Not even in passing. Let us erase him from our minds. If you meet such a person (there are many such people in Monylands) turn away, and distance yourself immediately. They are vampires. If you frequent them, they will suck your blood. They will poison your soul.

CHAPTER 4

The True Revolution. The End of Revenge and Violence.


The news arrived at New Monynoland at midday. His comrades dreaded to tell Harilaos, but of course could not avoid it. When he was told, he felt a sharp pain in his heart, so strong as to cause him to double over in agony.


He was about to break into tears, but he held back. He did not want to cry in the presence of others. He walked off, going behind the furnace. The others knowingly let him express his grief in private.


That is when he let himself break out in tears. Tears streamed down his cheeks as he sobbed freely to a point of total exhaustion. He seemed to cry for ever. As long as he had tears, which never seemed to end, he cried. His chest heaved deeply, his whole body quivered. His nose blocked and unblocked from mucus. His shirt was drenched in tears. It was pain and release from pain simultaneously.


When the tears ended, so did the greatest pain. He stayed on for a bit longer, maybe for an hour or two. Time had no meaning. Only the feeling of beingness remained. Having released his pain, he now felt beingness more deeply and fully.


He then went back to join the others. They had gathered under a pine tree, near the water which was running from the pipe. There they had built a small stone column with a hole near the top. The pipe protruded from the other side, like the opening of a tap, a large opening. There under they put their pitchers and other vessels they used to fill with water. Or they would cup water with their hands to drink or wash their heads.


He sat near them without uttering a word. Nobody spoke. A long time elapsed. Harilaos then lifted his head and indicated that he wanted to say something. Everybody turned towards him.


-“I shall take revenge,” he said, calmly but strongly, decisively. “ I don’t know how, but I shall take my revenge. That is my pledge.”


Nobody said a word, but everybody felt uncomfortable. Something like a threat hung above them, like a black cloud which casts a dark shadow on the earth and forebodes thunderbolts and violent storms. Some of them stifled this feeling and said, silently, while others shouted out loud.


-“Yes, we shall take revenge. Death for the murderers of Agape!”

This bad feeling that appeared in their soul brought other dark thoughts to mind, together with feelings of disappointment, fear, doubt for their future.

Maybe they were thinking: Now that Agape is dead, after being chased by the Chief Cop and his men, which girl would now dare to come to Monynoland, even for a visit? And which girl would dare to fall in love with one of them, one of the Monyless ones, as others teasingly referred to them as. Which father would give his daughter to one of them?


 Whereas, if all had gone well for Harilaos and his Agape, many girls would have plucked up the courage to come and join their Community, and maybe fallen in love with some of them, set home and stayed there.


What a blow this was to them just as everything was going so well! How would they respond? Could they get over it? What upsets lie in wait in life! How is one to foresee them? How could they be avoided? And how can one not be devastated after such a blow? And where could help be found to continue?


Kalas was not with them. He was in his tent. Seated cross legged, peacefully, meditating. His mind was open to vibrations, to states of mind of those close to him, whether they were physically close to him or far away.


 He felt the thoughts, feelings and emotions of the Monynoyouths, his children. For that is how he felt about them, his children. He meditated at length. His soul brought forth favorable states of mind, pure thoughts and feelings that he wanted to transmit to them, at this difficult hour they were facing.


It was just past midday when he left his tent and made his way to the pine tree under which the youngsters were sitting. He sat quietly, cross legged on the ground, at the upper edge of the shade. However, everybody had felt as if he had come to talk to them. It would have been one of those rare occasions at which he spoke.


He raised his head. He straightened his back, sitting perfectly upright. 

Everybody turned towards him.


-“My children,” he said with love, affection and deep compassion resonating in his voice “At this difficult time we shall build our righteous character. It is at such difficult times that humankind can transcend the ego, that we may transcend our ego and its violence.”

New Monynoland has entered a good path. It has progressed rapidly, with your enthusiasm and hard work, with your passion for a life without the noose of money at the throat of humankind, as is life in your Monynoland. What you have achieved is a great revolution. You have succeeded. Now your achievement is in danger of being destroyed. What of? Revenge.

Everybody was taken aback. They looked at each other. Somebody venture, curiously:

-“Must we not take our revenge? Are we to hang our heads and allow others to inflict us with violence? Not to enact justice?”

-“We need to raise our heads up high, to rise above revenge. There is no force more terrible, more destructive and evil than revenge. Do you know how many bloody revolutions there have been from time immemorial in the name of this money savagery known as ‘civilization’, revolutions with the ideal of freedom of mankind from manipulation by the power of money, private ownership, and the rule of the financially and politically stronger over the weaker? 

But then, when these revolutionaries took power, instead of setting up a community of brotherhood kindness and justice, they turned instead to avenging the injustices they had lived through, thus becoming even greater oppressors of their fellow man. And so the revolutions failed, the one after the other. They fell back on the most crude and primitive form of barbarism against their fellow man.

Yes, all revolutionaries are pseudo-revolutionaries, because they do not revolt against themselves. They do not drop the violent feelings within them, revenge, superiority, imposition, dominance.

Such a person was the Chief Constable. You all knew him. Do you want to become like him? Then take revenge. You can even kill him. You have a reason to justify it. He killed Agape. And you can rule over Monyland and its money culture. How? Very easily. If Harilaos stands in front of the people and relates his story and the murder of Agape by the Chief Policeman, who will not be moved? Who would not shed a tear? And if he says to them

-“Lets move ahead in a new community, let Monynoland go forward, that our Monynoculture progresses. Destroy your subjugation to money. Live by helping one another, with brotherhood, with the fruits of the earth, without factories, in the purity of nature. Destroy the Monysociety, the Monyculture and its savageness. This is what killed Agape, Love. This is what will forever be killing Love. If Harilaos does this, with you all at his side, what will happen? What do you think? Thousands of young people will rise up, will arm themselves. They will strike banks, stock exchanges, factories, cars. And if you take the power? You hit out at any resistance, with executions and civil war.

-“Is this what you want? If so, take your revenge.

If not, create the revolution within yourselves, your own psychological revolution. You have rejected money. It was a wonderful deed. Don’t try though to impose it on others. If you don’t want to impose or rule, the people will like you. They will not fear. They will not get fanatic. There will be no for or against anyone or anything.

You will be the only revolutionaries who will not want to rule, who will reject imposition; true revolutionaries.  Maybe there could have been others, few or many, I don’t know, nor does anyone else. And whoever claims to know, it is due to them ignoring themselves, they are hiding their thirst for dominance, for retribution, for power, in the name of some cause, person or another. Don’t fanaticize about ideas, symbols, no matter how noble they may sound. Hold the passion of quest for self knowledge and self change, the letting go of your inner violent impulses. Revenge is violence, not justice. Revenge brings on the death of compassion. Kindness is buried and love is drowned in revenge.” 

Kalas abruptly stopped his sermon. An extended silence prevailed. Kalas then made a gesture indicating the end of the meeting. Everybody was to go back to work, their hut or wherever they chose.

He gestured to Monyno and Harilaos to stay behind.

Once left alone, he turned to Harilaos and said.

-“Agape has not died. Agape lives.”

Harilaos felt so joyfully relieved that his eyes shone. 

He then wondered. What does Kalas mean? Love in general, or Love, Agape, my beloved?


-“I mean Agape, your beloved,” replied Kalas, who picked up his doubt. “Have you heard the story of the young shepherd who said he saw a fairy crossing the river on stepping stones at the point where the river widened?”

-“But this little shepherd is a dreamer. Everybody in the Village knows that. He believes in fairies, angels and demons.”

-“The news from the Village is that nobody found Agape’s body, despite the Chief Constable having given the order for a search along the entire length of the river all the way down to the sea. The only one who saw something was the young shepherd, the ‘dreamer’. This is the one whom you should believe. Agape passed onto the other bank of the river.“

-“However, that side is mountainous and wildly forested. That is where the great black bear lives. The hunters who dared to go there have seen it. One of them was devoured by the bear. Whoever believed the young shepherd who maintained that Agape indeed crossed the river, she would nevertheless still have met the same fate.

-“The hunter, yes, but Agape, not. The black bear is a mother. The mother will protect the innocent child, the hunted by the vicious father, the Monyman, as Monyno would call him. Now return to your hut, but don’t recklessly run off some day to cross the river and run into the wild forest in search of Agape. Both you and she will be endangered. Even if you managed to bring her back, nothing will have been achieved. The doors are still closed for Love as long as the Monypeople rule. Be patient. Don’t rush. The time will come when Agape returns without endangering herself. Don’t take revenge. Stage your revolution against your own inner violence. Be aware of it, and it will subside, until it eventually disappears. Go now, rest. You work hard at the kiln. Of that I know.”


-“I enjoy it”, answered Harilaos, as he left aim fully, unburdened, peacefully and emotionally mature.


Kalas fell silent once again. He then spoke slowly, with a few meaningful words.

-“Monyno. Tomorrow, at the crack of dawn, I shall leave.” He then remained silent.

Monyno was taken aback. He wondered; what does he mean by “I’ll leave?” He will die, he will leave the community? Where shall he leave for?”

-“He’ll go from whence he came,” was the answer. “He may return, or he may not. My body, I mean. But my spirit will forever be with you, all of you. Do you understand?”

           Monyno gazed at him dumbfounded. Was he aware of what he had just told him, or not? He could not say for certain.


-“I’m off. I’ll have an early night. Goodnight.”

                                                 ****************

LAST CHAPTER

HELP FROM ABOVE.


One sweet dawning of the day, when the sun shone hazily in the east, with the light of the moon in the west on the wane, and the evening star fallen very low in the south, Monyno felt a wonderful feeling flooding his soul. Was it a dream or reality that he heard in his state of semi wakefulness? A sweet, distant echo reached his ears, or, rather, his breast, a rhythmic, slow sound of the drum, with a sweet, deep echo.

It was quite magical, something descending from up high, from the heavens.


 How long was he hearing it? He could not tell. Gradually, he threw off his sleepiness and started feeling himself once more. The sound was sweet and deep as before in his dream. Therefore it could not have been a dream. It was real, a reality sweeter than a dream. 

                                          ***************


Many days had passed, three weeks to be precise, from the morning Kalas had left New Monynoland, leaving behind many unanswered questions. Where did he go? Will he ever return? Will he be away for long or will he return shortly?

In the critical situation in which they found themselves, Kala’s absence, seemed initially as another blow to their mission. They nevertheless later recovered, that is, returned to their normal state. They returned to their work. The lake filled up slowly. It would be some days later for it to fill, but they had to start right away to prepare the ditch to channel the overflow to the river, from whence it would flow into the sea. Alternatively they could have sent it to Drylandia village, which had no water for irrigation the whole summer. This required a lot of work, for which the assistance and cooperation of the Drylandians was needed.

They had many more projects in mind, but we won't go into that now. What we will say, however, is that after Kala’s last address, all thoughts of revenge had left them. And first amongst them was Harilaos.

However, a sorrowful feeling of loneliness remained with them following the death of Agape. But when Harilaos told them of the young shepherd, and that Kalas believed that Agape was alive, and would return in her own time, the sorrow started to lift from their souls, and hope and forbearance started to reemerge in their souls.

That is how things went until the sweet daybreak when Monyno heard the sweet, distant echo of the drum descending from up high, from the heavens. When he was more fully awake, he arose and left his tent. He stood motionless, looking eastwards at the mountain.

That’s when he realized that the sound emanated from high up in the mountain, rose up to the skies and from there resonated gently on his breast.

Now the sound was more clearly audible. He soon saw a number of his comrades emerging from their tents, standing up, looking east and aligning with the magical, rhythmic sound of the drum.

                                          ***************

How long were they standing like this for; half an hour? One hour? Nobody knew. Time had stopped in this majestic presence. The horizon above the mountain was becoming redder and redder, as the sound became stronger. Now, together with the drum the faint sweet sound of a flute was heard, followed by the sound of a harmonica.

A rare musical orchestration descended with the morning mountain air, enchanting their souls.

Eventually, they felt an all mighty attraction, pulling them, slowly and rhythmically, one behind the other, towards the mountain. They hadn’t ascended very much, when, suddenly, the moment the sun rose above the mountain peak, they saw, near by, almost directly in front of them, some stunningly beautiful lissome girls, dressed in white robes, descending from the mountain, towards their community.

Monyno had spoken to them at some time about his experiences during his magic journey in the dreamy Monynoland, but not everybody believed him, because he himself, seemed doubtful as to whether everything he had said, he had actually lived out, or whether he had seen it in a dream.

But now, however, the awesome young ladies that were approaching as Monyno had described. Were they perchance also dreaming? No, no, it was reality, a reality so dreamy that was no different to the sweetest dream.

The maidens descended one behind the other, allowing sufficient distance between them so they could see the path in front of them. When they came very close, they stopped, and they then took a horizontal formation, one standing beside the other.

First in line of the boys was Monyno. As the first girl stood up, he, too, arose. The other lads thinned out and stood in a horizontal row at his side. Monyno let out a huge cry, spreading his arms out wide. 

-“Quiety!”

She in turn flew her arms open and took him into her embrace. They embraced for quite some time. They then took each other by the hand and demonstrated to the others how they were a beloved couple, joined in love for life.

We will not elaborate on all the joyful events of the day, which was Love Feast Day, about the nearly arrived angelic girls from the dreamy Monynoland, Monyno’s reunion with his beloved and the matching up of the girls with the lads.

Neither will we  relate on how Kalas ascended the mountain, found the everliving old couple, old Lady-Serpent and old Adam, and how they all combined their spiritual energy to bring assistance from the dreamy Monynoland, that was intimately connected to the Eternal Source, the Source of Kindness, Love and Forgivingness, to help the youth of  New Monynoland, and to prevent vengeance with its horrifically catastrophic results.

Neither still will we elaborate on how Agape found refuge in the forest of the mountain on yonder side of the river, how the great black bear housed her in her cave. How she fed Agape wild honey and tender shoots of black mustard and other plants. How she put her to sleep by her side, to warm her with her fur; and how and when she came to return to humanity, that she had grown to fear so deeply, and reunited with her beloved, who had remained true and faithful to his love. 
                                          ***************


 We shall explore these in a new book, Monyno’s fourth book. But why don’t you, dear readers, write this book yourselves? You could write something so very beautiful as to give joy and light to countless children (not to mention adults) around the world.

I wish you a heartfelt Good Luck!

END OF MONYNO'S THIRD BOOK
