                            CHAPTER 1
                           The Dryplace

What a wonderful feeling was shared by the youth of the New Monynoland settlement, from the day they began this great project, unknown to their neighbours.

It was a feeling of pure joy, not of the superficially mental type, but deep from within their beingness. Together with a collective feeling of gratitude for the opportunity afforded by this project, however exhausting, that expressed the feeling of brotherhood sourced from deep within them.

As the project progressed, so did they approach the solution, the coming to life of the dream for which the dwellers of the dryplace had been living for years- two, three generations of them.
The inhabitants of the Dryplace, neighbours of the New Monynoland settlement, lived in the tough, very tough reality of drought, almost six months a year, from May to November. And although the soil was good and could support almost any crop, they were forced to sow only a small part of it, with only wheat, ots and barley which depended solely on the winter rain. The sloping fields of their mountain village remained uncultivated due to lack of water for irrigation.
In order to survive, each family was also forced to have very little livestock and few chickens. They were forced to ascend the mountain, an hour away, to find fresh green fodder. They were also fed some ground barley or oats, and that is how they had wool for clothing. They sold milk and meat to the meat merchant of the village for a low price.

A hard and joyless life.

From the day that the water from the Everlasting Source flowed into the natural lake near the New Monynoland Settlement, about eight months had elapsed.

The extent  to which their lives had improved , we may touch upon at some other time. Here, suffice it to mention the most significant change, the most awesome experience of love and courage that filled their lives, when some girls from Old Monynoland arrived, most of whom coupled with young men of New Monynoland.
How did this happen? I’ll tell you immediately…..

Do you recall the feast of Love and Betrothal that young Monyno experienced during his trip to the dreamworld of Monynoland?

How the maidens, on that night of the full moon, selected and drew towards them the one they chose as their life companion?

And how the youths not only did not deny or postpone their union, but with deep respect and gratitude at being selected, for the two to unite as one for the rest of their lives?

And not of course for a life of egoistic gratification, but to help their mates who were soon to become mothers of the new generation of Monynolanders, to raise them with love and care.
This is exactly what happened with the youth of New Monynoland.

The character of the girls of Old Monynoland was so pure, so superior to what was seen in Moneyland from whence the youyhs had come, that they felt that with every passing day, every passing hour,  they hoped more respect and gratitude to the girls of their lives.
And seeing that as the urge to copulate at their age was so strong, all these feelings united in a silent and omnipotent erotic invitation that every girl sent  to whom she, with her wise intuition, selected to be her mate.

And at that specific feast of Love and betrothal on a full moon night, at the end of their dance, the girls selected their life partner. No youth disputed his selection, seeing as for some time they had learned or felt which girl was attracted to them. The youth’s hearts started to beat with the secret joy for the girl who had chosen them for her own.

Some months had passed after that awesome experience of the Feast of Love and Betrothal, eight months, as we had previously mentioned, from the time the holy water had entered the natural lake, the Holy Lake, as the inhabitants of New Monynoland called it.

The water had by now risen to above half its depth. Monyno, Harilaos and all the inhabitants of New Monynoland would observe the rising water almost daily, feeling a strange, pure joy as they saw the water rise. They never spoke of this joy, although they all sensed that this feeling was shared. It was as if they had a premonition that something good would happen to all of them in New Monynoland and everywhere around them.


Who knows……..

When, however, the water had passed the half way mark, Monyno felt  that it was time for a few of them to come together.

They gathered one afternoon in the first week of May.


They discussed the problem of where the overflow would go.

The first  and most plausible solution was that the water would follow its natural course at the lower, western side of the lake, to join a stream created by the rain, to descend the western side of the mountain.

From there, the stream flowed for quite some kilometers until it met with another, deeper and wider streambed which descended gently towards the sea, a few kilometers further.

One of the group described the flow of the water towards the sea, which would not cause any problems to anyone left or right of the stream.

That being said, why did they gather?

To discuss something obvious to just about everybody?
Obviously not. They had something else on their mind, closer to heart, but nobody felt confident to articulate it.

After a long silence,Monyno spoke. Only one word:
-The Dryplace.

The word fell like a stone in a serene lake. It made strong ripples in everyone’s heart. This is what they were waiting to be brought up by somebody. Somebody asked.

-Do you mean that we can do something for the Dryplace? To send them water to their fields?

-Yes, said Monyno, who always spoke as little as possible.

These words set the conversation going. One of them, who was good at spatial designing, took a pencil and sketched some lines and circles on a piece of paper. The circles denoted the settlements, New Monynoland and the Dryplace, the Holy Lake, and the dry fields of Dryplace. The lines showed the various furrows that could channel water there.
Silence fell. The idea of giving Holy Water to Dryplace brought great joy to them. But it was not expressed. Their heart was pure, not polluted with the

malevolence that had sickened many people of Moneyland where they had grown up. The evil satisfaction of having while another lacks.

How this contaminates the heart of Moneyland. From one conversation to another, from example to mimicking, from neighbour to neighbour, the contamination became pandemic. What a shame!

After their joyful silence, they spoke again. Were there any questions or objections? 

-Would the canals absorb the water?
-How would they dig the main canal which would in turn feed the three or four smaller canals leading to the dry fields of Dryplace?

-Have we asked the villagers if they would agree to do the work?

-They work hard  keeping their livestock alive, drawing water from the few, deep wells of their village. How would they find time to do this project?

Whilst they were discussing, they did not realize that behind the tree under which they were discussing, Lady Silent was standing with two other girls and  spouses of  group members.

When they realized this, they immediately fell silent. They looked at the women, who looked back at them. The girls then came closer and sat next to them. Somebody then said:


-We are discussing whether we can give water from the Lake to the  Dryplace for their fields. What do you say?
After a short silence, Silent spoke:

-And to their homes.

All the youths were surprised. They had not thought of this. They were awe struck by the compassion and kindness of these women.

From the time that the Holy Water started running to their settlement, the women noticed some girls from the Dryplace coming humbly and submissively, and, after requesting permission, filling their pitchers with water from the tap, and without a word, put it on their heads which were covered with a folder towel, and walked it back to the village. A long trip, here and back. A lot of effort, and a lot of suffering. The women of New Monynoland felt their suffering. And they had put in their hearts the hope to send the holy water to their homes.
And now the moment had come when they felt they could express their wish.

-“ And how do you think this can be done?“ Monyno asked her.Silent, instead of answering, pointed to Harilaos. They soon understood what she meant. With the pipes, the clay pipes that Harilaos made in his kiln.Harilaos felt great joy filling his chest.

-But many, many pipes would be needed, said another youth. Will the  villagers come to work at the kiln? They are very closed , limited people. They can’t go beyond their old selves, their egocentric isolation.Silent pointed to herself and her companions. As if to say: “We shall work. We shall.”

Harilaos felt once more the joy he had felt a moment ago.

We will not describe their work. We shall only say that this work they put every day, every hour gave them that pure joy in the depths of their being that we mentioned in the first page of this chapter.

-It was a case of genuine creativity, of inner self confidence and brotherly love that was based on a feeling of supportiveness and helping the needs of fellow man. A case of pure, authentic, conscious love.
Good soil for baking or ready clay arrived with the carts from the banks of the stream which separated New Monynoland from Moneyland. Outside the kiln they would add sufficient water to soften it.This was followed by the molding, drying, firing in various stages- organized work. They all enjoyed partaking and working as a team.

Before a month had passed, the number of pipes the planner had calculated to be necessary were ready. 
Now was the time to talk with the Villagers of the Dryplace, to show them what they had done up until now, and to request their cooperation for the rest of the work, that is,the transfer of the pipes to the place of their connection. The excavation of the canals where the pipes were to be placed,  then be covered with the excavated soil.

When the meeting and the discussion occurred, the villagers, men and women, who came, could not hide the gratitude and joy they felt for their neighbours, the Monynolanders. They were all smiles and glassy eyed. They asked, however, that priority be given to the piping of the water to their homes. What a dream come true! What a relief! What a blessing for the women who for so many years carried water from so far on their heads! How many women had been sickened by this torture!
Of course they would help in the project. Men, women and children. They would throw all their weight behind the task. They would leave all their livestock under the care of one shepherd while everybody else worked.

The speed at which the project was completed was unbelievable. What enthusiasm! What Creativity! The feeling of brotherliness and cooperation put wings on their hands and feet, great strength to their biceps and backs. Regardless of the heat. Even if the sweat ran in streams, they felt as if they were being reborn.
Nikos had found his niche here. The most incredible opportunity to put his therapy into practice. The Dryplace had heard of him and his therapy. 
However, bar one or two people , no one had found the courage  or the initiative to go and find him. Even when there were many sickly in the village.

And one of them was Mr. Kostas, the most sickly. Every now and again he would go to the capital city to his doctor. No cure from the quack. 

Nikos knew the reasons for their bad health. Firstly, bad eating habits. They ate too much bread, from their good wheat. They ate meat often, their chickens, sheep and goats. Grilled or fried, dry, and  often accompanied by cheese of which they had plenty. They had no vegetables so as to eat salads and boiled greens, such as marrows, beets, onions etc. They did not have good drinking water. Nor lemons and oranges to clean their blood from the fats and toxins. That’s why they suffered from dyspepsia (bad digestion) from the food remnants in their digestive tract, causing colitis, ulcers, polyps, strokes. Now, all those participating in the project agreed to not bring meat from home and eat juicy boiled plant food such as rice, beans, lentils etc. They drank much water in the morning, in the heat, but never just before, during or after a meal. In so doing many were rid of their sicknesses.
Of course, the hard work also helped. Especially the carrying of the pipes on their shoulders or backs, as well as the digging. Sweat ran freely, further helping them detoxify.

CHAPTER 2
BROTHERHOOD SPREADS ITS WINGS FAR & WIDE
It was agreed. The day that the holy water reached the homes of the Dryplace viilagers, there would be a great celebration at New Monynoland.

If this did not happen on a Sunday, the feast would be delayed for the coming Sunday.

And this Sunday arrived. But before it arrived, everybody in Moneyland had heard about this great project and the ensuing festivity. And from there, word leaked to the press of the capital city, which wrote glowing reports on the Monynolanders. Some, however, were sarcastic and negative, in other words, expressing their own mental impurities.
So it came to pass that on the day of the celebration many different people arrived at New Monynoland. From Moneyland, from many villages in the region and even from the Capita City.

Before the celebrations began, all that could fit gathered under a large shelter created out of cane and plane-tree leaves, to offer some protection from the extreme heat.


First to speak was the mayor of the Dryplace. He expressed his gratitude on behalf of his people, as well as he could. He ended his speech thus:


“And now I would like to offer the Monynoites a small token of appreciation for their great service. We went to the Bank of Moneyland, two or three councilors and I. We requested a small loan. To pay for your great work.
-What collateral  will you cede as guarantee for the loan?, asked the bank manager.
-Our fields.

-Your dry fields are worthless! He blurted out.

-No longer. The water, the holy water has already entered the large canal, we responded. They will be irrigated, the fields are good. Ask your agriculturalist.

They will yield a good harvest, new varieties and new crops.Our fields are valuable.

-When you harvest, and store product, come back for a loan, he said, showing us the door.


We then went to the head of the National Guard, to plead with him to request a loan from the National Treasury. He sent us off without even hearing us out. Why so much hatred from Moneyland? Whilst right next to them, in Monynoland, there is so much love?

And so we returned empty handed and downhearted to our village. We then decided that each family should give whatever it could afford from its meager savings, or some useful items, for those who had no money at all.

In this envelope is the money we scraped up from our  humble savings. We may be poor, but we are not ungrateful. We shall never forget your offer.


And having said this, he stretched out his hand with the envelope for somebody to accept it, but nobody came forward.

It was not long before Monyno was seen approaching the mayor, saying,- Put the envelope back in your jacket pocket, uncle Panos. Why are we called Monynoes? Because we do not accept  money into our lives. Didn’t you know that?


-No, I didn’t know that , said the mayor, somewhat moved, but overjoyed. Am I to return it to all who contributed?

-Off course, said Monyno.


The mayor and Monyno returned to their places. Then a woman from the  Dryplace came forward with a large basket, saying:


In this basket are gifts from women of our village. Knitted clothes from woolen thread from our sheep. It is for the women of New Monynoland. We saw you working so hard to bring water to our village. You were working baring unborn children, pregnant to an advanced stage. Now you are almost ready to give birth. Do you realize? You will soon be mothers. These little garments are for your babies. We knitted them a bit wide, to last two to three years. You can then give them to other mothers. They last many, many years. We knitted them with all the love of our hearts. Which great Mother Goddess has sent you to our place? From wherever you came, we feel as if you are one of us. Women the world over give everything to their children. Be blessed, she said, stretching out her hand with the basket.
Silent, joined by three other women of New Monynoland, then stepped forward. Silent took the basket. She took out many of the garments and shared them out to the other three women. They spread them on their bulging bellies, showing how much they appreciated the gifts that would warm up their children, and would protect them during the cold days and nights.
Silent then gathered the clothes and returned them to the basket. She then united her palms and bowed deeply to the ladies. She was followed by the other three, thus showing their appreciation and humility, their friendship and sistership with the women of the Dryplace, and with all women in the world.

Deep loving emotion spread to all those gathered for the occasion.


Many women, young and old, cried silently with joy. Never before had they been shown such respect for their work, their existence. Just contempt and suffering was their lot in Moneyland where they lived. With their husbands and children, sickened by the moneymania which ruled their heads.With egoism, hostility and violence to which the worship of money of Moneylanders readily gave birth to.


Suddenly, a boy of around ten or twelve emerged from the crowd, taking his place in the forefront where the speakers gave their speeches.

“I want to recite a poem about this great celebration of ours. I am from Moneyland, but as soon as I turn fifteen, I’ll immediately come to Monynoland, to the village of the Monynoes, to live out my life. I’d have come already, but they won’t let me. But when I’m fifteen…..

    And now, the poem:

A good day and happy encounter!

This is New Monynoland

Here you eat, drink and rest

But you pay no cent

This is New Monynoland 

No money-stricken life

Money-virus does not stick

Nobody is money-sick 

Here kind youth Monyno 

And wise old man Kalas

Radiate love and calm

Their look is healing balm

Here youthful Monynoes

Like loving brethren,friends

Beat selfish thought and urge 

With compassion, silence, love

Why not follow their example,

Build new Monynocommunes

In many places and lands?

For your children to grow up 

Healthful, gentle, good-hearted, nice

Free from egoism and vice,

Cooperation in work, 

No violence in games.

The end of the poem was greeted with a lively round of applause which lasted quite a while, as if it would never end. Such was their enthusiasm to what to them was the excellent poem of the twelve year old child. Whoever was present for the first time and was not aware of what happened here, learned everything about Monynoland from this poem. And they will never forget, but remember it for their whole lives.
The example set by the little boy was followed up by a girl of approximately the same age. When the boy stepped down, she took up the podium and said:


“May I, too say a poem?”

           “Yes, listen to the myrrh mouthed voice!”

· “I am from the Dryplace. My friends and I have decided to change the village name. From today, as the refreshing holy water reached us, we shall call it  Holy Water Village. And we shall owe this to Lady Silent. It is from her that all good things started for us.
And now our poem:

This is New Monynoland

Where lady Silent lives,

Doesn’t talk but often smiles

With both het lips and eyes

When she looks at your eyes
Your heart swells and flies

You receive energy, courage

You fear nothing, not even death

You love all things everywhere

As if them and you are one.

She brought us goodness, compassion 

Freedom from all selfish passion

What country have you come from 

Kind and loving Silent Girl ?

May be from heaven up

Or another, unknown Eath?

We’ ll be loving you for ever

Honour and respect you as now.

You will be our good example 

For ourselves and our children

Long live New Monynoland!

The enthusiasm and applause again reached their highest point. Spontaneous,authentic and unbridled joy for the superb words of the little poetess.

Before  the applause abated lady, Lady Silent appeared, proceeding slowly, upright, calmly and modestly to the little girl. She came very close to her. She bent her knee deeply, bringing her face down to the child’s level. She kissed her gently and affectionately on her cheek.

She  then stood upright, lifting the child from under her arms, onto her shoulder. She held her thus for quite some time, silently, and without uttering a word. Everybody observed a deep silence, full of respect for her deed. What could this symbolize? What did she want to communicate to them?

Possibly exactly that which she made them feel at that moment. Respect. Deep respect for the little girl, tomorrow’s beauty, the followings day’s mother, the granny and old lady. Respect for the woman at every stage of her life. Respect, sensitivity for her nature, for her body, for her soul, which recreates life and nurtures it. As if she had said to them. Respect the female, the goddesses of earth, the life givers-life savers. Respect the earth too, mother earth and goddess, who gives life to all beings.

Was her message felt?

Later, Lady Silent lowered the little girl to the ground, who then remained standing at her side. Silent then spread her arms, stretched left, right. And again she became motionless. As if she had opened a huge embrace, including everyone in it. She fixed her gaze to the centre of the crowd. Every single person felt as if they had been uniquely singled out, receiving the blessing of energy she radiated to them.
This was exactly what Kalas did, from the first day that the youth of Moneyland had met him, up until the day he left them. But they continued with this mutual deep looking into each other, every day for an hour.

After 20 minutes, Silent brought her hands together again, lowered her gaze, and silently left the podium.

What a blessing, what refined joy they all felt.

As if heavenly joy had entered each and every one of them.

The girl had hardly left the stage, when a lanky, upright, ruddy cheeked middle aged man took her place.

-I’ll also say a poem, a little one. It just came up, right now. It’s totally raw and spontaneous, so some of you may not like it, but I need to say it to pay my dues to Nikos the therapist, who cured me of many illnesses. And not one at a time, but blasted them all with one foul swoop.

I’m Mr Kostas of the Dryplace. Do you remember how I was before the therapy? Oveweight, paunchy, asthmatic, sallow. Do you see me now? I owe this to Nikos, to whom I dedicate this poem.
Here in New Monyland 

Nick the therapist resides

The wise, practical doctor,

Nature cures and no pills

No coin money bills.

You will uphill

Sometimes carry heavy thing

You ‘ ll swim in your sweat

Overeating you will stop

Mean gossip, useless talk

You will fast and feel hungry

To get rid of all disturbing

Psychosomatic evil

Then you ‘ ll feel like flying

Full of health and reall joy

Long live New Monynoland!

As soon a Mr Kostas concluded, a polyphonic pandemonium ensued. Some youngsters picked him up and placed him on the shoulders of a hefty youth. Some others picked up Nikos and did the same thing. Then the two carriers came close and allowed the two carried individuals to hold each other’s hand. As they moved around, they heard applause and wishes:”Long live. Immortal. Everlasting.” Mr Kostas replied”:The same to you, the same to you.” It was a feast of joy and laughter.

When the show was over, one of the Monynoes arose to the podium and said:

-We know what wonderful food, you Moneylanders and Dryplace villagers have brought for this great celebration of ours. Vegetable pies, raisin pies, etc.

But we have prepared, washed and clean, our pure salads, grown without chemicals. Lettuce, parslley, carrots, beets, green peppers, garlic. At the last moment, we will grate them all together and eat them raw. That is what our beloved Niko’s  therapy calls for, and that is what keeps us healthy and strong. A bit of oil and lemon, grated hot chilli, origanum and thyme on the salad.
After this therapeutic salad, we’ll have twenty minutes break with absolute silence of the tongue and mind.

This is every bit as therapeutic as the salad, possibly even more so. And then we have the main meal, the vegetable pie, the raisin pie, the maize pie, the crushed wheat soup, the bean soup, the rice soup, whatever one chooses. And to repeat, everything is done in absolute silence. From the beginning of the salad eating to the end of the meal. Then, relaxation for an hour.

Now, I’ll ask you. Would you like the dancing and singing to happen after the rest, the early afternoon or now, before we eat, on an empty stomach? This helps good singing and joyous dancing.

 If you are hungry, we can eat now.
 If you would like to dance first, we start off with the singing.

At that, the youth stopped talking. Immediately there was a cry:

-Singing and dancing first!

-Right on! Let’s start right away.

-Let the children from the Dryplace come here. I’ll help them with their wonderful folk songs. Whoever would like to  simply listen, feel free, while all who would like to dance, all come here to the front of the shelter.

 -Hang on a minute, called an elderly man. Everybody was taken aback. They waited for what would follow. The man proceded to the podium.
That’s when all the Dryplace villagers recognized him. He was the doctor, a fellow villager, that lived in the big city from the time he was young. A great doctor, director of a government hospital, University Professor, etc.

-Before you start your song and dance, as you can see, I can’t join in, I would like your attention, for a minute, to listen to what I say.

Everyone stood silently, motionless, waiting.

-My name is Piller. Leonidas Piller, he added.
Ephialtes, should have been my name, not Leonidas. Laughter broke out from the crowd. -You laugh at my name? You’re right. Piller. Name and deed. I am a doctor, if only I had not been. And I have been writing prescriptions for pills. To be precise, I was selling pills. Be damned if I ever cured any sick person. How many fellow villagers came to my consulting rooms in the big city, with serious sicknesses or problems? Speak up those of you, who I can see here now, speak up. Did I cure any of you with the pills that I prescribed you?
Silence……

- Nobody talks? Which means that this is the truth. You speak, Mr Kostas, did I cure you with all those pills that I prescribed you those many times that you came to me?

-No!  shouted Mr Kostas
-At least I didn’t charge you consultation fees, isn’t that so?

-True, but I did pay the other doctors you referred me to for examinations. And from those you also got some benefit.

Laughter broke out in the crowd.

-“You laugh, and you’re right. It’s the way Mr Kostas says. My good fellow villager and teacher. Are you surprised? Why do I call him my good teacher?Because this man, when he became well from Niko’s therapy, here in New Monynoland, he came to the city, spending the little money that he had, to tell me . This and that. I’m now cured. For good. I am rejuvenated. How? Nikos the therapist, one of the Monynoes guided me. This exercise. That food. You stop eating this, you eat that. Lots of water, early in the morning, orange juice later. Salad at midday. Pulses as second course. Fruit, or just lemonade in the evening.I came to tell you. You are a doctor. You will help people from all walks of life, possibly even yourself, if you are ill.

I was dumbfounded. For a whole lifetime I cheated him, I gave him pills which worsened his condition, I abused him, increasing the prescriptions for pills and receiving bonuses from the pharmaceutical companies. Without compassion and indifferent to his plight. His misfortune was my gain, my success, my wealth, the confirmation of my bad self. But he offered me the correct remedy for my horrific state. 

And now? Now everything has changed. His last visit struck me like a bell. He awakened me.

I endeavoured to find out everything about Nikos the therapist of Monynoland. Not only from my teacher Mr Kostas,  but from many others that had undergone therapy, from the Dryplace, Monynoland and elsewhere.

I’m here for two days, but I’ll stay forever. Forever? For a short while. I’m ………………..I’m not well, I may depart soon.
Do you see this? (removing a large paper from his bag). It is my degree, my medical degree. I’m tearing it off. Why? With this paper as a mask, I did harm, a great deal of harm, to sick people and myself. With this paper I sold out my soul to money, to the devil, who took the joy out of my  life, the kindness, the brotherhood that I see reigning here in New Monynoland and the Dryplace, the village of my birth.

He tore his degree certificate. Everyone stood motionless, taking it all in.

-Do you see this? He showed a bank deposit book. I saved here, in a bank account, all my wealth. Huge amounts, really huge amounts. I have neither children or dogs. It’s all yours, my children of New Monynoland.

The first thing I would like you to do with it, is to erect a building. We won’t call it a hospital, we will call it a Health Hostel. There, near the dryfields, which are to receive holy water from your dam, I have there a piece of land, in the clearing of the forest. There is a good altitude in this whole area, and the sick will recover quickly. Upon arrival, there will start that which Nikos calls…what do you call it, Nikos?
-Change of mood of the human organism, answered Nikos from within the crowd.

-Yes, that’s it. Forty years as a doctor and I’d never studied it. But though many of my colleagues read about it, none put it to practice. It would mean saying to their patients. You want to be well. Leave the stinking urban culture, leave your dirty jobs, and go to a mountain village with good climate and clean air. There, the change of mood of the organism will start immediately. And if you assist it with a change of diet, without salt, sugar, fats, flour, with the correct dietary plan that I’ll give you, and with physical exertion, you will recover, totally and completely, and you may not become sick again in your life.”
Which medical colleague would say this? It would contradict the money worship to which all of them had been trapped. Idolatry. 

Me included. But no more. Too late, I regret to say.

While saying this, he became exhausted, his legs buckled. Everyone was stunned, and no one knew what to do.

Nikos was close by. He immediately ran to his side. He held him upright.

-Bring a chair immediately! he commanded. “And squeeze for him two oranges. In a glass, quickly!

Everything happened very fast. The doctor sat, drank the juice. He immediately recovered, felt alive once more. He looked at Nikos with gratitude.

-You saved my life, he said. I nearly gave up the ghost, to leave this life forever. My heart, you know…..
Nikos took his pulse. He paid close attention to it for a long time. The systolic and diastolic pressure. He then pressed his ear against the doctor’s chest, at his heart. A long time.

-“Your heart is strong, he told him affectionately. The problem is elsewhere. Depression. You have lost the meaning of life. And this brings depression, lots of depression. Now you will find the meaning of life. And your depression will vanish. You will live many years. Would you like that?”

-“Yes, I do. But how? Will you build the Health Hostel I told you?  Will you accept my money? I’m afraid. You the Monynoes are pledged to reject money, and I fear that you won’t accept it. And then, what meaning would my life have? This is all I have to offer. And it is a lot, a great deal of money. I await your answer.

He said this quietly to Nikos. Whoever was close by, however, heard him. They related it to those near them and so on , until everyone knew the doctor’s last words. And they awaited Niko’s reply with bated breath.
Nikos realized this. He paused awhile, until he felt that all now knew what the doctor had said.

He then stood up. He was silent for a while, until everyone turned their gaze upon him, dumbstruck and motionless. He then spoke.

-“Dear brethren Monynolanders, Moneylanders, Dryplace villagers,  and all visitors to our festivity, all merrymakers. 

Did you hear the words of our good doctor? What do you say about  

the Health Hostel?(silence) I propose that we accept his proposal and his offer. He was greeted by a lively applause and cries:

-“Yes! Let it be built!” Nikos spoke again.

-Yes, it will happen, it will be built. But not with concrete, not with manufactured materials. New Monynoland is agricultural and must remain agricultural, natural, harmoniously bound to its natural environment at all sides. How will we THEN build the hostel? I’ll tell you. With bales of straw. At her mountain village, my mother and her siblings grew up in a house built of straw bales. And they grew up well. Neither cold nor heat passes through it. If mixed well with mud, they don’t burn, even if a fire passes over it. When you sleep in such a house, in the morning you awaken joyfully.

-Well said !!!  A peal of voices and applause. With bales of straw. Perfect. And fast. Within a month it will be ready.

-But how will we find straw to make the bales? The farmers burn the stalks once the wheat has been harvested.

At that, the mayor of the Dryplace, who had made the opening speech, ran up.

-We won’t burn the hay this year. We are harvesting this week. The straw is yours. But how are we to bind them tightly and of uniform size? -Who knows how to do this? asked one of the Monynoes. 

           That’s when the doctor, rejuvenated stood up and said.


-Nobody can do this, to tie straw in such a way as to make them suitable to build homes or any other building. This is done by machines called balers. Down in the plain, at Tsiflikia village I saw two or three such machines. We will go see them, and pay them to do the job. Every machine makes at least a hundred bales in eight hours. In a few days, we will have a thousand new bales, Enough to spare for a hostel with many, many rooms and other necessary spaces.

-Hurrah! Shouted some. The hostel is a reality. At the most in a month. Doctor, we thank you.
A smile blossomed on the doctor’s face. Life had started afresh for him. He would not die in sorrow, as do most moneyites, egoidiots, and ego slaves of the patriarchal barbaric ‘civilization’.

We won’t describe the wondrous festivities of this day. The awesome feelings of joy, pure joy, love and fraternity prevailing every where.
The only thing we must add is that after the festivities, and after many guests had departed, many girls from the Dryplace remained. They had met Lady Silent in the days they had been working digging the trenches. They loved her and respected her deeply as a friend, sister, mother, as a goddess.
Silent had told them that after the feast, at night, when the full moon rose significantly above the horizon, another celebration would occur. The Feast of Love and Marriage. And the choice of mate by the women. And if any of the girl’s hearts beat for any of the young  Monynoes …..

-This night at the end of their sacred dance would the girls have the opportunity to maybe win the love of their lives? How? She explained the ritual to them. How they would stand motionless before him for some time, how to pin their gaze to his eyes. Then the deep bow, and then, all that you know of what Monyno experienced in the dreamy old Monynoland.

All went well. The young Monynoes responded receptively to the erotic invitation of the young ladies of the Dryplace.
However, none of the Moneyland  girls dared to stay and partake in the Feast of Love and Marriage. Fear had nested deep in their hearts, following Agape’s tragic drowning, that in turn drowned their hopes to mate with any Monynoes that they had secretly fallen in love with.

And shortly enough, there took place another festivity. The feast of marriage, the group marriage of these couples. Feast of great joy and happiness for all, with great promise of a new life, a new brotherly minded people community to replace the sterile selfish-minded people of Money Villages and towns of the time.
CHAPTER 3 

THE GREAT LESSON, THE CHANGE FROM WITHIN
The Monynoes may well have suffered many misfortunes, worries, persecution from the masters of Moneyland. the Head of the Guard, the bankers and others. Harilaos may have experienced the greatest sorrow in his life when he heard ot the drowning of his Agape, chased by the guardsmen at the order of their boss. 

Monyno may well have felt a great sense of sorrow when Kalas left New Monynoland, leaving them alone in their difficult quest, without his guidance. 

Nikos may well have also broken the ties with his father by becoming a Monyno in word and deed. 

They may all well have encountered great difficulties, to have laboured greatly to bring down the holy water to the natural lake near their settlement. 

All the difficulties were overcome. The project was achieved. The joy of life, the hope of continuation of their project without impediments and persecution fluttered in their souls. 

But not even in their wildest dreams would they have been able to comprehend this incredible change in their lives, in the Community of New Monynoland, exactly one month after the great feast of joy, upon completion of the work bringing the water to the Dryplace. And after the feast of Love and Marriage when a number of girls from Dryplace paired off with young Monynoes they had loved. 

In this month something happened that only zeal and love could actualize. 

The project put forward by the doctor, Leonidas Piller was started and completed. He now laughingly but at the same time seriously asked that he be called Leonidas Nopill.  Everyone laughed upon hearing this. When, however he made an application at the municipal deeds office to change his name, they saw that he really meant it and rejoiced in it. 

How the project was completed so quickly, everybody who was part of it knew.
Horses, oxen, donkeys all together carried the bales of straw from the Dryplace to Leonida’s plot of land. There, Monyno, Harilaos and two or three other Monynoes  would add mud made on the spot from soil and water, and lay them crosswise like bricks. 

However the wheatfields of the Dryplace were not enough, and they ran out of bales. Problem. The same day, the solution appeared. A visitor who had come to see their works told them that down in  the Plains of Tsiflika, as they were called,farmers had just reaped over an acre of wheat. 

Monyno, Harilaos, Nikos and the doctor went there early the following day, to get there before the villagers burnt the hay. They told them what they wanted it for.
The local villagers told them that they could have it for free provided they paid for the use of the baling machine and transport to their settlement. The locals had an old 5 ton truck. With this the straw would be delivered within a few days. Could they pay? 
The Monynoes remained silent. They were penniless. However, the doctor spoke. He said.
-“Yes, you will get paid. Here is the deposit. (giving them a large denomination banknote.) May the balers start their work tomorrow for he truck to bring them up.”
The project was completed in a month. An awesome hostel with fifty rooms and all the necessary areas, inside and out. 

Everybody working on the project felt wonderful working with this material, the straw, although they felt ill every time they had worked with cement, lime and crushed stone.  

They overnighted there, in the hostel. The mornings found them rested and in good spirits. They had slept deeply and serenely within the walls made of straw bales. 

However the great change, the miracle we could say, was not so much the quick construction of the hostel, but that which started before its completion and which you grew more potent after the competition, when it started to function.
Unknown people, from places known and unknown to Monynoes started coming to New Monynoland, inspecting it with curiosity and happy interest, the settlement, by the Health Hostel. They talked with Monyno, Nikos, the doctor and referred to what they had read in the newspaper, some time ago, the speech of the doctor on the feast day and descriptions of their work and way of life.

What had happened? The doctor, before leaving the city, had spoken with some people he knew, about his decision to drop malevolent medicine and give all his wealth to New Monynoland, where all illnesses were cured, physical illnesses of the body and psychological illnesses of the mind, with one new therapy. Amongst the people he knew were some newspaper journalists. He asked them to join him on the Day of Celebration, where he would make a great revelation to them.
And so it was. The journalists wrote whatever good they could. The name and importance of Dr Piller were important, and the news rang out like a bell. 
Some people decided to visit the hostel. 

The first to come reported that they had serious illnesses, and asked to queue up for a room to initiate their therapy as soon as the project was completed. 

Nikos put them in order of arrival, but pleaded with them to stay immediately at the unfinished hostel. Their therapy would start immediately, due to the change of disposition starting in their organizim. The condition being that nobody ate anything other than what Nikos gave them. 

Most accepted. To the fatter ones, Nikos prescribed a two day fast. Just water with a bit of lemon, whenever thirsty. Their systems were very toxic and they were constipated. 

He then put them on the therapeutic diet which you have all read. He instructed a lengthy walk every morning. Followed by rest. Without any thought in mind, or any movement of the body. 

In the afternoon, however, some felt energetic, and in the mood to do something constructive. Nikos showed them the bales of straw, and Monyno joined him in teaching them how to build. 

Ten people started the work. Ten pairs of hands. Do you now understand how the project  was completed so quickly? Just fifteen days after their participation? 

When the project was complete, these first 10 visitors reported that they felt perfectly well, and had no reason to stay on. They said this to all new comers and to every prospective newcomer upon their return home 
 

This was the miracle that we had referred to at the onset. But it didn’t end here. Many visitors, after having recovered through the therapy, asked to stay there longer. Others pleaded to join the Monyno Community, to build themselves a straw bale home, bricks of day and straw, or with plithes, wood, to live out their lives in this place of kindness, serenity, minimal eating and talking, of love and silence. 

These needs and demands gave birth to big problems. How would Monynoes respond to them? 

Some visitors asked , if possible, to  follow the meeting and proposals.. The Monynoes agreed, on the condition that the visitors attended only as listeners. 

Monyno was nominated as the facilitator of the discussion. He asked Dr Leonidas to speak first, as the older person.
The doctor immediately started talking. It appeared as if he already had his proposal in mind.
      -“Friends Monynoes. At the Tsiflika plains village there are still ten acres of uncut straw in the wheatfields. I can pay for the baling of another 10 000 bales. Nearby, we’ll construct a shed of bales where we can store bales to keep them dry. With these we can build other Health Hostels in the broader mountain region of our area, with its good clime and waters.
      So doing, we will be able to shelter many suffering people so that they may heal. And if they want to afterwards, they may enter the Community of Newmonynoland, as I shall.
      This I my proposal. You see that when there is money, it can solve all problems.” 

With that he closed his talk. The Monynoes were taken aback. They had not expected to hear such words from the doctor, especially of late. 

For some time there was a stunned silence. Then one of the visitors, Apostolos by name forgetting his commitment to silence, spoke up. “I’ll make a similar offer. I’ll pay for 1000 bales and the wages for a New Community, like New Monynoland to be constructed near my village, where I own a large piece of land.” 

At that he stopped talking
Another stunned silence from the Monynoes. Monyno pinned his gaze directly onto the last speaker. Looking at him in the eyes, affectionately and meaningfully for some time. The recipient of his look soon felt stirred in a strange way. He then said. 

      “Sorry. I spoke, Despite the promise to remain a mere listener. I was overcome by emotion. I shouldn’t have. Now, however, I have learnt the most important lesson is to not let myself be waylaid by my emotions.
  

      Another silence. Shortly thereafter Monyno spoke. He was very thoughtful and enquiring.
      -“I would like to ask you. During the many years in which we have all lived in this country, young and old, we witnessed many wars. Thousands, millions dead, orphans, widows, disabled, burnt homes, villages, towns. A generation ago, the same. The same for the previous generations.
The question is: Why?
        (Silence. Nobody uttered a word.) Why?
I ask you to not say what you were possibly taught at school, high and low. But what you feel within you, even if you never said it to anyone up until now, Why? I await some answer from  you.
      Nobody spoke for some time.
I have not gone to school, you know that. Only to second grade, just learnt to read and write. I’d have learnt faster and easier on my own, with the help of someone who knew, had I not been to school and lost my time there. 

So. I’ll change the question. Which emotion overrules, governs the mind of people who go to war? At this point I expect your answer, not just your quiet reflection, as before. 

After another silence, someone said:-“Hared.”Others contributed other answers. Fanaticism – revenge – rage.-Natonalism – fear of defeat – the hope of victory, the conquest of the opponent. Enough,” said Monyno. I thank you for meditating over my question and found answers. All correct.
Now I shall put to you another question. How do these emotions come about in the souls of people, enticing them into hostility and war? How did these emotions germinate within them? Just spontaneously and out of nowhere? Meditate on this. 

       After another long silence, much longer than before, somebody said: After some incident. Other answers followed.
The leader of the nation can provoke such emotions when he says to his people: Our enemy is threatening us. We will not succumb. 

Or when he says. Our enemy has struck us. We shall avenge our  young fallen ones. 

And a group leader can do this. To say to his followers: The leader or such-and such team or group is persecuting us, hates us. His followers will exterminate us. We won’t let them. Strike out at them! 

 

-Enough, said Monyno. Your answers were very true. That’s how emotions start, or rather that is how they are provoqued by some, to doad the emotions that lead to war. Who? Those who have power over others, who have an audience, or who try to gain power over others by spreading such emotions. 

In this way, if you, good friend Apostolos, who wants to set up a New Community of Monynoes, should you achieve it, what will you do if the president of the adjacent village speaks to his residents and says about you:
      -“These Monynoes over there are mad, anarchists. They live without money. They snub it. In other words, we who live with money, toil for money are we contemptible, are we inferior? And they are superior? I guess their leader is somebody called Apostolos. He leads them, influences them. Lets get rid of him. His team will realize their mistake and self disintegrate.”
       If you hear something like that,what will you do? What emotions will stir within you? Look within you and tell us.
       Silence. Total immobility. The moment was sacred. The moment of self knowledge. It is in this moment that everything is. The now, the past, the future, Herein war can start, Again and again. In this moment, too,can peace start, again and again.
      “I looked within.” Said Apostolos. I saw many emotions. This man is lying, he is defaming us. I felt anger. And hatred. This man is feeling inferior, and feels the superiority of another. And he is stabbing us in the back, whithout being threatened by us. His ego is being threatened, His superiority that is dependent on his position and his name, temporary things, of course, but he associates them with monetary power which he has or wants to achieve. I felt the danger from his words. He will strike us. He will destroy us. Especially me. And then he will destroy the whole community. I feel persecuted. 

· Quite right, said Monyno. And so now, what are you going to do, now that you have felt all this? Seeing as you have received the first blow against your very own words? Will you react? How
· “I shall react, but don’t know how.
· Would you, perchance, say to your followers, “We are endangered, rise up. Speak everywhere about our ideals, of New Monynoland. Break through the lies, expose him. He is sold out to money. He wants power, to rule. We, by contrast serve peace, brotherhood, the abolition of exploitation, love.
· “I may have said it,” responded Apostolos.
      -“This reaction of yours. would have served the cause of peace and fraternity you want to promote, or its opposite?”.
      - “ I’d say the opposite,” acknowledged Apostolos sincerely.
      -Do you see how it is most important  to not allow yourself to be tempted by your emotions that stir within you from the behaviour of others, whether friendl or enemy? You heard the offer from the doctor, a friendly offer, you felt good and spoke, despite having promised not to speak, at our meeting. You were overpowered by your emotions. And you said. I have all the money needed to build a new Community of Monynoes. To build the houses. I also have the land.
      Now, you know that a Monynoes Community does not need money to function. It needs something else. What is it? Do you now understand?
      -“Yes, “ answered Apostolos. We are not to allow our feelings which arise from the behaviour of others or from within us to waylay us. To not react.
      -“Correct,” said Monyno. A prolonged silence fell. Then Monyno continued: “What has been said at this time is of utmost significance. Maybe we need say no more. Do you agree, doctor?”
      “I agree,” said the latter, thoughtfully, understanding that Monynoes was not interested in the large sums of money he wanted to offer. They rather wanted him to leatn to not allow himself to be sidetracked by his emotions, to manifest serenity, peace, love within him, that which he had lost serving the evil, inhuman values of money barbarism that was his reality till now.
He felt that the Monynoes respected him, himself, his beingness, and not his money. 
(((
A year went by. We will not enter into the details, of the miraculous events which occurred and still occur daily at this little New community, new society of human beings. 
      The Health Hostel was almost always full of people suffering from many ills, of body and mind. Especially of mind. Exhaustion of the nervous system. Sorrow from broken relationships., their money,lost, family strife, the marketplace, politics. From these emotional traumas followed bodily illness. That is why the main therapy was psychological. What therapy? SILENCE. No talking. In this silence, if you can notice, you will see all the mind destructing emotions that sicken you greatly. And stop repeating them within you. 
       At times people from the mercantile or political world would come for therapy. Rich in money or political power.
      -“ I’m well” they would say, at the end of their ten day therapy session. “Thank you. I can give you a lot of money. Tell me how much you want and you shall have it.” The politicians would say, “I have the power to do whatever you ask me to. Subsidies for Health Hostels, advertising of the therapy you offer, expanses of fallow land for new communities of Monynoes with organic farming, green development of the earth. 

Nikos would give the stock answer:
      -‘You have become well temporarily. Not permanently. At the world you are returning to, you are in danger of becoming sick once again, serving money and power. We only want you to get well for ever. To not suffer any more. If you become permanently healed, if serenity and love becomes entrenched in your life, you will do such great good to so many that you cannot imagine. Only by your presence, radiating health and goodness. 
Monyno Communities, and many of them may be set up. However can a Monyno character  be created by the residents? This character would benefit all. Not just clean air, and good eating habits with organic food . 

And so everyone left with new insight, as to the meaning of life, and some decided to live according to its dictates. 
 

People would also come from foreign countries. Especially young people. They left healed, rejuvenated. And after a short while they would return. If there was a vacancy.
      And some who felt deeply psychically healed and enthused, decided to inaugurate a Monyno Community in their own country, in a natural, green environment with clean air, far from towns, excluding meat from their diet, because they could not kill living beings in order to eat.
      Their psychic and physical health was evident with all visitors who stayed a few or more days. Kindness and serenity was for them a fascinating therapy.
      And these people in turn passed on their serenity, their love and kindness to their fellow men upon their return to their places.
 

And so, gradually, the good energy, the great energy of love started strengthening in the spirit of humankind, eroding away the bad power of violence, imposition, power struggle, exploitation that had money as an instrument. Money for weapons, money from the weapons and weapons for money in the service of the evil ego. This ego was dissolved with the stay  of even a few days at some Monyno Community.
      What do you say? This evil ego would fail to react when faced with the power of unselfish Love that started from the New Monynoland and spread more and more away?
CHAPTER 4 

THE LAST-MINUTE TIME OF DEATH FOR THE MONYNOES
THE WHITE LIGHT OF LOVE 

The large church clock of the central church square of Moneyland started to strike the hour of 10 p.m.
Every strike sounded like a canon shot. And until the next strike, the time gap seemed very long, endless to the souls of the great many people who filled not only the square, but the surrounding roads and the side of the hill which gently sloped down to the square.
      At the sound of the tenth strike was heard the frightening cry of the Constable.
      -“Attention!”
The four soldiers of the firing squad raised their rifles, placing the butt into their armpits, finger on the trigger. The order of the chief was:
The two soldiers from the right would fire one shot aimed at the two Monynoes’ chest, and the other two would likewise shoot the two youths of the Swamplace.
Thus he would ensure their  untimely deaths. In the even that they survived, the Chief was fondling his fully loaded steel pistol. 
Seated upon his horse, he would ride across the square, to the open passage, where upon he would fire the final shot for the execution of Monyno and Harilaos and the other two youths.
      Just before the execution he feigned the ‘kind hearted’, by offering to blindfold the boys, to spare them the sight of the detonating rifles.
All four shook their heads in negation. 

How, then, did things come to this?
We will relate everything in turn, and as concisely as possible.
When the Monynoes were building their Health Hostel, the truck with the bales passed through Valtohori. Many residentswere intrigued. Some youths followed the truck to its destination. They saw the project. They liked it a lot. They became friends with the Monynoes. They volunteered to help . The Monynoes accepted.
      What was Valtohori? Behind the village, quite a distance away, was a large mountain.
      Every March or April, a mightly stream of water would flow from the molten snow. This would flow through the fields of Valtohori and flood the area. It would flood out all their crops. When the water dried out, there remained a swamp full of snakes seeking food and drinkable water. In their search they would reach the village. Every year two or three people, mainly children, would succumb to fatal snake bites.
      Hunger and poverty reigned at the village.Some men worked at the quarries, breaking stone. They walked 8km in the morning and another 8 on their return at night. They were skin and bones from exertion, Some had succumbed to TB.
      Two youths from the village who had helped in the construction of the Health Hostel had told all of this to  the Monynoes .some night a month before .
They had been accepted by the community and lived there permanently.
They at some stage asked for assistance. Everyone was touched by their predicament, especially Harilaos and Monyno. 

The next morning they went to Valtohori. They saw the hideous state of affairs of many villagers, their homes, their gravel roads. All their income was lost to floods.
Their mayor said that the only solution is to dig a large drainage canal, to channel the water to the large river which led to the sea. They had written may times to the Ministry, without reply. Thirty years of paper chase, as the mayor had said, from the time we had settled here, having descended from the mountains where we had lived.
We heard about the project you executed at the Dryplace, You gave them life. Could you possibly do something for us? the mayor, ended up asking. 

      -“We will think it over. We will plan the best we can do for you, once we have checked out the problem in situ,” said Monyno and the doctor. 

The same afternoon, the Monynoes, the mayor and Leonidas the doctor rode on horseback to the dried up marsh.Having reached their destination, they saw a big embankment, rather like a small hill at the far end of the fields of Valtohori. 

      -“If we dig this hill, we open it from the middle, will the waters spare your fileds?“ -“Yes” -“And where will they flow?”
      -“To a rift formed by an old stream that passes through Tsifliki. And from there to the big river, and to the sea . 

The Valtohorites couldn’t believe their eyes. Early the next morning, they heard and then saw a massive front loading grader digging the earth at the head of the swamp. Indescribable was their joy. But it was only for the day. The next morning the grader was no longer there. What had happened? The mayor of Tsiflika Village had just heard of the project, and objected. The old stream bed would overflow and flood part of their fields on its way to the river.  

The mayor found this unacceptable. He telegraphed Tsiflika immediately. The Latter, after whom the village was named, still owned a large part of the land which he was renting to the villagers. The balance he had already sold, bit by bit, to them. 

Tsiflikas was a significant political figure. The President of the parliament. And major shareholder in the Central Bank. In his private capacity he was a doctor, or superdoctor as he liked to refer to himself. When he received the telegram, he flushed to the top of his head. He nearly had a heart attack. The secretary who gave him the telegram feared for his life. For all his wealth and medical knowledge he was in no position to monitor his feelings, his reactions.  Without such ability, what is a human worth? It’s like a ball that bounces here and there , according to the kicks it gets.
He immediately responded with another telegram. To the mayor of the village, the chief Constable of Moneyland, the Governor of the district and the manager of the local branch of the Central Bank.
      -The project must stop immediately. The grader is to be confiscated. The person or persons who started the project without approval by the relevant authority would be charged, and arrested. And to find out who was hiding behind the owner of the grader. 

By nightfall he had learnt everything.  The guilty parties were Leonidas the doctor who paid for the grader, and the Monynoes who had decided to open up the embankment. 

Tsiflikas was outraged at this Tsiflikas was outraged at this contemptuous disregard of his authority, at the very place where he was voted as an MP and had won many votes. He already knew a lot about the culpables of this revolt.

He had read Leonida’s speech the previous year in the newspapers, where he condemned the drug  industry which had imposed itself upon the State,  and declared himself a supporter and practicing proponent of natural, non drug   therapy as practiced by the Manynoes, who offered it free.  Dr Piller had become Dr Nopill. Leonidas had become a nightmare to the establishment. The Moneyman had become a Monyno.  Tsiflikas had not paid any attention then. The establishment was not threatened. “People are powerless sheep for the milking by powerful  shepherds”, was a known phrase used by him. Now, however, he felt his own power  being undermined by the very sheep he had been milking in his own homeland.

By nightfall the orders had been executed. 

Early the following morning, the villagers were told by the grader operator what had happened. They felt great disappointment. And indignation.

A villager said: “We must protest. To demand our rights. The project which will save our lives must happen. Now we are dying day by day. The government must fulfill its obligations in this project as it thinks fit”.

His words  were approved by all. Within half an hour, a large number of villagers, men, woman, youths  on foot, horseback, carts, tractors, set forth. Three hours trek. In the stifling heat. But with enthusiasm, joy at their decision to fight, and hopeful as to the outcome.

They passed through half of the city and stopped in front of the government buildings. They sat on the parapets, the paving slabs, wherever they could.

They had left their horses and vehicles at the entrance to the city, at a large inn.

The governor felt great agitation and did not know what to do. He summoned the Chief Constable. The latter felt a wild satisfaction,  like a hungry beast before the prey which had fallen in its trap.

Within the crowd, he weeded out Monyno, Harilao and the two Valtohori youths who had now entered the Monyno Community. They had all stayed in Valtohori village the previous night to witness the excavation of the following morning. 

The Chief Constable spoke with the prosecutor.


-“Should I give the order for you to disperse the demonstration?” Asked the latter. 


-“No, let the others emerge from their nests first,”


-“Who else?”


-“Tomorrow we’ll see.”

That night the Valtohori villagers slept in the square of the Moneyland. Some people brought them the odd blanket or rug to lie on and rest. It was not cold. It was summer.

The older people of Valtohori, women, children, who didn’t move to the town  felt uneasy at not having heard from their people from the night before.

Early that morning, some youths struck the church bell. Everyone knew what that meant. To awaken, muster and head off to the government building. And so they did. Followed by most  Moneynoes and  Villagers from the Dryplace.

Around ten in the morning they had arrived at the square. The crowd was now large. There was much tension. The inhabitants of Moneyland gathered around the square, while people from surrounding villages who had come to the village for personal reasons,  joined in, rather than return home. They wanted to see what would be the outcome of the Valtohori struggle. They had heard of their demands, and considered them rightful. They also had other demands. They had reaped their crops, but the price offered them by the state did not even cover their cost, notwithstanding the bank loan. They would remain once again in debt, in fact deeper debt than the previous year.

This was discussed in the side streets, the inns and the cafes of the town. The Chief Constable had spies who informed on everyone. He knew everything. The farmers of the surrounding villages were permanently a source of problems.

He prepared a force of twenty guardsmen in uniform. But before he ordered dispersion, he called upon two guardsmen. The same two he had chosen to kidnap Agape from New Monynoeland.  He pointed out Monyno from his window, as well as Harilao and the two Valtohorites. He told them what to do.

They entered the crowd, with hidden weapons.  When they drew close, one of them shouted:


-The Chief Constable wants to confer with your leaders. They are to come here before us.

Out came Harilaos, Monyno, and the two Valtohoriths. The guardsmen then declared. “We have orders of arrest! Hands up! We shall handcuff you.”

Shock. The four did not raise their hands. The two guardsmen took out their pistols.


-“Put your hands up, or we fire!”

Then the worst impossible  happened. Around the young Monynoes were the women of Valtohori. Upon seeing the pistols they felt a wild rage, like lionesses, or cows when their calves are endangered by hunters. They threw themselves upon the guardsmen, grabbed their weapons and flung them far away. They then started pushing them backwards, from whence they had come. The pushes were strong, from front to back. The guardsmen soon found themselves prostrate on the ground. The angered lionesses pushed those in front of them, forcing them to trample on the fallen men.

It took awhile for them to recompose. The two guardsmen were unconscious on the pavement. The one had struck his head upon falling, and was motionless, while the other was alive, but bleeding at the nose and hands.

The ambulance was soon at the scene. It took them away. Some walked to the hospital to find out their fate. Yes, the one was in a coma, nearly dead. Brain haemorrhage. The other was also fighting death. That was the excuse the Chief Constable awaited. He pointed out the Monynoes  to other guardsmen, and ordered them to arrest them, or else……

He then also whistled for the dissolution of the crowd. Gunshots, pistol shots filled the air. Panic broke out in the crowd. Many ran to leave the square, to escape. The residents of New Monynoland and Valtohori quickly nipped into the church which was just behind them at the edge of the square.

That was just what the Chief Constable wanted. Arrest was now certain. They would not get away. And so it came to pass.

Within the hour the church and square was empty. Everybody had left for their villages, under the threat of the weapons of a large army contingent.

The Chief Constable  declared a state of emergency in the district, placing it under military rule. He telegraphed the President of the Parliament, Tsiflika, and spun him wild yarns, that the Monynoes  had  attacked with the epons and killed two quardsmen. That a big mass  of villagers in cited by the Monynoes  had brebelled against the government and had occupied the cathedral of the town square, the government building, etc. The Prime Minister was away for three days. The President of the State was very sick, and under doctor’s orders not to be disturbed under any circumstances.

Tsiflikas thus gave approval to the Chief Constable’s actions, giving him a free hand. He would take revenge. He reveled in his evil satisfaction.

But the Chief Constable also felt a wild joy from the turn of events. At the hospital the two guardsmen were in a coma and the Chief Constablewas already assuming their death. The next morning he set up a military tribunal. The four Monynoes were led from the holding cell near the government building to a court room on the square across from the church. The procedure was very brief. The charges very severe. The judgment unanimous. Death by firing squad. 

An aged gentleman dared attempted to enter the courtroom during the court martial. He was a lawyer. He had heard the proceedings. He had seen the unconstitutional way it was conducted. They did not let him speak.

After the decision,  he said to them:


- Don’t you dare execute them before an answer comes from the State President on a clemency plea.


-What plea?  demanded the Chief Constable, who stood near him.


-That which will be submitted by the Monynoes, and which I shall sign”


-That  will never be received. Barked the Chief, salivating with vengeance toward Harilao who had fallen in love with his daughter, leading to her drowning in the river. And towards Monyno, who had taken Harilao into his community. And towards doctor Leonida who started the project to drain Valtohori plain, which would have given life and plentiful harvests and wealth to its people. Against all those who chose a new way of life. A new way of relating, a community of fraternity, where power and violence of evil rulers would have no place.

Later, in their cell, the four Monynoes signed the clemency plea that the old Moneyland lawyer had written. The Chief’s spies followed the lawyer. If he took the application to the Post Office, he would see to having it stolen from there. If he handed it to anybody to take to the Capital, they would have it taken from him. The lawyer did neither of the two. He moved to find Leonidas. He gave him a letter for the doctor treating the President. Under the cover of this letter the clemency plea would possibly reach the President for his signature.

Let us now return to the moment when the Chief Constable shouted the command  “Attention!” A bated breath gripped the large crowd which had gathered from everywhere, all the surrounding villages and towns. They knew the day and time of the execution and had started from early morning to be on time. They had heard nothing of the clemency plea. 

The lawyer with great difficulty managed to get the plea to the sick President for him to sign the Presidential Pardon. The road back was difficult. Luckily he stopped at an inn upon his return. The inn owner  was an old acquaintance of his. He saw Leonida’s horse and took pity on it. “It is very tired, It won’t last the trip. It’ll expire,” he said, giving him his, and set him back on his way. Now it was the lawyer who was exhausted, not the horse. He did not have the energy to bring the horse to a gallop, so losing precious time. When the clock struck ten, he was still two kilometers away. He anticipated hearing the gunshots, but heard nothing. What could have happened? 

The condemned Monynoes were set up near the centre of the square, even before the firing squad had arrived, in front of the holding cells. Behind them rose the majestic but cold Church building, totally empty.

The Chief Constable thought that with this arrangement, he would offer the great mass of the village that had gathered for the execution a first class spectacle. He felt that the people would owe him a favour for it.

What perversion can overcome a person’s mind, when he has become sickened by egoism and self worship. The worst cruelty is transformed, in his mind into something done for the good of others, even for the whole of humankind.

Only the innocent mind cannot succumb to such perversion, if, of course, it responds with rejection and does not accept being impressed from something bad that presents itself as good. If it perceives the evil hiding behind the impressive which tempt the senses.

What could the Monynoes think, at this crucial moment of their life?

Who knows? Maybe they did not think anything at all. Harilaos was immersed in his love for Agape. He had such a sweet feeling within him, that he was past caring about death of the physical body. As if it was totally unrelated. He lived only for Agape, with Agape, from Agape.

Monyno had raised his head up high. His gaze surveyed the space above the square, the large crowds, and was focused on the mountains behind Moneyland. How he loved this mountain  when he was a child! 

When he had no work in the fields, he would walk tirelessly in the mountain. He would find springs of crystal clear water to quench his thirst. He would meet deer. He stood close to them until they became used to him, whereupon he would approach them and stroke their heads. They did not fear him. 

They felt his love, kindness and serenity.

At some point his gaze receded even further, higher, to the peaks at the depths of the horizon. How often he used to look at these peaks when he worked in the fields. This view was his rest and his rejuvenation. He felt the incredible power of the eternality of life, as he observed these timeless mountains, the unapproachable for him, for every person, in their grandiose ness and their distance which separated them from the human settlements.

Monyno now felt that he lived forever in this timelessness which was communicated to him by these faraway mountains. And he further felt how small and insignificant his earthly existence was, so limited in time and space.

He didn’t even think about the end of this state of existence.

The moment came when he felt the need  to talk with these mountains and bid them farewell as he neared the end of his ephemeral life, which appeared to him as a stepping stone to the real life, which is eternal.

He raised his right hand and waved it slowly, oscillating left and right, with his gaze fixed on the mountains.

Some in the crowd felt that Monyno was bidding them farewell. They raised their hands in farewell. And as Monyno continued, they too continued waving. Soon the whole mass of people had raised its arms and was waving.

A sea of waving arms waved everywhere from the square to the overlooking hill behind it. In absolute silence.

And then somebody overcame the fear and shouted with a strong voice,

“Immortals!”

It was like an explosion. A few responded. “Immortals!”

Soon the whole town was resonating the rhythmic cry which tore the air and traveled everywhere, to infinity.

“Im- mor- tals!  Im- mor- tals!”

Only then did Monynoes and his friends notice  the sympathy of all the people for them and their character. The accusations, the lies, the slandering of the Chief Constable, the prosecutor, the judges, the journalists, did not succeed in weakening their resolve or to stray off their dedicated course. They felt joy. Their Work would continue. They also felt sorrow. For the mass that did nothing to spare them their plight, to save them.

With one decisive move they could grab the soldier’s weapons and free the Monynoes. Why did they not do it? wondered Monyno.

Only then did he realize that the people that he so loved with his innocent mind, this humanity was asleep. They lived and acted as if hypnotized, in a dream, dominated by the pursuit of money, fear of poverty, fear of the Power of the State, fear of the weapons.

Useless fears. With just a moment of wakefulness all these fears would dissipate. But who and how would this awakening occur? How would they accept it? Would they transcend their fear? Would they end their hopelessness?

At this moment his thoughts were interrupted. At the precise moment the Chief Constable was to order “Aim, Fire!” a thrilling shriek  was heard. “Don’t!”

It was the cry of a girl, full of rage, threat, pain, decisiveness. Everyone turned to see a most beautiful girl, half naked, skin and bone, with eyes like bright green diamonds. They saw her jump off the back of a giant bear, as she shouted. And running like lightning to the firing squad.

The bear sensed the meaning of her shriek and the whole scene.  It had experienced hunters guns in the past. She let out a thunderous growl, a long, enraged “grrrrrrrr”, full of rage and decisiveness, that pierced the chest of all spectators.

Simultaneously it lunged with such force at the firing squad that the soldiers panicked.  They threw down their weapons and barely managed to scramble to safety into the holding cells and close the door behind them. The bear became even angrier at their escape. In rage it took a rifle and with one strike against the holding cell’s wall, smashed it to smithereens. With lightning movements, it took one weapon after another and smashed it. A contingent of soldiers that was hiding behind the holding cells dispersed like leaves in the wind.

The Chief Constable yelled “Fire” a couple of times before running panic stricken into the government building. He stumbled. This served as a cue to the bear which grabbed both his legs by the calves, ready to tear his body asunder in one single movement.

The girl saw the scene. She cried once again “ Don’t!” The bear understood. It relaxed its grip on the Chief’s legs, letting him fall like a dead mass to the ground. He had fainted from fear. Blood ran down his calves from the bear’s nails.

 How  did this all happen?  I’ll tell you shortly.

From the moment Harilaos was caught and bound by the guardsmen, Agape, Who lived with the black bear, in the depths of the wild forest, over the river, felt strong vibrations in her soul. Vibrations of agony, upset. She started getting nervous, edgy and oversensitive, without being able to identify it or explain its cause.

After the death sentence was passed on the Monynoes, these waves of agony became more intense. But at the break of day on the third day, the vibrations became exceedingly intense. Just before awakening, she saw a terrible nightmare. She saw Harilao holding a slaughtered lamb above his head, and its blood running down on his head, face, dying his semi naked body red.

She woke up panicking from the nightmare. Now she was certain. Harilaos was in danger. He was fighting on the brink of death.

Just before death, the vibrations of love joined the two beloved, bringing them together. Love and death. The peak moments of life. These can renew life in the pure souls that live in love. In her tumult, Agape did not know what to do, where to go, if she could do something to help and how.

And as she vacillated outside her cave, she heard a whistle. Immediately her mind went to Angelis, the fairy-possessed boy. Angelis did not talk, he just whistled. Seldom saying a word, and only when in great need, upon entering town.

From the time he saw Agape going past the river into the wild mountain, Angelis believed her to be the fairy he had identified with from a fairytale he had heard when a little child. He believed that, after drowning she had become a fairy dwelling in the mountain. He did not say this to anyone, however, out of fear that a bad person should search the mountain, find her and harm her. He knew that there were bad people with demonic souls that do not hesitate to harm people .  That is why he didn’t speak human language. 

He feared people. He avoided them. He feared words. Through words, people developed animosity, ending up in some killing of each others. 

Now, however, he felt that some good people were in danger of being killed by bad ones. He felt deep compassion. He had to find the fairy, Agape. Maybe she could do something for them. At daybreak he crossed the river and headed into the mountain. He knew where about the bear had its cave. He also knew that the fairy lived with it. He felt this, without seeing it.

As soon as Agape heard the whistling, she immediately whistled in response A second whistle from Angelis. The sequence continued until they met.

Angelis showed what evil was to happen in the village today. He took a twig from the ground and pressed one end to his chest, and with his right hand made as if pulling a trigger, saying ”Boom!” Agape understood. “Who? Harilaos? She asked anxiously. Angelis nodded his head in a yes.

Wham! Agony, pain, anger, hope, all were encapsulated in the explosive shout  which emerged from deep within her being as she turned her head towards the depths of the cave: “Mom!”

The bear shot out of the cave like a bird. She was not asleep. She had felt Agape’s agony every day, every hour, but could do nothing for her. Other than remain calm and wait. This serenity would help significantly, come the time for action.

The time had come. The bear realized this. Agape stretched her arm out, pointing towards the river towards the town. The bear shook her back hither thither, as if in a warm up, before lowering herself indicating for Agape to climb onto her.

With one jump Agape was on her back. They descended the mountain, carefully, slowly, so that neither would fall. But once over the river the bear started running. Quickly, like the beat of Agape’s heart.

They arrived at the square at the last moment. And they completed their mission, the greatest act in the most crucial moment. They did what thousands of people did not do, leaving the four youths unprotected from the egos of the evil people who found joy in their murderous deeds, the medieval masters who barely change titles according to time and place, but with their evil essence remaining intact. Dead souls which were recycled in the passage of time to impose on the sleeping populace.

You know what happened next. When everyone had dispersed for fear of the bear, only the four Monynoes remained behind, joyful in the knowledge that all the agony was over. They soon saw Agape descending the steps one by one from the top end of the square, approaching. When she was close, she stopped. She eyed them all out. Vividly, with insight. With curiosidty, with love, as if they were her children. The Monynoes could not stand the intensity of her look. The kneeled down, prostrating themselves before her for some time.

Agape then approached Harilaos, stood before him, took his hand and drew him to stand opposite her.

The large bear, the great mother, followed her slowly at some distance. Agape felt her presence, but did not turn to look back. Now, however, she turned towards her with Harilaos, hand in hand, approaching her. They stood at arm’s length looking deeply into her eyes with heartfelt gratitude for some time. Eventually the bear made a gentle growl, a soft grrrrrr, as if to say ‘enough.’

However, she showed no sign of wanting to leave their side. And neither did anyone else of their party. They all still felt endangered. If the mad  egoistic, full of wickedness and hatred Chief Constable (as are all egoists, insane and violent) came out of his fainting spell, and found a soldier available, he could still order the execution of the Monynoes to take place. Not, however as long as the bear was at hand.

After quite a while the lawyer, fatigued  after the overnight stay and exhaustion on the horse, arrived at the square. He went to the governor’s house and presented the signed clemency document. The governor announced it over the public address system for all to hear, that the Monynoes were not only pardoned, but that their trial and its findings were invalid, unconstitutional and illegal.

The governor, so as not to jeopardize his position which was now endangered, ordered the arrest and detention of the Chief Constable and all those involved in the court martial and its findings. In a few days their trial would take place. The Chief’s  crimes were serious and it was certain that he would be found to be guilty. The lawyer would ask for their life imprisonment. Together with Tsflikas, who was seen as the instigator of this tragedy.

What came next and what could have happened will not be entered into here. 

I do feel, however, that the auspicious moment has arrived for some of you to write the continuation.

If you loved the Moneyno’s, their character, their nobility, their few but wise words, if you loved lady Silence, and the women of the mountainous Old Monynoland, if you loved Agape, doctor Leonida and the old lawyer, it will be worth contributing a wonderful development, a triumphant passage. So that they can do good to Humanity, to awaken it from its deep slumber of self destruction, under the hypnotic spell of the money system which is used by evil egoists who in their wild imaginings see themselves as superior- V.I.Ps.

Whenever you hear the term V.I.P, interpret it as Very Insignificant Persons, Very Insane Persons or Very Incapable Persons. Incapable to effect the change that we need in our lives on earth. A change to simplification, back to nature that would make redundant the factories that make useless, unnatural and dangerous products that poison the soil, water, air, people, animals……

Write something for your friends so good that all of humankind can love and follow their example. You follow their example, too. To be victorious over your own ego.  This would be even more significant for you than to write the book.

And the relationship between men and women that has been so deeply shaken and misshapen from the barbarity of patriarchal male dominance for thousands of years, can regain its balance.

And for women to regain the deep respect they deserve from all humankind, and with the self respect that they live out, to direct humankind, energetically but peacefully, non violently, out of the cycle of war and misery which humanity is repeatedly thrown into by the autocratic egoists who live, or rather  think they ‘live’ in the illusion of their egos.

The whole of humankind awaits your book, the fifth of Monyno. We shall create a web page where you will be able to publish your first half book of about 3000 words. The readers will vote to select the best books on the merits of the half book.

Then one of these will be awarded by a team of book critics as well as by readers.

The awarded book will have the best fortune you can imagine.


 
THE END
