Van Gras
Psychologist
MY SWEET, BARBARIAN GREECE
[image: image1.jpg]



A traveler, a therapist 

At the depths of its misfortunes
And its primitive mind.
- The deepest wounds require the highest therapy
- The “initiation” to the sublime truth is the permanent cure.
- The saint woman of Aeghion.
CHAPTER 1
THE TRAGIC LIES OF LIFE AND THE INITIATION TO THE TRUTH
In this story, the events and the characters will take you aback. To people who have much experience in life, they may appear ordinary. But I was really taken aback. Because this was the first time that I happened to be so close to persons of the politics. Not members of the parliament or the political parties, but of the local administration.

Well, I happened to get, that evening, at the house of the mayor of small town in Southern Greece. I was taken there, as his personal friend, by someone whom I had met only a few months ago. But, this man, told everybody in the town that he knew me a long time ago, meaning that he had been listening to my talks from the radio station. He declared, even before me, that I was the only man in this radio station, among all the speakers, who knew what he was saying. 
Well, this is how he had met me in the past and now he felt a great enthusiasm for the personal meeting. An emotional man, outgoing, but also very tired, very stressful, as we usually say today. One reason for this fatigue was too much work. An architect by profession, he was also an employee in a civil service. A big part of his shift, he used to run for his private building business. Is this perhaps the way they act, all people who are pushed by the motive for riches, to make fortune in every possible way, when they think they are given the chance? And this motive, where does it come from? How did it appear and made them move so automatically, so in their mind compulsively to this direction, I mean, making money, obtaining recognition, social ascent, name, glory, sexual conquests, or whatever else appears intensely in the temperament of each such person.

We may discuss it later, because now, I want to talk to you about this mayor in whose house I was brought by my good friend, but very stressful person. Let’s call him John.

After the necessary introductions, we sat down. The mayor’s wife suggested we take something to drink, coffee maybe. Because it was already evening, I asked for a glass of water and half a lemon to squeze in. Will you believe it? There was no lemon in the house, in the fridge. This happens to me very often. When I am on a visit, I usually ask for water and lemon as a drink. Often enough, I am told that they have no lemon. At some other times, they bring a lemon so old, so shrunk, almost rotten. I extract the juice from the lemon, but its taste is so disgusting that I stop drinking the lemonade. At some times, when I was thirsty and drank such a lemonade, I suffered long before I could digest it. My stomach reacted to the rottenness of this lemon juice. 
Sometimes I ask, - Why don’t you have lemons in the house?    It is so necessary.   The answer is. Oh, we cook without lemon, we don’t actually need it. I ask again, - If someone suffers from dyspepsia (indigestion) or has eaten something improper and suffers from a kind of poisoning, don’t you know that this lemonade can save him?   - Oh, we didn’t know that, they say.   Or they say:  - We have cans of soda for digestion. Well, you draw your own conclusions. Who is responsible for this ignorance?
Now thenl, after we sat down, John referred to me using the word “psychologist” which I never use. I despise this label because it is so illusionary and I had said that to my friend.

Well, the mayor’s wife, after she heard this label that John put on me, showed interest in me and told me.

– Mister Evangelos, do you know what a tragedy we are going through for a long time in this place, my husband and me? We are at the gate of insanity, of suicide. We have thought, and we are serious about this, to enter to a center, of a psychiatric clinic for a permanent living. Probably, there, it will be a better life than the one we are living here everyday.
I was taken aback. I never expected to listen something like that. I got immediately interested and asked if they could tell me what the problem was. She explained.
- For some time now, (I don’t remember exactly the period of time she told me), the chief of the opposition in our town Hall, lets call him Nick, after he accused us of stealing big sums of money that came to our municipality from the European community, that we put our lands in the town plan illegally and so we acquired an immense fortune, he took with him some municipal counselors who belong to the majority, to us, and he has put us out of our function as the mayor couple and his wife. 
-  I made a tragic mistake, the mayor added. I gave up to Nick the seal of the mayor because I trusted him. I was absent most of the time going here and there. I had my own business. I had also been tired of being a mayor since this is the third four-year period that I am in this post, by winning the elections. So this Nick caught the opportunity, presides in meetings of the counselors, with my own majority, he takes decisions with my majority, he seals them with my mayor’s seal and I am nothing to him. I can take no decision. I can sign no document. Such a situation! Can’t that drive you mad? That’s why we say, it will be better in a clinic. Do you know any good one to suggest?
I was really stunned by all that I was hearing, but I felt more as if I was listening to a comedy than to a tragedy. I was ready to break into laughter but I was limiting myself to a smile. This I couldn’t avoid. They saw me smiling and perhaps they were annoyed. In order to help them to get out of their situation, I said:
- Is that all the problem? We will solve it immediately.  .   
- Now, my friend John interfered.

- Do you know something for this case? Some kind of therapy?
I don’t know if the couple were annoyed by this interference, but I did. And I said: 
- See, this is the bad thing in Greece, when the word psychologist is mentioned. As if he is a special doctor for a special sickness. And in order that someone talks about a problem in his life to a psychologist, it will be as if he has first to admit that he or she is sick. Like for example inrheumatism. To have an appointment with a rheumatologist, you must first admit that you are a patient with rheumatisms.
- So, I explained, I do not accept the word psychologist and I begged them not to repeat it. And when I said we are going to solve the problem, I didn’t mean that we are going to do some psychoanalysis, a certain psychotherapy, which may begin at some time but it usually doesn’t end quickly. If the interested person doesn’t end it, the therapist has no interest in finishing it. Quite the opposite. You guess why.
- We don’t need any psychoanalysis, the mayor said. We are not… 
Then I understood that he had been annoyed by my friend’s interference. 

- Well, I started to talk again, determined and certain that I would take this couple out of their difficult situation, with only one conversation which I make when I face states like this one. States in which a certain individual or individuals have been entangled so badly that they feel they are going to get mad the next hour or the next day. I draw them completely out of this state and I transport them to another dimension of their mind. To another area of their cognitive or intellectual function, and cconsequently, their emotional function, also. They break the prison in which they have placed themselves; they get liberated from the limitations in which they had been pushed by other people around them or by themselves. And this takes only half an hour usually, or a bit more.   .

- Well, I said, everything will be solved in half an hour with a simple conversation. Do you want to? 

- Let’s hear. The mayor said.
- I’m going to ask you a simple question. All of you, John included. Whoever wants, replies.   It is not obligatory. The question is: Do you exist?
The question fell like a sudden thunder in a clear sky. All remained silent for a while. In the end, the mayor’s wife, let’s call her Rita, said:
- Now that you asked this question and I’m considering on it, I think that. I may not exist.
-  This is your answer. Now you, mayor, what do you say?
He didn’t answer for some time. Finally, he said.   

- I must pinch myself to feel pain in order to understand that I exist. (He showed as if he had given a clever answer, a scientific one,maybe)
-What about you, John? I asked my friend.
He looked being at the same loss, uncertain, but felt that I had not been satisfied by the answers, nor probably had he.
-  I say I exist.

He said it without any certainty as if he was saying:
- I say that I rather exist or I rather say that I exist. Uncertainty. Confusion. Something like a differentiation from the other two and, who knows, he might hit the target. 
-  Well, very well, I said. You say you exist. Are you sure?   
-  Yes, said my friend hesitatingly.

- Very well. Tell me now, how do you know that you exist? How did you conclude that?  
My friend got encouraged. Seeing that I was interested in his own answer, he felt that, perhaps, that was the right answer. His thinking function moved. He could answer correctly, logically.  
-  Where do I conclude it from? Since I see you, I hear you, therefore I exist.

-  Very correct I said. Your senses function. Sight, hearing. You smell the smells in the air, from the sea next to us. We were in a lovely house almost next to the sea.   
-  Yes, my senses function, therefore I exist, he said.
-  Very well, I said. Now tell me. When your senses do not function, do you exist?  
- When do my senses not function? He asked curious.
-  Well, when you sleep deeply. Very deeply. Someone tells you to wake up. You can’t hear although his voice reaches your ears. He pushes you and you don’t react, although your shoulder receives the touch, the push. Do you exist then? 
-  No, I don’t exist.

-  But then, how do you wake up again in the morning? And how you can hear again and see again? It is not possible that you have stopped existing and then started to exist again Agreed?
-Agreed. But then, if my existence didn’t stop, something else must have stopped or interrupted.

-Correct. What is this?

-Is it perhaps thinking?

-Certainly. No movement of thinking in deep sleep. But not only this. No perception, no stimulus of the senses. An interruption, a suspension of the function which we call perception or consciousness. The stimuli in the eyes, ears, smell, skin do not get perceived by you, because they are not connected, do not make touch with the center, with that function of the brain where the perception takes place. 

-  You mean to say, your brain dies during your sleep?
- Not at all. The brain lives, vibrates in a slow rhythm but it does not accept stimuli from the external senses.
And this is now the brain gets deeply relaxed, renewed, so that next morning its perception center can function sanely.

- Therefore, I exist when I perceive impressions, stimuli and also when I don’t perceive them.

-Yes, you exist even when you are fainted.

-Agreed. But I don’t like it at all to be fainted or stay in a deep sleep without perceiving anything. It is as if I do not exist.

- Yes, really. You do not exist as a personality, as a certain John or Nick, as a separate individual.

- But then, in what way do I exist?


- You do not exist at all. You do not exist as an I, as a me. If you ask what exists I will tell you. It is only life that exists, the life-giving spirit which makes all your vital functions to move. The pulse of the brain, the pulse of the heart, the pulse, breathing, endocrinal system, assimilation and digestion of food or oligoelements, etc.
 And this life-giving spirit, this life-breath is not personal or individual, it is not yours. It is universal and is diffused through the whole universe and gives life or soul to different forms of life, from the tiniest ant to the biggest elephant, from the tiniest leaf of grass to the biggest tree.
-But then, when I wake up in the morning, how is it that I am again the separate individual?

-You are not. You imagine you are.
-How this imagination happen? Is it a kind of madness?
-It is a habit. By listening to others calling you John, since you were very young, you got used to your name and you believe that you are John. By seeing around you people who say they are making a fortune, money or anything else, you want to become like them. Or if you feel that your wife or child or somebody else doesn’t love you, doesn’t respect you, you feel bad. If they flatter you, if you feel they love you, you feel joy, you give gifts, etc. Now think. Is it true that during the night, when you sleep deeply and the function of the mind as a perception and as thinking has been cancelled, completely interrupted, is it true that the organism functions quietly and corrects, as far as it can, the damages done to it by the tensions provoked by the function of your thinking during the day?

Is it true that all problems exist only in the thinking function of the individual that you think you are and not in your vital breath and force which is the spark of life within your organism? Is it ever possible that this vital breath, this life-giving ethereal element within you and everywhere outside you, can it ever have any problems?  

At this point we had a long pause. Nobody talked and nobody looked at one another. I closed my eyes to get perfectly calm and to rest my brain.     .
At this point I will stop this discussion that I had with these friends but I will come back to it later.

After some time, the discussion went on, but I feel it would be tiring for the reader to give here the second part of this discussion in this chapter. 

That’s why I will give the second part of this discussion in the next chapter, in which I describe an extraordinary and immediate psychotherapy which took place and which took that lady out of the most tragic situation where a woman can fall in, without ever being aware of how and why she fell in it.
CHAPTER 2
THE VERY DEEP WOUNDS REQUIRE THE HIGHEST THERAPY
I have already said that I have cooperated for a long time with a radio station which later became a TV station, a channel, as we usually call it.  
I go there for psychological talks for a period of about two months every year or twice every year. And because this station was  far away from home, when I have prepared a series of talks I take one of the rooms of the place, which also functions as a hostel and stay there paying a certain rent but without being paid for the talks and without ever accepting any payment for any personal meetings I have with persons who had fallen in a very difficult state in their life and wanted to see me in person. 

Well, that year, a certain morning, I saw in the secretary room a lady, around forty-five years old. She had a nice face, a bit fat but not obese and very active. 
I asked her whether she took a secretarial job in this place. She said yes. She also told me that she had studied in an English – Greek college, one of those with a good reputation and rather expensive. She had done studies of secretarial work, economics, English, the usual subjects. She had also won an award, a first place in an international contest for the best of the fastest typist. 

The work conditions for a secretary, here in this station were the worst possible, as I have been observing all these years. Automatically, I had a thought. For this lady to fall in here, there must be a problem in her life, something not going well. 

By going in and out of the studio, I passed by her office and we exchanged a good morning almost everyday. Sometimes she worked night shifts from three to eleven. And though she had no work to do, she had been ordered to sit in the office till 23:00, just until the end of her shift. During such a night, we talked a bit more than usual. At the end of her office, on her right side, there was a TV set and sometimes she had listened to some parts of my talks. I remember well that I have given her, from the beginning of our acquaintance, my book, LESSONS IN SELF KNOWLEDGE. I didn’t ask her whether she had read it, her impressions or what parts from the talks she had heard, what she felt them. Generally, she was in such a stressful state, hyperactive, I would say, that I wouldn’t like to burden her more.       
But during that night, she told me that she wanted to talk to me. So, we had a long talk.
Her psychological state was almost tragic. She was in the process of separation with her husband, in a horrible antagonism and war with him. But in spite of all this tragic state, she didn’t know where to move to. To divorce? Keep things as they are? Reconcile with her husband? 
She related to me one of the ways of his behavior. He often traveled as a salesman in the drug industry, an employee of a big drug company. Very often, when the opportunity was given, he took with him a female colleague from the same company. They traveled together for days, sometimes for weeks or a month, and of course they did everything together, not only their commercial duties. 

And because this lady couldn’t bear anymore to see him like that, to quarrel with him in the offices of the company where she also worked  as a secretary, she left that job and while looking for a new job, she came here from an announcement she read.

- I asked. After all this tragic development, are you still  wondering whether you should move on to the divorce? How did you manage to bear such a state of things for such a long time?
-What state? She asked wondering.

-This humiliation, this ridicule, his treading on your dignity. Do you have any children?

- Two. Boys.
-How are they going?

-One of them finished secondary school and works somewhere in a newspaper as a sports commentator. The second one has difficulties in finishing the school but he will manage. 


-Can you understand how much your children have been wounded from your quarrels?


- Of course, but what could I do?


-Tell me something. He was doing his adultery stories which wounded you so much, so deeply in your pride, in your dignity. How did you react to this wound, to this pain? Have you perhaps also had an extra marital relationship?


-Only one? She answered as if it was something natural or logical. He had one, I had one. He had two, I had three!

I got shocked. Thunderstruck, as they say. I never before heard or imagined something like that.
I had an insight that I should immediately stop listening to the description of the tragic conditions in their lives in the present and turned the conversation into the root, the cause of this state of things. A cause that is usually found in the very small age, babyhood but also childhood. I asked her directly.

-How was your childhood? Perhaps something very tragic happened then? Do you remember it?
-It was O.K., she said. My father loved me. He sent me to the best school, private school, a Greek-English one.
-What about your mother?

-Alright. She was alright.

Her answers were so colorless, without any certainty, affirmation, that one could understand, with some insight into the psyche of the other person, that there was something very serious hidden here.

-It’s not possible. I said.   I have a feeling that something very tragic happened then. Something that made you  lose your real self completely. Otherwise you couldn’t have fallen into such a tragic state. You couldn’t bear such behavior, nor would you wonder whether you should continue to live in such a hell.  

- I don’t know what you mean. She said. I don’t remember anything so tragic. 
She talked as if she wanted to avoid something that she felt she would like to say but couldn’t decide.
She got up from the office chair; she did one or two little jobs, a phone call.
I was standing immovable opposite her, that is, in front of her office all the time we were talking and remained immovable during this interruption. Very soon she came back to her chair, then she remained silent. Then she lifted her eyes up and looked at me but not right at my eyes.
- You know something, she said, recently, that is, several months ago, I discovered that they had adopted me. I was not their child

Now I got a bigger shock. I put my arms up, I hit my palms strongly and shouted with a sigh: Oh!
She got surprised.

-Well then, don’t get upset. It is not that tragic.
-  What did you say? I insisted. Was it not tragic? They stabbed your heart. They plucked your internals out of you. How old were you then? Do you know?
- Three years old.

- Just upon the flowering of your love for your real parents, both mother and father. When they put you out of home, did you cry? Did you scream? Do you remember? 
-  I don’t remember. But I do remember that, after having stayed for some time in the strangers’, house, my aunt came, not my mother, to talk to my stepmother, let’s say. They closed me, rather locked me in a room so that I could not see my aunt. Maybe they were afraid of how I would react or I don’t know what else they had thought. I understood that my aunt had come, from her voice. I kept my head stuck on the door. And I believed that she had come to take me home. Because they had told me before, that I would stay only a short time in the strangers’ house, for some reason, I don’t remember which. But, when I heard some chairs move, creaking, I had the feeling that my aunt would leave without taking me home. It is then that I broke into tears and shouts there was crying and screaming which, perhaps, has never happened in the world before. The crying, the sighing, the biting and the trembling of the teeth, as they say.  It was just at that moment that I hit the door with my fists,  my feet, my head, my little head which, as you can see, stay alive.

I was very much moved but I was controlling myself because this was the most crucial moment, the most decisive, for the deepening of her emotional state from which there could be a breaking out of all of the untold and the unbearable pain which was deeply buried inside her, and threw her out into the most tragic states in her marital and extra marital life.
-  It didn’t stay. I told her seriously and affirmatively.
- What do you mean, it didn’t stay? My little head? But, you see that I am well, I grew up, I studied, I talk, I work.   
-  Your little soul didn’t’t stay alive. I said. What did you do when your aunt left without taking you with her? Without even bidding farewell? Not even seeing you? Do you remember?
-I don’t remember.
-Certainly you don’t remember. Because at exactly that moment you died.

-  What do you mean, I died?
-  Your real self died. Your emotional sensitivity, your rationality, your intelligence. Everything was put out, buried down under the earth. Didn’t you then feel that you would like the earth to open and swallow you?

-Yes, I remember something like that. 
-  Don’t you feel it sometimes even now?
-  Yes, I have felt it several times. You know, after that death, as you call it, when I was out in the street, an infant only five or six years old, I went next to people, unknown people and told them: Good morning.  Women, men of a certain age, not very young. Good morning, good morning, I told them and I approaced them, stopping before them, hoping that they might pay attention to me. But they always passed by me. Always.

- And you? Again in the despair which was overcome by the illusion of hope, that someone will be found who will pay attention to you. You would have so much to tell him or her.

She was upset emotionally but she didn’t show it out. She had learnt to defend herself in her pain. She had learnt that very well.  An immense pain, an immense defense. Balance of terror. The dam should not break. If it did, who knows what?

I decided to make a turn. I told her:

- If you will give me some more time tonight, we are going to say something that will take you completely out of this hell you are living in. Not only for now, but for the whole rest of your life.

-  What are we going to do? Psychoanalysis? I don’t want it.

-  No. Not at all. We are going to play something like a game. I will ask you a very simple question.

-Do you exist?
    She didn’t know what to answer. In the following, my questions, the answers and the explanations were almost like the ones in the discussion with the couple of mayors and a friend in the first chapter.

Very soon we reached the point were we admitted that what exists is not the personality, the separate individual with all his or her problems, wounds, complexes, uncovered needs, psychosomatic disturbances etc.

What really exists is the real self, which is independent from the psychosomatic organism, from the limitation in which it is fallen by the condition of his or her birth, sex, social status etc.

She was very attentive to what she was listening. She was assimilating it, at least intellectually, and she confirmed them. She seemed as if she felt that here, in these syllogisms, she could find a refuge and get rid of her suffering.

I told her that the best part of this “initiation”, of this Knowledge which she was receiving tonight had not yet been given to her. She would be given it at once. I asked her:

-Fine. You understood that you exist only as the real you, not this individual who got wounded so much as a young child but also in the following stages of life. Now I am going to ask you something else. Did you exist before you were born?

The question gave her a shock, a state of loss, wonder. No answer. Exactly the same thing happened in the company of the three people in the previous chapter, when I started this second part of the discussion. There, after the shock and the wondering that this question provoked, the mayor said with certainty, -Of course not. His wife said, -Maybe. Perhaps. Who knows? This is a difficult question. (I understood that her mind went to theories about reincarnation, transmigration, past lives, etc)
Now, Nina (this is how we will call the lady secretary) after the shock, answered:

-Of course not. How could I have existed?

-Please think, I told her. How did it happen that you came into the world? Before the moment you were born, where were you?

- Hm, is that what you mean? Inside my mothers belly.


- Correct, I said. But, how did it happen that you were in there?

 
Another shock. Another state of wondering. Then she said:

-Through pregnancy.



-You mean, through perception.


-Yes.


-What was that which was conceived in the womb?


-One sperm.


-And where was that before?


-Inside the testicles of my father.

-Therefore you existed before you were born, you were inside that sperm. The whole of the genetic material which took the form of the body of a baby girl that you were born, existed inside that sperm as a programe for realization, materialization. To this sperm, after the conception, the genetic material from the organism of the mother was added and this composition gave this psychosomatic type of the girl you were born, together, of course, with the planetary influences which engraved you on the day and hour you were born. Is it so?
-It is so, she said and looked very absorbed in understanding everything we were saying, assimilating, digesting it.

-Now, I told her, I will ask you the last question. If you answer it, we are finished. I mean, your troubles are finished. You got liberated. You got healed once and for all.
She was deeply concentrated devoted and  excited from what she was hearing. I felt that all this was occupying a place not only in her mind but also in the depths of her existence. I was very hopeful that she would get out of her tragic state in her life.

- Well, the question is this, I said. How did it happen that you got there, in that sperm, with this program, the DNA, as they call it, which you still have, that is, your psychosomatic organism has, and it determines many of your psychosomatic reactions and behavior. How did it happen that you got there?


The question was unprecedented, original. She felt being at a loss, unable to think. 


- How did it happen that I got there? She asked again as if she were lost. Which me?    

-  This Me which is aware of this program, of this DNA of yours, the psychosomatic being you think you are you. This me which is contained in this program, directs it, which surveys, inspects its development, follows its course. That one which wanted to be born and pushed the sperm to its entering an ovule of the mother where it was conceived, developed into an embryon and then into a newborn organism, into this girl that you were you. And now, to facilitate this research, I’ll make the question simpler:


-How did it happen that this sperm got into the genitals of your father? How did it get there and from where?

The one shock followed the other.

- I have no idea, she said.

- Do you want to learn? I asked her so that I could confirm if the research we were doing had taken her along, if she was learning.    

- Whether I want? She said. Don’t you see that I am all ears?  I swallow every word.

 
-  Well, the sperm got in there through the process of the food items your father was eating. At a certain age, the male mammal animal starts to produce a sperm which contains the DNA of each animal species and when this sperms is conceived by the female ovule and incubates, it reproduces and perpetuates the same kind of animal. The same thing happens with man. Agreed?   

- Agreed.


- Now, you most probably know that all beings, man, animal, plants, contain, each in different proportion, the essence of the four elements, water, fire, earth, air. Do you know it?
-I do.These are the four structural elements of the matter and of the whole universe. These elements can get composed and then, in this composition, there enters the vital breath, the life-giver spirit, the holy spirit, the prana, the self consciousness, call it what you want, and creates a form of being according to the DNA of the matter which has been composed into this sperm and which can be so very tiny and invisible as in the sperm of the male mammal animal or as big as a bean or an egg of a hen.

-  Does that mean this egg is a sperm? The bean also?

-Of course. And the earth is the womb which conceives it, incubates it, and makes it to a plant with multiple fruit, lots of beans, seeds. Well, all the food items that an animal eats, your father as well, after they have been gone through a mysterious, inconceivable for the human mind process, through extraordinary biochemical transformations end up in producing the sperm which, if it is gestated, will reproduce the bean from which it came. Are we communicating?

-Of course, perfectly. But, I’m going to ask you a question too. How does it happen that these four elements, water, earth, fire, and air get into a bean, into a lettuce, into every food item and from there into the sperm and into every seed? I understood that I, in my essence, am that which is in the essence of the seed. The programme that directs the seed, the sperm. But how this essence got into the seed?   


-  This essence exists everywhere in the universe. The essence of these four elements plus the life giving spirit is the essence of the manifested universe, of the phenomenal world. It is everywhere. Did you understand?   

- I did. That is, was I everywhere in the universe?  


- Certainly, I said. It can’t be otherwise.Her enthusiasm  manifested very intensely, very openly. She got up from the chair, stretched her hands left and right and shouted with a pure and innocent joy:   


-  I was everywhere. Everywhere. I come from everywhere.   
-   And you were everywhere for ever and ever. And you will be everywhere forever and ever. Did you get it?
-I got it...   

- Well then now, which unhappiness, which wound can touch you, you, the real you or the real me, this eternal element which is inside and outside the matter, every pshysicopsychosomatic form, every living being? 

- Nothing can touch me anymore, nothing can wound me anymore. 

I was astonished, deeply moved, deeply joyful. This woman was liberated. She had found her real self; she had been identified with the essence of life, with the eternal, divine, ethereal element inside her and in the whole universe.  What a deed! Within one hour! 

After a few days, in an intermission of her work, where we  were the two of us again, she told me full of enthusiasm,

-Do you know what is happening in my house? In the afternoons when I don’t work here?

- What is happening? I asked curious.

-  A healing place. Something extraordinary! My friends come, those who are in a very bad state from the divorce, from the separation, from the quarrels with their husbands, and I give them this “therapy” which you gave me. They leave very relieved, they grow wings. You give us courage again. You give us the hope that we can again enjoy our life, they tell me. Hugs, kisses. Well, it’s a healing place for souls.

- I tell you. I became a psychotherapist. Who? Me. The emotional wreck, the life-time sufferer.

I expressed my joy but not my hesitation about whether one should and could play such a role. The role of someone who communicates, presents, explains, talks or becomes an apostle of this teaching. You may ask: How does this hesitation, this refusal can be justified? Why is it that someone who got liberated from misery, why shouldn’t one give to others the medicine that cured him or her?

I will tell you. The person who got liberated from his false self certainly and definitely, has been completely dissociated from his/her psychosomatic entity. But this entity, this psychosomatic being doesn’t stop functioning as long as the person is alive, as long as this being is alive and produce psychosomatic reactions to the phenomena of life, persons, events, attractions and aversions, loves and hates. The person who claims is liberated, after one has heard with great attention, with empty mind the teachings, understood it, assimilated it, has he already reached the point of dissociation from his psychosomatic organism whom he sees as himself? Has he completely died for this mechanism? Is he completely indifferent to whatever life brings to him? Opportunities for profits, material possessions, posts, positions of power, satisfactions, revenges and blows to people who have done injustice to him, wounded him, stolen him?  With what logic or intelligence does his mind work? With what attitude or tendency: the tendency to acquire or the tendency to get rid of material or intellectual accumulation or unburdening?

Now that I am at the end of this chapter, I want to explain to you why I end it here and will not relate what happened in that tragic case with the mayor and his wife or my friend John, who, that evening, took the final decision, secretly, within him, to be a candidate mayor in this same town against the present mayor “forbidden” by the opposition party. 

I will only say this. When the whole of this discussion or “therapy”, first and second part finished, and after we stayed silent for some time, the mayor said.

-Now, I have a dilemma. I don’t know what to do. To be a candidate as a mayor for the coming elections or not to be?  
I told him:

-Whichever you do, you will have the same result, I mean the same experiences.

-What result do you mean? What experience?
-The ones you had up to now. You will have satisfactions, pleasures, when you shall obtain something you want and you will have very big embarrassments, grieves, miseries, troubles when you shall not obtain what you want.

To my friend John, now a candidate mayor, who told me some other day that he wants very much to be elected the new mayor in his town, in order to do good, to correct injustices done to some people in his town, to help some others get out of misery (and he meant, material, financial misery), and other such things, to this man I said:
-No matter how much good you do to others, the misery in human beings is constantly reproduced. It is part of the nature, of the actual being, of the level of intelligence of humans. The just correction you will do to some people may appear as injustice to some other people who might then hate you, see you as a foe and hunt you.

As long as you don’t see the danger of identification with the psychosomatic organism and its reactions, joys and grieves, egocentric interest, selfishness and fear, as long as you don’t see this function of the me, of the false me, of the separate individuality or personality in each man and in your own self, whatever good you may do could be inversed to evil.    

I will not describe all the events that happened in their lives later on, because it is not important. The only thing that is important is the identification, the attachment to our false selves which we call I, Me, Ego, and the dissociation, the detachment from this false I. Or, in other words, the most important thing is the death of the I, of the Ego.


You may understand that, for exactly the same reason, I stopped the story of the cure with the lady secretary at that point and I do not think it is important to mention what happened in her life later which I learnt from her in, an appointment we had two years later. The flash of this truth, of this initiation which may happen in a person can never be lost. It maybe that after this flash, this spark, you may forget it completely.
 This person may get so badly entagled in life that may  reach absolute despair. He or she may get identified so strongly with persons or ideas or states of life that one may do much evil, cause lots of misery to oneself or to others. It may also be that one disappears from life without having the opportunity to relive this flash of truth and get liberated,healed from the lie, the illusion, and the illness of his or her Me.

But if the conditions of life, the circumstances allow it, that flash of the highest truth, the ultimate truth, which is so simple but  also so inadmissible, unacceptable by our intellectual pride. This spark may reappear more shining and conquer man’s soul, overcome his mind, the devil of his egocentricism and his stupid self worship, self- satisfaction and self-admiration.  

One advice could be: Record this initiation, this cure you have just read, on a cassette or a CD and listen to it for several days successively. But during this period, never talk to anyone about it. Later, when you forget yourself within the current of life and people and you get again entangled in identifications and you suffer, listen to it again. Once is enough, because the repetitive listening that you had done in the beginning, has planted the truth within you. If you listen to it after some time, it gets alive again, just like a flower which dried out of thirst but didn’t die. The new listening is like water which gives life again within you. It will blossom immediately, I assure you. I insisted on the fact that it is not important to describe the development, I mean the events that took place after that friendly meeting and discussion, “initiation” therapy of the mayors’ couple and their friend. It was an “initiation”, to self knowledge. The important thing is that in that meeting, the antagonism started secretly growing within them and their wish, the urge of each one of the two men but also of the two wives, to beat the other, to reach their goal to be elected. In this urge there was that joy, primitive joy to knock the other down for you to get up to the glory, the imposition, the recognition, the money, lots of money, power over others through a high position and possession of money.
 I will not relate the very ugly psychological states, emotional and neurological of the two couples in the process of time because all this is a consequence, a result of the way of functioning, I mean the psychological functioning of the ordinary man, that is, of every one of us. 
The desire for the pleasant, for the success which looks so pleasant, so satisfactory and the fear, the hate for the unpleasant, for the failure which appears so disgraceful to us, will necessarily bring the ugliest negativities in our soul: envy, revenge, accusing each other, lots of lies, even physical violence, death, suicide or murder. And all these because of the very low level of our being, of the way of functioning of this mammal animal which is man.   
This animal actually and fortunately, is born with a very important possibility: the possibility to see, to get aware how the egocentric animal within him works, functions. To get aware of all his egocentric limitations, to see the violence of his primitive urges. With this seeing, this looking, the violence of these urges lessens and so man can be gradually tamed and finally live without violence, to become human, from day to day, from moment to moment.    

In similar and worse psychological states fell the lady secretary in the process of time. She started hunting her ex-husband, so many trials in the courts, so many demands for money that he couldn’t pay, with the result that her psychosomatic condition deteriorated.
When, in some instance, I asked her, - Might be that your ex- husband is now paying for all the misery, the unhappiness you lived as an orphan, an adopted child, in which state your parents threw you? Her answer was:
- Of course. Shouldn’t someone pay for such a misery I went through? 
I asked her if she happened to learn now that she found her real parents again, the reason for which they put her out of home.
           - Yes, she said. I had (and still have) two more sisters. The times were very difficult, in the previous decade, 1950-60 when I was born, we have had two wars. Four years the occupation from a foreign country and from 1945 to 1949 a civil war with dozens of thousands dead and a million exiles and thousands of villages destroyed, burnt down, etc. There was not enough bread at home. So the grandma, not my mom, the grandma, said:

-Let’s give her out, this youngest daughter, for the older two to survive.

- Finally, do you see that the intellectual assimilation of this knowledge, of this therapy for every misfortune, for every trouble, the knowledge that these people took, didn’t help them to change their way of function and enter in another level of function?

You may ask:


Why then do you transmit, do you broadcast, why do you talk about this teaching?


To this question, I feel I have answered above here.


Someone asked me:


-If we are close to a person who transmits this teaching and we listen to him/her, could this change our way of functioning, take us out of our misery,for the rest of our lives?

I answered.
 – Yes, this could help a lot. If you could find a person in a certain centre, spiritual I mean, a person who gives with his speech and behavior this teaching, do not miss the opportunity. But please be alert. Your hope to find this help, this assistance, may throw you down into the trap of people or centers that can not only not you good but exactly the opposite. The world is full of imperfect people who try hard to persuade other people that they are perfect. It is full of psychologically sick people who offer psychotherapy. They are actually seeking recognition, acceptance, imposition, glory, money, position of power, of superiority and practice sexual, psychological and work exploitation of other people, especially of sensitive and unhappy women. This is due to their own complex of inferiority, their inability to love. Love, which is the essence of our existence, has been taken from them, has been destroyed in them in their childhood by other people next to them at the time when they were so weak, so unprotected from evil people. What is left within them is only a psychological misfunction which goes together with the paranoid arrogance which infinitely tortures them and some of the people that go near them, in case they identify with them.
Before I finish this chapter, allow me a insettion. And one suggestion that I hope you will like very much. 
Shouldn’t it be so that these positions: mayor, chief of prefecture, member of parliament, minister, prime minister, president etc, that they have only a medium salary (let us say the salary of the director of civil service), so that only good people would put candidacy to these positions. People who want to offer, with their knowledge, their peaceful character, their altruism, offer whatever they can for the common good.

 Now, with these very big salaries that are offered for these positions, don’t we understand what kind of people are seeking out these positions? What kind of complexes and hungers they want to satisfy? 
Is it perhaps the right time to move to a great change in this domain? Just like other good changes that have taken place during the latest decates in the public administration. Shouldn’t be also right for the people who are elected in the opposition, in the communities, in the prefectures, in the parliament or everywhere else, shouldn’t they take up necessarily, obligatority a certain productive work which would be allocated to them by the state? Instead of poisoning themselves, their colleagues and all of us, the simple citizens with the venom of their negativity, aggression, evil talk, abuse, insults, sundering, which is now their main occupation? A destructive, sick occupation.
Don’t we, simple citizens, have the right to avoid being poisoned in our souls by the venom, by the poison of their own soul? Until when shall we be bearing it?

Whoever of them refuses productive work, will lose his salary in the beginning. Secondly he will lose the right to be a candidate again as well the right to a pension from this position.  
Can you imagine how many good things would come to our lives with such an important change? Let’s demand it, all of us, the soonest possible. We are going to make our life more human. We have the right to it. We shall also help the venomous people to get rid of their venom. They have the right to it.
At this point I would like to give you my poem.

WHAT YOU ARE, WHAT YOU ARE NOT. I gave it a melody and I sing it in one of my CD’s, the one called REVOLUTION IN THE MIND. I talk about it in my other short book, AROUND THE HEART OF LONDON IN 45 DAYS, in which you will find the story of Tina, a 30 year old opera singer, who had never sung in an opera because of being in a tragic psychological state, alcoholism, etc, because of her sufferings, rejections and beatings from a very cruel adoptive mother. Tina listened to this CD, REVOLUTION IN THE MIND, liked the songs and then she started giving concerts in North London and winning an income, a position in life and society in which she felt so much rejected and put out. I can send this CD to any person who would like to have it and use it professionally, for concerts or otherwise. 

I’m sure that you will find in this song all that we have said during the discussion, “initiation”, therapy, in the first and second part of this book.    
WHAT YOU ARE, WHAT YOU ARE NOT
	You are not what you seem to be 
nor any thing you think you are
you are not what you know, you have
nor what you run to find, to catch
You are only a great mystery
unknown to you and everyone
perennial and universal

inside you but transcendental
You are not your beastly little I
the running after every pleasure
you are not the changing mask you wear
neither whatever you swear
You are what you have ever been
what you shall always be
you are now, and forever
love, joy, and sweet sense of being
	You are not what you dream, imagine
that you shall get, you shall possess
you are not the wounds you took, you gave
the animal urges within your brain
You are what is never born
what can never disappear
you are what shall ever be
after your person disappears
You are only a little, little drop
of the great, large ocean
going up, then going down
in the ocean’s background
If you caught what I told you
you are dead for your I
and shall live in the domain
of the whole you shall remain.


CHAPTER 3
THE SAINT WOMAN OF AEGHION

It was summertime. I was staying at my friend John’s house for several days. Swimming in the cold sea, in the morning, long walks in the afternoon. Fresh, strong wind from the sea, sunshine all day long, it was divine blessing. 

A certain morning, as I was coming back from a long walk I found my friend John in the garden outside his house together with two local people, neighbors or friends. 


-You missed something important, my friend John told me as soon as he saw me. A friend of mine has been here, who has just left. He came from Aeghion for some business in this town but he stayed with us for some time. What you missed? you may wonder. Well, I will tell you. This man is a saint, his wife, too. She died six months ago but he communicates with her every night. They talk to each other. She tells him things so alive, so actual from the field where her soul is. And George, I mean this friend, verifies her sayings and they prove to be true. Things about the state of health of people whom she left behind in life, in Aeghian, in villages around, about their relatives but also about people who had died before her and are in the same field with her. This is something that has upset them both, I mean this friend and his son, and they are both living, father and son, in a tension for many months up to now.

Whatever the dead woman tells them, they write down in a book, separately each of them and then they compare what they wrote. They find the similarities. They often wake up at night, immediately after the communication with her soul, and they write them down at once so that they don’t forget them till the morning. 

You, who are interested in the secrets of the soul, maybe interested to listen to him or perhaps read their books. It is a miracle. The whole town of Aeghian talk about them, those who know them. They consider them as saints who are in touch with the divine, with hereafter.
I got surprised. I got curious. I asked:

-Is there no possibility for him to come again or for me to go and talk with him somewhere else?

-Don’t worry. He’ll come back. We talked to him about you, what you are busy with. As soon as he finishes his job, in about an hour, he’ll pass by again. You will meet.
The time went by. George came. A quiet man, modest not arrogant or excited as he could have become after this very strong experience he has had with the soul of the dead woman.

After the introductions, I begged him to move a bit further so that we can talk the two of us. As we went away, John said:


-Talk, but remember, you talk to a saint man.


-Don’t pay attention to them, George told me, as soon as we stood a bit further, under a tree to be protected from the burning sun. Saint? Silly talk. Me? I was a violent man, a barbarian in my behavior, a wild wolf. She, yes, she was a saint.  


I got impressed. Here was a man who had seen himself, his animal self, his bad ways, his primitive reactions. He had seen his violence, his brutality.
-When something went wrong in my job, if I made a mistake, I was swearing, saints and demons. I was someone for you to pity, to fear of. I am not so now. She changed me. I owe everything to her. 


I was stunned as if some light shown before me, as if I had seen a miracle. I was absorbing his words, the tone of his voice; I paid attention to his look, the expression of his face. Yes, he was a transformed man, a tamed man. He had got rid of the violence of the Me, of every egoism, ambition. He was human. I asked him:

-And how did this change happen, this transformation?


-I’m going to tell you, he responded. She changed me. By her ways. I have a business with building materials in my land outside my house and a garden where I farm vegetables. I made my living on this.   I still do. Well, this business had many problems. Machines went out of order; water didn’t go where I wanted it to go, when I changed jobs from the one to another, cement bricks, lime, vegetable garden. I was trying hard to find solutions. I got nervous. And then I began my songs. That is, crossing. I crossed like a madman.

-What then? 


-She was observing me from a distance, without appearing, secretly, from the patio, behind the windows, I didn’t know.

At some moment, she came near me, very quietly, tiptoeing, as a fairy. Without saying a word, she bowed, she picked up the hose at the point where I had the problem, she made another connection, opened another valve and the water went where I wanted. Immediately after, she stood up and left as she had come, tiptoeing, but more quickly than she came, without a word. Till she entered the house and disappeared. Do you understand now? Such a person was I. Such a person was she. A saint. She transformed me. She turned me into another man. Otherwise I might have been dead, burst out from my explosions, I might have destroyed my son, too.


I understood. What did I understand? This woman had found herself in a dilemma. A tragic position. Either she would bow down in front of his violence, his mad nervosity, in order to survive or would react with the same violence, shouts, quarrels. But she had an enlightment. This was in her essence, in her being, a higher level of understanding and insight. She felt that whichever she did, she wouldn’t survive. She had her son, too. She had to save two people from her nervous, maniac husband, since fate brought it for her to fall in his hands. Herself and her son. And she found the key. Silence. But without a hidden hate, negativity or indifference for her husband. She would help him in his difficult moments, in his sickness. She had compassion for him, pitied him for his misery. With the calmness that silence gave her, she perceived the right solution where her husband couldn’t see, amidst his agitation and explosions of wrath and swearing. 

- I guess this lasted a long time before she died. I don’t know how long. I only know that the power of silence is immense. It changes the chemistry of the brain. Not only of the one who keeps silence, but also of the person or persons who experience this silence. It works wonders, transformations.

Dear reader, are you aware that we have lost silence in our lives? The greatest treasure of our existence? Do you understand why homes madden their residents?  It is because silence is absent and also love, which blossoms in silence. Mind is prevailing. The superficial mind, thinking, talking. That is, evil – doing mind.
As far as the communication with her soul is concerned, George told me all about it. He brought me the book, too. I read some of his notes, I can’t judge them. I only know that silence builds character, builds soul in the man who, usually, has no soul. Such a soul doesn’t die easily. It doesn’t sink; it goes higher or to the opposite side. If you ever came in touch with such a good soul in your lifetime, you will not lose the touch when it dies.  It may guide you; lift you to a level which would be impossible for you to reach, without this touch. To make you a holistic man instead of the egocentric animal you used to be. To make you humble and compassionate, transform you. To turn you into a saint, in the right meaning of the word, not the traditional or conventional. Give you the universal intelligence and to act with it. To be without violence.



THE END

Note: Summaries about my other works are to be found in my webpage: www.ananeossi.gr 
ΑΛΛΑ ΕΡΓΑ ΤΟΥ ΙΔΙΟΥ

ΜΑΘΗΜΑΤΑ ΑΥΤΟΓΝΩΣΙΑΣ
Οδηγός για την εσωτερική, ψυχολογική επανάσταση. Με αναφορά στους μύθους του Αισώπου (που περιλαμβάνονται στο βιβλίο).
Ο ΚΡΙΣΝΑΜΟΥΡΤΙ ΚΑΙ Ο 4ος ΔΡΟΜΟΣ (Οι διδασκαλίες των Γκουρτζίεφ - Ουσπένσκι - Νίκολ)
Η   ταυτότητα   της   πιο   αληθινής,   επιστημονικής   διδασκαλίας   για   την   αυτογνωσία   και την αυτομεταμόρφωση. Έχει εκδοθεί και σε αγγλική μετάφραση και κυκλοφορεί από τις εκδόσεις SAI TOWERS (από το 2003) σε όλο τον κόσμο.
Ο ΠΛΑΤΩΝΑΣ ΕΙΝΑΙ Ο ΔΑΣΚΑΛΟΣ ΣΟΥ ΣΤΗΝ ΑΥΤΟΓΝΩΣΙΑ ΚΑΙ ΤΗΝ ΑΥΤΟΜΕΤΑΜΟΡΦΩΣΗ
Ψυχολογικά σχόλια στα καλύτερα κείμενα του Πλάτωνα (που περιλαμβάνονται στο βιβλίο), διάλογοι και μύθοι, που φανερώνουν τη βαθιά γνώση του για τη διδασκαλία της αυτογνωσίας και της αλλαγής του Είναι.
ΓΡ. ΞΕΝΟΠΟΥΛΟΣ. Ο μεγάλος ρεαλιστής της Νεοελλ. Λογοτεχνίας. Κριτική και ψυχολογική ανάλυση των καλύτερων διηγημάτων του Γρ. Ξενόπουλου, που περιλαμβάνονται στο βιβλίο, καθώς και της αυτοβιογραφίας του (περιλαμβάνονται αποσπάσματα). Κριτική ανάλυση της ζωής και του έργου του.

ΓΙΑΝΝΗΣ  ΒΛΑΧΟΓΙΑΝΝΗΣ.  Ο  αληθινός  ψυχογράφος  του  νεοέλληνα.  Κριτική  ψυχολογική ανάλυση των καλύτερων διηγημάτων του, που περιλαμβάνονται στο βιβλίο. Τολμηρή αποκάλυψη των νευρώσεων του νεοελληνικού χαρακτήρα. Κριτική ανάλυση της ζωής και του έργου του.

ΑΥΤΟΓΝΩΣΙΑ Ή ΚΑΤΑΣΤΡΟΦΗ. Ψυχολογική ανάλυση και σχόλια στους μύθους του μεγάλου μυθοπλάστη Γιάννη Βλαχογιάννη (νέου Αίσωπου)_, που περιλαμβάνονται στο βιβλίο.
ΠΑΡΑΚΑΛΩ, ΜΗ ΣΠΑΣΕΙΣ ΑΜΕΣΩΣ ΤΟΝ ΚΑΘΡΕΦΤΗ
Ταξίδι στα βάθη της ψυχολογικής μας ζωής

ΒΙΒΛΙΑ ΓΙΑ ΠΑΙΔΙΑ ΚΑΙ ΟΧΙ ΜΟΝΟ:

“ΤΑ ΠΑΙΔΙΑ ΑΛΛΑΖΟΥΝ ΤΟΝ ΚΟΣΜΟ”
1. ΑΓΑΠΗ ΠΑΙΔΙΚΗ Τραγούδια και ποιήματα σε βιβλίο και cd.
2. ΣΟΦΟΥΛΑ ΚΑΙ ΕΙΡΗΝΑΙΟΣ
Τα δυο παιδιά που σταμάτησαν για πάντα τους πολέμους.
3. ΤΑΞΙΔΙ ΣΤΟΝ ΑΘΟΡΥΒΟ ΠΛΑΝΗΤΗ
Φανταστικό ταξίδι στα ύψη του ουρανού και στα βάθη του εαυτού.
4. ΕΝΑΣ ΑΓΓΕΛΟΣ ΣΤΗ ΓΗ
Μόνο ένα αγγελικό παιδί μπορεί να αλλάξει τον κόσμο.

Υπάρχουν 25 πολύ δυνατά θεατρικά έργα μου. Ορισμένα παίζονται μόνο με 2 (ή 3) ηθοποιούς. Προσφέρονται δωρεάν για παράσταση ή ραδιοφωνική ή τηλεοπτική παρουσίαση σε επαγγελματίες ή ερασιτέχνες. Κάποια από αυτά έχουν το στοιχείο της βιωματικής εμπειρίας, ψυχοθεραπευτικής. Επίσης υπάρχουν 5 CD με τραγούδια μου. Εντεχνο, ποιοτικό τραγούδι, με ρίμα και μέτρο. Νοήματα, ψυχολογικά, απελευθερωτικά, θεραπευτικά. Υπέροχες ενορχηστρώσεις. Για σόλο και χορωδία. Για συναυλίες ή για καλλιτεχνικές βραδιές. Τηλ συγγραφέα : 6937-462819.
Αντιπρόσωπος : Βιβλιοπωλείο Μύρων Γαλανάκης, τηλ : 210-9915316.

ΤΑ 2 ΒΙΒΛΙΑ ΤΟΥ ΑΧΡΗΜΑ

Δίνουν σε όλους μας, παιδιά, νέους, μεγάλους, τις πιο καλές ιδέες για την αλλαγή στη ζωή μας, σε πολλά επίπεδα. Στο είναι μας, δηλαδή στο χαρακτήρα μας, στη συμπεριφορά μας, στην εκπαίδευση, στην οικονομία, στις σχέσεις αγάπης.


Για να ανθίσει η καλοσύνη και η αληθινή φιλία στην καρδιά κάθε ανθρώπου.


Γράψτε εσείς το τρίτο βιβλίο του ΑΧΡΗΜΑ. Η έμπνευση θα σας έρθει από τα δύο πρώτα βιβλία. Το καλύτερο βιβλίο θα επιλεγεί με ψηφοφορία από αναγνώστες κάθε ηλικίας και θα δημοσιευτεί σε χιλιάδες αντίτυπα. Ο/η συγγραφέας θα εισπράττει τα νόμιμα δικαιώματα για όλη τη ζωή.

ΑΝΤΖΕΛΟ ΛΑΒΦΟΥΛ – Ενα πολύ επικίνδυνο παιδί

Σε δύο βιβλία : 1) ΔΙΑΚΟΠΗ ΠΟΔΟΣΦΑΙΡΟΥ. Ο δεκάχρονος Ελληνο-Αγγλος (Αγγελος Αγαπητικός) βάζει τέρμα στη βία και στα άλλα κακά του ποδοσφαίρου : Αγριος ανταγωνισμός, χρηματολατρεία, διαφθορά, προσωπολατρεία, καθήλωση των φιλάθλων στις κερκίδες και μπροστά στην TV, που προκαλεί ένταση και βία. Προσφέρει σε όλους μας ένα καινούργιο, θαυμάσιο αθλητικό παιχνίδι που σύντομα μπορεί να ξεπεράσει τα μπαλοπαιχνίδια (football-basketball) σε όλο τον κόσμο. Σε κάθε παιχνίδι εκατοντάδες φίλαθλοι θα ασκούνται μέσα στο γήπεδο. Θεατές και αθλητές θα εναλλάσσονται μέσα στο γήπεδο. Συναρπαστικό, ομαδικό – ατομικό άθλημα για μικρούς και μεγάλους σε κάθε γειτονιά και σε εθνικό επίπεδο.


2)
ΠΕΡΙΠΕΤΕΙΕΣ ΣΤΟ ΙΔΡΥΜΑ ΑΓΑΠΗ. Ο Αγγελος φέρνει ριζικές αλλαγές στη ζωή μας, θεραπεύοντας πολλές αρρώστειες σωματικές και ψυχικές. Καταργεί τα χάπια  και εισάγει την ολιστική ψυχοσωματική θεραπεία που βασίζεται στην αγάπη και στην υγιεινή διατροφή. 

4 ΒΙΒΛΙΑ ΓΙΑ ΠΑΙΔΙΑ ΚΑΙ ΜΕΓΑΛΟΥΣ ΠΟΥ ΑΛΛΑΖΟΥΝ ΤΗ ΖΩΗ ΜΑΣ ΠΡΟΣ ΤΟ ΚΑΛΥΤΕΡΟ, ΠΟΛΥ ΚΑΛΥΤΕΡΟ.

Το πρώτο βιβλίο του Αχρημά

Ο Καλαμάνθρωπος και τα μαγικά χαλιά του.

Η προετοιμασία και το πέταγμα του Αχρημά

Διαβάστε και το δεύτερο βιβλίο του Αχρημά

Οι θαυμαστές περιπέτειες του Αχρημά 

στην ονειρεμένη Αχρημοχώρα, Χώρα της Αγάπης, της Σιωπής και της Καλοσύνης

Ευάγγελος Γράψας

            Ψυχολόγος

Το τρίτο βιβλίο του Αχρημά θα το γράψουν τα παιδιά. Έχει προκηρυχθεί πανελλήνιος διαγωνισμός για παιδιά 10 έως 20 χρόνων. Το βραβευμένο βιβλίο θα εκδοθεί από τον εκδότη. Λεπτομέρειες στο δεύτερο βιβλίο του Αχρημά.
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