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Chapter 1
“All is love” The song that took Kate out of her locking in the clinic. Now, Kate is studying psychotherapy.
When you have read the title of this book, you may wonder: -How did you get there? And for what reason?
I'm going to tell you. Two years ago, I wrote a book entitled ANGELO LOVEFULL, AN EXTREMELY DANGEROUS CHILD. Then, I translated it in English.
To be exact, it is not one but two books. With the same main character. A ten year old boy. The situation is different and the adventures take place in a different environment. The titles of the two books are: 1) Game Interrupted Football failure. 2) Adventures  institute LOVE.
People who have read these books in Greek or English or who have listened to some pages of them which I read in the radio-TV station where I cooporate, commented very favorably, I would say with enthusiasm. “Angelo has changed my life. I changed my way of eating and limit my food to the healthy items only. I came out of coffee, out of smoking. “These comments refer to the book ADVENTURES AT  LOVE INSTITUTE. Comments about the other book go like this”. I understood the deep, and incurable causes of the violence in football games and I devoted myself to the new game which Angelo Lovefull invented. I participate in every game in the playground as a player or alternatively I become a spectator and so I have a very fine time and a healthy one. So I feel all alive and not half alive - half dead, not like a puppet on the chair before the lit lamp of TV.  I feel this is the best book in world literature, for children and adults, from Robinson Crusoe, the Treasure Island to Harry Potter, books which are full of all sorts of negativity, hatred, revenge, racism, crimes. Books very improper, inadequate for children and adults”. 
Angelo, with his angelic love and his deep instinctual wisdom, his earth logic lifts us high up, humanizes us, gives us wings. The fact that he is being hunted by the establishment of the medico pharmaceutical and football industries make the book really exciting. 
An English literary agent answered to my suggestion to publish this book in English that, it is better that the English version should be published first and not the version in the mother tongue of the writer. English publishers usually want exclusive copyright and the first edition in English.
This is how I decided to translate it in English and then send it to England.
I know that the English publishers do not accept books from the writers but only from the literary agents. Now, the agents do not accept whole books but only summaries. The briefer, the better. After some research, I found one of the more important agents and sent him the summaries, one full page for each book and the titles of all the chapters.
Well, here is the miraculous thing! As I thought it was. They answered to me, via email of course, that the books interest them and I should sent them half of each book, that is, three chapters of each.  But not via email, only through the post office in printed copies, not in CD. 
I did it. I had waited four months. Have you received an answer? Nor have I. Well, December was near. And so I decided to go to London and see the agent personally.
I haven’t arranged for an appointment because I intended to stay in London for some time, I though I didn’t yet know where. I had found some addresses for cultural centers where the room or the bed is relatively cheap.  I couldn’t afford to pay a hundred pounds for a night which is the price of an average hotel in the center of London and I didn’t want to stay in the center, either.
This is how I happened to be in London beginning of December 2007.
I phoned in the center where I had arranged to stay and the automatic machine answered that, when I reach Edgeware train station, I should call again so that they could give me a lift to the center because there is no local public transportation.  The trip proved to be very long, more than an hour, and the ticket relatively expensive. When I reached Edgeware terminal station, I realized that I had gone as far away from central London as, let us say, Sunio is  from Athens. I asked the taxi driver whether he knew the center CHRISNA CONSCIOUSNESS. Yes, he knew it and the trip would cost thirteen pounds, almost eighteen euros.
That is how I got at this center. They gave me a wooden bed in a room made mainly of wood, the roof, the floor, the furniture.  Magic. I adore wood as lodging but I haven’t yet had the chance to enjoy it.
At this point, I must say that, a long time ago, I had translated Bhagavad-Gita, (the divine epic) for a publisher in Greece. The main person in this epic is Krishna and this “holy” book is considered the Bible of Hinduism and more precisely of Krishnaism, a branch of Hinduism.     I was impressed positively by the teaching of yoga contained in the book but I felt a kind of aversion to the advocation war and of killing. A teaching which most probably relates to a patriarchal, militarist, aristocratic society with authoritarian kings and slave subjects and people who are sacrificed by these chiefs in their slaughters and their antagonism for power and lands. 
So I wanted to learn what relationship could this teaching have with our times. And what the people who get into this movement, for some time or permanently, believe and what they are busy with in this movement. This was one of the reasons that I asked to stay in their center. The other reason was that food and lodging was charged very low.
 And now, let’s proceed directly to the “therapy”. It happened, as always, without my or her seeking or planned it. She was a girl about 28-30 years old, English. Let’s call her Kate.
It was December 23. A day of celebration, the greatest celebration for those who are connected with some religion which has Krishna as its main god.  The word Krishna, does it remind you of the word Christ? And the expression Krishna consciousness does it remind you of Christ consciousness? The 23d of December is the birth day of Krishna. Does it remind you of the 25th of December, Christ’s birthday?
Lots of people were coming in and going out. Lots of dinners, exclusively vegetarian always, in every meal, were served every now and then, for the newcomers. A lot of people. Big crowd. In the temple, hymns to Krishna were sang. The harmonium and other musical instruments played the melodies. An atmosphere of great celebration, but all this in low tones, in a peaceful, traditional, conservative mentality and context. Nothing extravagant. Few conversations or none. The movements of people very calm, with dignity, humility, respect.
At a certain moment, as I moved along the corridor, I saw a girl moving to the exit slowly and in a state of ecstasy, innocent joy, childish happiness. She was Kate. Tall and slim, blond and blue-eyed as I observed when she came nearer.  She was singing softly, low voiced. I stopped before her. She did the same. She was looking at me and singing. Not a song, not even some verse, some words. She was singing, o,ho,ho,ho, o,ho,ho,ho, something like of an opera singer. She was trilling changing the melody a little from time to time.  The tone of her voice from soprano to mezzo soprano. Her innocence and childishness impressed me immediately. I told her:
· Mezzo soprano. Very good mezzo soprano voice. 
     She didn’t answer. No reaction at all. She went on singing o,ho,ho,ho, uninterrupted.  

     I talked again.
· You know, I sing too. I have made six CD’s with songs, in Greek and 

English. You were going out. Let’s go out together.
I moved. She followed, continuing the same melody. Most probably she didn’t want to get out of her ecstasy, the joy she was feeling, which was probably triggered on by the festive atmosphere and peacefulness prevailing in the center at this hour. I started feeling that she didn’t want to return to the reality of her life and insisted on remaining in a romantic experience. Maybe the reality of her life was unbearable to her. I told her:   

· If you wait one minute I will bring you from my room, a CD with my songs in English. You will like them. Unusual songs. Full of meaning.  Psychological insights. The title of this CD is Life-saver Love. 

She didn’t say yes, she didn’t talk, but she started looking at me and pay attention to what I was saying. Whereas up to now, she was looking at me without seeing. She was elsewhere.
I went off and came back very soon with two CD’s in my hands. Now, near her, there was a certain gentleman, very short but calm and friendly. Next to him, a lady, very fat, probably about sixty years old.
· My mother, said Kate.
· Oh, I'm very glad to meet you, I said to the mother. Do you know that your daughter has a very good voice?
She has a talent in singing. Perhaps even for opera. Has she had lessons?
· She? Kate said and meant her mother but without looking at her.
She was always telling me. - What a horrible voice. Stop. I can’t stand listening to you.
· Oh really? I said very disappointed.
-   Well, you know, I said to Kate. Her mother was listening too. It is never too late. You are still very young. I also liked to sing very much. But only five years ago I had the opportunity to sing my songs on CD’s with orchestration, because in the channel were I talk, psychological talks, I had the chance to play my songs everyday. Exclusively my songs, because in this channel, a kind of ecological and health channel, it was forbidden to play the usual silly love songs which are played in all other radio and TV stations.  And so, day after day, instead of my psychological talks, people in the studio of the channel played my songs at the hour of my programm because most listeners wanted to listen to my songs rather than to the talks. Of course,  after each song I made some psychological commentaries, so that the broadcast was enriched with some talk between the songs. Listeners, hundreds and thousands of them, liked the songs so much that they copied them from the broadcast into their own cassettes, CD, DVD recorders etc., so that they could hear them at home at any time they liked to. Certain times, some individuals, mainly young ladies, called me to tell me that they got cured from some serious psychosomatic disturbances they suffered from, with these songs. Through the meanings of the songs, the melodies, the love and compassion they vibrated. Here is a quatrain, from one of these songs:
Love came and spoke to my ear,
Now is the end to guilt and fear.
End to all sadness, yes to all joy, feel the great feeling, and fly.
Think of it, Kate! In such an advanced age, I started and managed to be known as a singer. And that’s because I had already lots of songs written and sung privately, which, up to now, had not been made in a disk. So, in a short time, I prepared and broadcast lots of them, about fifty or sixty.
Kate was paying attention to me, but without ever stopping her singing. But not o,ho,ho,ho, as she was doing up to now, but suffering some words, some simple phrases. I love the blue, I love the green. She looked at the sky, then at me. I was wearing a pullover, with a soft green color, fallen on my back and the sleeves around my neck, in a knot, because it was getting cold. Kate has started to feel and express a feeling for me. When she said: I love the green, she looked as if she meant the color of the pullover I was wearing.
In the meantime, as we talked, we moved further away from the building till we reached near a very long car, where Kate’s mother entered immediately and showed that they had to leave at once. She looked at me in a very strict manner as if I were the cause of the retardation which embarrassed her very much. I understood that. I turn to talk to Kate who wouldn’t interrupt her previous song, I love the blue I love the green. She was insisting on singing with an expression of joy on her face and eyes.
· I give you this CD, Life – Saver Love. You can learn the songs, 

then sing them at home or on a cassette a disk. You will feel great joy. 
She took the CD. With her eyes she meant to ask, -Was the CD hers? Could she keep it? I understood it.
· Yes, I told her. It’s a gift.I have copies. I don’t need it. 

But this one, and I gave her a second CD, I want it back, because I have not brought a copy with me. It contains some theatrical plays of mine, very strong, with psychological insights into the characters, which insights demonstrate how and from what influences, a person can fall very low and lose all humanity. Is that O.K? I am staying in this center for several more days. Whenever you can, bring it back.
· I can’t. She answered talking logically and pragmatically, after such a long stay in a different state of mind.
· Why? I asked curious.
Because I am locked, she said. I understood. She meant, institutionalized, in some clinic probably. . She looked at me very intensely, her two people also, when she said this word. I felt very moved, I had almost tears in the eyes.
· Locked in? I said wondering. You see? I told the mother. When we reject the children, 

When we don’t give them the opportunity to develop their talents, you see the result of cruelty, of hostility in the education and  upbringing of children?
The lady’s eyes were sending out sparks of hate and wrath against me.
We must have go at once, she said. We have a long trip in front of us.-We will bel in the dark.
Then, she told the gentleman, who was her driver, to enter the car. And she nodded to me to push Kate to the back seats of the car. But Kate wouldn’t approach.  She was singing. She was looking at me. She was retarding.  She was enjoying her freedom and my support.
- O.K., she will enter, I told  the mother. But I want to tell you something. 

-Do you want your daughter to get well? There is only one way. You ask her pardon, to forgive you. You are to pray for her forgiveness, if need be, kneel before her. We are not perfect, parents. We make mistakes. We are ignorant about how to behave to children, about how to feel what the children feel about the expectations and the demands of their parents and teachers. How they feel about the useless and, sometimes, unimportant unwholesome lessons which they impose to them at school. In many schools, nobody is interested in the special, particular talents and abilities of the students and often they do not have the means and the time needed to discover these talents and help the children to develop them. Perhaps all this system of massive education brought your daughter to this state. It is only you who can make her well again. Can you ask her to forgive you? Would you do it?   

The lady’s eyes didn’t throw out sparks but swords. The expressions on her face, her mouth, lips, changed quickly to express wrath, hate, contempt.
· We have to do sixty miles and there is a huge traffic. Do you understand? 

And with an intense gesture she showed me to draw the girl, to bring her by the car door.  

I obeyed.  I moved to the door. It was open. Kate followed me. I gave her my hand for a farewell. I told her:
· You have a telephone number of the center here. We will find a way for me  to this CD back. It is important that you read it.
· Alright, she told me. She wanted to talk again with me.
We bid farewell. She entered the car. Her eyes on me, for some time, till she was away.
The result? Kate got out of the clinic in two weeks. Kate is now studying psychotherapy, because she wants, as she told me, to help people to get out of the states which they are thrown in, by people next to them. Out of ignorance, out of mistakes in  upbringing children, in education, out of bad character, or other causes.
How did this happen? I will relate it as briefly as possible.
One morning they called me to the reception, to the phone. It was Kate. She had been waiting long expecting people in the center to find me.
She told me she listened to the songs. And that she understood that, as the song goes,
I am love, you are love
Everything is love and all is love
The songs had done their work. Life saving love.  And the support she had taken.  It was an expression of love. And the gift, the songs, an expression of love. “All is love” Up to now she was feeling, all is hate. Everybody is rejecting me. Because her mother had rejected her, oppressed her, scolded her.
I told her that I am going to get down to the center of London, in Soho, where the organization Krishna consciousness has another center, smaller but with lots of rooms. From there, we will call each other. I did it. I telephoned her. I told her to come to the center. -They won’t let me out by myself, she told me. Only for half an hour, not every day, and only when there is a serious reason and only with an escort. 
I told her: -Tell them that there is a serious reason and that they should give you one hour. As I talked, the line stopped. Perhaps our conversations were being over heard.
I talked to the lady manager of the Krishna Consci in Soho. I explained the case of Kate. I begged her to talk to Kate and to the clinic managers and tell them to let her come to you and talk. Tell them that Kate wants to leave the clinic and stay in your center.
· This can’t be. The lady said automatically. To be allowed to stay with us, 

She must first follow some seminars about Krishna consci, about Krishna ritual, and conform with our programmes. She meant rituals, service work in the center, etc.
I understood. The organizations, if they are going to help you, they must first make you their own, they want you to belong, put you inside their fence, wash your brain, give them your work. This is how organizations are, always.
I begged her to forget the dogmatic discipline and talk to Kate as to a friend of hers. She did it. Kate went to her two or three times, she got familiar with them, she felt acceptance, love, absence of control, criticism and rejection. This functioned therapeutically. And this is how the clinic managers were persuaded to let her come and go by herself without escort. And one day, Kate told them: I want to go out of here. I ‘m well. Perfectly well. And so, they let her go. 

I learned all about it much later. Because I was allowed to stay in Soho only for two or three nights. Though I told them I would pay twenty pounds a day plus the meals, whereas in the big center where I was before I came down to London, I was paying ten pounds, meals included. I needed to stay in Soho, because it is around this place that I could find publishers and theatre managers to who am I wanted to give my books Angelo Lovefull and theatrical plays.
But the center manager, a young American, didn’t allow me to stay because he understood I wouldn’t bow to any organization. In the meantime, he had read my book, KRISHNAMURTI AND THE FOURTH WAY, which I lent to him and which had been published several years ago in English. Individuals who are identified with organizations, who have some power post in those, they don’t feel well when they listen about or look at a book by Krishnamurti.  If you have read one of his books, you will understand why.
Well, I’ve learned all this about Kate through a telephone call from her ten days later.  She told me that she had rented a room in west north London, near the big Krishna consciousness center. I’d already suggested to her this movement at a previous conversation. I told her, if she didn’t want or if she wasn’t allowed to stay inside the center, she could rent a room near there, so that she may stay in touch with people when she wanted it. In the center, on a board, people had pinned several ads about rooms to be rented.  She had kept in mind my suggestion, and she used it when she found herself again and asked to leave the clinic. She told me she had found one of the many schools that give courses in psychotherapy which lead to professional diplomas.
One afternoon, Kate came to me, in a place where I was staying, in Croydon, North London. The distance from the place where she was staying was very big but she made it, by train of course, in order to come and see each other for a last time. I’d told her that I would leave.  She brought me the CD with the theatrical plays. Responsibility. She told me that she didn’t want to stay with the Krishna people, though she was offered a free bed and food in exchange of course for her belief (even pretentious) and some work, a kind of service, in the center. She was feeling that people who stayed in the center, young most of them, wanted, for some unconscious reason, to avoid the responsibilities and the effort that is required by real life. Such a mature thinking by Kate! Psychological thinking!
For the little rest of the time she had for this visit, I asked her to keep silent, both of us, and look at each other eyes, without movement of the eyes. She did it willingly. We got calm to the depth of our mind. And so we bid farewell without any unnecessary emotionalism.
Here I would like to give you two of the songs that charmed Kate from my CD LIFE – SAVER LOVE. (Greek title: HEALING LOVE). These songs gave her the meaning of life she was looking for.  They came just on time.
I give them to the reader to enjoy, but I suggest that any singer, male or female, preferably female, a professional or amateur, young or older, should use the songs, sing them on a CD or in concerts in a certain place, in any country.
Naturally, I’ll give her or him all my CD’s, so that she or he can choose the songs she would like best.  This person could find me and contact me from the website ananeossi.gr
Life – saver love




Great love
Dead I was, but lived again 


Love, love , love, love

when I felt love’s great wave


love unexpected

to lift my heart and my mind


love, love, great love

to infinite heaven and height


unprecedented






what is your source

And I felt deeply in me


love, love, great love

Creative Principle and its flow

love unexpected

and now well I live and know


unprecedented
the deepest secret of life and death.






Thank you love, love

The soul is only goodness and love

merciful love

Providing life to everything


thank you love, love

And back it goes to Eternal love

compassionate love

When separated from carnal being

where do you come from







love, healing love







merciful love,







compassionate love







Love, love, great love







Life – saver love







love, love, great love







life – giver love







love, love, pure love







life – guiding love







life – saver love







life – giver love







Love, love, higher love







peaceful love







love, love, pure love







freedomful love







love transcendental






love universal







peace giver love







freedomful love







I am only love







you’re only love







everything’s love







and all is love (twice)

Chapter 2 
· Pharach didn’t get locked in the monastery.

· Tina is making a career at Croydon with the songs of a psychologist: “REVOLUTION IN THE MIND” 

And here I am again from Soho to Essex. 100 kilometers away from London’s center, in the east. How did it happen that I got there?
Just before I left Greece I had found the address of the monastery of St. John’s the Baptist in Essex. A Greek-Orthodox monastery, where, among many other, Kallistos Ware had stayed, the man who had translated in English the five volumes of Filokalia. Filokalia is one of the most important texts of world esoterism. If we don’t consider the dogmatic label or cover used by the several writers of these texts, which is actually a big anthology, in order that they could survive in the conditions where they happened to live in their mundane existence.

No other book presents such a deep knowledge about a man’s psychism and the possibility of his transformation except the Buddhist texts. Even the form of these texts intensely reminds us of Buddhist texts in the form of Sutra. Paragraphs with a few lines and, twenty to hundred at most words each. Brief wording but very dense. Very substantial I would say. Nothing superfluous, except some very poetic metaphors, which symbolize the wise wording.
When I reached there, I learnt that the monastery had been founded in the midst of the 20th century by monk Sofronios, a Russian of Greek origin. He kept the East Orthodox dogma as a legal cover. From a small field with a small cottage. At start it developed to be a very big complex of many buildings, most of them one storey, with a big area full of trees and gardens around the buildings. Now, it functions mostly as a centre of reception and service of people who come from Greece and Cyprus mainly, but also from other countries in which their religion keeps the same dogma. These people need to stay for some days near London so that they can pass from some medical examinations in London hospitals, wait for answers or for the entrance in a London hospital. It also serves students who have been accepted in an English college and are looking for a residence near their school. I mention all these, so that people who need this information can use it. It is enough for them to write a letter to the monastery manager mentioning all the identity data and when and how long they want to stay. The masses, the melodious rituals which I attended in the monastery were a sumptuous feast of singing and multilingualism.  A big female chorus chanted very sweet melodies, several pieces, mainly in Russian but also in Greek, in English and French. The man priest read and chanted several texts changing languages. Russian, probably the Slavonic, the old Slavonic language in which the gospels were written for the first time for the Slavs of Byzantium. But also in French, English and Greek. Church Greek, of course, which is very close to ancient Greek. Everything was going on in a very low light, the light of only a few candles. There was no preaching. There I heard for my first time the very well known ….which means, Lord have mercy on us, in Slavonic or Russian language.

This phrase had been engraved in my memory as the code-word Bogomiles used (i am extraordinary movement, a popular revolutionary movement) or password wonderful theoretical background of the Gnostics, as I suppose myself, and which seems to explain the meaning of the teachings of Jesus, or whatever is left from them, in the four gospels, which have been so much deformed by the later interventions of power manier people who constructed dogmas, when seeking thrones and power posts, they used these deformations and interferences to fight each other, to kill each other for power over the terrified and sleeping flocks of people in the enormous land areas they conquered.  
A few years ago, I found an excellent document on Bogomili and then I wrote a very strong theatrical play entitled EMPEROR ALEXIOS THE FIRST KOMNINOS THE GREAT AND THE SAINT HERETIC VASSILIOS BISHOP OF BOGOMILI OR PURE.

Bogomili had been for many centuries in the Middle Ages in East-South. Their religions dogma and living related tp the 

In this play, I present the great value of the teachings and ways of life of Bogomili but also the terrible cruelty beast and violence of the Emperor Alexios of Byzantium, who trapped Vassilios by inviting him to his palace in Contantinople for conversations, together with the apostles who escorted him, and he burnt them all alive together with a crowd of devotees. Details about this work, you can find in my webpage. 
In the library and bookshop of the monastery I found the English translation of the Lord’s prayer which ends by saying: Deliver us from the evil, meaning the evil as I am personal, and not as a person, as it’s appears in other translations. That is this translation does not give a name, a personality for the evil. It doesn’t do a devil-talk as it happens in the ordinary language of the church. It seems that this translation is based on the authentic Slavonic text or Greek or Latin texts. The evil, not the evil person, that is the devil. 

Well then, in the small room of the library, I met a Greek priest. His costume, a black robe, betrayed his religion. He was around sixty years old. He had with him Pharach who was around thirty five years old.  A Persian man, permanent resident of England, with very gentle ways, goodness and low tones. Later, I learned that he had come to the monastery with the Greek priest, intending to investigate the possibility of remaining in the monastery permanently. As a monk. I was impressed. Such a young man, with good appearance, gentle behavior, perfect English and educated.  
During the trip of our return to London, in his car, he told me about his recent divorce, after several years of marriage in which he was suffering from the behavior of his English wife. 
I told him that such behaviors are usually a reaction to bad upbringing. That is, a married woman, who is licentious or adulterous, she unconsciously reacts to the very strong strictness, hosterity which she was experiencing in her childhood and adolescence. Or, she imitates other women who act this way. Generally talking, such a woman, as most people around us, has no steady values or self-control. She has nothing permanent in herself and so she falls unconsciously, accidentally or impulsively, to the most unworthy behaviors, to aggressiveness, to hurting and humiliating other people. Perhaps because she feels that this is the way other people have behaved or are behaving to her.  She imagines that other people see her like that. That they don’t respect her or consider her. That is why she could not respect and be considerate of a good gentleman as you were to her.

He understood.  His despair started to lessen. He saw the reason she had behaved to him in such a bad manner who was so good with her, who covered her in every way. He started to understand that man, generally, is not a higher being as some books say, but a machine that gets easily influenced and inverted from good to bad, to worse. Then Pharach asked me about all of these young men whom we saw in the monastery, going and coming all day long in the dining hall and other places, bearing such a long beard, moustache and hair, that you could be afraid to see them. They were actually young, from twenty to thirty years old, and I had the chance to talk with some of them. 

I told Pharach that most of them are apprentices monks and some already ordained monks.
Pharach asked:
·  Why have they locked themselves from such a young age in the monk’s robe? In isolation from social life, in negation of marriage or having children, negation of social work etc.? How did it happen?
 I told him. Most of those young people we saw were coming from that part of Cyprus which was conquered by Turkish army. They had lost their houses, their land or fortune, their parents. They had nothing. They didn’t have the courage to start all over again from the beginning. And where to start? And how?
The monastery is a refuge for the desperate, for those defeated in the wars provoked by chiefs, by bosses for their own reasons. But also, people who had been defeated by other people in their own family or in love between the two sexes. Disillusions, despairs, frustration of basic satisfactions, of hopes, ambitions. The organized monk system offers them survival, food, shelter but also a career, a future hierarchical ascent to higher and higher posts or degrees. This is how they get trapped for the rest of their lives. They are also offered the idea that they will gain a very high spiritual superiority,  that they will save their souls, in immortality
Now, let’s come to the priest. Let’s call him George.

The same evening we met, I gave him my book PSYCHOLOGICAL COMMENTARIES ON THE GERONTIKO. On some sayings and deeds of the fathers of the Egyptian desert (Arsenios, Antonios and others) Subtitle: For the use of people and monks who seek the way to inner liberation and perfection.

Next morning, father George told me: - I read it all, and so I made good use of my insomnia,of which I suffer usually every night. He seemed he liked it very much, though he didn’t say. He asked me why and how long I would stay in Essex. I told him, - It is because I can’t pay the hotel in the center and here I will be waiting for answers from the publishers to whom I had given my books during my stay in Soho.   Coming and going would cost a lot. He told me that he could find for me a cheap hotel, near the church where he resided, in Croydon, not very far away from the center. Something more, he offered me the possibility to stay for some days in the attic of the church.
 I said I would pay. He didn’t accept. He was very friendly with me. Open minded. He wanted to learn. He felt the robe on his body as a chain and, whenever he could, he unlocked it. 
We stayed in the monastery another night, and on Saturday at 2:00p.m. after lunch, we drove to London. 
I had stayed in the church for about a week. 

It was Sunday morning. A fine sunny morning. Please note it was mid January (2008) that the sun was blessing us with its warmth for several days and for the whole day long. 

Ten o’clock. The mass had finished and only me and the priest were in the church.  
 Suddenly, the big gate of the church opened and in came a young woman who seemed very upset and very unhappy.  
· I came, father George, she said. I hope I don’t disturb you. You have told me to come after the mass. 

· Yes, he answered. But now I am preparing for the baptism of a baby. I have no time at all. But you can talk to Evangelos. He is a good man.  

Father George left us alone and moved into the sacred room for the preparations. .

Tina talked to me without hesitation but with lots of pain.

-I have been weeping all morning long. I met father George outside the church of my parish, the Evangelic church. I had just come out of it very unhappy. No one seems willing to help me in that place. I felt that father George could, perhaps, help me. That’s why I asked him to come here later. Do you understand?
I felt clearly that she suffered psychologically very much. I knew nothing about her. I felt that in order to help her, I should try to turn her mind to the future and not to ask anything about the past.

As I am listening to you, I told her, I realize that you have a very good voice. Soprano. Are you perhaps a singer? 

Yes, she said, I am an opera singer.

Opera singer? I asked. How wonderful! You know I love opera very much, generally singing not only opera. Do you sing somewhere? 
-No, I have studied to be an opera singer but except during the studies I never sung in opera theatre or anywhere else. 
-Strange! With such a good voice? Why don’t you use your talent, your gift? It’s a divine gift, you know, each talent. Are you perhaps working somewhere all day long
· No, no. I have a six year old daughter. I have time for myself, but…  
· Is there perhaps someone preventing you, perhaps your husband?
· I’m divorced, she said.
As she talked, alcohol smell came out of her mouth. It was quite obvious she depended on alcohol, even early in the morning, to be able to stand on her feet and talk with someone. 
- May I tell you something? I told her. I am a singer, too. I have made six CD’s with 12-15 songs each. I sing them in Greek and in English. Very good orchestration from a very talented young musician. But the most important thing in these songs is the lines, the words, full of meaning, psychological meaning which lift you up, liberate you from all misery when you listen to them. They are broadcast very often from a radio TV station where I cooperate in my country.

Would you like to listen to a CD which contains the best of these songs in English?
· Yes, I woold, she responded eagerly .
I took the CD from my bag and gave it to her. She read the title “REVOLUTION IN THE MIND – The songs of a psychologist”.

-I have a suggestion for you, I told her. But only after you have heard them and liked them.
· I will be back in the afternoon, she said and left.
In the afternoon, she had listened the songs, she had liked them.
I told her:
-Now, would you like to learn these songs and then sing them on a new CD?  

· Sing them for you?  She asked willingly.
· Not for me. For you.
· What do you mean?
-You will make a CD of your own which you will be able to sell, when you give concerts with these songs. All income yours. But the profit will mainly be the joy you will feel, because you will be doing what you really love to do.
All this project seemed improbable, utopian, unrealizable to her. She told me.
-Well, O.K I’ll do it. But it will take four months. Can I come here for rehearsals with you? 
I understood. She wanted to use this opportunity, this project, in order to have company, perhaps a relationship and a dependence on me. I told her. 
-Impossible. I’m leaving in six days. Within four days you must have done the CD with the songs. Just opposite the church, there is a studio. I met them. They only want twenty pounds for the recording. I will pay for it. You should listen to these songs five to six times, each of them, so that you can get used to the melody. The words are written here in these pages. You don’t have to learn the words by heart. At the moment you will be singing, you will look at the words on these pages.

-But I am a soprano she said. You sing the songs much lower.
-It doesn’t matter if you sing them at your own tone, soprano. Or try to sing them more mezzo. I think you also possess this tone.
· I do, she said. I will try. 

Then, we said something more about her psychological state, that she has the tendency to depend on anything because she has probably been deprived of love in her childhood. Then, we said goodbye.
Next morning, she threw a letter for me under the church door.  
-How strange, she was writing, you understood my weakness, my problem, to depend, once from alcohol, next from sex or something else. I’ll try to learn the songs and sing them.
On the fourth day, she came with the CD ready in her hand. She seemed, perhaps for the first time, somewhat happy, joyful, satisfied. She had created something.
· I will go and listen to your songs immediately, I told her. Come later or in the afternoon, as it suits you, to take back your CD.
-I made two more copies, she told me. And I don’t want you to pay the studio. I already paid it by myself. 
In the afternoon, I told her, very happy:
· Congratulations. Very good job. Not perfect. You were under time pressure. Now, without any pressure, you will listen to my melodies several times, you will learn them perfectly and then you will record the songs again.
The result? Two months later, in Greece, one afternoon, my telephone rang. It was father George from England. He talked with great enthusiasm. 
-Evangelo, a miracle happened. All of Croydon talks about Tina.You know, the whole of society here had rejected her, she was doomed. Alcoholism, rumors about lesbianism and such things. Before you had left here, I told you that several artists, Greek, Cypriot, English were preparing a group exhibition to present our work to the public. I was included to the group with my theatre masks which you had seen in the church.
Well, we thought of inviting Tina to the inauguration of the exhibition so that we give an atmosphere of festivity, to offer music and song. We asked her to prepare a song. She sang it. Extraordinary! In a soprano voice. She enchanted us. She was very much applauded. But she didn’t stop at this one song. She said more of your songs, almost all of them. Triumph. Since then, every weekend, people invite her to various cultural events to sing your songs. She has been very much loved. She is saved. I tell you it is a miracle.
I was very much moved. Next day I called Tina. An unanswered call. She responded immediately. She had recognized my telephone number. After the congratulations, I asked her: 
-
Do English people like the songs? Aren’t they too revolutionary for them?
-They like them, she said. They ask for biz, to sing again, as soon as I finish one song. 

· What about the song Mother Goddess?
· This, I always sing twice.
She didn’t talk too much. She was in a hurry to finish the call. Perhaps she had started to manage, after the recognition she had received, to control her behaviour, her emotional reactions. That would be the real miracle. But I’m not sure of it. . 

In one of our conversations, she had told me:
· I am an emotional wreck.

The cause? The horrible treatment from her mother. The torture she had imposed to her. Rejections and beatings.  
· Can a mother impose such tortures to her daughter? I wondered. 
· She wasn't my mother, she said. She had taken me from my real mother. She had adopted me. She was very nervous. She had three miscarriages and no child. She broke out her unhappiness on me.
A cruel, insensitive Scottish woman. .

It was clear that, that this mother had done her a big damage, neurological and psychological. 

I wish from the depth of my heart, that Tina would overcome it. I feel you wish it too. 

Here, I give you the song, MOTHER GODDESS, from my CD, REVOLUTION IN THE MIND.
We are praising you, 

we are blessing you,

we are thanking you,

Mother Goddess, Mother Goddess.

And appeal to you,

Mother Goddess, Mother Goddess,

the giver of sweet life

just like all females,

to save our Earth, all beings,

from mad chieftain males (bis)

Mother Goddess, Mother Goddess, Mo-the-God-dess!

After this song, follows another, shorter song, which is sang on the traditional English Christmas melody.  
God rest you merry, gentleman. But my words are contemporary.

New hope and joy for young and old

no more fear, dismay

for Mother Goddess up above

and deep inside our heart

shows us the Love and Peace Way

no more war-chiefs to lead us astray 

o, tidings of friendship and joy

friendship and joy

o, tiding of friendship and joy.
Chapter 3
Anna the bull and Tony the fish.

The greatest hour of their lives.
In a Croydon neighbourhood, there was residing a lady of Greek origin from a certain island on the Aegean Sea. The ground flour was a restaurant, bar, etc. On the first floor she had several rented rooms. Father George, suggested we should go there, already the second evening I stayed with him in the church. She will serve us dinner, he told me, and he meant free of charge.
The lady, lets call her Anna, welcomed us and after some time she asked what we shall eat. Father George asked for a good dish, one of those which were special in this renowned for its good dishes restaurant. I said that I never eat in the evening, no matter if it is free of charge. And I never eat out free of charge.
I said it in a humorous style and everybody laughed. Later we said and did some more funny things in the usual style of the English sarcasm and self sarcasm. The lady bit me; I bit her, etc., things which awake the mind a bit out of its possible English spleen.
We left. The next evening, I decided to go there again, alone. Not for food but to exchange a few words with the lady if I found her there again. She probably had more shops like this one, managed by her people, but inspected by her. Too much work.
I don’t know what drove me there. I met her. We sat at the same table. I told her a few words about Kate who got out of a clinic and is studying psychotherapy.
· Was she, perhaps, drug addicted before? She asked me.

-I don’t know. I said. As far as I understood, she suffered from depression and had, perhaps, suicidal tendencies. That’s why they kept her locked. Now, she is fine. I told her about the songs. Another lady, a friend of hers, sitting next to us, heard about the songs and said she would like to listen to them. She had a daughter who had a good voice and a talent in singing. I told her that I was going to bring them later, together with several blank CD’s so that she can copy them and return them to me. I did it.
Lady Anna has been showing in some way that she wanted to tell something. Finally, she said it.  

· My son, oh! My only son!

There was grief and indignation in her voice as if she was saying:

-    Why should this happen to me, why?
· Please tell me what is exactly going on.

· In drugs. The heaviest drugs.

· What’s his age?
· Thirty years old.
· Is he now in drugs?
· Not now. He has stopped them along time ago. He was addicted before. In his adolescence and much further. Now he has destroyed his life
· What did you do then to stop him? Did you talk to him?
· I didn’t realize it. For many years. I thought he was regularly attending the school. 
· But he escaped from school and met the gang of friends that were smoking the grass. I was very busy.
· Which means, he didn’t like school at all. Lessons were unbearable to him, right?  

· It seems so. And I was paying a teacher for private lessons in mathematics. Later when he fell in drugs, I bought him an electric guitar and paid a teacher for him to learn it. I made nothing. Lost years, lost money, lost efforts.
· Tell me something. What star sign is your son? 
· Pisces. A fish.

· Do you perhaps know that this type of person is a born artist?
· What kind of artist?
· Pictorial. A painter, a sketcher, a portraitist. As a small child, did he paint?
· Wonderfully. He made such lovely drawings…

-I know someone in Greece, a portraitist, who makes portraits for people walking in the park, local or foreign tourists. He also receive orders to paint portraits at home based on the photograph of the person involved. He has made a big fortune,  has a happy marriage with two children. You know, this man attended school only for the first three years. Then he told his mother:

–   Mom,  I don’t want to go to school again, children hit me and I like no lesson. 
-     Alright, never go back there again, my child, his good mother told him. This man has the sign of Pisces, like your son. 
-I wish he’d never set his foot in school. It is in that place that he got carried away, the lady said in pain and indignation. 
· In there he lost his real self, his talent. I told her.  In order to do the lessons that the school demanded and you imposed on him to do, he was oppressing his talent. This massive education, the massive school, which we are all proud of, we consider it high and we expect children to obey absolutely to it, to respect it, to fear, this school is a caterpillar that levels, breaks down the real essence of a child and the special gifts and aptitudes he possesses at birth and which he either develops or suppresses, depending on the environment of the family, society and education. 
·  It’s only now that I understood what damage the school can do, said lady

· Anna with a real interest in the matter. My son, as a Pisces, would develop into an excellent painter, sketcher or portraitist if he had not gone to school.

· Or perhaps a poet. I said.
· What do you mean?
· Don’t you know that important, well known poets are Pisces? 
- With their abstract thinking, their dreaming nature, the imagination that characterise these people, they can express poetically, symbolically, important truths about life and nature.
· I didn’t know it. You know something? Tony will come here tonight later.
· Do you want to meet him?
· Yes, I said. But, do you want to tell him what you learnt and feel now? 
· Tell him what?
· That you have suppressed him widely. That you demanded discipline to lessons which he didn’t like and couldn’t do. You were paying a teacher for guitar lessons and maths without ever asking your son if he wanted these lessons, if he loved that. What star sign are you? 

· Taurus.
· Hm! Authoritarian, heh?  A bit abrupt. Cruel. Whatever you want must be done. Does that sound a bit like you?  

· It sounds a lot like me, not a bit. She told me with certainty. She had seen herself. 
· You know, I told her. Your son may become well very soon. 
· Can you make him well? She said with some hope and she was ready to                      
embrace this possibility.
· Not me, you. Only you can make him well. Because you made him unhappy. Out of ignorance. Out of stubborn behavior. Out of willingness for his own “good”. 
· And what must I do?
- Ask him pardon, forgiveness. Write him a letter and tell him all that you understood tonight. And then, beg him to forgive you. 

· I’ll do it, she said.  At some moment, later.

· Not later, now, before Tony arrives. And give it to him to read it.
- I am going to write it, she said full of determination. She got up, found paper and pen and sat by me. She was thinking. She was hesitating. 
· Help me, she told me. Tell me what to write. 

· I will dictate it to you. 
I was talking and she was writing. In English of course because Tony         didn’t read Greek nor spoke the language. 
My dearest son,

Do you remember how much we loved each other when you were young? Where is now that wonderful love of ours? How did it happen and it got destroyed?

 I want to tell you that I have understood that I am the cause of all evil. With my strictness, my punishments, my pressure to do your homework, the mathematics and the guitar lessons. Whereas you, born with your sun in the Pisces, as a sensitive fish that you are, had a talent in the arts, in painting, in portrait. 
Today I learnt about a child who gave up school since his nine years and today he is a very successful painter and portraitist with a happy family, creative and productive. It was me and my ignorance that pushed you to destruction. I’m not worthy of your forgiveness. You can even take a gun and kill me. I would justify you. But I want to live. In order to do this job I like. And to hope that you, too, will cultivate your talents and find again your true self. And then, our love will flower again.
With all my affection,
Your mother who loves you so very much. 
She was writing continuously, without interruption, without resistance as if these words were exactly describing her feelings and as if these words were exactly the words she needed. I was feeling that mother and son had loved each other very strongly, when he was an infant. This was natural. Mother and first son, her only son.  My words were intended to wake up this feeling, this diamond which was always within her, but had been buried under the mud of misery, the main cause of which, as I see it, is the bulldozer of massive education and the irrational submission of parents and children to it. 

Tony came a bit later. Anna wanted to introduce me to him. I nodded “no”, to her. Tony said something about some pills that the doctor, psychiatrist gave him to take but Tony refused to, but finally he swallowed them.

 – My head is like soup, after this. He said.  

· You could have not taken them. Hide them somewhere or throw them away. I said.
· I couldn’t. He said. I had to swallow them before him. I was telling him I don’t want them. And he shouted, I’m your doctor, you are psychotic and you have to take them.  He is the doctor of the program for people in de-addiction. I am in the program, do you understand? 

· Can the pills ever give someone self knowledge? And love? Only self
· Knowledge and love can cure, I said and nodded to Anna about the letter. 
· My son, she said, I’ve written a letter to you and I want you to read it. 

· True mom? You know, I’ve also written a letter to you
· When?
· Three or four days ago.
· And why didn’t you read it to me?
· Ehm…….

· Well, sit next to me and read my letter now. 
She gave it to him. He read only the first words: My dearest son, and then he gave it back to her.
· Please, read it to me Mom.

Anna read it to him. Slowly and meaningfully. He was listening completely still, enchanted. When she finished, he looked in her eyes and then….then he bowed, he let his head fall onto her lap while saying – oh Mom! And he burst in tears and sobbing.
She, while still weeping, stretched her hand and put it in his head and caressed it softly with love, with that divine love of mother for her baby, for her son, her only child.
This was the greatest hour of their lives. When they came back to reality, I told her:
· Now, Tony is well, he got cured. You too. Now you are both expressing your real feelings. Love, tenderness, caress, happiness. Up till now you’ve been living with the false feelings that society taught you. Submission and fear, conform to the bad civilisation, to the bad work, to stress and money hunting.

We may see each other again. Goodbye.

Next evening I went there again. Tony was there. 
- Can I give you this page? I told him. It has four poems, with the general title LIBERATION. 

He took it. He looked at it for a while. 
· Can you read it to me? He asked with interest. 
-I will read one of them to you, I said. If you like it, you will read the rest by yourself.
ME IS YOU
· Because I have been poor and hungry,
 you are now in poverty and famine 

Because I took part in war,

 you are now trapped in war making.

 I became fanatic, so you are so now. 

I fell in the pangs of erotic love,

 you are now caught in the same passion.

 As I suffered terribly in separation, 

you are to suffer terribly in it.

 It occured to me to kill or kill myself,

 so it may occur to you the same.

Because I exploded in hate and anger

You are getting mad with anger and hate. 

Because I begged for bread,

 you also will beg for your food.

 Because I was seeking love where there is not,

 you will be looking for it, 

where it cannot be found. 

Because I understood my feelings, 

you also will understand yours.

 Because I saw my thoughts. 

You also will see your thoughts.

Because I saw myself as it is, 

you also will see yourself as it is.

 Because I became free 

from the false, illusionary “me”, 

you will also be free from yourself.
Tony was listening quiet, with deep attention. Anna was listening to it, her friend also. At the end, Tony, much moved, said: 
My friend, I esteem you. Since you were able to say what you have been through. Since you have talked about it sincerely, I can give you a handshake.

Up to now, Tony had not even noticed me. His mother hadn’t told him anything about me, nor about the letter, just as I asked her to.  

· If you only knew what I’ve been through, Tony went on. Hunger and cold, loneliness and misery under the bridges, inside half destroyed houses.

(And mother very rich but very busy in  her business, I said to myself).

· Friend, I appreciate what you wrote.

Tony had thought of this poem as my personal confession for all troubles I had been through, material and psychological. And he got moved, he got very moved from my daring to express and confess them.
Of course the poem had been written abstractly and generally for the sufferings of man, physical and psychological, for the infinite misery, for the reproduction of misery from individual to individual, from generation to generation, because of the slavery of people in patterns of functioning, socially and individually, which can remind you of primitive, self-centred animals limited in mind and heart, insensitive about the other person’s pain. 

But, after this reaction of Tony about my poem, now, I see this poem more as Tony saw it, as a personal confession, as the story of my life, material and psychological. Have I not lost my father and my eldest brother, oh, what a brother: during the Second World War, tortured, first in prison and then in the Nazi concentration camp in Germany? Have I not lived through days and years of hunger during the occupation of the country from the foreign army and later on during the 5 years civil war?. Have I not believed in ideologies, have I not fought for them? Have I not been passionately attached in love, have I not suffered terribly its separation? 

Yes, this poem is exactly as Tony saw it.

- You know, he told me later. I write poetry too. But of another kind.
Anna looked at me. She remembered our talk about Pisces - poets. He had never told her anything about his poems. 
· I would like very much to read them,  hold him.
· Perhaps, he said. Some day, I may bring them. 

· Can I have this page with the four poems? Anna’s friend told me.
I will make photocopies and bring them back to you. 
Next day, at noon, I was called to go to Anna’s place. Her friend was there. He had made not photocopies, but works of art. Each of the four poems was put in a separate A4 page and the text was appearing on a background of beautiful printings, pictures, birds, skies. The paper was hard, cover paper.  
· This is my gift, she said. You can put it in a wall in a framework or any other way you like. They are decorative. Anna took copies for her and her son. 

This is how the four poems LIBERATION entered the lives of these people and renovated them. 

You will find them in my webpage ananeossi.gr, but also in my book, ONLY LOVE CURES-  PSYCHOTHERAPIES IN A MORE AND MORE SICK WORLD.
Note: Short notes about my other works you can find in my webpage 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
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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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