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Buridiki Avwanatidouw lives in Athens,
even whewn she rests in her own world,
hanging out with her other self, Erilia.
Although she has studied n Law
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arguwent’s sake, so far, four of her
vovels ava a children’s theatrical play
‘A hat for the professor’, which was
awarded by the Ministry of Culture,

have beewn published.
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www.antiepilogow.gr, wwwiresh-
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EVRIDIKI AMANATIOOU

THE BAEEZE AND
THe CHIMNEY

Wastrations bg

APOLLONIA PARAMYTHIOTL

Translated from Greek by
JOHNV ZERVAS

%,53@7%0\1."(

——



Bvridiki Avanaticou, The breeze and the chinwey
18RN: 318-618-5040-33-0

Novewber 2043

Cover, illustrations. Apollonia Paranythioti
apolloniaart @uahoo.com

Translation from Greek: John Zervas
Ahviervas@uahoo.com

Page layout. Konstantina Charlavan,
kcharlavani@grail com

Saita publications

92 Athanasiou Diakow str, 652 M1, Kavala, Greece
T.. 0030 2510 831856

M.. 0030 6377 010723

e-nail: info@saitapublicationsgr

website: wwwsattambltcatLOV\SQr

Note: The font that we used is offered by Aka-acid (www.aka-acid.com).

Creative Corvimwons license
@ @ @ @ Attribution-Non Commercial-No Derivs 30

Ouwported

With the agreemwent of the author and publisher, you are free to share, copy, distribute and
transwiit the work awnder the ?oLLow'Lv\g covditions: attribution, vion comvercial use, wo
derivative works.

Detailed inforwation about this license cc, yow can read at.:
httpi//creativecommons.orgllicevses/by-nc-nd/3.0/






Once upon a tinve there was a cool
Brecze, welcowed bg everyove,
avxgwhere he wewt. The trees would

wove their branches with Hou; the

blossowis would tewderly stgh and opewn

their petals. The leaves rustled happ’dg.




The people would look at the sky
and guess from its color that the
Breeze would soon pay themw a visit.
They would wait excited for hiw to cool

thew, sweeplg with his blow all the

heat avd tiredwness, t&k'u/g away their

cares and troubles. They loved him very
nwuch, thas he would play with thew.
HMe would blow the girls’ long hair avnd
dresses, the bous’ short pants that were
plauing n the streets; the Preeze

would softly caress the huwan bodies.
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Oizzy, it took sowe time for the
Breeze to cowme arouvd. Avd whewn he
recovered, he waneled at the wwiost
beautiful Chiviney he had ever wet. She

was a hot red, wade of bricks in odd

shapes, and on her top there was a wvice

triangle wade of black roof tiles that

shined as if they had fust beew polished.
AL day tire she would sparkle uvder the
suwn;, at V\Lghﬁ, she would bathe tewvderly

under the w;oovxLLght.







In the weantive it was wid-
sunwvver and  the  heat was
insufferable. Trees and flowers alike
had their dusty branches facivg
towards the ground. The spring waters
would gurgle vio wore, for they owly
wade a wiuffled souvd as they flowed
lazily. Bvewn the childrew didnt play in
the alleys and the yards. All felt tired,
shak'w\g their heads, sauig the

Breeze had forgottewn about thew.

BEveryone was chock'w\g, hopeless for a

bit of cool.
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Afterwards he blew with wight all
the dust that had gathered own her.
Avd after that he rushed to blow for
his old friends and all was again as it
was, or rather, even better than before.

You wiay have also heard this story.
Maube in those cold wivter wights

whewn the air havas loadly through the

ch'wvmegs. Or vv;agbe N warm evenings

when you and all your friends gather

i front of a fireplace...




Urgent announcement

It's me again, Erilia. Apart from being a storuyteller I am also
a bit of a meteorologist. And since our story has to do with a
breeze, what would you. say if I asked of you to make your own
weather report?

About the breeze in the story, how would you imagine it? I
have some spare cotton, tissu.e paper, old buttons (those I think T'll
use them to make the chimney!). What other materials do you think
we could use to fashion it?

In our story the breeze is tender and wants to make
friends with the entire world while the chimney is a big egotist.
What if however things were different? What if the chimney was
the good one and the breeze would not notice it? How about
writing your own story?

What if someone told you that he wants to make a dance
play out of our little story, how would you write the songs for it?
Truth be told, it would not be a bad idea for me to see the Breeze
and the Chimney in a play!

The breeze is a playful one. Imagine if a strong wind blew
right now. Surely the story would be different once again. The
Breeze has a big family. If I would give it a wind's name I would call
it Zephyrus which is sweet and cool. Nevertheless there is many
more like Tramontane, Ostro, Levante, depending on their origin,
their direction and their characteristics. And depending on all
those, our story can change and become as long and adventurous
as we like. I am leaving you now; I am off to listen about tomorrow’s

Erita.

weather ...
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