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to lasonas,
to Tol;,
to Jonas and
to Katerma



It wos might when the princess arrived in the palace, having lost her escort in
the midst of the sudden storm. She asked for the palace’s hospitality.
“T am a princess” she told them.

"A real Princess?’ the queen asked.
"Yes! she omswered.

With little trust omd to make sure, the queen called for her maids omd told

thew:
“You will put our thickest mattresses on her bed and on top our softest duvets.
On the bottom you shall put this pea” she soid, pulling out of her chic purse a
small, green pea and giving it to them. They did as they were told ond prepared
the room for the princess.

The princess hod her bath ond dined with the king, the queen omd their
beloved only son, the young omd beautiful prince. Later, when she was tired, she
slept with her doll m her arms which she mever parted with. The doll was made
from thread dipped in color from poppies and red anemones, and it was made by
her queen- grondmother herself...

She slept with a smile on her lips and dreamt of roammg peos.






In her dream she gathered the fallen peas and cooked them to
make a deliciously scented pea soup. Just like the one the green
princess liked, in her grandmother’s stories.

There were always stories of princesses in different colors.
And series of colored dolls her grandmother made from the
toughest of threads and from colors she gathered from the
trees, the sea, from meadows and mountains....
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Grandma had the odd hobit of visting the princess in her dreams. Now,
how she momoaged thot was a mystery. Right now, m this stromge might, she
hod come again to find her and tell her of her pea soup secret. What could
that mean?

The sure thing is thot the next mornmg the princess — whose mome mo
one knew still - got up first omd had the taste of pea soup n her mouth: dill
weed, carrot, lemon, but also the scent of garden durmg o suwmer might.
Our princess knew well her grandma’s second small garden. She helped her
grub ond water the plonts. They would cut the ripe vegetables ond put
them i their basket. Each season hod its own treasures to give: Lettuces,
cobboges red ond greem, onions, leeks, spmaches, fennels, parsleys,
artichokes, fava beons, peos, lentils, tomotoes, cucumbers, eagplonts, omd
squashes with their blossows stillon...



All remembered of the tale of the queen gromdwmother’s first garden
omd loughed quite often. The queen grondmother -who was mot your
common queen - had demomded to have her own, private space. Courtiers
ond servomts, gardeners omd knights, hunters and jesters, monnies ond
cooks, all woanted to do the work for her, for her royal hands mustn’t touch
the dirt!

Nevertheless, the queen would mot listen to anyone omd cultivated
totally on her own, her garden. And she had all the goods all year round
omd she shared them with joy.

*Just let me give! That’s all T want.”



G'arden meeting

It was thot garden the princess tasted, twirlng her tongue m her
mouth... And so, lost m her thoughts, she found herseff im the poaloce
gorden. Tt wos then thot she discovered thot the beautiful prince had
woken up before her. And he wos fillng with his magmotion the empty tree
broanches with pomegromotes, on a big ponting m front of him.






He wos so absorbed by his work he did mot notice her. And, the more
cheerful were the things he drew, the more blue he seemed to be. It was
os if the small crown was om unbearable weight on his head, a heod that
shined as if made by pure gold, under the sun’s first sight... ond then he
saw her.

He tried desperately to discern omy signs of msommia on her face, but
she was rosy and glowing and even more beautiful under the sun, unlike
under the light of the candles. The prince’s heart fluttered m its chams.
Becouse for her he would draw all the world’s pomegromates... But...
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Did she sleep well? He wondered.

Perhaps she did not notice the pea his queen mother had ploced under the
mottresses ond duvets?

Wos she a real princess? He wondered.




They would never let him marry someone of not a roval birth, no matter how
beautiful or kind she was and this, not becouse they were arrogomt. After all, the
prince was also a child of love. His father was a poor tailor, who, contrary to the
prince of our story, did not have to do omy brove deeds to win the heart of his
beautiful princess. A mere look was all it took!

But, as you know, momy are those who envy the happimess of others. An evil
wizard who womted the princess for himself became so mod when he learned of
her marriage thot he cursed the couple. His curse wos that their first child would
tronsform into a swallow should he ever married out of love. ..

The good fairy godmother (thankfully there is always a fairy godmother, ever
vigilomt on our side) monoged to make a small change m the curse, and so, the
prince would be able to marry one he loved but only if she was a real princess.

He wos groomed so, even if unwillngly, for the future before hm. They forbid
him any contoct with the simple folk, in fear, should he ever met a girl not of a
roval birth amd fell for her and they lose hm like one would eventually lose a
wmigratory bird. ..






The little prince would get blue, no matter how hard his parents tried
to cheer him up. They would buy him the best presents. He had a room with
omything o child could ever wish for: teddy bears, slngshots, model trams
omd boots and golden swords. Ice creoms of every flavor in the world: mint,

wild strawberry, peach, blackberry, lemon, chocolate, true vomilla...
Nothing could make hm smile.



Until one day. ..



The joy of paimting omd the Princess m red

...The young prince was five years old when, one spring morning, his queen
mother called for him in the garden. She was so beautiful with her red dress
omd her long broided hair. She gove him gifts, o pomtbrush ond o pallet with
colors as well as somethmg she called “easel”.






“T will show you how to fill the white of the canvas with colors. I will show you
how to keep your favorite images forever with you.”

With the sundown the garden hoad become mogically a pomting omd,
for the first time, o smile had found its way to the little prince’s foce...
... The vyears were gomg by ond the prince contmued to grow up omd
become more omd more homdsome. Pamtmg was his only consolidation.
However, mow he did not only drow what he sow but all else thot was
mvisible to others. All the thngs thot could exist should the world wos
different. Hod he ever stopped, it would be only to dreom. For exomple, if
one would take a closer look ot the sky, one would clearly see that mside a
cloud heovy with roindrops a foirvtale castle was hiding, on entire city full
of life. A city m red.






The prmcess with mo mome oalso loved the color red. Of all the
princesses m the stories of colors her grondmother told her, the one with
the Red Princess wos her fovorite. Was it because it was the first one she
ever told her?

These stories come from some forgotten pomtmgs her gromdmother
found one doy m her enchanted trunk. They were all about a girl m
different oges. A beautiful little girl with long, dark hair that she mode mto
braids thot formed halos or crowns as she grew up.

“Who is she?" the princess had asked her gromdmother
“The Princess m Red!



And the story begom. The Princess n Red slept m o red bed with red
sheets. She used red notebooks amd red pencils. In the mornings she would
eot strowberry marmalode and dromk cherry juice.

She liked wotermelons, tomatoes, the mornmg sunm ond the sundown,
poppies, red anemones and red roses. She was crazy for red cherries and
red gropes. She alwoys wanted a taste of the sweet red wine kept m the
polace.

Her carrioge’s seats were all red and she was friends with o robm bird
that had a humon’s voice.

..."What is the reddest of them all”’ her gromdmother asked her one day
while readmg her a story from a book thot wos about a red house. The
princess without a nome mever found the onswer.

Until thoat doy: when she sow the pomegromates the prince hod
pomted. Yes, if one would juice them, their juice would be the reddest of
thew all.



With thot thought she opproached him without hestotion omd they
talked. Tt wos just thot o lump i the throot was stopping the little prince
from asking her what wos tormentmg hm:

"Did she sleep well” She didnt have any problems with the bean? Is she a
real princess?’



But yet ogam he asked nothing os the princess without a mome started
telimg him about her enchonted balloons. He was so charmed by her story
thot he found hmself abstracted while listenmg. A smile appeared on his
foce ogom.

The princesses’ grondmother had tought her how to make a balloon out
of red string and make it fly. The princess without a name must hove been
7-8 years old by then. She went out to the gardem full of flowers and took
m her honds, for the first tme, one of her grondmother’s enchanted
balloons. After thot she started moking her own...






She made a balloon and another one m heart shape omd made thew fly.
A pigeon come omd stood mext to her on a tee. Smce then it kept her
compomy during her ploy hours. After they come to know one ancther it
revealed to her that it could talk. And so, she also had a bird friend just like
the Princess m Red hod her robm bird.

They both grew up, bird and girl and took their separate ways. Now the
princess without a mome was friends with the clouds, the trees that
blossomed for her, the moon... She would make little balloons shaped like
ongels ond would semd them to the skies...






Any other time she would go to the sea looking for redfish, but once
she would cotch some she would feel sorry for them and toss them back
mto the woter. She however gothered some pretty seashells which her
gromdmother called “crmsons” and with those her grondma pomted other
red threads thot would mot fode m the water omd one could make from
them small boats that would reach the depths of the sea. Her grondmother
said that she even hod once met a fairytale mermaid and she hod the
reddest hair, just like her threads!
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...A magical sense hod filled the air above them, a cloud that smelled like
strowberry omd cimmomon.

And then the lttle prince dared to ask her about the thing thot
tormented him:

" Was she a real princess?’

..X om ofraid T will have to disappoint you!



for the answer was NDT whot

the ite princess expected:




“T am a real princess on our little house m the woods!

“And your queen grandmother?’

” My grandmother was the queen of the house.”

"And the palace?’

“Oh, that was before. My grandmother was a queen there as well. But she
could not become cruekhearted so she left. She took my mother and they
left, away m the woods where we live now. Her king father wanted to marry
her to a prince but she wanted the gardener’s son. My dad!

The king said that he would never allow such a thing and that she and
her gardener would spend the rest of their days i the palace’s deepest
dungeon. Separate from one another!

My grandmother who was then mot a grandmother but a beautiful
queen read to my mother a book: -How to escape from the palace with
your gardener- and before she was finished reading, my mother made a
suitcase, threw her crown away and waited for the right moment...






A moomless might, both mother amd daughter, gardener and son, fled
omd went away, far away, to the far side of the deepest woods. The king
could never fmd them. He become more ond more cruekhearted. Anyone
who had the meoams would leave his kmgdom, until one, who was even
crueler than he was, took him for evervthing, usmg armies omd comnons.
Arnd since then, no one ever heard from him agaml

On the other hand, in the small house i the woods, joy and happiness
blossomed.

However mow, the little prince fek misery itself.
Nevertheless, he did mot wish to hide omything from her so he opened
his heart. He told her of the evil wizard’s curse...
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...But, T do not want to keep you on the edge of your seatsl

The little prince omd the princess, who now had a nome, smce she said
it for the first tme m the prince’s gardem, being lost m the aroma of
strawberry ond cmmoamon omd with her own hear fluttering, both made the
choice to become swallows.

A big red balloon from the gromdmother’s threod united the paloce
with the little house m the woods forevermore.






They made their nest in the palace, on the king omd queens’ balcony.

Eoch oautuwn they would leave to return every spring, giving them
countless gramdchildren who were, as you con imogine, swallow princes.

The fomilies of the two love stricken swallows would spend many, momy
hours in the fragront paloce garden. The father gardener of the bride had
it filled with pomegranate trees ond all the flowers m red one could
mogine.






...No matter how much it poined them both in the begmming, the two
fommilies could not help but feel happy as mever before every spring when
they would listen to the swallows’ chirps.

They would hold m their hands, gently, small eggs omd then mewborn
swallows.

Such happimess is beyond omyone’s dreams.



The vyears went by. Despite their happiness, the kmg omd the queen
yearned to see their child’s face. The some was true for the parents of the
princess with a nome.

And then, m on Aepril's might, m the stromgest heot, the miracle
happened...

As they would learn later on, the evil wizard fell victm to his own
arrogomce, tronsformmg himself mto a mouse, just so he could prove that
mno feat was out of his reach omd become the dinmer of o puss m boots!

The puss m boots became most famous. His story became known to
the entire world and even today is told by parents to their children...






Thus suddenly the two swallows become humom. Their young, two girls
omd three boys found themselves crawlmg on the greenest grass.

A big celebration took place thot might. It lasted doys ond doys os
princes from all the country’s corners come to celebrote, tronsformed nto
boys omd girls again. The paloce omd the woods were filled forevermore with
their cheerful voices. ..

As for the princess with o mome, T shall that mome o secret. For you
see, no one must find out, for then evil spells will fall upon the kingdom.
And that is somethmg mone of us wonts.

But T will tell you. the grondmother’s secret. She was the Princess m Red!

T will also tell you her words of wisdom so can think about thewm
carefully:



"Someone who is WISE enough to soil his hands
with dirt sees very often the endless sky’s blue as
all the colors that cover it during sundown.
For the best time to soil yoursel with dirt is during sundown”.






Kostas Stoforos studied economics omd cmewa, worked for twenty years on W00
television, making his woy through all the big chommels out there, umtil his [
toleromce/stomma run out. -
He worked for three years in the Insttute of Adult Contmumg Education ond mow he |
cooperates with the Center for Europeom Constitutional Law (Tsotsou Institution).
He hos filmed o documentary series (?) of travels around Greece ond still contmues Lt
to write on magazmes omd newspapers.

However, during these years, he had three children!

He has written a hamdful of books, all very different from one ancther. A movel, two
story collections, a history book, an albumen, a fairytale, four books for the parents.
Hoving a hard time to believe it himself, he put to paper (or rather put to the pc) four fairytales i Colors
(Red, Yellow, Oromge amd White) mspired by Stephania Beldemiri’s pomtings. Thousands of people hove
read during these past two years the fairytales m question smce they have been posted on the Internet.
In 2011, outuwm, they created together the “Fairytale Kitchen” and since they hoave traveled all around
Greece, cooking stories along with the children. Whatever the case, they would cook their fairvtales each
Saturday noon ot the special space called “Téxvns Mpaihata” (Letters of Art)

On December (same year) they created the “Mogic Card Deck” that helped them creote even better
stories.

As the grownups begom to envy them, they created for them, with the cooperation of “Exostis” mogazine,
a Calendar of 15 months omd 15 short tales.

Kostas has often talked about and engaged in dinlogue with parents about matters concerning raismg
omd providing nutrition for children.

Smce this year’s autumm, by combming ... “work” and entertomment () Kostas teaches creative writmg
to children and aduks, but also creates fairytales as well by performing m the stage, as well as domng
puppet shows while cooking along with the children.

Personal blog: http://stoforos blogspot ar






Stephomy Veldewiri is om Archoeological Fimdings omd Works of
Art preserver omd cooperates with Greek museums
(Archoeological Museum of Thessaloniki, Byzantme Museum of
Thessaloniki, Institute of Archaeology, Museuw of Natural
history of Traklion, The Lesvos Petrified Forest Europeon and
Global Geopark) omd mstitutions abrooad (University of |
Missouri St. Louis, Smithsoniom Institution, Americom Museum |
of Notional History), concerning the preservotion of
archoeological fmdmgs omd works of art, as well as making
costs omd copies of fossils along with art objects for disploy. .
She also works as a preserver in stu during excavation periods but also i research periods by atte'ndmg
the “Ikloma project” program, ot the prehistoric dig m Tklona.

Simce she became a mom, meoming smce 2002, she wanted to fmd a smple and playful woy to mfuse her
love for works of art and commonly used items of every age to children. Thus she started working as om
artist teacher to full tme grade schools and teachmg Art History to children through mteractive octivities,
gomes, experiential exercises, audiovisual stmuli omd more mportomtly through swiling amd a cheerful but
disciplined atmosphere.

During recent years she is occupied with illustroting children books omd drowmg omd 5 mdividual art
disploys which the pamtings were accompomied by Kostas Stoforos’s foirytales are credited to her, while
the childrem hod om active part m the action omd the development of the story.

She often receives young children to her studio where, depending on their mood they play, learnmg
through art.

Stephomia loves to be m touch with the world of children omd feels happy when she is allowed m that
reakm. Thot is how she feels as an arts teacher ofter class: Happy.

Personal blog: http://stefomioveldemiri blogspot gr



Writings of Costas Stoforos

2013

“‘Dead Brother's book - 41 Letters from the Civil War Front”,

Series of colourful fairy-tales that illustrated by Stefany Veldemiry (“Tale in Red’, “Tale in
Yellow’, “Tale in Orange’, “Tale in White”)

2012

Participation in the collective volume of the 24st Century Parent-Dilevwmas and prospects,
“‘Calendar to remember or forget’. Fifteen amall tales for adults accompanying tables
Stephany Veldemiri

2011

The Magic Cards Game, based on the function of the fairy tales of Vladimir Propp and “The
Grammar of Fantasy” of Gianni Rodari (Illustrated by Stefania Veldemiri),

“‘Green Fairy tale”, part of a praject for teaching proper nutrition in children

2010
Book for children's nutrition titled “Q0 chef , 44 moms and I - 1414 recipes and food ideas for
kids”

2009
“A father's diary” - part 3: “Daddy what is sex? ... And other stories of family madness”



2008
“A father's diary” - part 4: “Parents for the first time’,
“A father’ s diary” - part Q: “From the first steps up the school’

1998
“I'mbros”

1997
“Fifi, Pipis or how the city turned green” (Ministry of Envirorment)

1989
“Once upon a time there was an island” (novel)

1986
“Hunting Area” (short stories)

1984
“A fragile Time” (short stories)



Documentaries

2003: “Amfikaia a sustainable farm”
2001: Research, script and presentation of the documentaries: Chania, Rethymnon, Corfu,
Arta, Preveza, Thesprotia, Evros, Rodopi, Xanthi, Thrace (all for Atter TV Channel).

Research, script and narration for the documentaries:

1999: Imbros

1997+-1998: Kefalonia-Tthaca

199%: Monasteries of Boectia (Prefecture of Boeotia), Greek Horses, Thrace

1996 Land of Boeotia and Economic Development of Boectia (Prefecture of Boeotia)

Associations-Clubs

* Member of the Board of Directors of the Periodical and Electronic Press Union (ESPIT)

+ President of the Parents' Association 43th Kindergarten Agia Paraskevi and
representative of the Union of Associations of Parents of the City

+ Special Secretary of the Scientific Company for Dorian & Dryope Studies

« Former President of the Contractors Association Institute of Continuing Adult Education

* Vice President of the Progressive Association “Kastellia”

« Board Member of the Union for the development of local newspapers in Athens-Piraeus-
Athens (1981-1983)

* Member of the Institute of Nutrition Studies and Research
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The idea of Saita publications emerged m July 2012, having as a primary goal to create a
web space where new authors con interact with the readers directly omd free.

Saita publications’ am is to redefme the relotionship between publisher-author-reader,
by cultivating a true dialogue, ond by establishmg an effective communication chonmel
for authors and readers alike. Saita publications stay far away from profit, exploitation
omd commercialisation of lterary property.

The strong wind of passion for reading,
the sweet breeze of creativity,
the zephyr of mnovation,
the sirocco of imagmaotion,
the levomter of persistence,
the deep power of vision,
guide the saita of our publications.

We mvite you. to let books fly free!



A fairytale created though facebook,

mspired by Stepamia Veldemiri’s drawings.
Kostas Stoforos saw the first drawing of the girl sleepmg, huggmg her doll.
He imoagmed a roim of peas omd the tale... begom.
Text by text, story following omother story, all led the princess without a nome to meet the gloomy
i i rn them to swallows but m the ending. ..

A tale about Spring.
The first of a series:
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