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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
School, she always preferred playivg
with words, paper avd pewcils. For
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.

Sowe of her texts can be found in
various websites such as:
www.schooltlwggr, www.aeitugr,
WawwWImMesoglos.arr, www.omestorggr,
www.antiepilogow.gr, wwwiresh-

wagazine et

She would be glad to nweet you all in
her e-howes: http//evriamblogspot.gr
and  http//politeiatiseriliasblogspot gr
or tn

wwwifacebook com/evridiki.amanat idou
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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 ...









The idea of Saita publications emerged i Dudy 2042,
having as a privary goal to create a web space where
new authors can ivteract with the readers directly avd
free.

Saita publications’ aiw is to redefine the relationship
between publisher-author-reader, by cultivating a true
dislogue, and by  establishing an  effective
convmiunication chanvel for authors and readers alike.
Saita publications stay far away frow profit, exploitation
and conmmercialisation of literary property.

The strong wind of passion for reading,
the sweet breeze of creativity,
the 2ephyr of Lnovation,
the sirocco of iniagination,
the levavter of persistence,
the deep power of visiow,
guide the saita of our publicatiovs.

We ivvite you to let books fly free!






Apollovia Paraniuthioti was born
in 1939, inn Corfu. Her passion for
paivting started in a very early
age; she was ovly four years old
whewn she first denwownstrated her
talent. She s a selftaught
painter, whose aiw is to further
develop her skills. In 2008, she
won  the Euwropean covtest
"Pescarch and tnnovation”. She
graduated from high school in
2012 and she would like to evter
the School of Fine Arts. Her
dreaw is to be taught by a great

paivter.



Thewy all wait for him, the jouful, cool Breeze to run, to
fly tO blow. e iS in & hurry, HiS dreams and travels call
hibn.

Unntil. ..

she; dressed ih red, in Strange patters and a black,
triangular hat. A beautiful, but sefcentered chimeuy,
They meet, or better to Say, Breeze bumps O to her.

Then everything charoes.
This iS & sweet story about friendship, giving, respect

and love. Furtherimore, a allegory for what being
different eans and how €asy it is for a word or a

gesture to cause a Shvile or a tear. ..
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