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	“A minimum fixing of the hair...

	 

	The fastening of the delicate fabric belt...

	Raising the right pad to reduce undulations... And finally the passing of the red silk shawl, so as to embrace the waist and end at her two elbows...

	 

	Perfect!

	 

	Let’s add some emphasis to the movement...

	 

	The right foot just a tiny bit forward to stress her pace, and the left hand slightly more stretched.

	 

	 

	Wonderful! I think we’re done!”

	...

	What a relief. She never liked the entire procedure. It was time to open her eyes...

	 

	Red! Her favorite colour!

	And it was indeed a most beautiful dress!

	 

	Though, she would have preferred the shawl white...

	 

	 

	**

	“It’s time to take off the papers from the glass...”

	They unstuck the paper strips, gradually revealing the word behind them.

	 

	It was her favorite sight! The most frequented road. Cars, motors, buses, passersby... A multitude of passersby... Dolls in colourful clothes, walking loaded with overfilled plastic bags... Dressed in clothes of doubtful quality, in designs of doubtful aesthetic.

	 

	And she among them, beside them! To be gazed at and, why not, envied.

	A woman in perfect proportions, dressed in a most expensive, red silk dress! A woman like flame, with the red shawl let to fall on her elbows in a movement full of femininity...

	 

	A woman in the center of the shop window!

	 

	 

	Yes, there also were —I must admit— other women in that shop window. But she must have had something more.

	 

	There was no other explanation. A woman to be chosen, among so many others, to pose in the center. A woman dressed always in the finest dresses. In the most expensive clothes. In the latest demands of fashion.

	Yes, she was indeed a woman of perfection.

	Each movement of hers, the outcome of multiple tests and thought. Her every hairstyle, the result of consultations. Nothing unplanned on her. Nothing spontaneous.

	Even the decoration, the dresses that spread around her, the lights... Everything was adjusted based on her!

	 

	 

	 

	Her!

	A woman, incarnation of the eternal woman, at the largest glass window of the store.

	Left to look at the dolls in the shop window. Dolls passing before her hurriedly, negligent, untidy. But what can anyone expect from the dolls moving in the streets?

	 

	And if a little something was to give them some value, some traces of value, it was that they finally always stopped to look...

	No matter how hurried they were, no matter how fast they had to walk to be on time...

	 

	 

	They had, in the strangest of ways, always the time to look at a real woman!

	A woman dressed for now in a red all-silk dress and a shawl indifferently let to her elbows. A woman behind the window.

	 

	 

	A point of reference during the day, lightened to the full at nights.

	 

	The woman in the center of the window!

	 

	 

	**

	However, even this woman —the model of the everlasting woman— had, I remember, a tiny problem...

	Strange, you’ll tell me, for such a woman! For a woman made to be gazed at by the dolls in the streets.

	 

	And yet there was a tiny problem...

	 

	 

	She felt so bad, each time she had to change an outfit. When she removed her previous clothes, to be dressed the next ones, surely in some other colour and design.

	Yes, this woman felt such a shame when she was standing naked!

	 

	Of course the store’s employees did their best so that the people in the shop window wouldn’t see her like this.

	It would have been so bad if people in the shop window could see her naked! Awful! Tragic! Inconceivable for a woman created as no other to pose in the center of the window, wearing always the latest demands of fashion!

	 

	Employees truly did their very best.

	They covered each time the shop window where the dolls in the street lived with large strips of paper. They were  conscientiously trying to leave no gap.

	As for the side that was behind her —the side towards the shop’s interior— that one was continuously covered with a large fabric in the appropriate colour. In a colour befitting her clothes, the colour of her hair, the light of the season...

	 

	Everything was related to her. Everything turned around her!

	 

	The incarnation of the eternal woman!

	 

	 

	 

	...Yet, even so, she didn’t feel well.

	Even if no passerby was watching her, she knew that some moments, even tiny ones, she stood naked! And she seemed so indifferent naked. So —I am afraid to even say it— ugly.

	 

	How intense the gaps at her joints appeared to be! At the points that granted her every movement! How strangely exposed... How uncovered...

	 

	No! Not even she herself could stand that sight. She always closed her eyes when changing clothes. She seemed 
so —how scared am I to say it— fake! And yet she knew well —better that anything— that she was the truest woman in the world...

	That she was and she will always be the woman in the center of the window. A woman surely envied by all the dolls in the shop window. Dolls eternally passing by, in front of a woman eternally a model...

	 

	...Sometimes she truly felt sorry for them...

	 

	**

	Today she was wearing a wonderful long dress out of black velvet.

	 

	Tight, closed at the neck, with tight sleeves and ending a little below the ankle. Adorned by two rows, as a belt, of strass at the height of the waist.

	Nice she’d say, even if black wasn’t exactly what she considered best. Red always suited her better.

	Yet this particular dress was fairly flattering to her figure...

	 

	 

	She immediately drew the glances upon her.

	 

	She realized it from the very first moment they took off the paper strips, revealing gradually the dolls in the shop 
window.

	Sometimes they baffled her too the dolls in the shop window. Even if they were in a hurry, they always stopped to admire her. Even if they didn’t suit them, they always bought the clothes she was wearing. Even if they had so many things to talk about, they always talked about her in the end.

	 

	And yet they were so different! She often wondered how they could see themselves in her place...

	She, was standing. They, were passing by.

	She, was selling. They, were merely shopping.

	 

	They admired her and she was gazing at them!

	She was a woman, and they were mere dolls in the shop window!

	 

	She was in the center, and they were lost at the edge of the world...

	 

	Pathetic dolls!

	So glad they did not belong to her world! So glad they could never belong to her world...

	 

	That someone thought of placing that glass...

	 

	...

	A strange glass, indeed.

	Transparent, and yet it was hiding behind it a different world. It was separating two worlds completely alien. Such a relief! Imagine if that glass didn’t exist.

	A disaster! Every casual passerby could see her up close. Peer at her, examine her and —I am so ashamed to even say it— touch her! Her second greatest nightmare!

	No, someone must have known something when placing that glass. It was protecting the model-woman well. A woman like her, always dressed in most expensive dresses, capable of following the most recent of fashion’s demands, capable —why not?— of even leading it.

	A woman born different. Different from the dolls that crawl continuously in the streets. That move among others. Dolls that always live lost in the crowd. Pitiful dolls!

	 

	 

	Yes, someone must have known something when placing that glass!

	 

	Touch her? She wouldn’t like to even think about it.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	**

	One more time! One more time, the eyes closed, shut.

	And if she would half-open them for a moment it was to ensure that no part of the shop window was forgotten uncovered.

	Of course she trusted them completely.

	She knew that they were taking care of her better than she could ever take care of herself.

	 

	They would always cover the shop window with the dolls.

	They would always dress her in the best clothes.

	 

	Do her hair with care.

	Lighten her up, so as to bring out the beauty of the woman in the center of the window.

	 

	Yes, she completely trusted their touch. They were perhaps her best friends.

	 

	 

	...Yet, the very feeling of her being naked caused her panic!

	She shouldn’t logically ever stay naked. She had the largest wardrobe in the world!

	Thousands of hats and dresses, only for her. Thousands of colours and designs to highlight her, to show off her beauty, to turn her into a symbol.

	 

	Everything for her! Everything for the woman! The truest of all the women in the world. The everlasting woman!

	The truest, undoubtedly, of all the dolls moving in the streets.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	She opened her eyes...

	 

	Another beautiful dress.

	Loose —she should every now and then wear something simpler they had said— with a strange brooch on the right side of the waist, that replaced equally any belt, giving a distinct finesse at the same time.

	 

	 

	 

	“A sense of freedom of movement...

	Her look indifferently turned to the shop-window’s edge...

	Perfect!

	 

	The hands now...

	Crossed? No, they’ll be hiding the brooch...

	Maybe turned behind the back?

	 

	But she has such beautiful hands!

	 

	In front of her then, almost stretched, in a movement parallel with the slight leaning of the body...

	 

	Yes, it is good like this...”

	 

	“Very nice! Time to remove the paper strips...”

	 

	 

	**

	That day —I remember— started beautifully. Beautifully like all the other days.

	It was a sunny spring morning.

	 

	Once more she drew the glances.

	Immediately she drew the glances.

	 

	No matter what colour she wore, purple in this case, no matter what movement she made, they would always watch her, always admire her.

	 

	 

	A non-ageing woman, designed in the perfect proportions, in the center of the window. A woman in the center of the world!

	 

	To be admired and —why not?— be envied.

	To be imitated, without ever being able to be reached.

	 

	To be desired, without ever being able to be touched.

	 

	A woman dressed for now in a purple loose spring dress, with a strange brooch at the right side of the waist...

	 

	 

	...

	 

	...No one understood from where the fire started, that day...

	 

	A day like all the others.

	A day which the sun was filling with colours...

	 

	 

	Turmoil, screams, panic behind her back. People who were running...

	She could see them from her window fleeing.

	 

	Her friends were pulling along with them metal stands with her precious wardrobe.

	Yes, she trusted them! She always trusted them. They knew their job well. 

	Yet shouldn’t they logically take her out first?

	It didn’t matter. There was still time...

	 

	 

	The flames were wrapping the curtains and the dresses that had been left behind. They were licking the walls at the back of the store, destroying the paper posters.

	She was waiting for them any minute now. Her friends would remember her in the end. She had no doubt about it.

	 

	 

	The people in the shop window had gathered far, so far away from the glass! The people that were once touching it. That were bending near it to watch her closer.

	She could now see them standing and looking towards her. No one was passing by. They were all standing. They had all stopped, looking at her window.

	Even then...

	Even now the woman in the center.

	 

	 

	 

	...

	 

	At last!

	 

	She saw them running towards her...

	She felt them enter the store. Pulling away with force the fabric behind her. Hands that were moving fast... That were pulling the cloths fixed on the side walls. That were mindlessly gathering the dresses left on the floor...

	 

	Hands that quickly undid the big brooch at the side of her waist...

	That removed suddenly a loose spring dress, while parts of a woman in the center were falling on the ground.

	 

	 

	 

	A woman who was looking silently at them running away.

	Who was gazing at them uniting hastily with the crowd that was looking, that was observing quietly, indifferently behind the shop window...

	 

	Pieces of a woman naked, thrown in the center of a window lightened by the reaching flames...

	Of a woman naked that could no longer close her eyes...

	That could no longer cover that glass.

	 

	 

	Of a woman alone with the gaze turned towards a crowd that was looking, that was looking indifferently at a woman naked, so naked, thrown in the center.

	 

	 

	...

	 

	Never until today have I understood how she could find such strength.

	 

	And yet that woman —perhaps the truest woman in the world— found the strength to turn her gaze away from the dolls in the shop window...

	 

	 

	A woman alone.

	A woman naked, so naked, that spring sunny morning, in the center of the world.

	 

	A woman in pieces, with eyes open, wide open, left to watch calmly the flames that were melting her...

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	**

	“A minimum fixing of the hair...

	 

	The fastening of the delicate fabric belt...

	Raising the right pad to reduce undulations... And finally the passing of the red silk shawl, so as to embrace the waist and end at her two elbows...

	 

	Perfect!

	 

	Let’s add some emphasis to the movement...

	The right foot just a tiny bit forward to stress her pace, and the left hand slightly more stretched.

	 

	Wonderful! I think we’re done!”

	...

	What a relief. She never liked the entire procedure. It was time to open her eyes...

	 

	Green! Her favorite colour!

	And it was indeed a most beautiful dress!

	 

	Though,

	     she would have preferred the shawl light-blue...

	 

	 

	 

	December 23

	 

	 

	 

	 

	~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

	 

	 

	 

	 

	...This book was a book that knew not how to read...
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	The Dolphin and the Gull

	 

	(When two suns meet,

	then two worlds unite for ever.)

	 

	    ...A dolphin dreaming of the world above the surface of the sea and a gull drawn by the depths. Met on a sunset, when the sun meets its reflection on the water, they will leave for a trip of knowledge, against the constraints of their own nature.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	                            — I will fly for you...

	                                — And I will swim for you...

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	[  http://b00k.gr/files/the_Dolphin_and_the_Gull.php?lang=en&page=Dolphin_and_Gull__page1  ]
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	Touch me...

	 

	 

	    ...We are only the two sides of a coin. Tell me about you! Tell me what you look like. I am the other side of you...  

	 

	                          ...It sung the first notes and stopped full of shame. It wouldn’t want to be seen, to be heard! It was a melody for younger pianos...

	 

	                 ...And it was my first time seeing so many gathered blue planets. White and blue, with yellow suns at the edge of their dream...

	 

	    ...A book with no name and content, that was shouting to the other books and was calling them near it, till tears dissolved its empty pages...

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	[  http://b00k.gr/files/touch_me.php?lang=en&page=touch_me__stories  ]
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	The blue butterfly

	 

	(...To those whose small bodies, big wings they wear...)

	 

	    A butterfly of strange beauty drawn to her destination. Enriched by the forest voices, she will enter an impressive castle – an immortal world of butterflies, ruled by a gentle king. He will trap her. He will take her to his tallest tower. Undisclosed there, in numerous frames on his wall, is the rarest collection of precious butterflies. 

	    She will be forced to choose either to fly for him in his gardens or to be put to death. He will be forced to see that no one can obtain what cannot be possessed...

	 

	 

	                                                                    ...I’ve always been waiting for you. Before everything, I felt deep inside me that you’d come someday...

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	[  http://b00k.gr/files/the_blue_butterfly.php?lang=en&page=blue_butterfly__page1  ]

	 

	 

	~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

	 

	 

	Lyrics (extracts) 

	 

	 

	Like waves to which the sky gives birth, 
People are falling on the earth, 
Each one, another tiny drop, 

	of rain...

	 

	~~~

	 

	...Like the moon I’m half-

	glowing in the light, 

	While my other half, 

	has embraced the night...

	 

	~~~

	 

	...Trying to create god from mud, 

	we added tears, sweat and blood, 

	Alas! This creature cannot speak, 

	it is our self we hide and seek...

	 

	~~~

	 

	...Is there a poem, a verse, a rime, 

	that can reverse the hands of time?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	[  http://b00k.gr/files/lyrics_DG__all.php?lang=en&page=lyrics_DG__all  ]

	 

	 

	~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

	 

	Recommendations

	 

	[  http://b00k.gr/files/recommended.php?lang=en  ]

	 

	~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

	 

	The books, the lyrics and various extras are provided in several languages on...

	 

	www.b00k.gr

	(written with zeroes)

	 

	http://b00k.gr/

	http://b00k.gr/files/bk_lang.php
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