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	The sun while rising shone on the silver coin.

	That moment, it opened its eyes suddenly and stretched numbly after so many hours of deep sleep. It was so damp up there! Up there, over the tile roof of that two-storeyed cottage at the edge of the village.

	 

	“Good morning”, it said gently to its other side.

	 

	No answer.

	 

	“Good morning!

	Wake up, it’s dawn...” it said one more time, even more gently.

	 

	 

	But its other side didn’t answer. There was still no answer today.

	As there was never any answer for as long as it remembered. No matter how gently it had spoken to her, no matter how many times it had asked for an answer.

	 

	It looked up the sun that was rising in the sky and smiled.

	 

	“Why don’t you speak to me?” it said again to its other side.

	“Talk to me, I am as lonely as you.”

	“Talk to me.”

	 

	“I know, you may not like my company, but what can we do? We are only the two sides of a coin. And it would be nice to talk from time to time.

	Wouldn’t it be nice to have one another?”

	 

	But its other side wouldn’t speak. It had asked her so many times. It had asked her in all the ways it knew. But it knew not that many! The single side of a small low-price coin it was. Nothing more.

	 

	“Goodnight” it said to her, as the darkness was falling...

	**

	“Good morning” it said softly with the first smile of the sun.

	 

	No answer. But maybe she was still sleeping! It should wait for a while.

	 

	It waited until the sun rose high upon the sky. A golden sun. A sun that was shining on the silver coin over the tile roof of that cottage. And then, it dared to speak to her once again.

	 

	“It is a beautiful day today, isn’t it?”

	 

	 

	But she didn’t answer. As she had never answered up to this day.

	Why?

	Wasn’t she moved by her other’s side interest?

	Did she maybe have some reason for not speaking? Was it maybe wrong wanting to know about your other side?

	 

	 

	It didn’t find it that wrong...

	On the other hand of course, what could it possibly know? The single side of a small low-price coin it was.

	 

	...

	Maybe...

	 

	...But sure! Couldn’t it have thought of it before? This must be it! It couldn’t be anything else. This, as simple as this!

	 

	“Maybe you cannot speak”, it said to her.

	“Maybe you want to, but you cannot speak.”

	 

	“Then make a move, knock on the tile and I will know.”

	“If you cannot speak, knock on the tile!”

	 

	 

	Nothing.

	No move, no sound. And still for a moment it had believed it.

	 

	...For a moment only it had believed that it would finally get to know its other side... 

	With a knock maybe on the grassy tile.

	With the slightest move they would communicate opinions, thoughts, feelings. They would find out new ways to talk.

	To talk!

	 

	The two sides of a coin, on a roof at the edge of the village. Two sides alone, all alone.

	 

	 

	 

	Nothing.

	No move. No sound. The answer was simple. She did not want to speak to it.

	 

	“Good evening” it said, and stayed watching the sun moving slowly towards the west. It wanted so much to cry but it wouldn’t. Maybe its other side would know.

	She would know perhaps from a slightest move, from a sob that would slip out.

	 

	No, it could not cry! Maybe its other side would know. And in no case would it want to upset her.

	She was also a side alone, all alone. Maybe lonelier than it was.

	 

	But then why wouldn’t she speak to it? Why?

	Since they were both two sides alone, all alone, on a roof at the edge of the small village.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	**

	It told her no good morning that day.

	 

	It started with a question that had tortured it all night. Tortured it as no other side, of any coin, in any village of the world had ever been tortured.

	 

	“Do you maybe hate me” it said to her, struggling to keep away a shiver, a tear from the corner of its eyes.

	 

	 

	“Do you maybe hate me because I can see the village and the sun?” “Do you maybe hate me because you always face the tile?”

	 

	“Tell me! Tell me, please...”

	 

	No answer.

	 

	“But it’s not my fault, you know it... You remember it, don’t you?”

	“It was that nasty boy that threw us up on this roof!”

	 

	“Tell me. Tell me that you remember it...”

	 

	“...Speak to me, please. I am also one side of a small low-price coin. Speak to me! Tell me about you! Tell me anything! I am the other side of you!”

	 

	 

	Desperate as it was, it started then describing to her its look.

	It was a rather ordinary side. A woman figure with fine features, a pretty little nose and cute little eyes.

	A woman imprisoned for ever on the roof of a two-storeyed cottage.

	 

	“Tell me about you...”

	“Tell me what you look like!”

	 

	“We can be friends! If you want we can be best friends! The best friends of all sides, in all coins.

	The best friends in the whole village. In the whole country. In the whole world, if you tell me a word.

	Just a word!

	If you tell me that you want it!”

	 

	“And I will then exist only for you! Even if you never speak to me ever again...”

	 

	 

	Silence. Absolute silence... But why?

	She was also a side alone, all alone, maybe lonelier than all the sides of the world...

	 

	 

	 

	...

	 

	From that day onwards, it started describing to her what-ever it saw.

	It didn’t ask her to speak. Not any more. It was just talking to her without asking for anything any more.

	It was telling her about the village and the forest nearby. It was telling her about the big road across the houses, and the market. It was telling her about the sun and the clouds. About the birds in the sky. About the bells ringing every Sunday.

	 

	 

	From that day onwards the life of this side was not the same. It described whatever it saw, and asked for nothing any more.

	 

	It didn’t know whether it was good or bad not wanting to know about your other side. But its life was more beautiful since that day. And it felt less lonely — less lonely than any other side, in any corner of the village.

	 

	It was a less lonely side.

	 

	**

	First time since they found themselves up on that roof, that the storm burst. The first storm of the winter.

	And it was so happy that the heavy drops fell on it. That it protected its precious other side!

	 

	The wind grew so strong.

	So strong that the tiles started shaking. They started shaking more, than any other time the tiles of the two-storeyed cottage had ever shaken.

	 

	 

	And then disaster struck!

	 

	So fast that no other side, in any corner of the world would realize what was happening...

	It just felt rolling on the grassy roof.

	**

	It was so, so damp down there!

	Down there, in the middle of the garden of a small cottage at the edge of the village.

	 

	However, it was a side even happier! And yet, it was a side buried in the mud. The side of a woman with fine features, buried in the mud.

	And yet, it was so happy!

	 

	Its other side could again see the clouds. The carriages and the roads. The bells and the woods.

	Its other side, was facing the sun!

	 

	Yes, it was so happy. So happy as no other side, of any coin ever was, in the whole village.

	And its other side would surely speak to it. That side that had never spoken to it ever until then.

	Now, surely, she would describe everything to it. Whatever she saw.

	The mountains and the woods. The village and the houses. The sun and the clouds...

	 

	Even if it itself wouldn’t be able to hear her. Even if it it-self wouldn’t be able to speak to her. Even if it was just a side buried in the mud.

	 

	 

	They were, however, two sides less lonely. Less lonely than any other sides, in that small village with the cottages.

	 

	And then disaster struck!

	 

	So fast that no other side, in any corner of the world would realize what was happening.

	But unfortunately it had... It had unfortunately realized everything...

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	**

	...There was no dampness any more.

	 

	It was a spotlessly clean side, in a prominent place in the collection of that collector. And this was, truthfully, the most peculiar, the most weird piece of the collection.

	 

	 

	It was a coin rare and most expensive.

	A coin unique indeed!

	A coin that no collector had ever found before!

	 

	That coin in the glass case in the middle of the large collection was —and don’t ask me how and why— a coin with one side only!

	 

	Yes, you’ve heard right!

	A coin with one side only.

	 

	 

	 

	...One side so lonely,

	  as no other side, of any other coin,

	                       in any other part of the world.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	December, 17 to 18

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

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

	 

	 

	 

	 

	...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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