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	 “Is there anyone here?” it said quietly, and a row of notes flooded the closed room.

	 

	Probably no one.

	 

	“It there anyone here?” it said louder, and the small attic was filled by sounds for the first time.

	 

	 

	 

	It knew that it shouldn’t ever speak alone, but it couldn’t stand it any more. So much time had gone by since they moved it up to that attic. Since they covered it with those sheets and shut the windows.

	 

	It couldn’t stand it any more! Why did they treat it this way? Things used to be so beautiful some years ago.

	Not that much time had really passed since it filled their evenings, filled their dreams and their hearts with music. Had so much time gone by since then?

	 

	Since they were children, then, when they all gathered around it and clumsily pressed its white keys? Since they climbed on it and they were shouted at for fear they might destroy the precious ebony cover, which hid so many strings inside it?

	 

	 

	 

	No, not that much time could have gone by.

	And then again when they grew up it remembered their first lessons. When once again they clumsily pressed its keys, forcing it to strange sounds.

	Children who used to play while learning, because perhaps it never was anything more to them than just another of their toys. Something like a big music box...

	 

	No, not that much time could have gone by since then!

	Then, when it filled the family’s evenings, filled their dances and celebrations.

	When they all wanted to sit on the little stool with the yellow gold-adorned fabric, open the heavy brownish key cover and share with it their beautiful moments.

	 

	 

	 

	Yes, they must have loved it back then.

	It felt it from the way they touched its keys, from the way they caressed the heavy brownish cover before opening it, from how much they liked listening to it singing.

	 

	It felt it from how much they cared for it; always in tune, perfectly clean, in the central spot of the living room, of a living room once filled with people.

	 

	...

	How, indeed, everything changed; the children grew up and it was as if the house became smaller. Space, they said, wasn’t enough, and there was no reason to still have the huge piano. It was time to change the arrangement of the living room and that piano didn’t fit anywhere.

	Yes, it still had the beautiful shimmering cover, the little stool with the golden fabric, and still produced the same melodies as before. Yet the children grew up and no more played with it.

	The little stool seemed uncomfortable, the colour of the wood didn’t match the light-coloured decoration, and their evenings were now flooded with music from the small, brand-new gramophone. On the corner table at the edge of the living room, beautiful as a full-bloomed flower, with a voice capable of imitating every voice.

	Even its own.

	 

	Perhaps it really had no place in that house. Perhaps it wasn’t any more, perhaps it never was but a large music box. Nothing more.

	 

	...

	“Is there anyone here? Answer me, please.”

	 

	But no one heard the music in the sealed attic.

	The music of a piano covered with two large white sheets, imprisoned in the silence and the dark, somewhere at the edge —or in the middle?— of nowhere.

	 

	 

	 

	**

	How much time had really passed since then...

	Since a small and beautiful gramophone replaced this huge piano in their dreams and hearts.

	Since they started searching for ways to give it away. A grand piano, made out of precious wood... A masterpiece of celebrated manufacturers, preserved in excellent condition.

	 

	All for nothing!

	People only bought gramophones, small and beautiful like blossoming flowers.

	What should they do with a graceless piano? A huge and graceless piano?

	And how indeed such a piano happened to be in a house? Pianos like this one were to be usually found at concerts and distinct shops.

	 

	No, what should they do with such a piano? Besides now they were all selling their aged pianos. Nobody wanted aged pianos any more...

	 

	 

	So they moved it up, with great trouble it is true, to that attic.

	The attic with the old things!

	 

	 

	**

	...It had discerned in that attic old acquaintances before they covered it with the large white sheets.

	The wooden chest that once adorned the bedroom...

	The old lamps of the living room...

	The beautiful rocking chair they send away when it started to creak unbearably...

	 

	It didn’t know where they had gone to till then. And, somehow, it didn’t care. After all, some of them were sent away as soon as they acquired it; a brand-new piano, a jewel for every aristocratic home.

	Had so much time really passed since then?

	Since the children grew up?

	 

	...

	From time to time they had come again. Back then, in the beginning still...

	 

	They had shaken the dusty sheets, had opened the windows for some light to come in, had even brought a tuner to tune it.

	And then they were vanishing again, hurriedly, in the way they were coming.

	 

	 

	So then, in the beginning, it had discerned old acquainances.

	Some framed pictures. The wicker basket with the children’s toys. The old sewing machine. Things that had once passed in front of it.

	The sideboard with the big mirror, the small kitchen table, the baby’s cradle. All covered with sheets, now yellowed.

	Silhouettes only, figures forgotten for ever in the attic with the old things, there in nowhere.

	 

	 

	 

	Had so much time gone by since then? Since they stopped tuning it, stopped shaking its white sheets? Had so much time gone by since then?

	Since it filled their dreams and their hearts?

	 

	 

	 

	They had returned again at other times, but it couldn’t see why...

	Maybe to leave something there, maybe to take something away. It couldn’t see any more what was around it.

	Maybe an attic full of old things. Maybe an empty attic, with only one aged piano left in the silence and the dark. An old piano left in nowhere...

	 

	“Is there anyone here?” it said quietly, and a row of notes flooded the closed room... Hoarse notes, of an untuned piano left in the dark attic.

	 

	Yes, it had grown old! It was no longer the same piano. Its voice wasn’t melodic as it once was.

	And that gramophone was singing so beautifully...

	 

	...

	But still it couldn’t believe it! Wasn’t it anything else for those hands? For those hands that touched it, over and over for long years? Wasn’t it anything more than just... just a music box?

	 

	And yet it remembered how they touched it with joy, with care, with kindness!

	And it sang to them as beautifully as it could. It was always singing to them as beautifully as it could, even when they pressed its keys playfully, even at their first lessons!

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“...No, nobody is here...”

	the big piano answered to by itself, and the notes coming out of its chords seemed to it so out of tune in that dark attic.

	 

	“...They’re all gone...”

	 

	 

	It felt void the space around it.

	The old lamps and the beautiful rocking chair, the noisy children’s toys and the baby’s cradle wouldn’t be there any more. There wouldn’t be anything. No one would listen to it in that deserted attic in the middle —or at the edge?— of nowhere.

	 

	There wouldn’t be anyone in the house either.

	The lower floors would be empty. The children had long grown up. Maybe they had long gone. Maybe they had their own families and homes.

	Maybe the only thing they left behind them would be that piano! So difficult to move. So big to fit anywhere else.

	An aged piano, in an aged attic, in a house also aged. In a house lost in nowhere...

	 

	 

	“Pity” it said, and a row of tuneless notes echoed in the attic. A row of notes coming out of a piano covered with two yellowed sheets.

	 

	 

	 

	**

	It decided from then on, not to speak again...

	 

	It had accepted things the way they were. Nobody wanted aged pianos any more... Hands forget whatever they have touched...  Small gramophones now blossom in light-coloured living rooms...

	There was no reason to be sad! It was a big and wise piano.

	If only it weren’t covered by those sheets, not wrapped by that darkness, not touched by such loneliness! At least not wrapped by that darkness...

	To see again the sun for a little while!

	 

	 

	...Where did they all go?

	Had so much time gone by since then?

	 

	 

	...Since then when it filled the house with music? Since then when they sat on its small stool and sung with it?

	 

	Its voice used to be so beautiful once. Wasn’t it truly the same piano? Wasn’t it always the same piano that filled their dreams and their hearts? Wasn’t it?

	 

	And yet it still remembered their favorite music!

	 

	 

	A strange, intoxicating music!

	When they listened to it they turned off —it remembered— the lights. They closed their eyes and left themselves inside it.

	Α happy melody, and sad at the same time!

	Old and new at the same time!

	Perhaps monotonous, and yet never boring!

	 

	Did it still remember that melody?

	Yes, it couldn’t have forgotten it... It was its favorite melody! But now, how could it possibly sing it?

	Now that its voice had been left in the dampness of that attic, in the frost of that silence.

	How?

	...

	...And what if it tried?

	 

	 

	It wouldn’t annoy anyone! It was a piano forgotten in nowhere. And that, a melody from the past.

	But was it worth the trouble?

	 

	Was it maybe better to remember it the way it used to be? This wasn’t but a small, mortal, aged piano. But that one?

	An ageless melody! It would deserve to be sung perhaps by a new, tuned piano. This one had no rights any more...

	 

	 

	No, it was so beautiful that melody!

	Let it be sung by other pianos, newer ones. Let it be sung by blossomed gramophones. Beautiful melodies are to be sung by blossomed gramophones! This one was just a piano forgotten in the closed attic. It had no rights to that melody.

	It shouldn’t, logically, even remember it.

	 

	Perhaps memories were making things worse.

	 

	 

	 

	**

	And what if it tried to say it?

	Sacrilege for that melody, to be sung tunelessly in a damp and dark attic, but...

	 

	...But it wouldn’t annoy anyone... It would sing it only for itself! A melody from the past.

	And they were always turning off the lights when it was singing it! They closed their eyes and left themselves inside it. Yes, this is what it would do now once again... An immortal melody sung by a piano in the dark.

	By an aged piano, so be it...

	 

	It wasn’t annoying anyone...

	 

	 

	...

	The first note sounded strangely in the small attic. Sounded tunelessly by strings tired, by strings surrendered to the strokes of time.

	 

	It stopped.

	No, it was no longer the same piano! And so much time had really passed since then!

	 

	But it wanted to continue. It tried again. It sung the first notes and stopped full of shame.

	 

	“Is there anyone here?” it asked timidly.

	 

	It wouldn’t want to be seen, to be heard! It was a melody for younger pianos. An ageless, an immortal melody! How could it be sung by an aged piano? By a piano forgotten in nowhere?

	Yet no one was there... Once more no one answered...

	 

	It started again quietly with a hoarse, tuneless voice. It stopped and started over and over again. It seemed to have forgotten it. But it couldn’t have forgotten it...

	It was a big and wise piano! It knew that it couldn’t have forgotten it. It was a melody that it closed deep inside it.

	It just couldn’t catch the rhythm...

	 

	 

	Effort was needed.

	It should try more.

	It was the only thing perhaps now left to do! That aged piano, the one covered with two dusty sheets, there in the dark lost in nowhere, should try more! It was a melody that it knew, that it was hiding deep inside it...

	It was the same melody...

	 

	 

	 

	 

	**

	...It was the same melody the one that was pouring out of its tired strings...

	 

	A melody that suddenly flooded with warmness the locked attic! A melody that filled with broken notes an attic forgotten in time...

	 

	Yes, it was the same melody! You could feel it, it was the same melody. And it was the same piano. The same piano singing louder and louder a melody that it hadn’t forgotten.

	A melody that it closed inside it.

	...

	It was the same piano singing with a voice unexpected for a piano forgotten for so long in the dampness and the dark... Had so much time indeed gone by since then?

	 

	It didn’t know any more! It didn’t want to know!

	 

	It didn’t want to remember anything, except for the rhythm that was flooding its strings, flooding its dreams and its heart...

	 

	 

	 

	...And it could hear by its side the old rocking chair creaking discordantly, the noisy children’s toys breathing once again in the wicker basket, the baby’s cradle coming to life to the rhythm of the music...

	 

	Had so much time gone by since then?

	 

	No, it was still the same piano! The same chair, the same toys could be discerned covered with dusty sheets...

	Silhouettes only, figures forgotten in the locked attic.

	 

	 

	...

	And there, among them, beside them, covered with one more sheet, there in the dampness and the dark, a gramophone was blossoming to the rhythm of the same melody.

	They were all blossoming to the rhythm of the same melody...

	 

	 

	...Of the same melody that was always pouring out of a piano singing in the dark.

	 

	...Of the same melody that was always ruling our hearts

	                                                        and our dreams...

	 

	 

	 

	December 26

	 

	 

	 

	 

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

	 

	 

	 

	 

	...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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