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Once upon a time, in a village near the forest,

was living a man, very dark hair and with a deep
regard.

He was living alone in a wooden house. He was
making everything with his bare hands.

Every day he was walking up before the sun rise
and he went deep into the forest, he was picking the
most high tree and start working from day to night.
All the furniture even the plate, the spoon and the
fork was made by wood.



The man did not have a lot of friends, or neighbors,
and the closest home was miles and miles away. He
never married and he spent of his life working the
wood. His work makes him famous in the near
village and they come to him and ask him to repair
everything it was broken. And the man gave all his
time and attention to the wood and it was like they
understand each other, the wood was taken life and
become a beautiful table, a beautiful chair, a very
nice door.

People they were start to come from a big city and
asking for more furniture and other decorations.

One day he was preparing a wooden chair, and he
was out in the open air, when suddenly a rare
perfume comes to him. He looked around but
nobody was with him. So, the man continue to work
the chair and try to give a nice shape and wanted to
put also some beautiful colours..

Again the perfume makes him turn his head and
then he noticed down to the earth, a very beautiful
strange flower with several colours...

"I do not remember see this flower before" he
said.

"No, you don't. Because | was a seed and some
days ago a sparrow bring him here from a
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foreign country. But as the sparrow got tired
from the long journey, he hide me in the earth,
and he thought that he can come and eat me
later.... But he forgot. | am a seed and if u burry
me | will grow up and become a... "

"A beautiful flower that smells so nice" he said
the carpenter.

"Yes, but | smell like that, only if | am happy..
Some minutes ago an ant passed and we spoke
about the news, he gave me news about my
other family, so I m more happy.."

The perfume was exceptional. It was like the
perfume of the orange flowers and some of ylang
ylang. The man had never thought he could spoke
with a flower.

"I must finish my chair | have a lot do. | must
finish before night come. " said the carpenter and
start again to work on the chair.

"Why are you so hurrying to finish your chair?

| see nobody else here with you. Do you have
family, a wife or children?”

Asked the flower



“‘No, | am alone and | am very busy. So do not
ask me silly questions, | must work because |
have a chair to deliver...."

"How Is possible to work in such a beautiful day,
look up the sky is so blue, look the forest and
the trees, such a beautiful picture." said the
flower, and continued " | need some fresh water
and if you have some more grass, you can bring
it, close to me, so | will have company. "

The carpenter start to scratch his head and then
he said," for such a small thing, u have many
requests. | tell you that | am busy. | have to finish
my work, at must deliver the chair to my client. "

So the man started to work on his wooden chair and
did not listen to the complaints of the flower, that it
suddenly became more and more curious.

“Have you ever love someone?" Asked the flower.

“What? What kind of silly question is that? "
Asked the carpenter really angry

" | will respond to this for you. U never loved
anyone or anything or | think, you don't even



love yourself... ", said the flower and turn his petals
to the sun

"I feel much Dbetter, but | really need some
water.." repeat again the flower

"Ohh OK. I will go to bring you some water."

The man left and went to the house, he took a big
vase and he put some water. Then he went out and
he threw the water to the flower.

"Ohhhh you almost destroy my little petals. | tell
you, you really never love anything or anyone.
You just threw the water, with all your forces.
You must be gentle with my petals.
You care a rose around the sand ..."

The flower explain for hours the way the carpenter
must give him water, and that he must time to time
change and put some soil, and ask the carpenter, if
he can find some other seeds, and put them close to
him, so he will not feel alone.

Then carpenter had a better idea, to take a big
pottery, he put some soll inside and he suggested to
his friend, the flower to plant it in there so he will not
be alone anymore.



They will be together as the carpenter, he was
strong enough to carry out, the pottery with his
friend, even when he went to the big city for buying
new tools.

After months have passed the carpenter was so
attached to his flower that he started to read books
about gardening and every day tried to make his
friend happier.

He bought a new pottery and he placed it near the
window so his flower could have a sun bath all day.
When he went to the forest for cutting woods for his
work, he had created a small wooden car and he put
there the pottery, so they were always together.

They spoke a lot about everyday life and sometimes
for the future. But the flower always said that, we
must show our love now, not in future".

Today is so important  for us  the
flowers, from the first sunshine will catch us, we
must take as much light we can, and drink water,
and have someone to care for us, as we are so
fragile. The flower was growing up and become so
beautiful. And his perfume also becomes so popular,
and when neighbors visited the carpenter, they will



ask for the name of this flower, so they can also find
the seeds and plant to their garden.

The carpenter told to his neighbors, "My flower is
very rare and | do not know if you will find the same
seeds. | named my flower "Love". But as this flower
has a deep impact on my life, | give him this name.
Because he help me understand that today is more
Important than the future.

And love is a free energy and more we give away,
more is coming back to us. "

The carpenter and the flower stay friends for a long
time. And the carpenter always left some hours free
after his work, for gardening as he get so many
secrets from his friend, that he could grow any
strange seed and make it a strong tree.

His garden was very famous and people come from
all over the country.

And when someone ask him about his secret of this
beautiful garden. The carpenter respond, with a
smile:
"Love, Is the secret."

The End

©®Eva Petropoulou Lianoy ,
Author children's literary
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Biography of Eva Petropoulou Lianoy;
author children literary and poet

H Eua MNetpotrouAou- Alavou 1994 gpydoTnke wg
dnuoaioypa®og atn NaAAia

‘Exel ekdwoel BiIBAia kal eBooks : «Eyw ka1 o GAAoG pou auTtog, n
OKIAQ hJou» ekOOOEIC ZaiTa, «H ZepaAvTiv Kal TO EWTIKO TNG
Nipvne» o€ AyyAIKa - TaAAika, kaBw¢ «H Képn TG 2eAvne» ,
oTnVv 4n ékdoorn, oe EAANVIKG — AyyAIKd, ekdooelc OaegAdToC. To
EPYO TNG €€l CUMTTEPIANYOEI 0TV EAANVIKR EykukAoTtTaideia Xdpn
Marton, oeA. 300. Ta BiBAia TG €xouv eykpiBei atrd To YTToupyEio
Maideiag kal MoAimiopou Kutrpou, yia 1n BiBAI0Brkn MaBntr kai
AaokdaAou. Ta véa Tng BIBAia, «H Nepaidoaualdva n MupTia»
apiepwuévo otnv MupTw pe avarrnpia, Kal «Aeukadiog XEpv,
MuUBol kai loTopieg TG ATTw AVATOANGY», EIKOVOYPAPNUEVO ATTO
TNV ZWypdgo TeXVIKAG Sumi-e NTiva AvaoTaoiddou, KUKAOQOoPOUV
10 2019.

H Eua cival yéAog Tou « Association Alia Mundi ZepBia », TnG
«AleBvng ETaipeiag Zuyypa@iéwyv kal KaAAiTexvwyv EAANGDQG " kal
" Etaipiag I'pappatwy kal Texvwy lMNeipaia ™
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Biography of Translator

Ashraf Aboul-Yazid Dali

. Editor in Chief, THE SILK ROAD LITERATURE SERIES
. Worked in Cultural Journalism for 30 years, authored and
translated 35 books.

. Man of Culture for the Year, 2012, Tatarstan, Russia

. Manhae Prize in Literature, 2014, the Republic of Korea
. Arab Journalism Award in Culture, in 2015, UAE

. President, Asia Journalist Association since April 2016.

Bioypa@iké

Ashraf Aboul-Yazid Dali

Apxiouvtaktng, THE SILK ROAD LITERATURE SERIES

* EpydoTtnke otnv MNoAimaoTikr) Anuooioypagia yia 30 xpovia,
ouyypagEag kal petagpaan 35 BIBAiwv.

» AvBpwTrog lNoAimiopou yia 10 ‘ETog, 2012, TarapoTdv, Pwaoia

* BpaBeio Manhae otn Aoyoteyvia, 2014, Anuokparia TnG
Kopéag

» BpaBeio ApaBikn¢ Anuoaoioypa@iag otov MNMoAiriopo, 1o 2015,
ota HAE

* [1pdedpog, ‘Evwon Anuooioypdewyv TnG Aciag atro Tov Atrpilio
Tou 2016
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