Mulotomnia

Muhrotomol: Mikpéc ardvieg mohteieg, 16Topieg mETpIve. ..
Mills Site: Small eternal cities, Stories of Stone

210, EPEMMUEVO LVAOTOTLO, 0 XPOVOG Holdlet va €xel otapatiost. Kivovvral o pubpovg mapehbovtog
OV EKTMEUTIOUV «pUNnvOpoTa» Tipog To HéAov. Nopilelg nwg oou dwvalouv: «Xwoe pe»! Ecl Sev
£XELC, TIOPA VO OKOUOELG TO KAAEOUO TNG TETPLVNG TOAlTeiag kot va dwvagelg poli tng. Ot
oAeupduUAOL oTNnV TtepLloxn Hog Atav dTlayuévol amd METPA TOU TOTIOU UOC, OE OXNUO «TIETAAOUY,
6nhadn metalooyxnuol. Xtilovtav os OUYKEKPLIEVO OnUElO TNG TIEPLOXNG, Yl va UITopolvV va
EKUETOAAEUTOUV TN dpopd Kot Tn SUvaun Tou aVEUOU O OMOoiog yupvoUoe Ta TaVLA TOUC Kol OTh
CUVEXELX TIG LUAOTIETPEG IOV GA£Bav TO oLTapl.

In the ruined mills’ places, time seems to have stopped. They move in the rhythm of the past that
transmit "messages" to the future. You think they are shouting to you: "Save me"! All you have to do
is hear the call of the stone city and shout with it. The flour mills in our area were made of local
stone, in the shape of a "horseshoe", that is, horseshoe-shaped mills.

They were built at a specific point of the area, so that they could take advantage of the direction and
strength of the wind which turned their sails and then the millstones that ground the wheat.

I MuAotont: To pépog, o TOmo¢ Ttou éxeL TTOAOUG aAEUPOUUAOUC
Mills’ site : The place where there are a lot of windmills



«'OAat T GAEBouV ol LUASTIETPEC Kal yivouvtal Gotpo?...»

The millstones grind everything and they become stars.

Kamote akouyeg tpayoudia Kal YEALO HECO O0TOUC AAEUPOUUAOUC. MUAWVASEG HUE PEYAAEG
TOSLEC, TPOCWTAL HE OOTIPLOMEVA YEVIOL Kal HOAALX oo TOo OAeUpL, QypOTEG TIOU
KouBaAoUuoave TO «UOAAQUA» TOUC OTOV MUAO. TOtg, n €vwon avbpwrmou kat ¢uong
ekdppalovtav péca anod pia oxéon tepn! Htav n emoxn mou 1o aAelpt dev mMwAoluvtav
OUOCKEUQOUEVO Kal KABE olkoyEvela KaAALEpyoUOE Ta SIKA TNG OLTNPA yla VA TO TTAPAEEL.
IAUEPQ, oL MUAOL oTEKovTaLl BALPEVOL KAl «NTTUEVOLY ammd tnv texvoloyia! Ie apkeToug
EYKATOAEAELUPEVOUC QAEUPOUUAOUG, UTIAPXOUV OKOMO. Ol TEPAOTIEC MUAOTIETPEG TIOU
aAeBav to oltapt Bappeic Kol TEPLUEVOUV TN OTyUN Tou Ba avaotnAwBouv kot Ba
Aettoupynoouv ava.

Once upon a time, you could hear songs and laughter inside the flour mills. Workers in long
aprons, faces with whitened beards and hair from the flour, farmers carrying their "malama"
to the mill. Back then, the union of man and nature was expressed through a sacred
relationship! It was the time when flour was not sold packaged and each family grew its own
grains to produce it.

Today, the mills stand sad and somehow "defeated" by the technology! In several
abandoned flour mills, the huge millstones that once ground the wheat still exist, seemingly
waiting for the time when they will be restored and put into operation again.
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Metamorphosis: «Muwa pépa pou €heyeg, Ba Eunvhow AoTPO ...»

Transformation: "One day you told me, | will wake up as a star..."

Ta xpovia mépacay, oL NTTNUEVOL OUWC, TETPOUUAOL avtefav otn $Bopd Tou xpovou! O avBpwmog
naAalotepa €0eTE WG KOUVETALPO» TOV €AUTO TOU MMPOOTA oTn ¢Uon KAl TNV OVTLUETWIILIE
aslpopikd, oav Eva GALKO CUUTARPWHA TN SIKNE TOU UTtapEénG. Oa UmopoUsapE va TIOULE To (6lo
onuepa; Kauld ¢opd avapwtiécal eav pmopel va oupPel éva Badpa kat va mapel Lwn Eava éva
EPEMWHUEVO pUAOTOML. OAa SpwG, yivovTal eV ayamrnooUe TV mapAddocon Kol ToV TIOALTIOMO ToU
TOTOU Hag Kot Tov Soupe aslpopikd! Znuepa, n dwvr Tou aveuoduulou édtace ota adtid pog. Ta
navid tou £édwaoav {wn! Tov akoloope va pag Aésl: «Epyxopal péoa and ta xaldopata. ETol ApLouv
TPV TOAAG Xpovia Kol £Tal BEAw va mapapeivw. Kanwg €tot, Eekivnoe n Metamorphosi!

The years have passed, but the defeated, stone mills withstood the ravages of time! The man of

the past placed himself as a "partner" in the hands of nature and treated it sustainably, as a friendly
complement to his own existence. Could we say the same today? Sometimes you wonder if a miracle
can happen and a ruined mill site can come back to life. But everything can happen if we love the
tradition and the culture of our place and treat it sustainably! Today, the voice of the windmill
reached our ears. Its sails gave life! We heard it tell us: "l come through the ruins. That's how | was
many years ago and that's how | want to stay. That’s how, transformation has begun!



Muwpn Covtavn molteio! Qwg, avapeoa ota xaldopata ...

A small, living city! Light, amidst the ruins...

H Con Mpbe and ta yordopata, Aeg Kot €va xépt 0e00TOATO EMAVVE TO GUVVEPO TOVG TOVG
okénale, kabdpioe Tov ovpavd Kol Gvolce 1o OpOUo NG «AvAcTOoNG» WEGO amd T
YOAOOUOTO KoL TO EPEIMIOL KoL TNV €PNU®OT Tovc. Touvg ékavav ympo va otabolv, va
KivnBovv €161 dote va vapEovy og pion Opopen kowwvia! Inuepa, opketd Mulotomia
&xouv avakowvicOel, eved GAAa TEPYEVOVY GTN GEPA TOVG, e Elvar AppnKTa SEUEVOL e
NV 16T0pic, TOV TOATIGHO TOV TOMOL WOG KOl TIG IGTOPIKEG UVIAUEG TOV KOTOIK®OV TNG.
Xpnoiponolovvtal ite ¢ Eevmveg QIAOEEVING TOVPIOTAOV, EiTE MG LUKPA KapevEia, €lTe mG
Aooypagikd povceio TG TEPLOYNG, TPOTIHOOVTOS Hia vOTA avATTUENG.

Life revived from the ruins, as if a hand sent by God washed away the cloud that covered
them, cleared the sky and opened the way to "Resurrection™ through the ruins and their
desolation. They made room for them to stand, to move so that they could exist in a beautiful
society! Today, several Mills sites have been renovated, while others are waiting for their
turn, because they are inextricably linked to the history, culture of our place and the historical
memories of its inhabitants. They are used either as tourist hostels, as small cafes, or as
folklore museums of the area, adding a sense of development.



Tomio cupPimong tov ¥Tec Ko Tov oNuepa (OTITL Kot pKpO LOVGELD)

A landscape where yesterday and today coexist (House and small museum)

H avadopd oto mapadoclakd TOmio Kol OTLG AVOTTAPAOTACELS TTIOU OXETI{OVTOL LE TIHAALOTEPEC
MOPdEC KOWVWVLIKAG 0pyavwaong oklaypadel ekelvo ou Twpa Sev UTTAPXEL, OLWG, EXEL

xapax0el oTn HVAN KLAG KOWVWVLOG KAl EVOG TOTIOU. Tal aMOTUNIWUOTA OTo ToTio epdaviovral

OTO ONUEPA WG MVNUELD, WG KKPEG LOTOPLEG LVAING TwV avBpwTiwv péoa otn ¢uon Kal

QIOTEAOUV TUAMATA TNG TTOALTLOTIKI G KANPOVOULAG EVOG TOTIOU.

H pvApn Kat ot UALOTIKEG ekONAWOELS eV amoTteAoUV HOVO €va cUMBOALKO Kol TIOALTLOTIKO KeEdAGAaLO
£VOC OUYKEKPLUEVOU TOTIOU, OAAG TAUTOXPOVA LITOPOUV VO OIMOTEAECOUV £VAV GNUAVTLKO EMEVOUTIKO
TIAPAyovTa 0To Ttapov Kal oto péAov. Etol, Ta pvnueia tou mapeABovrog aviipetwrilovral, adevog
WG EUMPOKTN QTOSELEN HLOGC OUYKEKPLUEVNG €moXNAC, adetépou wg i miboavy odaipa
Spactnplotntag,

The reference to the traditional landscape and to the representations related to older forms of social
organization outlines something that now doesn’t exist, but it has been engraved in the memory of
the society and the place itself. The imprints on the landscape appear today as monuments, as short
stories of people’s memory in the nature, and constitute parts of the cultural heritage of the place.
Memories and festivities are not only a symbolic and cultural chapter of the history of a specific
place, but at the same time they can become an important investment factor in the present and the
future. Thus, monuments of the past should be treated, not only as a practical evidence of the
history of a specific era, but also as a potential activity that can boost the economy of the place.



