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Enhancing European Rural
Development Capabilities
(ENERDECA II)

A Journey Through the Creative Heart of Rural Europe

If you travel far enough into any landscape - beyond the highways,
beyond the noise - you find places where time moves differently. Places
where people still make things with their hands, where art is not a luxury
but a way of living.

It is here, in these quiet spaces between mountains and seaq, that the
idea of ENERDECA was born.

At first glance, ENERDECA Il might appear as a development initiative - a
European project, a partnership, a plan. But to those who have lived it, it
has become something deeper: a shared journey of creation, a way of
rediscovering the cultural pulse of rural life.

The Seed of the Idea

ENERDECA - Enhancing European Rural Development Capabilities - is
a Transnational Cooperation Project under the LEADER programme,
bringing together nineteen Local Action Groups (LAGs) from Greece,
Cyprus, Portugal, and Lithuania, under the coordination of the
Development Agency of Kavala S.A.

Behind these formal names lies a living network - a constellation of
people, landscapes, and local initiatives connected by a single vision:

= to strengthen the creative capacity of rural communities,
= fo turn tradition info opportunity,
= and fo reveal that the countryside, too, is a workshop of ideas.

From the mountains of Epirus to the islands of the Aegean, from the
vineyards of Portugal to the forests of Lithuania, ENERDECA has built
bridges not only between places, but between ways of seeing - between
the practical and the poetic, the local and the universal.

A New Kind of Journey: Creative Tourism
At the heart of ENERDECA lies a simple but radical question:
How can rural regions grow without losing their soul?

Its answer is creative tourism - a form of travel that is not about consuming
culture but about participating in it.



Itinvites fravellers fo become learners, and locals fo become teachers. It
fransforms workshops, kitchens, studios, and fields info meeting places of
knowledge and emotion.

In this world, fo cook is to share a story.
To weave is to preserve memory.
To paint or sculpt is to speak the language of the landscape itself.

ENERDECA's creatfive tourism model turns each partner area info a
living classroom - a space where art and heritage are not displayed, but
experienced.

Every project activity - from seminars and artist residencies to participatory
festivals and exhibitions - has been designed to awaken what already
exists in each community: the quiet infelligence of craft, the poetry of
work, the beauty of belonging.

The Network of Partners - A Tapestry Across Europe
The ENERDECA partnership forms a unique creative map of Europe.

Each Local Action Group (LAG) developed its own local creative route,
inspired by the specific character of its territory - its materials, its crafts,
its people.

In Greece alone, the journey unfolds like a symphony of landscapes:
= Kavala Development Agency SA (Lead Partner)
= Aitoliki Development Agency SA

» Cyclades Development Agency SA

= Dimosineteristiki Evros SA

= Drama Development Agency SA

= Elikonas Parnassos Development Agency SA

= Florina Development Agency SA

= Fthiotiki Development Agency SA

= Olympia Development Agency SA \\\\\ \
= Pella Development Agency SA 2

= Rodopi Development Agency SA

= Rural Research and Development Company of North Evros SA \
= South Epirus - Amvrakikos Development Agency SA : \

Beyond Greece, the journey confinues westward and northward:
in Portugal, through Rude - Associacdo de Desenvolvimento Rural and

Leader Oeste - Associacdo de Desenvolvimento Local, where coastal
villages revive crafts of wood, music, and tradition;

in Lithuania, through Kelmeés Krasto Partnerystes VVG, where the Baltic
landscape inspires sustainable creativity;

and in Cyprus, through the Larnaca and Famagusta Development
Agency, where the Mediterranean once again becomes a meeting
place of cultures.

Together, these partners form a Transnational Creative Route - a network
that is both digital and physical, linking these regions through shared
interpretive tools, common standards, and a unified online platform.

From Capacity to Connection

ENERDECA's objectives may be expressed in the language of policy -
building capacity, strengthening cooperation, promoting innovation -
but its real achievement lies in something less measurable: connection.

Throughout its almost four-year life (December 2021 - October 2025), the
project has created spaces where people from different countries could
work, learn, and imagine together.

Local artisans met young designers; farmers exchanged stories with
artists; communities discovered that creativity could be a source not only
of pride, but of livelihood.

Through seminars, study visits, creative workshops, and public events,
ENERDECA built an invisible infrastructure - not of concrete, but of frust.

The Spirit of ENERDECA -
Culture as a Renewable Resource

The European countryside often carries two images: nostalgia for what is
lost, and anxiety for what must come next. ENERDECA offers a third way
- one where heritage is not frozen, but dlive.

It shows that culture is not a museum piece; it's a renewable resource,
capable of generating value, identity, and joy.

Every mural, every woven basket, every shared meal created under this
project is a small declaration: that creativity belongs to everyone.

When a traveller paints beside a local artist in Cyclades, when a
visitor in Soufli watches a wall turn into colour, when someone tastes
petimezi under the sun of Xanthi - these are noft just activities. They are
affirmations of what connects us: patience, collaboration, curiosity,

care.




Legacy - A Living Route for the Future

As ENERDECA approaches its completion, its results are visible not only in
reports and metrics, but in landscapes and lives.

The murals in Soufli, the creative festivals in Thassos, the mosaic workshops
in Boeotia, the culinary encounters in Fthiotida, and the art residencies
across the Cyclades and Florina are all permanent traces of a shared
creative awakening.

But perhaps the most important outcome cannot be photographed.
Itis the renewed confidence oflocal people - artisans, farmers, educators,
youth - who have rediscovered that their knowledge and traditions
matter.

ENERDECA has shown that development is not just about progress; it's
about meaning.

When communities create together, they strengthen not only their
economy but their spirit.

A Journey Without an End

As | look back on this transnational journey - from the southern olive
groves fo the northern forests, from island marble fo mountain clay - |
realize that ENERDECA is not ending. It is continuing, in every person who
has participated, in every traveller who will one day walk these routes, in
every gesture of creation that says: we belong here, and we are part of
something larger.

The ENERDECA project reminds us that Europe's heart still beats in its
countryside - in its workshops, its markets, its songs.

It is there that the oldest human truth sfill holds:

= fto make something with care,

= fo share it with others,

= and to leave behind, not monuments, but stories.

From South to North - The Transnational
Creative Route of ENERDECA I

If | were to imagine a journey - one not defined by borders but by
encounters - it would begin in the South, where the light is thick with
sea salf and the wind carries the scent of thyme and stone. From the
shores of the Peloponnese to the forests of the North, the ENERDECA
Creative Route unfolds like aribbon of stories, binding people, crafts, and
landscapes into a living work of art.

The South - Where Memory Breathes in the Light

My path begins in Olympia, where myth and history coexist in the hush
of olive trees. Here, the concept of creation feels ancient, sacred - born
from the same soil that once witnessed the first flame of the Games. In
this place, art doesn’'t need to announce itself; it exists in the balance
between ruin and renewal.

Crossing northward, | reach the wide plains of Fthiotida, where mountain
and sea meet in a dialogue of contrasts. On one side, Mount Oeta rises,
reminding us that every act of creation begins with ascent - with effort.
On the other, the thermal springs of Thermopylae whisper of endurance
and rest. The people here create with patience, crafting objects and
recipes that seem to hold both warmth and time. Art in Fthiotida is not
performance; it's continuity.

Further west, the road bends toward Aetolia and the shimmering waters
of the Amvrakikos Gulf. Between lagoons and low hills, art and nature
blend until they are indistinguishable. Fishermen speak of nets the way
sculptors speak of texture. The reflections of boats in the water look
like paintings waiting to dry. Here, in small villages and along coastal
paths, creative tourism takes the form of encounters - people meeting
to cook, to paint, to walk, fo listen. Everything breathes in rhythm with
the tide.

The Heart of Greece - Where Myth Meets Craft

North and east of there lies Boeotia, the land of the Muses. The name
alone feels like an invitation. In Livadeia, the river Erkynd murmurs
beneath stone bridges, carrying centuries of myth and memory.
Children play beside its banks, retelling the story of Trophonius and
Persephone; nearby, potters and mosaic artists shape their own
stories in clay and glass. Here, every act of making feels like an act of
remembrance - a continuation of an ancient dialogue between art,
land, and spirit.



Crossing the narrow strait, | arrive in Evia, where the sea and the
countryside existin quiet balance. Inlate October, the airis cool, scented
with pine and salt. A creative workshop unfolds in the open air - clay
on tables, laughter in the wind. The frainer speaks of patience, of how
clay remembers every hand that touches it. Around me, children and
adults shape shells, waves, and faces inspired by the island’s horizon.
As the sun begins fo fade, our creations cafch its last light, glowing like
small echoes of the sea. In Evia, | learn that art is not something apart
from nature - it grows directly out of it, from the meeting of earth, water,
and human touch.

From there, the road leads east again fo the Cyclades, where marble
and light conspire to teach patience. On this island, creativity feels
carved directly from the wind. Visitors learn that art here is not confined
to the workshop; it spills into the alleys, the churches, the dry terraces that
overlook the Aegean Sea. The air itself feels like a studio.

Across the northern Aegean, | reach Thassos. The island unfolds like a
natural amphitheatre - mountains behind, sea before. For three days,
it fransforms into a festival of creative expression: painting, ceramics,
leatherwork, collage, and the quiet hum of shared imagination. | walk
between workshops where laughter mixes with the sound of waves,
where strangers become collaborators. Art here doesn't just decorate;
it connects.

The North - Mountains, Hands, and Heartbeats

Back on the mainland, the route leads through Drama and Pella, lands
of fertile fields and deep traditions. In Drama, stone and water define the
rhythm of creation - from the craft of winemaking to the artistry of nature.
In Pella, every sound of the waterfall recalls a heritage of endurance.
These are places that sfill believe in the slow perfection of the handmade,
where hospitality itself becomes an art form.

Further west, the road climbs info Florina - a region where creation feels
inseparable from nature. In a village near Prespa, | learn the art of basket
weaving, bending reeds until they find their rhythm. In Florina town, | paint
beside the Sakoulevas River, listening to how the light changes colour
on the water. Later, in a mountain kitchen in Nymfaio, | help prepare
food that tastes of the forest: wild herbs, honey, and Xinomavro wine.
The people here speak softly, work slowly, and freat art as something as
necessary as breath.

Florina, | realize, is not a single experience but a circle - of craft, art, and
flavour - where the act of making always leads back to belonging.

The East - Where Sweetness and Colour Meet

Heading east, the land flattens and brightens into Thrace. In Rodopi
and Xanthi, the workshop unfolds like a poem. Under the autumn sun,
we stir grape must in wide copper cauldrons, watching it darken into
syrup. The scent is thick, comforting, ancestral. Around us, people share
stories of harvests and family - proof that even the simplest acts, done
with care, become art.

A little further, in Soufli, art spills into the streets. During the ENERDECA
II' Art Festival, walls turned into canvases - public and private spaces
covered in colour and meaning. The murals told stories of silk, of work,
of memory. Standing there, watching artists and residents paint side by
side, | understood what creative tourism truly means: not consumption,
but participation; not observation, but belonging.

Beyond Borders - The Shared Language of Creation

From the Thracian plains, the ENERDECA route extends beyond Greece,
threading through Europe like a conversation without translation.

In Portugal, the rural development agencies RUDE and Leader Oeste
connect communities through craft, music, and coastal culfure.

In Lithuania, Kelmés Krasto Partnerystés VVG fransforms northern traditions
into contemporary expression, proving that creativity thrives even in the
quietest landscapes.

And in Cyprus, the Larnaca and Famagusta Development Agency
returns us to the sea - fo that eternal blue where every journey both ends
and begins again.

The Route as a Living Canvas

What remains after this long passage from South to North is not a list
of places or events, but a feeling - that culture is not an archive, but a
living practice. Everywhere along the ENERDECA Il Route, | met people
who create noft for spectacle, but for connection; who see art not as an
object, but as a conversation with time, place, and one another.

If I were to draw this journey on a map, it would look less like a line and
more like a weave - threads of colour and light running from the olive
groves of Olympia to the murals of Soufli, from island marble fo mountain
reeds. It would show how Europe’s rural heart still beats with creativity -
quiet, persistent, and human.

The Transnational Creative Route ENERDECA is not about destinations,
but about transformation.



It invites us to travel not to see, but to understand;
not to consume, but to participate;
not to escape the world, but fo find our place within it.

And when the journey ends - as all journeys must - what remains is the
thread that binds them all: the belief that creativity, shared generously
and lived sincerely, is what turns every place into a home.

Olympia Development Agency SA
The Light, the Lens, the Experience

The road to Olympia winds through olive groves and open fields,
where the light seems ancient - the kind that has lingered for centuries,
illuminating both the stones and the stories they hold. As | drove along
the Alpheios River, the landscape began to change. The air thickened
with warmth and silence. | could feel the nearness of something sacred,
something that has never really faded.

| arrived just as the sun rose over the valley. The tfemples of Zeus and Hera
stood quiet, veiled in soft gold. A sense of reverence hung in the air - not
the reverence of distance, but of continuity. People have walked this
soil for millennia: athletes, pilgrims, poets, and now, us - a small group
of fravellers gathering under the ENERDECA Il project to explore how
ancient Olympia could become a living space of creation again.

The LAG, together with the Olympia International Film Festival, had
designed a unique creative experience: the Olympia IFF Experience
Workshop. For five days, we would become both withesses and
storytellers - exploring the art of cinema as a bridge between heritage
and imagination.

When | first entered the Festival spaces - the old theatres of Pyrgos
and Amaliada - | was struck by their quiet pulse. Posters from past
years lined the walls, their colours faded by fime, their faces full of
stories. The workshop began not with lectures, but with immersion.
We were asked to pick up our cameras and “find light.” It sounded




simple, almost poetic. But soon, | understood that it was the core of
everything - learning to see, redlly see.

That afternoon, we visited the Archaeological Site of Olympia. The
columns stood like silent witnesses fo centuries of human striving. Our
guide, a filmmaker herself, asked us to walk slowly and observe the play
of light on stone, to notice how time shapes texture. “This,” she said, "is
cinema before cinema - the choreography of light and shadow.” I raised
my lens and framed a single Doric column against the sky. In that instant,
| felt the pull of thousands of years condensed into one frame.

Back in the workshop room, we reviewed our footage. Some images
frembled, some were sharp, all were honest. The mentors from the
Festival spoke not about perfection, but about point of view. “Film,”
one said, “is the art of attention. What you choose to see becomes
your story.” Those words echoed through me as we continued. Each
day took us deeper into the practice of visual storytelling - framing,
sound, silence. We watched short films from young European creators,
exchanged ideas, and realized that the same questions connect us
all: how do we tell a story that feels tfrue, and how do we honour the
places that inspire us?

On the third day, we explored Olympia beyond the ruins. The town
itself was alive with visitors, laughter, and the hum of the festival. We
met local artists, volunteers, and students who had grown up with
cinema as part of their identity. In small groups, we wandered through
streets, markets, and courtyards, capturing fragments of everyday life
- a shopkeeper arranging olives, a boy chasing a football, the shadow
of a cat across a marble step. These simple images became our raw
material.

Evenings were filled with screenings, where we sat shoulder to shoulder
in dark theatres, watching stories unfold. Sometimes we laughed,
sometimes we cried, always we learned. The conversations afferward
spilled out info the square - about art, about history, about belonging.
Olympia, | realized, is not just the birthplace of the Olympic Games; it is a
landscape that has always invited expression, a meeting point between
body and spirit, effort and beauty.

By the fourth day, our workshop had become a small community. We
edited our footage together, layering sound and silence, blending
faces and spaces. One participant filmed the play of light through the
olive trees; another focused on hands, gestures, and small moments of
connection. Our mentors guided us gently, helping us find coherence not
through rules but through emotion. In the end, what emerged was not a
polished documentary, but a mosaic - a visual diary of shared discovery.

The collective short fim premiered on the final evening at a small open-
air screening in Amaliada. Locals came with chairs, children sat on the
ground, and when the lights dimmed, a hush fell over the crowd. On
the screen, we saw familiar faces - our own, the locals’, the landscapes
we had walked through. There was something infimate about it: we had
turned the experience of being in Olympia info a story, and now the story
was returning to the place that had inspired it.

As the credits rolled, applause filled the square, but it was gentle, almost
reverent. We were all aware that what we had created was noft just a
film, but a bridge - between generations, between visitors and residents,
between the ancient and the present.

The next morning, before leaving, | returned once more to the
archaeological site. The early light slid over the stones, soft as breath.
| stood where the ancient athletes once began their race and closed
my eyes. | thought of our cameras, our laughter, our shared silences. |
thought of how the art of flmmaking, much like the spirit of Olympia itself,
begins in the body - in movement, in rhythm, in light.

As | walked away, the wind rustled through the olive trees like the turning
of old pages. | realized that the workshop had changed the way | see
the world. Olympia had taught me that creation is not confined to fime
or form - that every act of looking closely is an act of renewal.

Leaving the valley, | looked back one last fime. The ruins glowed under the
afternoon sun, not as remnants of a past age, but as foundations of what
confinues. Here, creativity had not replaced tradition; it had illuminated
it - showing that the old stories of Olympia still breathe, not only in temples
and myths, but in the light that falls, endlessly, on the human face.



Fthiotiki Development Agency SA

Hands that Create, Hearts that Connect

The sea at Raches, Fthiotida, was calm that July morning, the light
resting softly on the horizon. The NISI multipurpose venue, surrounded by
greenery and open air, had begun to stir with quiet excitement. Tables,
tools, and colours waited under shaded canopies, ready for two days
of workshops that promised to turn participation infto connection and
creation info community.

What struck me first was the atmosphere - unhurried, curious, and open.
Adults, children, and families arrived together, many unsure of what they
would make, but allready to take part. Five workshops had been planned,
each offering a different window intfo creativity: ceramics, bracelet-
making, pyrography, environmental sign-painting, and scented candle
crafting. Some were outdoors, surrounded by the sound of waves; others
took place in shaded pavilions filled with conversation and laughter.

The first session, Clay that Speaks through the Hands, began simply: a
table of soft earth, a bowl of water, and the guidance of facilitator
Athina Fragkou, whose calm voice encouraged us to let our fingers do
the thinking. The clay was cool and alive, shaping itself under each
gesture - small cups, figurines, shapes that seemed to rise out of the
imagination. Children and adults worked side by side, exchanging
glances, tips, and smiles. What starfed as an exercise became
meditation. When | looked around, everyone's hands were moving in
rhythm, each piece different but bound by the same energy - the joy
of making something tangible.

That afternoon, the mood shiffed to colour and playfulness. Strings,
beads, cords, and scissors filled the tables for Bracelet Making. Threads
intertwined, hands learned to twist and knot, and soon bright bracelets
began to appear - each one camying the personality of its maker.
There was laughter, small talk, and the quiet pride of completion. The
bracelets were simple, but they felt like symbols: of time shared, of effort
fransformed into beauty.

The next day brought fire - gentle, precise, creative. The Pyrography
workshop, led by Michalis Pampoukidis, infroduced children to the art of
engraving wood with a heated stylus. At first, there was hesitation - a mix
of awe and caution - but soon the air filled with the faint scent of burnt
wood and concentration. Letters, leaves, and geometric lines began to
emerge on the pale surfaces. The children’s faces glowed with pride;
they had learned to draw with flame.

Later, surrounded by frees and birdsong, came a workshop that
combined art with message: Painting Environmental Signs. Small
wooden boards became canvases for imagination and awareness.
“Save the Seq,” “Love Nature,” “Keep it Green” - words appeared
in bright colours, decorated with waves, suns, and frees. Adults and
children painted together, their gestures echoing the landscape
around them. By the end, a collection of vibrant signs stood drying in
the sun - messages from one generation to the next.




As evening approached, the air filled with the scent of melting wax.
The final workshop, Scented Candles, was quiet, almost ritualistic. Under
Athina’s gentle instruction, participants learned to melt, mix, and pour -
reusing simple materials to create something new. Fragrance oils filed the
space: lavender, vanilla, citrus. Each candle was unique, glowing softly
as the sun began to set. When the lights were finally lit, they shimmered
on the tables like small captured sunsets - reminders that creation can be
both humble and luminous.

By the end of the two days, NISI had become more than a venue;
it had become a community. Strangers had worked side by side,
discovering that creativity doesn’'t depend on talent but on willingness -
the openness to touch, to try, to share. The workshops, though different
in form, shared a single essence: they fransformed everyday materials
into experiences of belonging. -

As | left, the night breeze carried the mingled scents of clay, wax, and
pine. The sea whispered just beyond the trees, and | thought of all those
small handmade objects - bracelets, signs, candles - now traveling
home in people’s hands. Each one carried not just colour or shape, but
memory: of fime spent together, of ideas made real.

Fthiotida had revealed a simple fruth - that when creativity meets
participation, art ceases to be a product and becomes a shared
language. And in that language, every gesture - from moulding clay
to striking a match - says the same thing: we create, therefore we
connect.

ETANAM SA - Organization for Local
Development

From Tradition to the Contemporary - Musical
Dialogues Without Borders

| arrived in Preveza on a late September morning, when the air carried
the scent of jasmine and sea salt, and the sunlight spilled lazily over the
Amvrakikos Gulf. The road curved gently toward the old harbour, where
fishing boats rested against the docks, their ropes creaking softly like the
measured breathing of the town. Preveza is a place that greets you with
quietness, not silence - a calm that hides its own rhythm, the pulse of a
land that remembers and reinvents itself with every generation.

I had come here for music - or rather, for an encounter between worlds.
The LAG, together with the Preveza Jazz Festival, had invited young
musicians from the region to take part in an‘unusual creative workshop
titled "From Tradition to the Confemporary - Musical Dialogues
Without Borders.” It promised to blend the sounds of Epirus with the
spirit of improvisation, and | was curious to see what that meant - to
hear, in a very literal sense, what it sounded like when heritage met
experimentation.

The venue was the Municipal Music School of Preveza, a modest building
near the town centre. Inside, the usual classroom silence had been
replaced by a hum of funing instruments, laughter, and the soft thump of
drums being tested. Teenagers gathered in small circles, some clutching
violins and clarinets, others setting up keyboards and saxophones.
A few looked nervous, but the air was full of expectation - the kind of
anticipation that hovers before something begins.




The mentors - musicians from the Jazz Festival - did not start with instructions.
“Let’s listen first,” one of them said, and that set the tone for everything
that followed. A clarinet began to play a slow, haunting melody, one |
recognized from the folk songs of the mountains - the music of shepherds
and solitude. Then, a bass line entered, subtle but sure, followed by the
light, syncopated rhythm of drums. The sound that filled the room was
both ancient and new. It was Epirus and everywhere else at once.

| watched as the young players began to respond - some shyly aft first,
then with growing confidence. A guitarist picked up the rhythm, a
violin slipped in and out of the clarinet’s path, and suddenly, without
anyone quite noticing, a new piece of music had been born. There
were no boundaries, no hierarchy - only communication. It struck me
how naturally they moved between traditions, as if the idea of “old” and
“modern” no longer applied.

||

As an observer, | felt invited info their world. The musicians encouraged
participation - a clap, a hum, a heartbeat on the table. Improvisation
here was not a privilege for the frained; it was a shared act of listening
and responding. Af one point, a young girl played a few hesitant notes
on the piano, and the room fell completely silent. When the others
joined her, it was as if the melody had been waiting for that moment of
vulnerability o emerge.

During the breaks, we stepped outside into the courtyard, where the air
smelled of citrus and wet stone. Some of the teenagers sat in groups,
talking about the pieces they had tried. One of them told me, “It's
strange - | thought jaozz was something far away, something American.
But now I feelit's ours too.” That sentence stayed with me. It captured the
essence of what | was witnessing: how culture, when shared, becomes
common ground.
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The second day began with more confidence. The group divided into
smaller ensembles, each exploring a different dialogue between folk
and jazz. One experimented with pentatonic clarinet scales over an
electric piano groove; another franslated a shepherd’s lament info a
rhythmic vocal line. The mentors moved between them, not teaching so
much as guiding - suggesting a pause here, a modulation there, always
listening, never imposing.

By afternoon, something magicalhadbegunto take shape.The fragments
of the previous day had coalesced into a collective composition. It was
improvised and unpolished, but alive. The musicians decided to share
it with anyone who wanted to listen, so they opened the doors of the
Music School. Locals wandered in - parents, friends, curious passersby.
Chairs were pushed aside, cables laid down, and just like that, the school
became a small concert hall.

The performance began quietly, with the sound of a single flute fracing
the line of an old Epirotic tune. Then, gradually, the rest joined in - strings,
percussion, voices. There was no sheet music, no conductor. The flow
came from within, from the attentive listening that had been cultivated
over two days. The music swelled, receded, changed tempo, then
soared again - like the waves outside the harbour. When it ended, no one
clapped immediately. There was a stillness that felt sacred, arecognition
that something fragile and beautiful had just passed between us.

That evening, as | walked back to my guesthouse, | kept hearing echoes
- not literal echoes, but memories of sound that refused to fade. Preveza
felt different now, as though | had been let into its hidden frequency. |
realized that this fown, perched between the lonian and the mountains
of Epirus, has always been a meeting point - of waters, of peoples, of
stories. Perhaps that is why music feels so at home here.
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The next morning, | met a few of the participants again. They were
packing up their instruments, smiling, a litfle tired but radiant. “We didn’t
just play music,” one of them said. “We made something fogether.”
Another added, “It felf like we were talking - but with sound.” | could see
in their expressions that they had discovered something profound: that
creation is not an act of solitude but of relation, that music is not only
heard but shared.

Before leaving Preveza, | walked down to the waterfront one last time.
The sea was calm, and the fishing boats swayed in their slow rhythm.
Somewhere in the distance, | thought | could still hear faint music - a
saxophone, perhaps, or the whistle of the wind. | sat for a while, listening.
I remembered the faces of the young musicians, the sound of their
improvisations blending with the local melodies, the feeling of collective
discovery.

It struck me how perfectly this place embodies the idea of dialogue
without borders. Here, history and youth, fradition and innovation,
coexist in harmony, not competition. The workshop had not been merely
an educational event; it was a moment of fransformation, both for the
participants and for the town itself.

As the ferry pulled away later that afternoon, | looked back at Preveza
receding in the golden light. What remained was not a tune | could hum,
but asensation - a deep, resonant awareness of connection. lunderstood
then that fradition is not something you preserve; it is something you
continue. And in this corner of Epirus, between mountain and seq, | had
withessed exactly that: a living conversation in sound, where heritage
became creation, and where every note carried the heartbeat of a
place that sill listens.

Aitoliki Development Agency SA

Creative Encounters by the Lagoon

When | first reached Messolonghi, the light seemed different - softer,
almost liquid. The lagoon stretched out before me like a great mirror,
blurring the line between sky and water. Wooden huts rose from the
shallows on thin stilts, their reflections frembling gently with each ripple
of the tide. Somewhere beyond the horizon, | could smell salt and silt,
hear the faint call of herons. | had come here to withess a celebration
of creativity rooted in place - an exploration of how everyday life in this
water-bound town could become art.

The LAG had invited artists, locals, and travelers to participate in a series
of workshops - not as spectators, but as co-creators. They called it a
creative tourism experience, but to me, it felt more like an open invitation
to inhabit the rhythms of the lagoon itself. Over the course of three days,
the town became a living classroom: studios appeared in fishing huts, on
beaches, in courtyards. The smell of paint and wood mingled with that
of grilled fish and wet reeds.

On my first morning, | joined a group at the Local Hub - Messolonghi by
Locals, a warm space filled with laughter and the hum of machinery.
A craftsman stood before a lathe, a block of olive wood spinning in his
hands. The air was thick with sawdust and anticipation. Slowly, almost
ceremonially, he began to carve. A toy top took shape, smooth and
glowing under his fingertips. “You see,” he said, smiling, “patience is the
first tool.” Around him, children and adults fried with their hands, their
eyes widening as the wood yielded to motion. The simple act of shaping
something by hand - of turning a raw piece of nature into a small freasure
- seemed to carry a quiet wisdom.
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Later, | walked along the narrow road that crosses the lagoon, the one
leading to Tourlida. The wind smelled faintly of salt and sun-warmed
reeds. In one of the pelades, those wooden fishermen'’s huts, a painfing
workshop was underway. | entered cautiously, barefoot to avoid shaking
the wooden floor. Inside, children sat by open windows, sketching the view
before them - the endless blues and silvers of water, the subtle shadows
of boats, the play of clouds reflected on the surface. The facilitator
encouraged them not to paint what they saw but what they felt. Some
painted lines of poetry instead of fish; others filled entire sheets with shades
of light. Watching them, | realized how the lagoon itself teaches you to
see - not sharply, but deeply, through reflection and change.

The following day began at dawn, when the fishermen set out. | followed
them, carrying a notebook and curiosity instead of nets. The water was
calm, and the sky turned slowly from grey fo rose. The fishermen moved
with gestures so practiced they seemed choreographed - baiting hooks,
lowering lines, reading the silence of the cumrent. “Fishing,” one of them
told me, "“is a kind of listening."” Here, too, creativity meant attention - the
ability to wait, 1o notice, fo move in harmony with something larger.

Back on land, another kind of craft awaited: salting fish and making
bottarga. The small room by the shore smelled of sea and smoke. A
woman showed us how to handle the fish, how to cure it “slowly, with
respect.” Her hands moved rhythmically - cutting, salting, wrapping - as
she spoke of her father, who had taught her the same process decades
earlier. Around the table, participants asked questions, took notes,
laughed when their first attempts went wrong. When we finally tasted
the result - tender fish, golden roe - it wasn’t just food; it was continuity,
heritage preserved through touch and time.

That afternoon, | found myself at the “aAog” Creative Lab, where clay
waited on wooden tables. Twenty of us sat facing one another, rolling,
pressing, and shaping. The cool weight of the earth between my palms
was strangely grounding. | began forming small bowls inspired by the
shapes of the lagoon: curved, open, imperfect. Around me, others
carved patterns of waves or fish. Conversation faded info the quiet
sound of hands working. There was a sense of concentration, of intimacy
- as if we were learning fo listen through the clay. When we placed our
creations on a long table to dry, they looked like offerings: a collective
memory captured in form.

In the evening, the lagoon fransformed again. The water turned fo
gold, the air to music. On Tourlida Beach, we gathered for a cooking
session that felt more like a feast. Long tables were set up by the shore,
covered with fresh herbs, crabs, and skate fish. Someone poured ouzo;
someone else lit a small fire. The chef moved among us like a conductor,
explaining the process - “not too much oil, always trust the smell.” We
cooked together, stiring, tasting, laughing as the sea breeze tangled our
hair. When the meal was ready, we ate in the fading light, the horizon
melting info amber. Strangers shared plates and stories. Every taste,
every gesture, carried the warmth of the place itself.

But what | will remember most was the dance at sunset. As the last
workshop ended, a few of us stayed behind. A speaker played soft
music - not loud enough fo dominate, just enough to blend with the wind.
Someone began to move, slowly at first, then freely. Others joined. Soon,
we were a small circle on the sand, dancing as the sun sank behind
the lagoon. There were no steps to follow, no performance to give. The
movement was simple - a conversation between body and landscape.
In that moment, | felt part of something timeless, as if the lagoon itself was
breathing through us.
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Messolonghi, | realized, is not a destination; it is an experience of
belonging. Its creativity lies not in grand gestures but in the way it invites
you to participate - fo shape, fo taste, to move, fo listen. Every workshop,
every encounter, was a reminder that tradition here is dlive, fluid like the
water surrounding it. The locals do not guard their heritage behind glass;
they live it, daily, with generosity and pride.

On my final morning, | walked once more along the thin road cutting
through the lagoon. The airwas cool, the water utterly sfill. | thought about
the children’s paintings, the laughter by the lathe, the quiet patience of
the fishermen. Each moment had added a layer to my understanding
of the place - like ripples expanding outward. Messolonghi had shown
me that creativity is not confined to studios or stages; it can happen
wherever human hands meet nature with respect.

As | reached the end of the causeway, the city glowed faintly behind
me, suspended between land and water. | felt grateful, lighter, somehow
changed. The lagoon mirrored the sky so perfectly that for a moment |
could not tellwhere one ended and the other began. And that, I thought,
is the essence of this place - a horizon that is always shifting, inviting you
to cross it, again and again, until you realize that creation itself is a kind
of homecoming.

Elikonas Parnassos Development
Agency SA

An Adventure of Culture and Flavours

When | arrived in Livadeia, | heard water before | saw it - the whisper of
the Erkyna River, flowing softly between plane trees and stone bridges.
The town seemed to grow out of the sound. Its rhythm was calm,
ancient. They say Erkyna was once a girl who played with Persephone
here, and when their game disturbed a hidden spring, the river was
born. As | stood by its banks, | could imagine the moment - two hands
lifting a stone, the sudden rush of water, the beginning of a story that
has never stopped running.

-

Our walk began there, beside the old watermill. Children gathered for
a storytelling workshop inspired by Georgios Laios, their faces bright with
curiosity. They listened to myths that blurred intfo the real landscape:
the oracle of Trophonius, the springs of Lethe and Mnemosyne. Soon,
they were acting out the tale, their laughter echoing through the trees.
Watching them, | felt how easily myth can return fo life when it finds ifs
source again.

The next morning, the air smelled of clay. In Tabachna Square, an old
quarter once filled with workshops, the Articraft studio had set up tables
for a ceramics’ session. Eirini, Raphael, and Loukas welcomed us with
warm smiles and lumps of damp earth. We began kneading, shaping,
carving - the simple rhythm of hands rediscovering patience. Patterns
from old Boeoftian designs appeared in our pieces: spirals, fish, olive
leaves, sunbursts. Around the table, strangers became companions.
Laughter mixed with concentration. The clay was cool and alive, linking
us to the same soil that had formed the ancient vases displayed in nearby
museums. When | left, my fingers were stained red, and | carried a small
bowl that still felt like part of the land itself.
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From there, the road led north to Orchomenos, where the past rises
close to the surface. We walked among the great monuments of the
Archaeological Park - the Mycenaean Tomb of Minyas, the ancient
theatre, the monastery of Panagia Skripou. Each stone seemed to hum
quietly with memory. The guide spoke of kings, monks, and farmers;
| thought of confinuity - how one civilization folds into another without
ever fully disappearing. Beyond the ruins stretched fertile fields, proof that
culture here was always intertwined with culfivation. The scent of earth
and grain was as much a part of the heritage as the marble.

Later, we wound our way to Agios Vlasios, a vilage between Helicon and
Parnassus, near the ancient city of Panopaea. A modern sculpture of the
Trojan Horse gleamed in the square, and beside it Christina welcomed
us info her mosaic workshop. On her tables lay small stones, glass, and
coloured files, shining like fragments of story. “*Mosaic,” she said, “teaches
patience and precision. It is an art of endurance.” Under her guidance
we began amranging tesserae into tiny compositions. Some formed
flowers, others abstract designs. When the afternoon light touched the
surfaces, they glowed as if alive. | thought of Epeius, the craftsman who
built the first horse of wood; now, his homeland was still teaching the art
of assembling many pieces intfo one whole.

As evening approached, the route descended again toward the
valley. Vineyards appeared - neat rows climbing the slopes of Mount
Helicon, the mountain of the Muses. In Askri, once ancient Ascra, we
met Giannis of the local cultural association, who led us through the
vineyards and the myths that have never left them. He spoke of Hesiod,
the shepherd who became a poet after meeting the Muses here. The
landscape still seemed to hum with their presence. Among the vines,
winemaker Stelios welcomed us with open arms. His family had tended
these grapes for three generations: Savatiano, Roditis, Malagouzia,
and the rare red Mouhtaro. We tasted his wines outdoors, surrounded
by the same breeze that had once inspired hymns. The flavours were
honest - earth, fruit, sunlight, fime. We raised our glasses to the valley
and to the Muses who sfill ingered there.

By dusk, the road climbed higher, ending in the mountain village of
Evangelistria (Zagaras). The air grew cooler, scented with oak frees and
smoke. At the Helicon Muses Guesthouse, Maro and Pavlina greeted
us as friends rather than guests. In their garden, vegetables and herbs
glowed under lantern light. Together we cooked - chopping, stimng,
laughing - using fresh produce and sweet Mouhtaro must from the valley
below. We made petimezi, the dark grape syrup, and moustalevria, the
soft pudding born from it. The dishes shimmered in the lamplight, simple
and comforting. Over dinner, we talked about the day’s journey - the
river, the clay, the mosaics, the vines. Someone said, “Boeotia tastes like
patience,” and we all nodded.

That night, | stepped outside. The sky above Helicon was full of stars - the
same ones that once guided poets and farmers alike. | thought of how
the region had revealed itself: not through monuments alone, but through
experiences shared and made by hand. In Boeotia, creativity flows like
the river Erkynd - from myth into movement, from memory infto making.

When | left, | carried a small mosaic, a clay bowl, and the faint scent
of grapes on my fingers. But more than that, | carried a feeling - that
here, between river and mountain, culfure is not something you visit; it's
something you join.
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Evia Development Agency SA
Shaping the Sea with Clay

It was late October when | arrived in the countryside outside Chalkida.
The morning light was gentle, washed with gold, and the air carried that
crisp sfilness that comes after the summer crowds have gone. Olive
frees shimmered silver in the breeze, the hills were soft with the scent
of pine and thyme, and somewhere in the distance, the sea breathed
quietly. This was Evia - an island that always feels both mainland and
seq, both familiar and new. | had come for a workshop, but what | found
was something deeper: a slow, shared act of creation that made the
landscape itself part of the story.

The workshop took place in a beautiful natural setting, a clearing open
to the sun and close enough to the water for the sound of the waves
to mix with the voices of the group. On a long wooden table lay blocks
of raw clay, small tools, sponges, and bowls of water that reflected the
sky. The trainer, an artist with calm confidence and a deep respect for
tradition, welcomed everyone - families, visitors, locals - and invited us to
begin. “Clay,” the trainer explained, “is just earth that remembers.” The
words hung in the air for a moment, as if the forest itself was listening.

Soon, the group came dlive with movement. Hands pressed, turned,
rolled, and smoothed. The clay, cool and yielding, responded instantly.
A child laughed when a first attempt collapsed, an older woman smiled
and began again. The frainer moved among the tables, demonstrating
how tfo let the material guide the hands instead of forcing it. There was
something tender and human about the process - like learning to speak
a forgoftten language with one’s fingers. Around us, the sunlight filtered
through the leaves, fouching each creation with warmth.

y

The theme of the day was the sea - its colours, its shapes, its memories.
And so, the tables filled with small sculptures: starfish, shells, waves, boats,
faces half-hidden behind masks of water. Some people chose abstract
forms, inspired by the reflections of the sun on the waves. Others carved
fine reliefs, fracing the patterns of ripples or sand dunes. One participant
shaped a small lighthouse, another a mermaid. Each piece seemed to
hold a fragment of the island’s identity - Evia as a meeting of water and
land, art and nature, tradition and imagination.

As the creatfive rhythm settled, the trainer spoke about the long
fradition of pofttery in Evia - how local artisans once used this same soil
to craft amphorae and vessels that travelled across the Aegean. The
trainer described the link between clay and time, how every fingerprint
leaves its mark, how every line in the material becomes a frace of
memory. “What you make foday,” the trainer said, “isn't just art. It's a
conversation with the land.” The voice was calm, almost meditative,
and for a moment we all paused, listening fo the hum of the wind and
the sound of our own hands working.

The process became a rhythm - press, cut, smooth, breathe. There was
no rush, only attention. The participants exchanged glances, ideas,
laughter. The frainer showed how to join two pieces together, how fo
carve with a wire, how to let a shape find its balance. The tools were
simple but essential: small sticks, wooden blades, a damp cloth. “These
help,” the frainer reminded us, “but your best tool is always patience.”
And indeed, as the clay took shape, it seemed to mirror the moods of its
maker - soft when calm, resistant when tense.

By the time the first forms began to dry in the afternoon sun, the air had
changed. The scent of the sea drifted closer, the light grew warmer,
slower. Each participant looked at their creation with a kind of disbelief
- a mix of pride and surprise at what their hands had done. Then came
the final step: decorating with embossed details. The frainer encouraged
everyone to add something personal - a symbol, a story, a memory. Some
pressed real shells into the surface, leaving delicate imprints. Others used
small stones, pieces of rope, or dried herbs. The works became like small
messages from the island itself - tactile, infimate, alive.
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As the session came to a close, the frainer spoke again, this fime about art
as a bridge between people and place. “Clay has always connected
communities,” the frainer said. “It is part of our culfure, but also our
humanity. When you touch it, you remember what it means to create, fo
be patient, to belong somewhere.” The words lingered in the golden air
as the sea shimmered just beyond the trees.

The group gathered their pieces, now standing in rows along the table,
stil damp and glistening. They looked like a tiny archipelago of memories
- islands of imagination born from the same earth. Applause came
naturally, soft but heartfelt. The trainer thanked everyone and handed
out each creation, now ready to dry and harden at home. “They’ll last,”
the trainer said, “as long as you remember how they were made.”

Afterwards, | walked towards the water. The sky was streaked with rose
and silver, the kind of quiet beauty that only late October can bring.
The others lingered nearby, talking softly, their hands still stained with the
colour of the clay. The workshop was over, but its feeling remained - that
gentle sense of being part of something fimeless, something grounded
and human.
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That evening, as the sun slipped behind the horizon, Evia seemed
fransformed. The island no longer felt like a place fo visit, but a space to
belong to - where creativity is not a performance but a way of seeing.
Here, between sea and countryside, the act of shaping clay became an
act of connection: between people and land, past and present, silence
and expression.

When | left, | carried a small sculpture in my bag - uneven, imperfect,
but warm to the touch. It wasn't just a keepsake; it was a reminder that
the essence of creative tourism lies not in what we take, butin what we
share. In Evia, even the earth has a story to tell - and when you listen
closely enough, it speaks through your hands.

Cyclades Development Agency SA
The Islands That Carve Their Own Light

The ferry to Tinos cut through the Aegean like a brushstroke of silver.
Around me, the sea stretched without end, changing from blue to white
and back again. As we approached the island, marble gleamed on the
cliffs and the windmills stood sfill for a moment, as if waiting. | had heard
people call Tinos “the sculptor’sisland,” but I didn't understand what that
meant until | stepped onto its soil - until the light itself seemed to have
edges.

The LAG had invited arfists, visitors, and locals to take part in a series of
creative workshops - experiences that would explore the spirit of the
island through art, craft, and participation. But as the days passed, |
redlized that the real subject of every activity was not technique - it was
the dialogue between hand, stone, and landscape.

Our first gathering took place in Pyrgos, the marble village that seems
carved out of light. Every doorway, every step, every fountain bore the
touch of a sculptor. We entered the Museum of Marble Crafts, where
tools and fragments told the story of centuries of artisans shaping the
island’s veins of stone. “Here,” said our guide, “marble isn't just material
- it's memory.”

In the courtyard outside, the air rang with the rhythmic sound of chisels.
Under the guidance of local sculptors, we began our own experiments -
not grand works, but gestures. | held the chisel awkwardly at first, feeling
the vibration in my hand. The marble was cool, patient. “Don’t fight it,”
one of the artisans advised. “Listen to its resistance. The form is already
inside.” Slowly, lines appeared - hesitant at first, then certain. Each blow of
the hammer felt like a conversation. Around me, others were absorbed
in the same discovery, their faces calm, their hands white with dust.
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Later, in the village of Isternia, we visited a small workshop filled with the
scent of wax and pigment, where a group of women painted on wood
and fabric, inspired by Tinos' sea and wind. Their colours were soft - sand,
furquoise, rose - the hues of island mornings. One of them laughed as
she showed me how the wind shapes not only waves but brushstrokes.
“Nothing here stays sfill,” she said. “That's why we paint quickly - fo keep
the moment before it leaves.”

In Volax, the landscape changed completely. The road led through
fields scattered with enormous boulders, as if giants had played here
and forgotten their toys. Among the stones, poetfs and craftspeople
gathered for a creative writing and photography workshop. We sat on
the warm rocks, notebooks open, frying to find words for the silence
that surrounded us. The teacher asked us fo look for shapes - “What
do you see in the stones?” she said. | saw faces, boats, and sleeping
animals. Someone read aloud a poem about wind as a sculptor, carving
patience into stone. It was then | realized that Tinos doesn’t only teach
you to make - it teaches you to see.

The following day, we metin Tinos fown, where a designer led a workshop
on textile art and natural dyeing. Tables were laid with fabrics, herbs, and
bowls of coloured liquid - saffron, walnut, seaweed. The air smelled of
sun and salf. Participants dipped fabrics info the dyes, watching them
shift from pale yellow to deep crimson as they dried in the sun. “These
are our landscapes in colour,” someone said. And it was frue - the falrics
seemed fo absorb the island’s palette: the ochre of the earth, the blue
of the domes, the white of the wind.

By sunset, we gathered in a small courtyard overlooking the harbour.
Musicians tuned their instruments, children danced barefoot, and
on the walls hung the works created over the past days - sculptures,
drawings, photographs, textiles. Each one different, yet all speaking
the same language: the language of material and moment.

As the music began, | looked around and saw faces glowing in the
lamplight - locals, fravellers, artists - everyone part of a single circle. Art
here was not exhibition but conversation; not luxury, but necessity. It
grew from the same source as the island’s wind and light: continuous,
generous, unstoppable.

When the festival ended, | stayed a little longer, walking alone through
Pyrgos at dawn. The marble glowed pink, and | could hear faint tapping
from somewhere - a sculptor beginning his day. The sound was steady,
timeless. | thought of all we had made, and of how Tinos itself seemed to
keep creating, even after we left.

As the ferry pulled away, | turned back once more. The island
shimmered in the morning light - carved, painted, and alive. | realized
that the name of Tinos’ craft was also the name of its soul: fo shape
what endures.
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Kavala Development Agency SA
The Island of Light and Craftsmanship

When | first arrived on Thassos (the island just opposite Kavala), the sea
was so calm that it looked more like glass than water - the kind that
seems to hold the sky rather than reflect it. The ferry moved slowly, fracing
a silver path across the waves. Ahead lay an island of green slopes,
white marble, and old stories. Yet for three days, Thassos would become
something more: an island of creation.

The LAG had launched a Creative Tourism Festival - a gathering where
art, craft, and community would meet. Artists, visitors, and locals joined
hands in a series of workshops that turned everyday materials info
expressions of imagination. Each space - a courtyard, a beach, a shaded
workshop - became a point on a living map of creativity.

The first morning, | followed the sound of laughter to a small square where
the theatre workshop was beginning. There were no stages, no curtains
- just an open circle of people under the trees. The instructor asked
us to close our eyes and breathe with the rhythm of the sea. Slowly,
movements began to form - gestures of greeting, trust, and play. Within
an hour, strangers were improvising scenes together, their voices rising
and blending with the island breeze. “Theatre is not performance,” the
teacher said. “It's listening.” And as we moved together, | understood: in
this place, art was not a spectacle but a shared heartbeat.

Nearby, the ceramics workshop was already in motion. The air smelled
faintly of clay and salt. Participants sat at tables covered with tools and
glazes, shaping bowls, lamps, and files inspired by Thassos' heritage. A
local ceramist demonstrated how to coax the clay into balance, guiding
it between firmness and softness - between will and surrender. *You
can't force it,” she smiled. “You have to learn its patience.” Around her,
people of all ages worked quietly, their hands steady, their faces calm.
The finished pieces were simple and luminous, like the island itself.

In another corner of the vilage, a small workshop on leathercraft had
begun. The smell of tanned hide mixed with that of pine resin and sea
air. Participants bent over their benches, cutting and stitching by hand
- belts, bracelets, small pouches. The teacher spoke of tradition, of how
Thassians once made their own sandals and tools. “When you work with
leather,” he said, “you shape something that lasts. It carries the mark of
the hand forever.” | traced my fingers along a newly finished strap, ifs
edges smooth and strong, and felt that quiet satisfaction that comes
only from creating something tangible.

Later that afternoon, we gathered for a collage and marbling session
in the garden of an old stone house. Tables overflowed with papers,
pigments, brushes, and bowls of floating colour. As we dipped the paper
into the swirling paints, the surface transformed - colours blooming and
merging in unpredictable ways. “It's like painting with chance,” one of
the artists whispered. The results were astonishing: each sheet a finy sea
of its own, no two alike. Nearby, children created collages with scraps of
magazines and shells, their laughter filing the garden with light.

But the workshop that surprised me most was one dedicated to wire
sculpture - making miniature frees from thin metal threads. The instructor,
a quiet man with stfrong hands, showed us how to twist the wires patiently,
branch by branch, unfil a small olive tree began to appear. “It's not
about perfection,” he said softly, “it's about rhythm.” As the sun began
to set, our finy trees gleamed in the fading light - fragile and strong at
once, like nature rendered in memory.
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Each day unfolded like this - not a schedule, but a rhythm. People
moving from one workshop to another, exchanging stories, ideas, and
laughter. Some came as visitors, others as locals curious to see what was
happening, and by the second day, no one could tell who was who.
The boundaries between artist and audience dissolved; the island itself
seemed to take part.

Inthe evenings, the gatherings continued in the square, where music filled
the air - the sound of lyra, guitar, and soft voices blending with the sea
wind. The sky over Thassos turned violet, and the marble cliffs reflected
the last light. Around tables of local food and wine, conversations flowed
easily - about art, about the island’s beauty, about how creativity seems
to find its way naturally into life here.

What struck me most was the atmosphere - open, generous, dlive. Art
was not confined to studios or galleries; it was everywhere: in gestures, in
smiles, in the way people shared materials and ideas. The festival didn't
impose art upon Thassos; it revealed what was already there.

When the time came to leave, | walked down to the harbour early in the
morning. The sea was sfill, the air cool and bright. On one wall near the
pier, someone had written in chalk: “To create is to belong.” | stood for a
moment, looking at it, then out toward the horizon where the mainland
shimmered faintly in the distance.

| thought of the hands shaping clay, the colours floating on water, the
small metal frees catching the sun - and | realized that creativity, like
the tide, is something that always returns. Thassos had not just hosted a
festival; it had rediscovered its voice.

As the ferry pulled away, Iwatched the island recede - green, luminous,
unhurried - and | knew that every person who had been there carried
a piece of it home, something made not only with hands, but with
heart.

Drama Development Agency SA
Where Silence Has a Sound: Into the Forest

The road from Drama begins gently, aribbon of asphalt winding through
plains and vineyards before rising intfo a world of green. Each turn brings
a shift in air and sound. The hum of the city fades, replaced by birdsong,
wind, and the quiet percussion of branches brushing one another. By
the time we reached the heart of Elatia Forest, conversation had fallen
away. It felt almost instinctive - as if the forest itself asked for silence
before allowing us in.

They callit Greece's only forest of Norway spruce, but Elatiais more than
a geographical rarity. It is a living archive of patience and resilience - a
place where light filters through centuries. Some of the trees here are
older than memory, taller than church spires, their frunks rising in perfect
stillness. Between them, moss and fern spread like green mist, and the
air tastes faintly of resin and rain.

The LAG, through the ENERDECA project, had chosen this setting for a
creative encounter unlike any other - not in galleries or workshops, but
in nature’s oldest studio. The idea was simple yet profound: to invite
people to rediscover imagination through immersion, o let the forest
itself become both teacher and stage.
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Our guide, Kyriakos, greeted us with the kind of smile that belongs to
people who spend their lives outdoors. “Here,” he said, fouching the
bark of a free, "nothing grows alone. Every free, every leaf, every bit
of soil speaks to the other.” His words were quiet, but they stayed with
me. They described not just the forest, but the essence of community
- a principle at the heart of ENERDECA's creative vision.

We began our walk beneath the tall, interlocking branches. The light was
soft and dappled, moving across the ground like water. For a while, no
one spoke. The silence was not awkward but necessary, the kind that
makes space for listening. Every sound - the creak of bark, the call of a
jay, the rustle of our bootfs - felt magnified, intfimate.

At a clearing where the trees opened to reveal a view of distant
ridges, we stopped. Someone began sketching in a notebook; another
picked up a camera, framing the light. Creativity emerged naturally
here, unforced. You didn't need instruction - only awareness. The forest
seemed to compose itself around us.

Later, when hunger brought us together again, we gathered in a
glade to cook. There was no restaurant, no schedule - only a fire, a
few ingredients, and the willingness to share. Under the guidance
of a local cook, we prepared a simple meal: wild mushrooms,
potatoes, fresh herbs from Drama’s foothills. Smoke rose between
the trees, carrying the scent of rosemary and pine. Strangers passed
ingredients hand to hand, laughing over small mistakes, tasfing,
adjusting. It was collaboration in its purest form - art through the act
of being fogether.

As we ate, Kyriakos fold stories of Elafia: of bears that wandered unseen
through the deeper forest, of the first snow that arrives each October,
of how the tree rootfs weave beneath the ground, holding the soil - and
each other - in place. “It's how they survive storms,” he said. “By staying
connected.” Around the fire, heads nodded. It was clear he wasn't just
talking about frees.

The afternoon deepened into amber light. We followed a narrow path
fo a stream, where water murmured between stones. There, a small
group had prepared a creative reflection activity: painting with natural
pigments made from soil, charcoal, and leaves. We sat on smooth rocks
and began to paint what we felt - not what we saw. Some brushed
abstract lines like the flow of water, others traced the shapes of branches.
It didn't matter how it looked. The act itself felf like dialogue: with the
forest, with ourselves.

When the sun finally sank, the forest changed character once more.
Shadows gathered, the air cooled, and a hush deeper than silence
seftled over us. A small projector appeared between two spruces,
its light flickering to life as darkness fell. We sat in a circle on blankets
and watched short films made by local artists - portraits of foresters,
shepherds, and craftspeople who live in rhythm with the land. The
moving images mingled with the stillness around us. Occasionally, a
moth passed through the beam, its wings catching light like a brief,
wordless thought.

After the final scene faded, no one clapped. Instead, we simply saft,
listening to the rustle of leaves. It was as if the forest itself was albsorbing
what we had just seen, turning it info something larger.
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free a notfe in a silent song.

Then someone switched off the projector, and the true spectacle began
- the sky. Above us, the canopy opened like a dark sea filled with stars.
The Elatia night is one of the clearest in Greece. An amateur astronomer
joined us, pointing out Orion and Cassiopeia, explaining how ancient
people once read the stars as stories. Lying there, | understood that
storytelling doesn’t always need words. Sometimes it's light - ancient light
- crossing space and time to remind us of our place in the world.

The forest grew colder as the hours passed, but no one hurried to leave.
Wrapped in blankets, we shared tea made with mountain herbs, its steam
mingling with our breath. A quiet sense of unity filled the clearing. It was
the kind of togetherness that doesn’t need conversation - only presence.

When dawn arrived, it came gently, a slow spiling of silver across the
treetops. Mist rose from the ground like smoke from a thousand invisible
fires. The forest was waking, but not rushing. | walked a little apart from the
group, following a narrow frack that led to aridge. From there, | could see
the entire landscape - valleys, shadows, the distant shimmer of Dramai sfill
asleep below. The forest, vast and intricate, stretched endlessly, each

Before we left, we gathered once more around the fire's ashes. Kyriakos
thanked us for listening, for walking quietly. “Most people come to Elatia
looking for adventure,” he said. “But what it gives is balance.” | knew
exactly what he meant.

As we descended toward the city, the forest disappeared behind a veil
of mist, as if reclaiming itself. Yet its presence stayed - not as a memory,
but as a rhythm. | could sfill hear it in the pulse of my heartbeat, in the
slow, deliberate breath of morning.

Elatia is not a forest you visit; it's one you enter and carry with you. It
teaches you that creativity is not loud or sudden - it's the patient unfolding
of attention. It happens when we stop speaking long enough to listen,
when we notice how everything, in its own way, is creating.

In the silence of Elatia, you discover that stillness is not absence - it is the
deepest form of presence. And in that realization, art begins.

Pella Development Agency SA

Where Water Teaches Us to Flow

The road to Edessa winds through a land of orchards, running streams,
and soft mountain light. Even before reaching the city, | could hear
the murmur of water - a constant presence, as if the earth itself were
whispering. The people here live with that sound every day. It guides
them, defines them, becomes part of their rhythm. They call Edessa the
“city of water,” but it might just as well be called the city of life in motion.

The Pella Development Agency, through ENERDECA, has embraced
that rhythm and turned it info a pathway - a creative journey where
natural heritage and artistic imagination flow together. Their work reveals
not only the beauty of the place but the quiet genius of the people who
inhabit it: artisans, educators, musicians, and storytellers who know that
culture, like water, can move mountains if allowed fo flow freely.

Our route began at the Waterfalls Park, where white curtains of water
drop info emerald pools with a roar that is somehow both powerful and
soothing. Standing on the footbridge, | felt the mist rise to my face, cool
and alive. Around me, visitors spoke softly - as if in a church, or before a
living artwork. Water has that power: to still us, to make us listen. The guide
from the Agency explained how these falls have shaped Edessa’s story
for centuries - powering mills, inspiring crafts, giving the city its name and
its soul. “Everything here,” he said, “comes from the water.”

We followed its course, past the Water Museum, where old turbines and
channels tell the tale of industry reborn through creativity. Inside the
Geopark, the story expanded - geology meeting art, science meeting
emotion. Children traced with their fingers the lines of stone and river
on the interactive maps, laughing as they discovered that even the
rocks seemed to have movement within them. The entire city felt like a
classroom open to the sky, teaching through touch, sound, and wonder.
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In Varosi, the old neighbourhood perched above the waterfalls, fime
seemed to pause. Stone houses with wooden balconies leaned gently
toward the view, and narrow lanes curved between gardens fragrant
with basil and jasmine. It was here that we joined one of ENERDECA's
creative workshops - a meeting of residents, artists, and visitors in a
shared act of making. Under the shade of a fig tree, long tables held
brushes, clay, fabrics, and pigments. People who had never met before
began to create side by side - painting, sculpting, weaving. The air filled
with conversation and the rhythmic scrape of tools. No one rushed.
Credatfivity here followed the pace of the water - steady, unforced,
flowing toward its own shape.

Children mixed natural colours, dipping their brushes into bowls of ochre
and indigo. A young woman sketched the curve of the waterfall on a
ceramic file. Two elderly men, once mill workers, told stories of the time
when every drop of this water furned a wheel. Their words blended with
the sound of laughter and running streams. It felt as though the city itself
had joined in - walls, leaves, voices all part of one living harmony.

Later, in a courtyard overlooking the river, tables were set for a tasting of
local flavours: cherries from the surrounding orchards, golden honey from
the foothills, spoon sweets glistening like jewels. | remember the taste of
wild cherry - tart and sweet at once, like the air itself. “Everything begins
with water,” one producer said, pouring a drink that shimmered in the
sunlight. “Even sweetness. The fruit, the bees, the people - we all depend
on it.” His words lingered long after the tasting ended.

As the afternoon softened into evening, we joined a photographic walk
through Varosi. Cameras clicked, but what we captured was more than
image - it was mood, atmosphere, presence. Each alley revealed a story:
a doorway framed with vines, a wall covered in moss, the laughter of
children echoing off stone. Some participants stopped to sketch instead,
turning what they saw into their own version of memory. The city seemed
to reward every act of attention with another detail, another layer of
meaning.

Night in Edessa has its own kind of light - water reflecting lamps, voices
carrying softly across bridges. That night, music rose from the central
square, and we followed it. Brass insfruments, zournas, and drums wove
togetherin a spiral of sound. Dancers formed circles that grew larger with
every song. No one stayed at the edge for long; even the shyest among
us found ourselves drawn in. There was no distinction between artist and
audience, performer and participant. Culture here was not something to
watch; it was something to join.

The next morning, at a meeting of local creators and educators, we
heard stories of what had come from these shared experiences. Artisans
spoke about learning from visitors, students about finding pride in their
heritage, teachers about connecting environmental education with
creativity. The “Culture in Motion” initiative, coordinated by the Pella
Development Agency, had not just brought art to the people - it had
revealed the art already living within them.

Walking once more through the park before leaving, | realized that
Edessa’s creative energy mirrors its landscape perfectly. The waterfalls
never stay sfill, yet they are always themselves. They adapt, shift, and
renew - just as the city does, just as culture must. Creativity, too, is a kind
of current: invisible until it gathers force, unstoppable once it begins to
move.

| stood at the railing where the water plunges info mist. Drops touched
my skin and clung to my hands - fleeting, glimmering, alive. | thought
of the workshops, the laughter, the shared meals, and the photographs
drying on windowsills. Each moment, like each drop, had become part
of something larger: a flow of connection that would keep moving long
after we had gone.

In Edessa, | learned that art can be water - patient, persistent, endlessly
renewing. And that when a city learns to listen to its own current, creativity
doesn't just decorate life - it deepens it.
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Florina Development Agency SA

Weaving the Landscape - Belween Craft, Art, and Taste

The road to Florina wound through a landscape of green valleys and
mirror-like lakes. Mountains rose like folded fabric, and the air carried
the scent of pine and earth. It felt like arriving in a place made not only
of stone and water, but of colour and rhythm - a land that has always
known how to create quietly, patiently, with its own hands.

The LAG had invited us to discover this spirit through a series of creative
encounters - workshops and moments that revealed how art, craft, and
fradition remain woven into the region’s everyday life. What we found
was not a festival, but a dialogue: between people and nature, between
memory and invention.

Our first stop was a village near Prespa, where fime seemed to slow to
the rhythm of the wind. Under the shade of plane trees, bundles of reeds,
willow branches, and bulrushes were piled on a wooden table. Here,
local arfisans infroduced us to the art of basketry - a craft that connects
directly to the land, using what the rivers and wetlands offer. “Everything
begins with water,” said Nikos, ourinstructor, his fingers moving confidently
through the reeds. “You must listen to how it bends.”

He showed us how to weave, slowly and carefully, until the raw material
became something both practical and beautiful. Around us, participants
followed the same rhythm - bending, crossing, tightening - the air filled
with the quiet rustle of straw. The baskets that emerged were not perfect,
but they were alive: each one a small portrait of patience.

From the lakeside, our journey continued into the town of Florina, where
the Sakoulevas River runs like assilver thread through the heart of the city.
Old stone houses along its banks have been transformed into artists’
studios, their windows bright with canvases and colour. Inside one, a
painter welcomed us with coffee and laughter. “In Florina,” he said,
“light is our raw material.”

He invited us to paint what we felt rather than what we saw. | found
myself fracing the river in shades of blue and gold, until the brushstrokes
turned into something more abstract - an echo of motion and sound.
Around me, others painted the mountains, the mist, the faces of people
passing outside. It wasn't about technique; it was about belonging.
Art here grows naturally from the landscape - spontaneous, generous,
unpretentious.

The next day took us to Nymfaio, a mountain village where cobblestone
paths twist between slate-roofed houses and stone fountains. There, in a
restored guesthouse kitchen, we experienced another form of creafivity:
culinary art. Locals welcomed us with aprons and warm smiles. “Cooking,”
said our host, “is the most direct art - it speaks through flavour.”

We learned to prepare local dishes using ingredients from the surrounding
forests and gardens - wild greens, Florina peppers, cheese, honey, and
wine from nearby Amyntaio. As we chopped, stired, and tasted, stories
flowed as easily as the wine. Every recipe came with a memory: a
grandmother’s harvest, a winter feast, a moment of hospitality. When
we finally sat together to eat, it felt less like a workshop and more like a
celebration - of food, of company, of place.

In the affernoon, we joined a woodcarving demonstration in a small
vilage workshop. The craftsman, quiet and focused, carved smooth
patterns into olive wood, his knife gliding with purpose. “The secret,” he
said, “is not to force the wood - to see what it already wants to be.” He
handed me a piece to try. The scent of the shavings was rich, almost
sweet. The motion of the blade against the grain felt both grounding and
freeing - creation in its simplest, most tactile form.
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That evening, as the sun dipped behind the mountains, Florina
changed again. In the main square, people gathered as musicians
tuned their instruments. The sounds of clarinet and violin filled the air,
mingling with the laughter of children. Someone passed me a glass
of red wine - dark, aromatic, alive. It was Xinomavro, the pride of the
region, and as | fasted it, | understood why the locals call it “the wine
of memory.”

When the music began, the circle formed naturally. Visitors and residents
danced together, their steps fracing old rhythms on the stones. The
baskets we had woven, the paintings we had made, the food we
had shared - all of it felt like part of the same choreography: the act of
creating as a way of living.

On my last morning, | walked once more along the river. The mist rose
from the water, and light fell softly on the painted walls. | thought about
what Florina had taught me - that art here is not confined to galleries or
studios. It's in the weaving of reeds, in the stirring of pofs, in the carving of
wood and the swirl of paint. It's in the act of gathering - of people, stories,
and gestures - until something whole and human takes shape.

Florina is a place that doesn’t fry to impress; it invites you to participate.
It reminds you that creation is not about invention but attention - about
looking closely, listening carefully, and working slowly.

As | left, the mountains shimmered in the distance, their colours deep
and warm, like embers before dusk. | carried with me a small basket, a
wooden spoon, a half-finished sketch - tokens of the days spent learning
that in this northern land of fire and colour, every act of making is also an
act of remembering.

Rodopi Development Agency SA
The Sweet Art of Tradition

The road to Thrace runs through a shifting landscape - from the dense
forests of the Rodopi mountains to wide, golden plains where light rests
gently on the fields. As | approached Xanthi, the air began to thicken
with the scent of harvest: grapes, soil, something warm and earthy that
felt both ancient and familiar. This was a land of crossings - between
cultures, languages, and memories - and it was here that | would take
part in an experience revealing how taste, craft, and fradition can meet
in one sweet ritual.

The LAG, in collaboration with the social cooperative enterprise
"Genisea”, had organized a workshop titled “Petimezi: The Sweet Art of
Tradition.” The name itself carried poetry. | had heard of petimezi - the
thick, dark syrup made from grape juice - but had never imagined that
behind its simple sweetness lay an entire world of meaning.

We gathered in the small village of Sydini, just outside Xanthi, where the
cooperative's workshop stood among fields heavy with sugarcane and
vine. The day began softly, with infroductions, smiles, and the fragrance
of boiing must already driffing from a nearby cauldron. Anastasia,
president of the cooperative, welcomed us warmly. Her words carried
both pride and tfenderness as she explained how the group was founded
to keep local knowledge dlive - to remind people that even the humblest
ingredient can hold a people’s memory. “Petimez,” she said, “is not just
food. It is patience, care, and the sweetness of time itself.”
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We walked through the fields, sunlight glinting on the tall sugarcane. We
were encouraged to fouch, to smell, o taste. Breaking the canes open,
we drank the raw golden juice, sweet and bright on the fongue. Around
me, | saw faces light with wonder. The air filled with the sound of snapping
stalks and quiet laughter. Then came the pressing - an old wooden press
turning slowly, releasing the thick green juice that would, after hours of
slow boiling, become petimezi.

Inside the smalll production room, the atmosphere changed. Steam rose
like mist, carrying the scent of caramel and memory. The process was
slow, rhythmic - stirring, watching, waiting. *You cannot rush sweetness,”
said one of the producers, moving the heavy wooden spoon with patient
strength. “It has to find its own time.” As we watched the liquid thicken
and darken, stories began to flow as naturally as the syrup itself - stories of
harvests, of families, of early mornings and shared fires. A woman spoke
of her grandmother rising before dawn to prepare the cauldron; a man
remembered carrying barrels of petimezi to the market by bicycle. It was
not merely arecipe we were witnessing - it was a ritual of remembrance,
a way of keeping time alive.

When the boiling was done, the syrup shone like amber in glass jars, sfill
warm to the touch. Each of us received one - not so much a souvenir
as a fragment of the land itself. Then came the tasting: petimezi poured
gently over pieces of fried dough, sfill steaming from the pan. The
flavour was astonishing - rich, smoky, slightly bitter af first, then deep and
comforting, like sunlight condensed into sweetness. Around the table, a
murmur of delight rose; it was more than taste - it was recognition. Food
here was not consumption but communication, a quiet way of saying
we are here, and we endure.

As the sun slipped behind the hills, we sat outside on wooden
benches, sipping a cool drink of petimezi mixed with water and lemon.
Conversation driffed easily - from tradition to innovation, from memory
fo the future. When someone asked how petimezi could find its place
in modern gastronomy, a young producer smiled: “It already has. Every
time someone tastes it for the first time, it becomes new again.”

The evening light turned everything gold. Children played nearby; the
hum of insects filed the pauses. Time seemed to slow, melting like the syrup
we had watched all day. This was not performance - it was participation.
The people of Genisea hadn't shown us a craft; they had invited us into
their rhythm, their patience, their pride. | realized then that this was the
essence of creative tourism - not to observe culture as something distant,
but fo live inside it, leftting your senses become the bridge between the
local and the universal.

Before leaving, Anastasia pressed a small jar info my hands, tied with a
red ribbon. “Take it,” she said. "It keeps well - and it keeps stories.” On the
label, written in careful script, were the words Sweet Art of Tradition.

That night, back in my guesthouse in Xanthi, | opened the jar. The aroma
filled the room - deep, warm, dlive. | dipped a finger in, tasted, and felt
something far beyond sweetness: the warmth of people, the resilience
of memory, the joy of making something with care. Tradition, | realized, is
not a monument to the past; it is a dialogue with the present - renewed
each time hands meet, each time flavour becomes feeling.

When | left Thrace the next morning, the jar of petimezi rested in my bag
like a promise - that some experiences never truly end. They continue,
slowly, like syrup cooling after the fire: thick, golden, and full of meaning.
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Dimosineteristiki Evros SA
Art in Public Space: A Bridge Between Cultures

When | arrived in Soufli, the town seemed to hum with quiet anficipation.
It was early September, and the light had softened, turning the tiled roofs
and the mulberry trees into shades of gold and amber. The streets felt
familiar and new at the same time - as if something was stirring beneath
their stillness. That week, Soufli was not just a town; it had become a
canvas.

The ENERDECA Art Festival, organized by the LAG, had transformed
Soufli into an open-air studio. Artists, residents, and children worked side
by side, their brushes tracing stories across the walls. What once were
bare facades of homes, schools, and municipal buildings were now dlive
with colour - landscapes, symbols, faces, and memories blooming where
plaster used to fade.

Everywhere | walked, something was taking shape. At the Town Hall,
a mural inspired by Soufli's famous silk embroideries shimmered in the
sunlight - delicate stitches and geometric motifs translated into paint.
Elderly women watched from nearby benches, whispering that they
recognized patterns from their own dowries, while children crouched
on the ground, frying to draw the same shapes on paper. Tradition,
which had once lived in quiet rooms, had stepped outside into the
open air.
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A few streets away, the walls of the Municipal Nursery were covered in
soft tones and lyrical movement - Orpheus, his lyre, and Eurydice, painted
not as tragedy but as song. The children watched in fascination, their
teachers turning the moment into an impromptu lesson on love, art, and
myth. The mural felt alive, breathing in rhythm with the laughter echoing
from the schoolyard.

In the cenfral square, long tables were scattered with brushes, cups
of water, and sheets of paper. | watched as dozens of children,
guided by local artists, discovered colour for the first fime. There were
no instructions, no rules - only the freedom of play. Their drawings
fluttered on clotheslines like a field of bright flags. Around them,
parents and passersby smiled, perhaps remembering the last time
they, too, had painted without fear.

Even the walls themselves seemed to listen. Near Heroes' Square, a
magnificent vulture spread its wings across an entire building - a tfribute
to the Dadia Forest, painted in warm, earthy tones. The arfist worked
high on scaffolding, his movements steady, while below, villagers
talked about nature, about forests and fire, about how beauty can
protect what we love. The mural was both arf and advocacy - a
lesson in looking closely at the world around us.

On anotherwall, close to the Town Hall's northern side, the silkworm - Soufli’s
eternal symbol - took form. | stood watching as the life of silk unfolded:
from the small egg. to the cocoon, to the shining thread. Women who
had worked in the old silk factories stopped to observe. “That’s exactly
how we used to hold the frames,” one of them said softly. For them, this
wasn't just a painting - it was recognition, memory made visible.

Each mural told a different story, but together they wove a tapestry
of identity. The colours seemed to echo the rhythm of the place - the
murmur of the river, the rustle of the mulberries, the steady pace of work
and care. Every wall became a bridge, connecting generations, frades,
and emotions.
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In the evenings, Soufli filled with sound. Local writers read their work
aloud in dialect, their words rich with humour and candour. The
Soufli Mandolin Ensemble played in the courtyard of an old mansion,
where neighbours and visitors gathered, listening as if they were
hearing their own history sung back to them. The town’s heartbeat
was everywhere - in the music, in the stories, in the colours drying
slowly under the twilight.

When the festival came to a close, there was no grand finale - only
people walking together, following the trail of murals like a map of
shared creation. Children pointed proudly to the images they had
helped bring to life. Artists exchanged farewells with residents who had
offered them coffee, shade, and conversation. It felt as if Soufli itself
had painted, sung, and spoken through every one of them.

Now, as | walk through the town, those murals remain - shimmering on
sunlit walls, weathered slightly by wind but alive with memory. They tell
stories of work and beauty, of silkk and soil, of community and care. They
remind me that art in public space is not decoration - it is dialogue. It
belongs fo everyone who passes by and pauses, even for a moment, fo
feel something.

Soufli, once famous for weaving silkk, has woven something new:
a bridge between people, between fradition and modernity,
between art and everyday life. The town still hums with that quiet
fransformation - a place where colour became language, and walls
learned how to speak.

Rural Research and Development
Company of North Evros SA

Where Science Meets Stone and Story

| reached Northern Evros at the far edge of Greece, where the plains
give way to forested hills and the air carries a mix of pine, river, and
distance. It felt like arriving at a threshold - not just of geography, but
of time. The villages here sfill keep an ancient rhythm: smoke rising
slowly from chimneys, bells echoing from small chapels, the Maritsa
River glinting like a border made of light. | had come to discover how
this remote region, shaped by nature and history, had turned its quiet
endurance into a creative experience that blended science, heritage,
and imagination.

The LAG had invited visitors, feachers, and local artisans to participate
in a program called “Science and Heritage in Dialogue.” The aim was
fo explore how knowledge - the precision of science and the intuition
of craft - could meet within the living landscape of the Evros frontier. It
sounded ambitious, almost improbable, but the moment | stepped into
the small town of Didymoteicho, | realized how naturally these worlds
intertwined here.

The first day began at the Byzantine Castle of Didymoteicho, a stone
fortressrising above the city like a guardian of memory. Under the morning
sun, its wallls shimmered in soft gold, their surfaces etched by centuries of
wind and rain. Local guides - teachers and historians - welcomed us with
warmth. As we walked through the arched gates, | could almost hear
the footsteps of emperors and monks who once sought refuge behind
these walls. Yet, instead of a traditional tour, we were invited to take part
in a scientific storytelling experiment.
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Our task was simple: to “read” the castle as if it were a living laboratory.
We measured the angle of the sunlight striking the towers, discussed how
the stones absorbed and released heat, how the structure reflected
principles of geometry and physics long before modern science named
them. Children held small compasses and mirrors, festing how light
bounced off the stone. Their laughter echoed through the ruins. | realized
then that what we were doing was not just learning about the past, but
re-awakening curiosity - turning history into experiment, memory into
discovery.

Later that afternoon, we followed the winding road north toward
Orestiada, where another kind of workshop awaited: “From Earth to
Form - The Science of Stonecraft.” In a courtyard surrounded by chestnut
frees, local stonemasons laid out their tools - hammers, chisels, templates
- beside geological samples and charts. A geologist explained the layers
of rock found in the region, the way pressure, water, and time sculpted
their forms. Then the craftsmen took over, demonstrating how to listen to
the stone - literally, by striking it lightly and hearing its fone.

| fried it myself, awkwardly at first, the chisel vibrating in my hands.
“Don’t force it,” said one of the artisans. “Stone is like language - you
learn by listening.” Bit by bit, the hard surface began to yield, revealing
curves and patterns hidden beneath. There was a quiet harmony in
this exchange between material and maker, between precision and
intuition. As we worked, we talked about the future of these crafts - how
they might survive in a digital age. One young participant, a teacher
from Alexandroupolis, said something I'll never forget: “Science helps us
understand the world. Craft helps us belong to it.”

The second day unfolded at a slower pace. We visited the Science
and Education Center of Evros, where local students presented small
inventions inspired by their surroundings - a solar still for purifying river
water, a model bridge built using medieval designs, even a simple
weather station recording the winds that sweep down from the Rodopi
mountains. What struck me most was how naturally they connected
innovation with identity. Their experiments were not abstract; they were
roofed in the needs and beauty of their home.

In the afternoon, the group gathered again at the castle for a creative
finale: a light installation projected across the ancient walls, combining
photographs, mathematical symbols, and verses written by local poets.
As darkness fell, the stones glowed with shifting colours - blue, amber,
rose - while voices recited fragments of text about balance, gravity, and
memory. It was stunning: an ancient citadel transformed into a canvas
for both science and art. | stood among the crowd, watching children
point at the patterns of light, and felt that rare emotion when knowledge
and wonder fuse info a single experience.

That night, in a small tavern near the river, | tasted local wine and roasted
peppers while the conversation tfurned to the meaning of what we had
shared. Someone said, “Evros teaches patience.” Anotherreplied, “And
curiosity.” | thought of the day’s activities - of measuring shadows on the
castle walls, of carving stone, of talking about molecules and myths -
and realized how right they were. This land at the edge of Greece invites
you not just to observe but to engage, to slow down enough fo nofice
the infricate order beneath its apparent simplicity.
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On my final morning, | woke early and walked once more to the fortress.
Mist curled around the towers, and the sound of the river rose faintly
from below. | placed my hand on the rough stone, still cool from the
night, and thought of how many forms of knowledge were held within
it - geological, architectural, human. The stone did not speak, but it
radiated something enduring, a quiet certainty that time and creation
are partners, not enemies.

As | left Northern Evros, the road followed the river eastward, fracing the
invisible border. The landscape shifted from forest to field, from shadow
to light. | carmied with me a small piece of carved limestone that one
of the artisans had given me - not as a souvenir, but as a reminder. On
its surface, faint grooves marked the lines where the chisel had met
the stone, where curiosity had met tradition. Holding it in my hand, |
understood what this place had taught me: that creativity is not only
about invention, but about recognition - recognizing the harmony
that already exists between matter and meaning, between past and
possibility.

In Northern Evros, | had found that harmony everywhere - in the echo of
tools on stone, in the laughter of children experimenting with mirrors, in
the glow of light projected onto ancient walls. Here, at the edge of the
map, | discovered that science is not cold, nor art fragile; together, they
form a bridge between knowing and wonder. And as the landscape
receded behind me, | felt certain that the quiet strength of this region -
its wisdom, its resilience - would keep shaping new stories, long after the
sound of chisels had faded into the wind.
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Rude - Associacao de
Desenvolvimento Rural

From Wool to Clay: Creativity Woven Through
the Mountains

The road into the Cova da Beira region of Portugal feels like entering a
living map. Mountains fold into valleys, rivers trace the lines of old frade
routes, and the fowns seem to hum with centuries of craftsmanship and
conversation. This is the home of the LAG, an organization that has spent
more than thirty years turning the Portuguese countryside into a place of
connection, creativity, and renewal.

The LAG's vision is rooted in a belief that the rural world is not something to
be preserved behind glass, but something to be lived in and reimagined.
The association works with communities, artisans, and local institutions to
build what they call “smart rural areas,” where innovation and heritage
move hand in hand. In this landscape, creativity is not decoration - it is
strategy, sustainability, and identity.

Our journey began in Covilhd, a UNESCO Creative City, where the story
of wool - once the heartbeat of the region’s industry - now reappears
on the walls and streets of the town. The Wool Urban Art Festival has
fransformed Covilhd info a vast open-air gallery. Walking through its
narrow lanes, | passed walls painted with sheep, weavers, faces from
another time - murals that seemed to breathe the spirit of the old textile
factories that once gave life to the valley. Locals told me how, years
ago, the mills fell silent, and how now, through colour and imagination,
they have found a new rhythm. Creativity here climbs the walls, weaving
history into modernity one brushstroke at a time.
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Inside the old factory of New Hand Lab, the past and future exist in the
same room. The sound of footsteps echoes on concrete floors worn by
decades of work, but the air hums with invention. Artists, designers, and
craftspeople share the same long tables where fabric once flowed from
mechanical looms. Old machines stand next to laptops, rolls of thread
beside sculptures in progress. It feels less like a museum than a workshop
of ideas. One of the young arfists fold me, “We are not copying what
was - we are contfinuing the conversation.” The factory lives again, not
through nostalgia, but through creation.

Later that day, the route led to Funddo, a small fown surrounded by
cherry orchards and golden hills. The air smelled of clay and rain. At Casa
do Barro - the House of Clay - | was handed a lump of red earth, cool and
dense in my palms. “It remembers the river,” the instructor said, smiling, as
she pressed her thumb into the centre. Together we worked the wheel,
learning to listen to the material - to its weight, its softness, its resistance. |
realized that clay demands what every creative act requires: patience,
humility, and balance.
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Not far from there, in a quiet courtyard filled with woven baskets, the
Cestaria Lab offered another form of dialogue with the land. Thin willow
branches, soaked in water to become flexible, were being shaped
info circles and spirals by hands that moved with the confidence of
repetition. Basketry, once a daily necessity, has here become a form of
contemporary design - a bridge between the useful and the beautiful.
Watching the makers work, | understood that each object carried the
rhythm of rural life: steady, unhurried, precise.

As the day ended, | looked around and saw how all these places - the
murals of Covilnd, the open workshops of Funddo, the smell of clay,
the woven baskets - formed a single pattern. RUDE's work is not about
returning to the past, but about proving that the past is still alive inside the
present. It is a reminder that creativity is not a privilege of cities, but the
birthright of every community that listens to its land.

Through its participation in ENERDECA, the LAG extends this belief
beyond national borders. The organization’s experience in building
rural networks and fostering creatfive economies now connects
with partners across Europe - from Greece and Cyprus to Lithuania
- in a shared effort to rediscover the rural landscape as a space of
creation. Within this tfransnafional community, the LAG confributes
the wisdom of practice: how to make collaboration tangible, how
to turn workshops into living classrooms, how to transform the tools of
yesterday info instruments of fomorrow.

Standing on the terrace atf dusk, | looked out over the Serra da Estrela
mountains as the last light caught on the murals of Covilhd and the
clay pieces drying in the sun. The landscape itself seemed fo glow
with quiet purpose. | realized then that what RUDE and its partners
have built is not only a network, but a new way of thinking - one
that sees culture as a renewable resource and creativity as the most
sustainable act of all.

When night fell and the city lights came on, the painted walls
shimmered softly in the dark. Somewhere nearby, a workshop was
still open; someone was still working clay, or weaving a basket, or
sketching a new idea. And in that small, steady light, the countryside
felt not remote, but radiant - alive with the same energy that drives
every act of creation, from one corner of Europe to another.
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Leader Oeste - Associacao de
Desenvolvimento Local

Where Land Meets Sea, and Words Become Places

The next stage of our Porfuguese journey led west, toward the Atlantic
- to the lands of Leader Oeste, where history, imagination, and sea air
flow together. The day began with a project meeting, a moment to look
back at how far we had all come within ENERDECA and to redlize that
the network we were building stretched far beyond borders. By mid-
morning, the road curved down from the mountains of Cova da Beira
to the rolling vineyards and orchards of the Oeste region, a landscape
washed in soft ocean light.

In the afternoon, the Creative Tourism Conference gathered us in a
hall filled with the murmur of multiple languages. Representatives from
local councils, artists, and entrepreneurs spoke about the challenges
of working between heritage and innovation, between the need to
preserve and the urge to fransform. Listening to them, | could feel how
the LAG had turned collaboration into culture - how dialogue itself had
become a creative act.

The next morning, our exploration continued in Obidos, a town
enclosed by medieval walls but open to the world through art and
literature. Recognized by UNESCO as a Creative City, Obidos feels
like a living library: whitewashed houses with blue frim, every doorway
hiding a bookshop, every corner humming with poetry. We wandered
through narrow cobbled streets that smelled of chocolate and ink,
meeting the people who fransform this small town into a stage for
ideas - writers, illustrators, artisans who make words tangible through
ceramics, textiles, and design. The line between visitor and participant
quickly dissolved; each conversation, each handwritten note left on a
shop counter, became part of the town'’s story.
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Afterlunch, the journey took us to Caldas da Rainha, another UNESCO
Creative City, where art and healing share the same origin. The fown
was founded around a thermal spring whose waters inspired one of
Portugal’s first schools of ceramics. Even now, creativity seems to rise
with the steam. In the old workshops, kilns burn beside new digital
studios; fradition and experiment coexist naturally. | tfried my hand
at shaping a small file, guided by a local artist who spoke softly of
how every glaze reflects not only technique but temperament. The air
was thick with the scent of clay and mineral water, a reminder that
creation, like wellness, begins with immersion.

Towards the evening, we reached Peniche, where land and sea are
inseparable. The horizon widened suddenly, opening to the Atlantic.
Fishing boats rocked in the harbour; nets dried on stone walls; the
cries of gulls mingled with the sound of surf. This port town, once
fortified against invasion, now welcomes the world through waves -
surfers chasing the perfect Supertubos barrel, families gathering on
the calmer bays of Baleal and Consolagdo. Peniche embodies the
balance that the whole ENERDECA partnership seeks: respect for
fradition paired with a fearless embrace of change. Here, the sea
itself is the teacher - unpredictable, demanding, generous.

Beyond the beaches rise the Lines of Torres Vedras, silent witnesses to
another kind of creativity: engineering as defence, resiience as art. Built
in secrecy during the Peninsular War, their 150 forts and 600 guns once
held back Napoleon's armies. Today they form a cultural route that unites
history, landscape, and community. Walking along a restored section, |
could almost hear the rhythm of past labour - thousands of hands shaping
earthworks that would one day protect not only a country but an idea
of freedom. The LAG and its partners have revived this heritage through
interpretive centres, trails, and reenactments, turning military ingenuity
info a story of cooperation and endurance.

As dusk fell over the Atlantic, | thought about how this western edge
of Europe mirrors the spirit of ENERDECA itself. From the quiet studios of
Obidos to the roaring surf of Peniche, from ancient fortifications to new
creative hubs, everything here speaks of connection - between people
and place, art and memory, resilience and reinvention. Leader Oeste
shows that creativity can be both anchor and sail: holding communities
steady while carrying them forward intfo the winds of tomorrow.
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Kelmeés Krasto Partnerystes Vietos
Veiklos Grupe

Between Forest and Song: The Quiet Art of Kelmeé

The northern light has a gentleness unlike any other. When | arrived in
Kelmé, it felt as though fime had slowed just enough to let everything
breathe. The fields spread wide and green, the forests whispered in the
distance, and the sky seemed to stretch without end. In this landscape,
the work of the LAG feels completely at home - a quiet, steady effort to
build bridges between heritage, creativity, and the future of rural life.

Here, the word “development” means something more intfimate than
growth. It means continuity - the art of keeping what is meaningful while
learning how to make it new. Under ENERDECA I, Kelmé has turned this
philosophy into practice: workshops, study visits, and creative encounters
that bring together artists, farmers, teachers, and students in a shared
search for balance between innovation and tradition.

Our journey began in the small town of Uzventis, where the morning air
smelled of rain and birch trees. Alongside local residents, we explored a
series of creative spaces where old structures - barns, mills, and schools
- have been fransformed into places for art, learning, and exchange.
At the Open Art Gallery, our host greeted us with a smile that carried
both pride and humility. His installations - made from wood, glass, and
discarded materials - seemed to breathe with the rhythm of the land.
“I use what | find,” he said, “because everything here already has a
story.” The sculptfures stood in dialogue with the landscape around
them - not dominating it, but belonging to it, as if art had simply grown
out of the sail.

From there, we followed the road through Pakévis to Kelme, and later
fo Tytuvénai, a town embraced by lakes and forests. The reflections of
pine trees frembled softly on the water, and the air carried a kind of
meditative calm. In Tytuvénai, creativity does not shout; it hums quietly
beneath the surface of daily life. A workshop on natural materials and folk
techniques showed how local crafts are being revived - not as souvenirs,
but as living knowledge. We learned to weave with grasses and reeds,
to mix pigments from earth and plants, to make simple objects that carry
beauty in their usefulness.

That afternoon, we visited the Valpainiai Creamery, a family-owned
dairy that represents the agricultural heart of the region. Inside the
cool, white-walled room, the scent of fresh milk filled the air. The
cheesemaker moved with the calm precision of someone whose
craft has become instinct. “Cheese is patient,” he said, stirring the
curds slowly. "It tfeaches you to wait.” Around us, stainless steel pots
gleamed, and small rounds of cheese rested under cloth. When we
finally tasted them - soft, slightly tangy, touched by smoke - it was as
though we were tasting the land itself.

Later that evening, the Kraziai Culture Center came alive with music. A
folk ensemble played songs that blended melody and memory, their
harmonies filing the hall with warmth. Locals joined in, inviting us fo
dance - not as guests, but as friends. The steps were simple, the laughter
unforced, and yet the experience felt profound. In that moment, |
understood that what Kelmeé offers to ENERDECA Il is not spectacle, but
sincerity - a living connection between people and place, between
culture and everyday life.
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The following day, the conversation shifted toward the future - to
educdation, technology, and the idea of the smart vilage. At the
conference table, local educators, researchers, and social entrepreneurs
discussed how rural areas can become more sustainable by combining
digital fools with community wisdom. They spoke of schools that teach
children not only computer skills but ecological awareness; of farms
that share data on soil and climate; of artisans who sell their handmade
goods online while keeping their roots firmly in local soil. It was striking how
natural this infegration felt - as though progress, here, did not replace
tradition but extended it.

Everywhere, the commitment to sustainability was evident. Forest paths
were carefully maintained, recycling bins stood beside picnic tables, and
solar panels glimmered on roofs that once belonged to collective farms.
Even in the smallest details - a compost bin behind a dairy, a workshop
on reusing textiles - the region seemed to speak the same message:
respect the earth, and it will confinue to inspire.

As the final evening descended, we walked along the lake at Tytuvénai,
where the water mirrored the first lights of the town. Someone began to
sing - a simple folk song that drifted across the surface, low and clear.
One by one, others joined in until the sound became a soft chorus. |
couldn't understand all the words, but | didn’t need to. It was a song of
belonging, of gratitude, of continuity.

Standing there, surrounded by people whose language | barely spoke
yet whose warmth | completely understood, | thought of how far the
ENERDECA journey had taken us - from southern olive groves to northern
forests, from murals to melodies. In Kelme, creativity revealed its quietest
form: atftention. The kind that listens to the wind in the frees, the flow of
the lake, the rhythm of work well done.

When | left the next morning, mist lay over the meadows, and the roads
shone with dew. The countryside was waking gently, ready for another
day of work and wonder. | realized then that the true art of Kelme is not
only in what its people create, but in how they live - with patience, with
care, and with an unspoken understanding that beauty begins where
respect for nature meets the imagination of humankind.
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Larnaca and Famagusta District
Development Agency Lid.

Threads of Sweetness and Light: The Living Traditions of
Cyprus

The route carried me south again, across the seq, to the island of Cyprus
- a place where the light stays longer, and where the scent of wild herbs
drifts through the villages like an old song. In the districts of Larnaca and
Famagusta, fradition lives not in museums but in courtyards, kitchens, and
workshops. The LAG has been the quiet force behind this living culture,
fransforming heritage info experience and helping rural communities
rediscover their strength through creativity.

The journey began in Lefkara, where lace embroidery has been
perfected over centuries. The streets twist gently between white stone
houses, and at almost every doorway, a woman sits by the window,
her fingers moving with deliberate grace. The fine linen, stretched on
wooden frames, catches the afternoon light, and the thread glimmers as
it moves through the cloth. They call it lefkaritiko, a language of patterns
that speak of time, patience, and pride. When | sat beside one of the
embroiderers, she smiled without stopping her work. “This,” she said, *“is
how we write our stories.” Visitors are welcomed into these homes not
as tourists but as guests - invited to learn, to try a stitch, to listen to tales
of weddings, travels, and generations of women who kept their families
and their art woven together.
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As the road climbed inland, the scent of honey began to fill the air - a
fragrance of thyme, citrus, and sunlight. The Honey Routes reveal an
island that hums with life. In small workshops surrounded by flowering
hillsides, beekeepers work with the patience of guardians. | joined one
in Kato Drys, where the wooden hives glowed under the morning sun.
When the beekeeper lifted a frame, it shimmered - a living mosaic
of gold and amber. He showed me how the bees follow the rhythm
of the land, and how every drop of honey captures a season, a
place, and a mood. Nearby, the Bee Park brings this knowledge to
the public, teaching how wax, propolis, and honey can be used fo
create soaps, candles, and healing remedies. The sound of buzzing
mingles with laughter, and the air is sweet with discovery. Each tasting
felt like a dialogue between nature and craft - proof that care and
respect can sfill define production.

The path led next to the Milky Routes, a trail of pastures, small farms,
and open courtyards where Cyprus's dairy traditions remain an art
form. | arrived early one morning in Athienou, where the first light
touched the fields and the goats moved lazily toward the pens. Inside
a small dairy, the air was warm and faintly salty, filled with the sound of
milk pouring into copper pots. The process of making halloumi, anari,
or frahanas unfolds like a ritual: heating, folding, salting, waiting. The
cheesemaker invited me to stir the curds, fo press them into their forms,
to watch as the simple white blocks emerged from the steaming whey.
“We don't hurry,” he said, smiling. “The milk knows when it's ready.”
When | tasted the halloumi, fresh from the vat and still warm, it carried
the memory of grass and sunlight. In that moment, | realized that food
here is more than sustenance - it is continuity, a way of saying we
belong to this land, and it belongs to us.

Everywhere | went, the LAG’s presence was subtle but unmistakable
- like the thread that holds a tapestry together. Through its creative
fourism projects, it has transformed the rural landscape info a
network of experiences where visitors and locals meet through
shared curiosity and craftsmanship. What | encountered was nof
performance but participation: embroidery that teaches patience,
honey that teaches cooperation, cheese that teaches timing. In
each case, fradition becomes not a monument to the past but a
tool for living well in the present.
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As the days passed, the rhythm of Cyprus began fo seftle into me -
slow, deliberate, generous. In the evenings, | would sit by the sea af
Zygi or Mazotos, watching the horizon glow pink and gold. The air was
filled with the hum of bees, the scent of salt and citrus, and the faint
echo of aloom. | thought of the women embroidering in Lefkara, the
beekeepers in Kato Drys, the cheesemakers in Athienou - all keeping
fime with the island itself.

This is what the LAG has helped reveal: that tradition can be dynamic,
that creativity grows from care, and that the rural heart of Cyprus
beats in harmony with its people’s hands. To walk these routes - of
thread, honey, and milk - is to feel how beauty is still made here, day
after day, through quiet persistence.

As | left the island, | carried with me not souvenirs but sensations: the
touch of linen, the warmth of the dairy, the taste of honey on bread.
They stayed with me, like small, golden reminders that creativity begins
wherever life is lived attentively - in the hum of bees, in the rhythm of
hands, in the soft light of a Cypriot afternoon.
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