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I am about to narrate you a story, that has been passed down
from generation to generation by word of mouth.



6

Somewhere in the North, on the edge of Greece, where someone meets the borders, there is a city 
soaked in the snow. From November to March, everything around is covered by a whitish snow veil 
that glows. It gets so cold; the snow does not melt, but it frosts and frozen icicles are hanging from 
branches and roof tiles.

People are accustomed to winter; every autumn they make preparations: snow shovels, woods for 
the fire, thick clothes, dried peppers, pickles…, waiting for the first flakes. But… very often, they are 
grumbling about the really cold weather indeed: snowy, icy, and windy…
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Florina, December 23rd. Winter time. The bonfires are set up in all neighborhoods: large, small, 
tall and even taller. Children, young people, and the elder ones are gathering around the bonfires. 
The beans soups are boiling in the cauldrons and the barbecues begin to light up too. Everybody and 
everything is ready. Τhe clock strikes twelve times. Ιt’s midnight, but the bonfires don’t light up!
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The elders are confused and muttering:
- “The snow was always on time. What’s going on?”
Young people are discussing with each other:
- “But what happened and it’s not snowing? 
How can we feast without snow?
Children are complaining and grumbling: 
- “When will the fires light up? Where is the snow this year?”
To find a solution, mayors and citizens, deputies and teachers, 
artists and children are gathered at the City Hall.

The questions were falling as relentless rain:

- “Who tried to destroy this winter?”
- “Who stole the snow, and why?”
- “Who is against our city?”

As expected, the debate was already heating up, but no one could give the right answers.
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Suddenly, a strong breeze opened the shutters of City Hall. Then, someone heard Sakuleva’s river, as 
if it was coming down from the mountains to cross the city, whispering:
- “If you want snow, you have to pass some tests”, “you have to pass the tests”, “some tests”, “tests”.
- «She… She is to blame for the lost snow. The Witch Chlerina took the snow. She… that heartless and 
tiny, is so jealous and evil. Vice. Pretty evil. So bad, that she incredibly hates all that is good. She, who 
lives in the old watermill, up there, in Prespes area.
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Unpleasant news.
And even thinking about it… that… in the upcoming summer, the water river will not ripple on the 
Sakuleva’s banks, Vigla ski center will not be attractive for skiers, local painters will not paint with 
inspiration, children will not make angels in the fluffy snow, the snowboards and sleds will be stored 
in the warehouses..., resident’s minds went totally blank. Nothing will be the same from now on.
All agreed that they want the snow back.
This means that they have to make serious and quick decisions, if they want to achieve their goal. On 
the other hand, “who is so brave to confront Witch Chlerina?” It has been a long time since anyone 
had seen the witch and almost everyone had forgotten her face. So, what is gonna happen now? And, 
what are we gonna say to her in order to change her mind?
Nobody had anything to say. There was complete silence.
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“Oh! No! I will not let it go like that!... Okay, listen up! I shall bring the snowfall. I will force her to give 
it back”, a courageous, girlish voice was heard.
- “Ι’ve never seen her, actually. I am sure that the heartless witch will subjects me to trial, but if I 
come through this experience, I will find the greater reward than you ever expected. I’m not scared of 
her», said Flora, and she set off absolutely determined to meet her”.
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She passed the snaky road over the hills, forests of birches, oaks, cedars, firs and beeches, until she 
reached the door of the old watermill. Before she even knocked the door, the sarcastic voice of the 
witch Chlerina was heard.
- “Well, save yourself the trouble to knock the door! Sit down and quit stalling! I know who you are 
and why you are here”.
- Go ahead, then! First trial! Bring to me peppers, redder than baby cheeks turned red from the cold, 
wet snow.
Do not forget, and do not turn aside from the sayings of my mouth! You have to pass all the trials, by 
night! Come on, hurry up», she said, while shutting the door.
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Flora couldn’t say a word. She pressed her knees with her hands as to keep it from shaking. Upset by 
what the witch Chlerina had said, she tried to calm down herself remembering her grandmother’s 
tales. She was moving forward, talking to herself: “in an island”, “… a church”, “something like a bird”, 
“… a lake”. Um, she was tired and sat on a stone, clutching her head with her hands. She felt frustrated 
for a moment…
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Flora got right back up, and kept going until she could gaze out the lakes. She was remembering 
something and started to run, while whispering: “peppers thrive in Saint Achillios’s fields, which 
are bathed in plenty of sunlight”.
She sneaked into the reeds with Pelecanus crispus, took the fisherman’s rowboat, who was fishing 
carps, rowing it alone across the lake water.

She reached the small island, walked towards the ancient Basilica, and there... behind the ruins, she 
found what she needed: red, reddish, sweet and fleshy peppers.
She filled a basket with red peppers and run ahead to lay it in the courtyard of witch Chlerina.
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- “Hmmm… Well, it’s good! It’s fine! But… don’t think that you’ve made a great effort. Uh, don’t think 
that you have achieved something big! Uh, not much! Actually, it is not very difficult to find peppers 
in the around area, she said with a little dose of irony. Now, keep your ears open and listen: Second 
test.
- “You have to find giants (beans) and put them into the oven”.
- “Oh, what the heartless witch asks me to do, Flora said and sighed. How long is she going to bother 
me yet”, she thought.
- “The point is, now, where can I find giants (beans) and how can I put them into the oven?”
- “Is there any place I could find giants (beans)? Where?”
- “And if I still find giants (beans), where I will find such a big oven?”
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Then, she remembered her mom’s words:
- “My sweety, can you taste some legumes? Look! Taste the giants (beans). They are pretty tasty. I’ve 
cooked them with tomatoes, onions and olives!”
Therefore, that’s it! Easy! Too easy! Piece of cake! Flora wondered …whether she saw... in August… at 
the lakeside… an arable land with bean cultivations. These beans, called giants, were large and thick. 
She didn’t waste a minute, she run into a warehouse, and stuffed a sachet with giants, in order to 
leave it on the witch’s doorstep.
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“Good, good, good! Hmm! You really did it this time. Do you think this is how you will manage all 
tests? Do you really believe that? He who laughs last, laughs best!!! Well then, that’s an order! Third 
trial!”.
Listen carefully: “I want you to bring me the best, most aromatic Xynomavro wine, that there is 
well kept in the darkest cellar”.
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Flora ran so fast, she crossed the mountains, where she almost bump into a brown bear. She managed 
to avoid the bear, while kept running towards the Vegoritis, Heimaditis and Zazari lakes. As 
soon as the lakes appeared on the horizon, she paused to concentrate her efforts and find her way.
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Right in front of her eyes laid a wide strip of lowland with many vineyards. What a magnificent 
landscape was this? However, she was in a hurry, so she stopped fooling around and she set off for the 
Petres lake.
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Reaching the lake, she managed to sneak in a cellar with “Amyntas” wines. She grabbed a bottle of 
“Xinomavro”, dark red wine, squeezed it with her hands and start climbing up to reach the old water-
mill.
- “Hmmm, the wine is fine, witch Chlerina said coyly, but I forgot to mention you ..., that I want…, I 
want a digestive..., sour taste…, maybe even bitter… that also brings out bubbles”.
- “What is it again”, Flora sighed weary.
- “Why does she want to bore me so much? Actually, I’m not gonna give up. I will find…. I will think… 
Surely! Yeah! Is that so? Well, well… a sip. Yes, a sip … to quench my thirst..., it is sour, really sour. 
That’s it”!
She remembered that as soon as she got the bottle of wine, she got thirsty, so she decided to pass by 
Xino Nero, a village, in the plain of Amyntaio, to quench her thirst.

Flora started running again, until she reached the village square. She quickly filled a bottle with the 
sparkling water and left again to catch up. She gave the bottle with the bubbles to the Witch Chlerina 
and then she swallowed all the water in one or at most two gulps. Although she seemed pretty satis-
fied at the time, then all of a sudden, out of nowhere, she remembered that she fervently had a desire 
to decorate her home, the watermill.
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- “Come here..., Chlerina’s scream sounded crazy. We’re not done yet. Now, listen carefully. I want 
you to climb on St. Panteleimon’s hill, you know… at the Hellenistic city, just to take the most 
beautiful stills and bring them back”.
- “After that, coming down the hill, you will reach the archaeological museum in order to take stills 
of all the exhibits”.
- “Don’t forget to shoot the mosaic that is exhibited there!”.
- “But hurry up, time is running out”.
Flora left at once, as witch Chlerina asked her to do, so, faster than ever before.
All of a sudden, she heard the witch’s voice saying:
- “Ah, what’s wrong with thinking of four, five or even six…trials? I want… Yeah! There’s one thing 
more!
- I want to taste a sweet, called Karidato, which is served by teaspoon. It is made of thinly sliced 
pumpkin and nuts, enriched with bergamot flavor.
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- “Eh… listen carefully! You have to ask, if this sweet has a simmering in syrup made of 10.342.567 
sugar granules, so that goes as smooth as sled on the fluffy, pure white snow”.

- “Υeah, it sounds tough… I was a fool to think that my torment was ending…”.
- “What can I do… What can I do… Where can I get it”? Thousands of thoughts crossed her mind. 
“What in the world?”. “ 19.324.568 sugar granules?”
- “Who, in the world, could have the patience to count the granules? Too many to count”, said to her-
self.
And… then, she started again to come down to reach to the town, to meet a more intelligent being, 
even a passerby to ask him about the sweet. Her mind was messy enough as it was. She tried to figure 
out… whether she heard something … or saw something? Perhaps in her grandma’s house … maybe 
somewhere else … but where?
- “Oh… Maybe in the market?” That’s it! Perfect!
Flora brought back to mind the large cooking pots of fresh fruits, sugar and water…. the woman with 
the long white apron, boiling it in a slow heat and stirring occasionally with a large wooden spoon.
- “Wow, Things are starting to come back to me! Lady’s words … keep coming back… putting every-
thing in the right place.
- “It is just going to be delicious… if you have 10.342.567 sugar granules; it takes a lot of patience”.
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She was trying to find where the house was, …maybe near the market place and… she finally did it… 
She knocked on the door with bated breath. Once the door opened, Flora kindly asked the lady for a 
small quantity of the delicious sweet, the one Flora had seen be made by her in the summer.
The lady picked up the most beautiful glass jar she had; she filled it with the sweet, a sweet odor like 
honey and she offered it to her. Flora got her butts in gear and just when the sun was about to come 
down, she knocked on the watermill door.
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The watermill door opened heavily. The witch Chlerina had one look at it, that delicious 
sweet... that sweet smell... and then… I noticed that her mouth became mean.... and thin.... 
and tight. She got so bad, as if he hated anything good in the world, the shiny, the white…
- “Don’ t take it badly, but I don’ t think you could do it. You know, the trials were easy”, she 
screamed.
- “The way the witch’s eyes darted and her eyebrows were raised, was what scared me the 
most”. Then, she started walking up and down, but she had no choice. The deal was a deal.
- “I’m giving back what I got. Listen closely young lady: “From this minute on, I don’t want 
to hear anymore gibberish, about cold weather, snow and frost. Don’t you ever go forgetting 
that and remember that you are obliged to tell everybody what Ι just said”.
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- “If I ever have to hear about you having registered complaints about or grumbling about the weath-
er, I will do against you, and I shall be blameless. But this time, the punishment will be very severe. 
This means, you will have summer all year long”.
- “Now, get out of my sight! I can wave my magic wand, turning you into a snowflake!”.
Flora ran away, but she was obviously satisfied with her effort. She had not yet reached the town of 
Florina, when the Itty, bitty, tiny snowflakes began to fall slowly on the ground. Once she arrived in 
Heroes Square, the crowd rose for her. The local traditional band started to play and everyone got 
into dance. The feast of bonfires began, the bean soups were boiling, tsipouro and wine were flowing 
from the barrels.
The snow had returned to the city, fluffy, glistening, shimmering tiny snowflakes!
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Snow makes us all feel like kids: snow war, snowmen, toys, dreams, red cheeks, frozen hands. Okay, 
so what? And, what if your feet get wet? It’s just snow, it will melt, it will dry
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You may have heard this tale.
Maybe in cold winter nights,

when the snowflakes set up a crazy dance…
or perhaps during some warm evenings

when friends are sitting around the hearth...
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This fairy tale is an edition of the 5th Primary School of Florina “Theodoros Kastanos” 

under the Erasmus+ Partnership entitled “European Cultural Treasures: where the past meets

the future” (EuroCulT) [2018-1-EL01-KA229-048001_1] that is funded by the Erasmus+ Programme 

of the European Union. Information of the partnership is on the website

http://www.eurocultreas.eu
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