O pvbog g Maiog

H Maia, n 6l pe to moAdypwpo mémio, rav 1 peyarvtepn amod tig [Tisiddec, T1g entd KOpeg Tov
Athavta kot g [TAedovne. Tnv aydnnoe o Alog kot €Tt yévvnoe tov Epun.

O ayammuévog g Y106 NTaV £vag Yiyavtog pe patio podpa ooy to, Lovpa Tov fouvov. Zovoav
evtvyopévol otn @pvyia, pia tepoyn oty Tovpxia, OPHOS pa pépa, TOAD HaKpld Kot TOAD ToALd,

QPIKTOL SLOKTEG EKOvaY amoOTeEP dolopoviag atov Epuntn.

H Maio 1018 amo@doioe va Tov Tapel LaKpld Kot V'apnoel Ty ayomnpévn g yopa. Iave oe po
KovpeMaopévn oyedia, déoyioe ™ Bdlacoa, ciyovpn ott 0 Y106 g Ba tav aceaing. Opwg 6co
mincialov v okt Abruzzo xovtd otnyv Ortona, aveénynta, n oyedia dStoAvdnke oe po Karoryido
N Maia £xace ToV HOVOSIKO KoL OyOTUEVO TG Y10.

H 8dhacoa eméotpeye 10 1101 dyvyo copo tov Epun, ftav Eamlmpévog exel, akivntog otn Aent
dppo. H Maio tov ofjk@oe ota xEpla TG Kot ToV TPE VAUESH 6T EVAN KO TIG TETPES amd To.
eykataledeyéva Kot aypro fovva ko tov €0aye kel oto Gran Sasso, 6to (@vtavo Bpdyo Tov
Bouvov.

Amedmiopévn amod ) Aomn, 1 Maia Bprike kataedyo ot Maiella mov €ywve to omitt . Kabe pépa
kaBotav 6'éva Bpayo, axivntn va fAérel Tov opilovia 6to fouvd o £1xe Yivel 0 TAPOG TOL
AyOTNUEVOL TG YLOV.

Otav n Maia néBave ot motoi g Vv é0ayav ota Ppdyto tg Maiella, wote va pmopel va
mopoakoAovOel To Y10 TNG.

Méypt ojuepa, To GEUPLYLLO TOVL OVELOL TOV KOVVAEL TO KAAOLA, TO ovpAtaytd TG B0EAAG , TO
Bounto tov Bpdyov mov KatpakvAd oTig Pabdiég kKothddeg etvar 1 pmvi ¢ Maiag mov Opnvel kot
KAaEL Y100 TO YOO TOL LOVOYOYLOV THG.

Tnv dvoién, otig mhaytég Tov fouvod, Eva GALO onpdotl amd TV mapovsio g Bedg eppaviletal: To
“néyro” 1 (laburnum)Aafovpvo, copPoro yapng , ayanng kot evyévelas. Pwtilel ta ddon pe
oLOTAOEG Ao KiTPva, AOLAOVILN TOV AEVE 1oTOopieg arydmmg Kot Long.

AvTéc 01 16Topieg TOV EESMADGVOVTOL PHETOED TPAYUOTIKOTNTOS KOl QAVTOGIOG, OElXVOUV MG 1|
unTéPa Lag -to Povvo- oTn LEYOAELOTNTO TOV HeYEBOLE TNG. LIAGEL , KOt TAVTA TO £KOVE, GE QLTOVG
OV UTOPOVV VO AKOVGOVV TOL KOPILOYTOTLO TNG, T POV TNG, TOV AEEL IGTOPIES, TOMLOTA KO
ayamnn. ['a vo pmopéoelc vo v aKoOoELS, TPETEL VAL TV OYOTGELS KoL VOL TY) GEPOOTELS.

The Maia Myth



Maia, goddess with a multicoloured veil, was the eldest among the Pleiades, Atlas and Pleione’s seven
daughters. She was loved by Jupiter and gave birth to Hermes.

Her beloved son was a giant with eyes as black as the mountain’s blackberries. They were living happily in
Phrygia, a region in Turkey, but one day, very far in space and in time, atrocious persecutors made an
attempt to Hermes' life.

Maia then decided to take him away and to leave her beloved land. On board of a tattered raft, she crossed
the sea, certain that her son would be safe. But, as they were approaching the Abruzzo coast, nearby
Ortona, inexplicably, the raft was wrecked in a storm and Maia lost her only and beloved son.

The sea returned Hermes’ body already lifeless: he was lying there, still, on the fine sand. Maia lifted him in
her arms and she took him among the woods and the rocks of the deserted and rough mountains and she
buried him there, on the Gran Sasso, on the live rock of the mountain.

Desperate from the sorrow, Maia sheltered on the Maiella, which became her home. Every day, she sat on
a rock, still, to watch the mountain skyline that had become her beloved son’s grave.

When Maia died, her faithful buried her under the Maiella rocks, so that she could keep watching her son.

Up until today, the wind’s whistle that shakes the branches, the storm’s howl, the roar of the rock that
crumbles down in the deep valleys... are Maia’s voice that mourns and cries for the loss of her only child.

In the spring, on the mountain’s slopes, another sign of the goddess’ presence appears: the “majo” or
“maggiociondolo” (laburnum), symbol of grace, love and gentleness. It brightens the woods with its cluster
of yellow flowers that tell stories of love and life.

These stories, that unfold between reality and imagination, show how our mother mountain, in the majesty
and magnificence of its size, speaks, and always has, to those who can listen to her heartbeats, to her voice,
that tells stories, poems and love. To be able to listen to her, you need to love her and respect her.



