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         From the age of thirteen until you’re well into your twenties, your parents are usually quite hopeless – well, mine were in any case. They “dug” music and talked about that time when love could change the world. This was reflected in the LPs that were stored next to the record player. Names such as John Mayall, Jimmi Hendrix and Janis Joplin often take them back to that time of peace and love, Woodstock and Ragnarock.

         

As you get older, I think many people begin to see their parents in a different light. Despite everything, they gave you life and got you through your first two decades. Parents can actually be interesting subjects to study when trying to understand yourself. That’s why I’ve made a hobby of searching out hippie colonies around the world, places that have taken the values from that time to heart without getting all caught up in commercialism. The Greek island of Naxos was one such place for many years, but they cleared the reeds along the fantastic Agia Anna beach, building a number of small hotels in their place. The alternative lifestylers who had set up home in the reeds were driven out.

         

This summer, Ikaria will be the destination for my socio-anthropological studies. It isn’t one of those Greek islands that is invaded by tourists; instead, it’s an island where people seem to enjoy a slower pace of life. Although some travel books recommend giving the island a miss altogether, others mention the village of Nas as a place for those looking for something different, a place that is perfect for anyone unwilling to let go of the dream of peace and love. So, that’s where we’re going – Pia, my fellow researcher, and I. We’re going to research “love”.

         

When we get to Port Evdilos, only a few people get off the ferry – a handful of backpackers like us and one or two cars. The pavement restaurants along the quay are relatively quiet, and the young woman running the scooter rental business has plenty of time to recommend places to visit on the island like the Theoktistis monastery, the ravine at Nas, and the village of Christos Rahes, where the shops don’t open until 10 o’clock at night. We thank her and rejoice at having the cool breeze in our faces as we zip off on two wheels towards the village of Nas, a few kilometres to the south. The sun is beginning to set, but we manage to get in a little Macedonian rosé wine on the veranda at the small B and B we’re staying at before the sea swallows the bright red ball of fire.

         

The next morning, the sun is already high in the sky as we walk along the narrow footpath down the steep side of the mountain leading onto the beach. The sea washes into a bay surrounded by sharp, jagged cliffs, but the innermost sand is a blinding white. There are some people lying out on spread towels, and we can hear the sound of drums. When we get down to the beach, we can make out some people sitting at the bottom of the cliff on the other side. A young man with long, dark hair is sitting in the lotus position with an African drum in front of him. It isn’t very big, but the cavernous space in the rock amplifies the sound, filling up the gap between the cliffs.

         

A young girl, barely 20 years old, emerges from the shadows. Her hair is long and dark, and her naked body is nut brown. She strokes her hands through her hair, tying it up with an elastic band. Her armpit hair is black as coal. She walks slowly towards the waves, crashing onto the beach. I can see the waves playing with her small breasts before she dives into the white foam. It’s an incredibly beautiful sight.

         

Pia places our towels by the cliff and starts to get undressed. A small cotton top releases the pert breasts that I know so well. She pulls off her denim shorts and removes her panties at the same time. Usually, she doesn’t go for a Brazilian wax, but this summer she’s made an exception, just to make me happy. A dark, neatly trimmed strip of hair shows the way down to her tight, hairless lips. She lies down, spreads her legs and lets the sun do its job. I sigh from a sense of well-being. It’s beautiful, beautiful, so very beautiful. I take off my clothes and saunter down to the playful waves. I meet a long-haired young man on his way up the beach. He smiles and calls out: “Yasas!”

         

“Yasas!” I call back, letting the cool waves engulf me. I swim out, pass the naked girl heading back to land and simply enjoy being in the water.

         

Back on the beach, Pia is sitting and eating a honey melon. “Did you see the young guy who was coming up as you went for a swim?” she asks. “He gave me a melon.”

         

Just as I’m sitting down, he returns with a melon for me. He nods and I nod back. He speaks to me in Greek and I reply in English. He smiles, shrugs his shoulders, and I smile back.

         

Gradually, several young people emerge from the shadows, lying on the beach, swimming, talking, playing guitars. It’s a peaceful atmosphere, only broken by the cicadas playing in the trees in the valley. I saunter over the beach, along the watercourse that ends down on our beach, jog back to Pia and call out to her: “Have you seen the turtles? There are loads of small freshwater turtles here!”
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