Easter Games

Easter Monday is traditionally the day when people to go back to the villages where they come from or go to various villages as mere visitors to enjoy the traditional games.

We decided to visit the picturesque village of Gouri. A village just outside Nicosia, 35 kilometers at relatively low altitude, but high enough to feel the difference in temperature and the pleasant smell of pine trees surrounding it.
Unlike every day, it was so crowded that we had a problem finding a parking place.
-This is not right. The day before yesterday I told Andreas who live there, to come to my alley to clean it and he told me “auntie Maritsa, I get orders from Hambis”. And I told him “Son, come and I will help you to wash the alley a little, it’s dusty.” “No, Habis will be yelling”, he says. This is not right.
After being told that the games were scheduled to start in the evening, we ended up in a small park. 
The kids enjoyed it very much. They played on the swings which is the favourite game of all ages. They climbed up and slid on slides tirelessly, laughing and shouting calling adults to watch them as though they were doing the most remarkable feat.
 “Hi”

They even insisted that they should play with them on the see-saw, something that looked very funny.

“I’ve never done such a thing, it’s perfect.”

Their parents responded willingly to satisfy even the slightest desire of their children.

“One, two, hoopppppp”

There, we a met a group of three girls. We chatted with them. One of them had also starred in Cypriot sitcom on television.

It got dark. Everybody, young and old gathered on the main road which runs through the village. It was time for the evening games that teenagers and youngsters had anxiously been waiting for in order to get the chance to demonstrate their skills and impress the girls of the village. 
In their effort to compete each other, they sometimes even ended in conflicts but of course in the end they found common ground. And since all these were taking in the middle of the only road of the village, each time a car was passing by, the game was interrupted, surprisingly without any protests, and was then continued completely naturally.
This happened several times while playing a game called ‘camel’. It is a game exclusively for boys and men since using physical power is required. ‘Camel’ is played by two teams of 6-7 people each. The members of the first team hold each other to form a stable grip and pretend to be the camel while the ‘camel man’, who is a member of the same team, holds the rope of his camel and protects it from being ridden by the members of the other team, that is from literally jumping onto the shoulders of the members of his team.

If the members of the camel do not withstand the weight and kneel, the game starts again and then they all blame each other. There is a big fuss which causes anger and laughter.

However, if the ‘camel man’ manages to catch anyone from the other team who is trying to jump onto the ‘camel’, then that team loses and the teams switch roles.

The last sport-game we watched is also played with a rope. Two teams of approximately the same power pull a rope. In the middle there is a separating line. The team, who manage to pull the other team and make them cross the line, and in this way make them withdraw under the superiority of their power, is the winning team.

It is now completely dark. The youths, though, did not want to quit playing. Happy  Easter. Christ is Risen.
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