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The Society for the Protection of Prespa (SPP) was established in 1990 with 
the support of 10 environmental organisations. Its mission is to preserve 
natural and cultural heritage throughout the Prespa Basin and promote 
the harmonious co-existence of man and nature. The work of the SPP 
extends to many areas, such as the protection of biodiversity, the pro-
motion of mild forms of development, as well as sharing information and 
public awareness. For its internationally recognised work, the SPP has 
been awarded noteworthy distinctions and awards.

Since it was first established, the SPP has been developing environmen-
tal education activities and implementing educational programmes and 
tours for schools in the area, and from throughout Greece. The educa-
tional material you hold in your hands aims to give information to chil-
dren visiting the watermill of Agios Germanos. Our goal is that, through 
fun activities, children learn more about how the watermill operates, and 
its connection to the natural environment, and at the same time get to 
know the area and its rare flora and fauna better.

This educational material was implemented as part of the project: INTER-
REG IPA Cross Border Co-operation Programme “Greece - Republic of North 
Macedonia 2014-2020” HOLY WATER “Strengthening the cultural tourism 
product of the cross-border Prespa area, through the promotion of natural 
and cultural heritage”, funded by the European Union. Through the activities 
it is implementing as part of this project, the SPP aims to promote tourism 
and the development of the transboundary area of Prespa, as well as the 
natural environment and cultural heritage of the region.

The views expressed in this publication do not necessarily reflect the views of the European Union,  
the participating countries and the Managing Authority
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“Wake up, Elias! Get a move on you lazybones!”

His rough and ready voice hurls me out of my dream, dragging me back to 
boring reality and my stall.

“Dad! How would you like it if I woke you up like that every day?”

The kid’s right, this guy is so bad mannered! And I was having such a lovely 
dream!

“He’s a donkey, Antony. I’m hardly going to wake him up with a jug of rose 
water to wash his face in!”

I confess, a bath wouldn’t be half bad. No such luck! It’s not even dawn and 
they’re making such a lot of commotion. But they’re in a hurry to get to work. 
Always in a rush! They put the harness on my head, the wooden saddle on 
my back, and load me up with sacks full of the seeds they’ve threshed and 
sifted over the last few days. That can only mean one thing: it’s time to grind 
the wheat. We’re going to the mill!

The watermill is outside of the village, and even though 
we’ve been walking for quite a while it’s not yet dawn. 

You know, it’s that time of day when the sky turns grey, 
the stars slowly disappear and morning dew is  

everywhere. It’s completely silent;  
even the birds haven’t begun their morning chorus. 

Brrrr. The journey is a little scary. Feels like the three  
of us are the only creatures in the world,  

taking a long walk into the unknown.

Finally, we arrive at the watermill just as the sun  
emerges from behind the mountains. 
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“Morning, John!” The miller welcomes us with a 
warm and hearty greeting. 

They tether me to a post in the yard, unload the 
sacks from my poor back at long last, and take 
them inside. The door is heavy and wooden, and it 
creaks a little when they open it.

I’ve got nothing better to do, so I watch them while 
I munch on some grass. Antony comes running 
outside. The miller’s sent him to open the hatch 
that will send water from the river down the flume. 
The flume is a metal tube that brings river water 
to the flourmill to make it work. The lad’s having a 
hard time because the metal hatch is really heavy. 
He pulls at it with all his strength. The hatch finally 
opens and he stumbles back from the effort. The 
water rushes into the flume with a roar and by 
the time the lad is back at the mill the flourmill is 
already running.

“Eh, Mr Donkey! What are these humans doing in there?” 

A high-pitched voice in my ear makes me jump.

“Good heavens, you scared me half to death, Miss Wagtail!”

The little grey and yellow bird flies above me and perches on a low branch.

“Are you new around here?” I ask. “I’ve haven’t seen you here before.”

“My flock used to live higher on the mountain, at the springs of Agios Germanos. 
We moved here just yesterday,” chirps the wagtail. 

“Now, are you going to tell me what they’re doing? There were no humans up 
in the mountains, and they look so mysterious and intriguing!”

“What do you care? It’s just boring human stuff,” I say. 

“They crush some seeds to make a dust, and then they eat it. Those huge  
pipes bring river water into the mill to do the work for them. See that wheel 
inside the mill that the water is turning? It’s called a waterwheel, and it’s 
connected to those two giant round stones by a wooden beam called an 
‘axle’. As the waterwheel turns, the top stone is turned too.”
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“What are they pouring in that cone above the round 
stones?”

“Aren’t you a curious one? That’s the wheat, the seeds I 
told you they make into dust with the millstones.”

“Millstones? What’s that again?” 

“The round stones, do keep up! They pour the wheat into 
the cone, and it falls through a hole in the middle of the top 
millstone. So, it gets between the two stones and, as the 
top stone turns, the wheat is ground into dust. That’s the…
what do they call it? Floor... flaw… flour! They make bread 
and pies and stuff with it. Waste of time, if you ask me. Why 
don’t they just eat the whole plant?”

“Ah, so that’s the white stuff that’s coming out of the pipe 
below the millstones, that they’re putting into sacks?”

“Exactly. Now why don’t you go take a nice dip in the river, 
and leave me to eat in peace. Enough with the questions!”

“Hey, look! More humans are coming.”

The wagtail points at the path with her wing. A woman and child  
appear, followed by a pretty grey donkey loaded with carpets 

 and blankets. It’s Mrs Lena and her son and, more importantly… Ashley! 
 Well, the trip to the mill just got interesting! They live on the  other side of the 
village and I don’t see Ashley often. I hastily spit out the grass I was munching, 

stand straight and proud, and bray “Morning!”. Mrs Lena ties Ashley next to me 
and unloads the carpets. We greet each other with our muzzles and while Lena 

and the child go inside, we take a moment to catch up.

“I don’t get it, I thought mills were used for making flour.  
Why are they bringing rugs and things?” 

I almost jump at the sound of her chirping on top of my head. That bird’s still 
here? And here I was hoping I could have a nice quiet word or two with Ashley…

“Because that’s the way it is,” I answer half-heartedly.

“The mill does all kinds of things,” says Ashley. “Who’s your friend, Elias?  
Aren’t you going to introduce me?”
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“Ashley, this is Miss Wagtail. Wagtail, this is Ashley,” I say.

“Hey, I have a name!” the bird protests. “Chirpy, if you please!”

“You’re interested in the mill, Chirpy?” asks Ashley.

“Yes! I’ve never seen one before. Tell me all about it! Why are they putting the rugs and 
carpets in that huge wooden tub?”

“To wash them,” I say dryly. “Water gushes into the tub out of a flume, making it swirl and 
churn, which turns and washes the cloth. Now, how about you go and play with the dippers 
down there and leave us in peace?”

“Pft, the dippers are boring, they always show off with their long dives. Humans are more 
interesting,” says the wagtail.

“Come here, I’ll explain everything,” Ashley laughs. 

Her bray is so sweet and melodious…

“Yes, yes! What are these huge hammers at the back of the mill?”

“They are part of the fulling mill. Look, they are taking  
Mrs Lena’s husbands cloak out of the fulling tub, that 
wooden bucket we were talking about. It must be  
clean already. Now you’ll see how the fulling  
mill works!”

If you ask me, Ashley is far too patient with this here wagtail. I hope she’ll be 
done with her tour soon! Disinterestedly, I watch the miller laying out the wet 
cloak on the special place on the wooden machine, just across from the four 
hammers. The two boys run outside the mill to open the hatch that will send 
water in the fulling mill. The moment the water reaches the mechanism, the 

hammers start moving, and Ashley explains:

“The fulling mill is used at the end. When the woven woollen cloth is washed, 
they take it to the fulling mill, to make it more sturdy and waterproof.  

This is very important for Lena’s husband, because it he’s often caught out in 
the rain when he’s grazing his flock. If his cloak isn’t waterproof, 

 he’ll catch a nasty cold.”

“How does it work? It looks ever so complicated!” chirps the curious bird.  
I can’t believe how nosy she is!
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“We can’t see it very well from here because it’s a bit far away, but the force of 
the water turns a wooden waterwheel that is half-buried in the floor. This turns 
a horizontal axle that has some wooden pegs sticking out, like teeth. As the 
teeth go round they push back in turn each of the hammers, which are called 
stocks. That’s why you can see them move like a pendulum, as they swing back 
into place.” 

“And they pound the cloth each time they do!” Chirpy says excitedly. “And the 
miller soaks them with water to keep them wet.”

“Exactly, with warm water,” Ashley says. “Do you see how it works?”

“Yes! Well… sort of,” Chirpy replies. “I don’t really get why hitting a cloth with  
hammers and wetting it with warm water makes it waterproof?”

Ashley takes a moment to consider. 

“I think the threads in the cloth move slightly as you pound it, 
 and at the same time the warm water makes it swell a little. 

 For some reason that combination matts it together,  
and makes it smooth and waterproof.”

Chirpy thinks about it for a while, then shakes her head as she watches  
the people going in and out of the mill. 

“Humans are such strange creatures!” she says thoughtfully,  
and off she flies, back to her flock. 
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Continue the story!
Where does Chirpy the wagtail go next?




