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2xemToual

H AvBoAoyia autn nepidapBavel 70 notpata tng KoopoBewpiag
HOU an’ OAEG TIG NOINTIKEG UANOYEG pou. Ta 6pld pou eival autd Tng
YAWGooag pou. Z€pw Hovo autd yia ta onoia €éxw AEEelg. BéAw va
Bpw tnv eAeuBepwtpla AEEN, va ekpEpw ekeivo nou Ao Bdpatve otn
ouveibnon kat nou dev kataAaBaivw 1o Nw¢. H gouaoikn wg EKppacn
unepPaivel Toug YAwoaolkoUg pou okonéhoug Kat tafldbelw o€ nevia-
YPOHMQ, HE VOTEG NOU evvoouV «B€Awy». YNApXel NOVOG MOU TOV YEV-
va n otépnon yla neplocotepn UAN. Tov anopeUyw €nedn 1o BEAw.
[la tnv aAnBela peAetw 1o opaApa, onwg n @locopia tov Bdvarto,
Opw¢ Npénel Npwta va AUow ta pdyla nou €@tuiage n yAwooa otn
okEWYn pou. Me tnv AvBoAoyia npoonaBw va onkwaow To NENAo nou
okenadel tnv aAnBivh @uon tng unapéng. Waxvw yia €vav véo pubo
nou kKpURetal kat 6ev blaBetel pBOYyoug otn YAwaooa. Euxaplotw ta
MaBnpatika nou pou €dwaav @tepa yia va nAnotadw toug Aitoug 0o-
@oUG OTIG EPNHOUG, va cupnovw ovta. Qotooo, e€akoAouBw va okE-
nTopal nwg av 6ev €ypaga noinon Ba sixa Suonvola aBdotaxtn. Eipal
noAitng tng bnpokpatiag tng Moinong kat Tou BaadiAeiou twv Mabn-
uatikwv- I kat M, ta duo oUppwva nou diabetel n AéEn noinpa. Lke-
nTopal, HANWGE o NoINTAG €ival eYyKAwPIoUEVOG 0€ TEGOEPIG TOIXOUG
n av Bpiokel tn pwypn va EepUyel NPOG TO0 PWE, NMOU TOV EVEMVEUCE.
Y KENTOWMAL, AV 0 OTiX0G Jou BUOKOAEUEL Tov avayvwaotn h av ndAl Tov
oTixo nepIBAMel €va puotnplo nou Sev Tou oTepel MoowC Tov Aupl-
OpO. ZKEMTOMAL, NWE MNopw va eipat KAAoIKOG Kal cuvdpa ouyxpo-
VoG, YU autO OKEMTOMaAl av ol apXEG Kal ol aieg Twv apxaiwv, nou
@optifouv ToV OTiXo pou, €ival pia AakkoUBa nou pag eykAwpPilel h
av EXw KataQEPEL va TOV PETATPEYW OE EPAATAPLO Va EKTIVAGOOMal
wnAd kat va BAénw tnv aAnBela Tou onpepa Kat va tnv ayvavieuw
npo¢ ta nou Padilel avplo, napanaiovtag N Nndwvtag. IKEnToual
Katd nooo o otixog Asitoupyei w¢ Baloapo atnv NnAnyn tng avBpw-



nvng aneAnioiag kat pova&lag. Eivai, Aondv, o Bavatog pia dvw te-
Aeia, yia va akoAouBnoel o peydhog dlaokeAlopog; ZKENTopal NWG 0
MuBaydpag avalnta tn Movada, o AplototeAng 1o KivoUv akivnto Kal
0 Zavwy o Kitlelg tnv 1p1dda Adyog-0e6¢-Duon Ki €Xw KIOAAG TPEIG
(PAPOUG UMPOOTA HOU. LKENTOMAL NWGE Ol MEPACTIKOI OEV AKOUV Tn yn
Kal Tov oupavd va nxouv oav TeEPACTIA HOUGIKA 0pyava Kal v’ avin-
xoUv péoa an’ tov avepo, Bowvtag peyain alhayn. Apa ot dvBpwnol,
okéntopal, nwe 6a cuMABoUV Tn HIKPOTNTA TOUG N TO PEYAAEio Twv
Kalpwyv; Lkentopal tnv Qpaia Kupia, wg pia aAAn EAgvn, pa kat AAeg
12 yévoug BnAukoU 6nwg n AikalooUvn, n EAeuBepia, n Anpokpartia
Kal ol evvéa Mouoeg. Me awpa apxidel n 16€a! Kat d6nwg n Aikaloou-
vn NepIKAEiel TIG AAEG TPEIG apeTEG — oUveDn, ow@poauvn, avdpeia
— OKEMNTOMAL NWG €101 KAl h aydnn, EVOWMATWVEL TNV eAnida Kal tnv
niotn. ANMIw¢ nwg; IkEntopal nwg 0,1t dev Ppeite atnv noincn pou,
10 EKpuUYa dpooepo oTo YPuyeio oag KL av Byel iowg eNTUXeL pia dpo-
oepn Enavdaotaon, BoAikn yia to Lupnav. ‘Hpepog Ki eAelBepog ag
HEVW, OKENTOMAL, WOTE ElONVEOVTAG PUMOUG, VA EKNVEW HOVO apuo-
via. AQalp€ote pou tnv Neplouaia Kt apnate Jou Ty ouacia, Tn dnpi-
oUpYIKN pou gAeuBepia. Ma enttéAoug okENTopal, avayvwaotn, Nwg
ayanwvtag o€ BéAw Kal pnopw va Badiow eni ubatwy wg TNV akin
oou, €KEl anévavil. ZKENTopal Nwg n noinon givat n aAnBng npoorti-
B€pevn aia nou pe kKabiota atopo nAouaio.

kkkkkkk

Oeppéc euxapiatiec otov Apa Avin lNavayiwrou Xar{noduaoéwc yia tn e-
tdppaacn tne noinang pou, uia Kifwrdg yia péva va enifiovw Kat va bia-
pUAdoow €va dpaua oe pia aAAn didataon. Euxaptotw eniong tnv Ynoupyo
Maibeiac NeoAaiag kat ABAntiauoU yia tnv npowbnon autnig tng diyAwaong
AvBoAoyiac tn¢ noinanig pou ata lNaveniotAuia Kat ota oxoAsia Kunpou

kat e€wtepikoU. Euxapiotw Bepua tnv EUROBANK CYPRUS yia tn xopnyia
NG, xapn atnv onoia autr n AvBoAoyia éxel napaxBei kar npowbBnBei.

lwone X. lwoneiéng
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I keep thinking

This Anthology contains 70 poems of my worldview, from
all my poetry collections. My limits are those of my language. |
know only those things for which | afford words. | want to find
the liberating word, to express what has always weighed heavily
on my consciousness and which | don't understand how. Music,
as expression, transcends my linguistic limitations, and | travel
in pentagrams, with notes that mean «l want». There is pain
generated by the longing of more materials. | avoid it, because |
want it. For truth | study error, as philosophy studies on death; but
first | must break the spell language has cast on my mind. With
this Anthology | will try to lift the veil that covers the true nature
of existence. | search for a new myth that is hidden, and has no
phonemes in language. | thank Mathematics for giving me wings to
approach frugal sages in deserts, to have compassion for beings.
Still, | keep thinking. If | didn't write poetry | feel | would unbearably
suffocate. | am a citizen of the republic of Poetry and of the kingdom
of Mathematics; P and M, the two consonants in the word poem. |
keep thinking. Can the poet be confined in four walls forever or will
he eventually find a crack to escape to the light that has inspired
him? | keep thinking whether my verse makes it difficult for the
reader to understand, or whether a mystery surrounds the verse
in order not deprive it of its lyricism. | keep thinking, how can |
be a conventional and at the same time a contemporary writer.
Are the principles and values of the ancient people who charge
my verse, a puddle that traps us or have | managed to turn them
into a springboard to jump up high and see the truth of today and
check which direction it is heading for tomorrow by faltering or
leaping. | wonder if the verse acts as a balm to the wound of human
despair and loneliness. Is death, then, a semi-colon, to be followed



by a long leap? | keep thinking of Pythagoras seeking the Monad,
Aristotle the moving immovable, and Zeno of Kition the trinity of
Reason-God-Nature; then | already have three beacons before me.
| keep thinking that lay-people do not really hear the earth and the
sky sounding like huge musical instruments, echoing through the
air like the wind of change. So | keep thinking that people might not
be able to conceive their smallness or the greatness of the times? |
keep thinking of the Fair Lady, as another Helen of Troy, but also her
as Justice, Liberty, Democracy and the nine Muses, twelve of them
all of feminine gender. The Idea begins with a body! And as Justice
encompasses the other three virtues — prudence, wisdom, valour
— | keep thinking that love also contains hope and faith. Otherwise,
how can it be? | keep thinking that whatever you don't find in my
poetry, | have hidden it in your refrigerator to keep cool, and if it
comes out, it may achieve a cool Revolution, convenient for the
Universe. Let me remain calm and free. | keep thinking and keep
hoping that after inhaling pollution | may exhale only harmony.
Take away my property, and leave me the essence, my creative
freedom. But at last, | keep thinking that by loving, | can walk on
water up to your shore. Poetry is the over and above that floats on
all water. | keep thinking that poetry is the real value added that
renders me a rich person.

kkkkkkk

| extend my warm thanks to Dr Andis Panayiotou Hadjiodysseos for the
translation of my poetry, an Ark for me to survive and to save a vision in
another dimension. | thank the Minister of Education, Youth and Sports
for promoting this Anthology of my poetry to all Universities and also to
all schools of Cyprus and abroad. | extend my thanks to the EUROBANK
CYPRUS for its sponsorship, for the production and promotion of this
book.

losif S. losifidis (Joseph S. Josephides)
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Where Do You Come From

Smili Publications, Athens, 2001
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2xemrouevog ev OAvumia

«ANpovo pou ! ‘OAn n {wnh pou NAYE XapEvny,
ekpate pe 6€og Kupleupévog o Poviév
oav npwtoelde tov AndMwva otnv OAupnia

Kal XWVEL oav TPEAOG Ta xépla ato BABog Tng oakouAag
va BpEL - YN TUXOV Kal QTaiel - kanolo epyaleio Tou
napapeAnpévo, nou Ogv To €nlave Pe oTopyn

Tpéxel Y avdoa koppévn atou Qeidia to Epyaotnp,

WAXVEL NAVIoU - OKENTOMEVOG - AKOMA
10 KABe tanevd nou pnopei va Bondnose,
XWVEL JE Tapaxn ta HAKTUAG 0TO XWHa

LN TUXOV KL avéAniota Bpel
Kdnolo epyaAeio tou ‘Hpatotou nou dev Epel

LN TUXOV Kal Tou AdXxel
kanolo Beiko epyaleio nou 1o KpUBel n OAupnia

MOU VO aVAOTATWVEL
nou v’ aveBadel ynAa tnv Yuxn
Kal va tnv eEAeuBepwVel.



Meditating at Olympia

“Alas! My whole life has been a total waste”,
Rodin overwhelmed cried out
when he first saw Apollo’s statue at Olympia

and frenziedly searched deep into the sack
to find out lest a neglected tool was to blame,
one that he didn't handle with affection.

Breathless, he ran to Phidias’! workshop,

he looked everywhere - thinking even
about each humble thing that might have helped,
and, agitated, he dipped his fingers into the soill,

lest he could find
a certain of Hephaestos’s2 tool that he didn’t know of,

lest he could run into
some divine tool that Olympia was hiding,

which could agitate,
which could elevate the soul high
and set it free.
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Kat vekpoc evika

Tou Kipwva tnv ekotpateia tn vopicape kpouadlépa.

Méxpt nou ekeivog Koitae To Xdpovta pe nepippovnaon,
otav €ne@te ano BEAog Kal Yag EOPKIOE alOPUPTOC:
«Bialopat va ayannow noAu tnv natpida,

aAwg Ba epeivw, ayanwvtag tn HOVO apKeTa.

Tnv [6€a pévo Kpathote pou otn vaupaxia, oAdpBn».

YnKwvovtal TOTE TPELC Kal Tou EenAévouy To Tpalpa,

6uo dM\ol tov H€vouve oto KatdpTl, n navonAia oAdp6n.
‘Evag niow tou Kpdtaye 1o xépL Kal Kouvaye 1o anabi tou,
o 6inAavog tou taAdviwve tnv acnida 6e€la-aplotepd

KL EYW TOU aVolyOKAEIVa TO 0TOMa Kal pwvada otn Bon tou:

«'Ite naibeg: To Kitio EAAAG, ki 6nou’EAANveg EANGGY.

To owpa tou {oUoe 0Ta XEPLA Hag Ki ag EPUYE N Yuxn,
n aUpa Tou xaideue 1a HaANd Ki 0 appog To CwHa.
Tov €idav o1 dikoi pag otig AANEG TPINPELG KL opunaoay,
Tov tpopaav ot [M€poeg yUpw pag Kal ToakioTnkav.

0 Kipwvag kat vekpag evika. AtpwTtog
16€a, KI ag Tnv Kpatave akpwInplacuéva PEAN,
Tétolog Bdvatog eival povo avaotaon. EyepBeite!

Av peivoupe d¢thoi, neBaivoupe kaBe pEpa NOAAEG QopEg,
evw 0 Yevvaiog pia. Kat n [6€a, pe to Bavatd tou, Kapia.

0 aM\og oivikag €yiveg, nou nebBaivovtag otnBnKeg, Zwn.



Even Dead he Won the Battle

We regarded Kimon's! expedition as a cruise.

Until he faced Charon2 with contempt,

when fallen by an arrow, he urged us bleeding

“| make haste to love motherland too much

or I'll be left stranded and be unable to do so.

Make sure you keep the Idea upright for me in the sea-battle”.

Three of us then stood up and washed his wound,

another two tied him on the mast upright with his panoply.

The one behind him was holding his hand and waving his sword,
the one next to him was swinging his shield left-right

and me, | was opening and closing his mouth and shouting on his
behalf;

“Come on boys; kitium3 is Hellas, and wherever there are Hellenes
it's Hellas".

His body was alive in our hands even if his soul had flown away,
the breeze was caressing his hair and the sea froth his body.
Our fellow soldiers on the other triremes saw him and dashed
forward,

the Persians around us got terrified of him and were crushed.

Kimon, even dead, was victorious. Invincible
Idea, even if his mutilated limbs hold it.
Such death is just resurrection. Rise!

f we remain cowards, we die many times a day,
the brave one dies just once, while the Idea after his death, never
does.

You became the other phoenix, you died and you rose again, Life.
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H axataxtntn Kpntn

Aoinov, Awpleig; Motéyate nw¢ ta 66patd oag pag KAtakIouy,
nwc ta diotopa onabid oag pnopouv va pag HolpAacouV o Kopi;

Acotoixeiwrtol eiote. Kat nwg va oag e€Enynooupe to Baupa,
auto nou Asttoupyel ota oxupd NG LoToPiag pag tng lEPNG,
0TO apévL Tng Kapdldg Hag, mou Kaiet 6nwg 1o Yéoa tng yng!

Kottd€te pag ota pdtia kai Ba deite Toixoypapieg
1a deAivia pag, Ba diakpivete ta dvBn kat toug Apyovauteg,
10 6ioko tng DaiotoU Kat tig déAToug Tng MopTUVAC.

lovatiote pag kat n yuxn Ba Eavaotabei oAdpON,
e€aBAwote pag kat Ba Eavadnploupynooupe
LE 000 PAG NPOIKIoaV Ol VEKPOI pag Kat n Bedtng.

Tanewvwote pag kat Ba EavaBaciAéyoupe

e Ta naidia pag de€lotéxveg oto HINASG néAeku,

TNV TEXVN TOU TaupokaBdantou Kal tou epyatn,

LE TIG YUvaiKeG pag va napafyaivouv pe Toug avopeg,

LIE TOUG VOHOUG Tou Mivwa nou pag pabav va {oupe aoa.

Ki étav tn vOxta EanAwoete, eplalteg Ba oag tuAi€ouve
1a @ibla kal Ta xtanodia nou Ba Byouv and T’ ayyeia pag,
10 PTEPWTA AAoya Kl ol taupol Jag nou Ba oag noAiopkouv.

OéAete O BéAeTe, €iote anod Twpa KATadIKAoUEVOL

va Buld€ete tov noAitiopo pag kat va avayevvnBeite.,
MdabBete, Aoindy, onwg epeig, va SINAWVETE Ta KopUId 0ag
yla va pnaivete atn capkopayo pe 6Ao Tov onAlouo oag
...Ka1 Tnv dAAn pepa Ba avaotnBeite padi pag alou.

[tati n Kataktnon teAetoupyeitat alou......
Xxwpi¢ onabia kat d6pata, KATAKTNPEVOL HAG KATAKTNTEG.



Unconquered Crete

So Dorians!? Did you think your spears could conquer us?
that your double-edge swords could split our bodies in two?

How ignorant you are! And how can we explain the miracle to you?
The one that takes place in our sacred history’s strongholds,
in our heart’s anvil, that burns like the Earth’s core!

Look up in our eyes and you'll see murals
with our dolphins, you'll notice the flowers and the Argonauts,
Phaestos’s2 disc and Gortyna's3 tablets.

Bring us to our knees and our soul shall stand up again straight,
impoverish us and we shall create everything again
with what our dead and our deity have endowed us.

Humiliate us and we shall reign again
together with our children skilled on the double axe,

with the skill of the acrobatics performer on the bulls and of the worker,

with our women capable of competing with men,
with Minos’s# laws that taught us to live wisely.

And when at night you lie down, nightmares will entangle you
the snakes and the octopuses shall step down from our vessels,
our winged horses and our bulls shall besiege you.

From now on willy-nilly you are doomed

to suckle our civilization and be born again.

So, just learn, like us to bend your bodies

so as to go inside your sarcophagus with all your arms
...and the next day you'll rise with us at another place.

Because the conquest will be celebrated elsewhere...
without swords and spears! You, our conquered conquerors!

23
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T'iavvne Xtavpivoc Otkovouionc

Ekei, ota pépn ta epnouxa,

eKEl Nou Tpwyape Tov nepidpopo,
UNPOOTAa pag apxayyelog EenpoBaleg
LE TO ONUEIWHATAPL GoU PTEPOUYA,
E T0 KaAapdpt oou anabi,

KAl 0WPLaOEG TO OWHA 00U 010 TPanédl Hag

Kal TIVAXTNKAV Ta paxalponnpouva otov agpa,
onw¢ ta apyupta oto Naod tou ZoAopwvtog

Kal eka@evOoviotnkav ol 6oUPBAEG ota KePAAla pag,
onw¢ 1o AiBdpt tou AaBid oto koUteho Tou MoAd6.

[MpoAaBeg néprovrag kat PEANIOEG: «TeTéAeoTal.
BaAte pe va Kolpdpat akoiuntog kel nou 6gv TOAPATE» |
Kl AnAwaoe 1o pUpo oou o€ Kapnaaia kat Axaiwv AKtA.

Ano 101e eMoTPEQPeLC Ta Bpddia dyyeAog

Kat 6aoKaAog

UEoa anod unoyela gpapayyla nou pag Eokayeg diaBaon.
Méoa odnyei¢ pavadeg va ouvavinaouyv yioug ano To XTEG,
uag kaAeic va {nhooupe otn pida pag, ota aBata yag pépn
o' 6Aa nou bavelotnkaye an’ ta nawdid pag

Kal Ba ta eNoTPEYPOUE.

Kal ou va 6aoKaAeUEIG 0Tn PEDN, KPUPO OKOAELD PUXWV,
eVW and Navw oou 0 LoAwpog kat o KaABog va netdouv
Kal va o€ paivouv Y’ éva patoi BactAiko.



Giannis Stavrinos Economidis?

There, at the peaceful places,

where we used to eat our heads off,

you appeared in front of us like an archangel
with your notebook like a wing

and your pencil like a sword.

You threw yourself on our table

the cutlery was being hurled into the air

like the coins of silver in Solomon’s Temple
the skewers were being slung over our heads,
like David's stone on Goliath's forehead.

Falling, you just managed to mumble; “It is finished.
Just put me to sleep awaken where you dare not”
and spread your aromatic oil on KarpasiaZ and Achaeon Akti3.

Since then you've been coming back in the evenings like an angel and
teacher

through subterranean gorges you dug your way.

You lead mothers there to meet their sons of yester days,

you urge us to live according to our roots, to our sanctuaries

to everything that we borrowed from our children

and which we will give back.

And you, among them, preaching, like in a crypto school of souls,

while Solomos? and Kalvos? will be flying above you
and shower you with a bunch of basil.

25
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Ich Nicht... — Aev eiuat...

1. Aev gipat napa Aentopépela {wng nENepacuevn.,
‘Eva enelodb1o, evedg otnv appovia Tng guong,
TIG NANIEG, TOUG KUKVOUG, Ta MAEoUWEva, Ta aloya.
Ag punopoUca ToUAAxIoToV,
10 MIKPA Npdypata nou Kavw peE ayann peydAn
va pyeydAwvav otn Beppokoltida tou cUPNaviog.

2. Aev gipal napd évag paxntng eIAONATpIg
nou P’ évtuoav otoAn anod Ugaopa Aento. Zav Byel
0 nAog Ba tnv KaAvel navonAia atodAl aotpatePo.

3. Aev gipat napd n €oxatn eAnida tou Znvwva
nou vaudynoe £unopag Kat tov E€Bpace n BadAacoa
@IAocopo. Na Byw otov lepd Bpaxo va othow Ltod
LE Ta Xpuad tdAavia nou nepléowaa, Ki €10t Aitd
va BpEpw Toug pabntég pou Kat va Bpépopat PEA,
yla va pnopw, onwg o Kitiéag, v' avapwvnow :
«Twpa nou vaudynaa ékava wpaio tagidw.

Ki av nouv nw¢ napapévw Aentouépela,
val, AaAw, aAAa agpBaptn oto BuBo pe ta kopdAAia.



Ich Nicht... — I am not...

1.A mere detail of finite life | am.
An episode, dumbfounded in nature’s harmony,
the ducks, the swans, the sea creatures, the horses.
If only I could at least make
the little things | do with great affection,
grow in the incubator of the universe.

2.A mere warrior and good patriot | am
whom they dressed with fine fabric. When the sun
comes out it will make it an armour of shining steel.

3.1 am but the utmost hope of Zeno!
who was shipwrecked as trader and washed ashore
as a philosopher. | wish to climb on the Sacred Rock? to set up a Stoa3
with the golden talents# | saved, and frugally
feed my disciples and live on honey in order,
like Zeno, to exclaim:
“Now that | have been shipwrecked | have made a beautiful journey”.

And if people say that | still remain a mere detail,

| would say, yes but an immortal one at the bottom of the sea together with
the corals.

27
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Iloinon

Eidec ekeivo 1o 6UTn 10 OEIVO
nou KataBuBioe 1o owpa Tou
Kal avaBantioe tnv Yuxn tou;

Tov €ideg nou €nAace UNoPPUXIEG APXITEKTOVIKEG
KL aydApata ano xiAa pétalia

Kal {wypaPIEG PE HUPLA XPWOTIKA TOU uypoU
UEDQ 0TN POUGIKN TwV evOoBaAdooiwy notapwy;

H noinon €ival, nou &€pel

T lvat nAouto¢ tou adutou.

Autn eival, nou Biwvel 6oa de paivovtal
anod to UYog Tou oTEyvoU aépa

Kal Yropel, oav KaAeoTel,

V' avaduBei atnv enipavela
KOl Va OWOEL
000ug nviyovtal ota pnxd.

Kl aKkOpa va Toug GpavepuVvel
u€aa otnv avtalyela TnNG Yatidg Ing
ToV NAlo Nou yevvietal ato BaBog

NG anokaAuyng.



Poetry

Have you seen that great diver,
who dived
and revitalized his soul?

Have you seen that he created underwater architectures
and statues of a thousand metals

and paintings with millions of liquid colouring substances
within the music of intramarine rivers?

Poetry is, the one that knows

what is the wealth of the sanctuary.

It is the one that experiences what is not visible
from the height of the dry air

and is able, if requested,

to come to the surface
and save
all those who are about to drown in shallow waters.

And it can even reveal to them
with the reflection of its look
the sun that rises in the distance

of revelation.
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Memento Mori

[a va kuBepvw ™ Pwpn, anepionactog oto payonot,
TIG £YVOIEG POPTWOA 0TOUC AeyewvaploUg Hou.
Duoikd toug potpdlw dnpodaota xthpata kat Adgupa
(av kat otoug eykdBetoug KTt divw, pn ykpviadouv).

«Aev KUBEPVAC e apETA Kal aylaotoupa», Aev ol QUAIKOI,
(Ma Aayokolpduat, Un pag gast kavévag anod dautoug).

‘000 yla Tov Ado... €, Aoinov, €uaba va tov napapubiddw.
Mepida aptou tou npooPépw va enilei, Opwg B€apa noAu.
Me napeAdoelg, Jovopaxieg, YIopTEG, TOU Naipvw To Vou.
[a va e€ouotalelg ota apnaxta, t€tolo pebuaol va Kepvag.

Mageotpia noAn pnxaveltnka, 6e€l0texva nAokapia,

Kl €101 Twpa avanavopal YaAnviog Kat oiyoupog,

ota 6AKTUAd pou nailovtag Aad Kal Aeyewvaploug.

Tn Pwpn &ev tnv éxtioa o€ pia pépa. Onwg tnv €ptiala,
bev oag gtavel pia {wn, 6Aol €0€i¢, va Pou tn XaAdoETE.

‘Etot vopida...péxpt npv Aiyo, dtav pe paxaipwoe o Bpétog,.|
Zavakouw tov 6oUAo oTn oTEYN Pou va pou gpwvadel ot autid
memento mori, unv £exdow nw¢ Ba néBatva kanota pepa.

H owtnpia tng yuxng dev Ba otoixile noAAn gaid ouaia, Ha
bev avtiiAngBnka tov pebBucopévo atov KaBpEPtn eautd pou,
oUte tov Xdpo nou Bpnke KapékAa adeta oto tpanédl You

Kl €KOTOE Kl EQaye Kal W' EVIUVE POoPEOLd Yla TN XWHATEPN.

Y10 AoioB1a pou npoAaBaivw va pabw: t€tola Pwpun
NG PTAVEL KAl Pia HOvN PEPA YIa VA HOU YKPEUIOTEL.



Memento Mori (Remember that thou must die)

In order to rule Rome undistracted in wining and dining

| burdened my legion fighters with my worries.

Of course | distribute public real estate and booty

(and | also give appointees something so as not to groan).

“You don't govern with virtue and holy water sprinkler” the courtiers
say,
(but | sleep lightly so as not to let anyone of those devour us)

As for the people... oh, well, I've learned to tell them fibs.

Just a portion of bread | offer them in order to survive, but lots of
spectacles.

With parades, duels, festivals, | turn their heads.

In order to rule hastily, you need to treat them with such exhilaration.

| have engineered too much mastery and skilful traps

so now | rest tranquil and certain,

manipulating both people and legion fighters at my fingertips.
| didn't build Rome in one day. The way | constructed it,

it will take all of you a whole life to destroy it.

This is what | thought... until very recently, when Britus! stabbed me.

| hear the slave again, whispering to me at my coronation,
“Memento mori” not to forget that | must die one day.

The salvation of the soul wouldn’t rack my brains, but

| didn't realise my drunken self in the mirror

not even death, who found an empty seat at my table,

sat down, ate and dressed me with a suit for the grave.

Being at my last gasp | think | have the time to learn: It only takes
a single day to demolish such Rome.

33
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Muxepivoc

‘Etpwye Kt €mive Tn vidtn tou 0 Gapaw Mukepivog.

Ayopale doUAeg, HoUAoug (tnv wuxn toug bev pnopouoe)
ouvéleye nanupoug (ua nou xpovog kat d1dBeon yia yvwon;)
uikaye TIPEC Kal N0aoTNTEG (KW@eUe oTig afieg Kal MOIOTNTEG).
Mioteue n {wn tou Ba Slapkéael oAU (oTov epiaAtn Tou Aiyo),
a&iwve ouppopewon (oav eixe NUpetd napapthouce HOPPWON).
Yuvetpexe 0ooug Tov Batpadav, katétpexe 6aoug Baupadk.

H e€ouaia; Mia oglpnva nou o€ AUvel an’ 1o Kataptl
h €vag iAtyyog (av undpxel dlapopa avaueoa ota dU0).

Ma oav nAnciale n wpa n €oxatn, oav €ibe

KAt a€lo va pnv €xel va dnAwoel, aBAo kavéva,
-kaAn wpa n Mupapiba tou nannou tou Xéona-
ula lewpetpia va upvei Tov Mavtoduvao,

npootage kal tou ‘puiaav pikpn pia nupapida
(aBdpuPa va akoupnnoel H€oa cwua Kal Yuxn),
oepvn va unokAivetal o’ ekeivn Tou natépa Xéppnv,
Tanelvd va akoUel Ta 60a Tov OUMBOUAEUE XTEG.

Oeyyapdki nou neplotpePeoat NTwvtag we davelko
an’ tn yn Tov natépa, an’ tov Ao tov nanno Xéona,

€KEl, oTNV oupavia yaAnvn, ta npayuata eivat aANwg,
Kavéva ndBog oto €€ng 6e ¢’ epnodidel va dokipdaoelg,
Va EKTIMACELG Mla JE ouvtpIBn ta 6oa NEPIPPOVNOTEC,
Va NPOTIMNGCELG an’ 0Aa €va 6vopa KaAo, pia unoéAnyn
va aviéxel navw an’ 6Aa (av to 6Aa ta Al 6viwg OAa).

[ati n Zuyyvwpn oou eival kataBeon Wuxng,
Mupapiba Bepediwpévn Kat o€ KivoUpEevn AUHO
aKOMa Kal Tn aTiydn tnv teAeutaia.



Mycerinus (Mencaure)

Pharaoh Mycerinus used to eat and drink his youth.

He would buy women and men slaves (he couldn’t buy their souls)

he would collect papyri (but he had no time and no mood for learning),

he would talk about prices and quantities (he would turn a deaf ear to values and
qualities).

He believed his life would last for long (but just a little in his nightmare),

he would demand compliance (when he had fever he would rave about education).

He would assist all those who admired him but he would persecute all those he
admired.

Power - a siren that unties you from the mast
or vertigo (whether there is a difference between the two).

But as he was at his last gasp, he realised

he had nothing worthy to declare, no accomplishment what so ever
-something like the Pyramid of his grandfather Cheops-

a Geometry praising God Almighty,

He ordered to have a small pyramid built for him

(where he would silently lean his soul and body),

a modest one to bow to the one of his father Chefrin,
humbly listening to everything he had advised him before.

You, little moon that are in orbit requesting some light on loan
from the Earth, the father, and from the Sun, grandfather Cheops,

there in heavenly serenity, things are different.

No passion whatsoever will prevent you from trying

to appreciate all you have despised,

to select a good name, a reputation from a wide range

which can last above all (whether the word all really means all).

Because your apology is a Soul deposit,
a Pyramid well founded
on moving sand too even at the last gasp.
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AploTelong

«Mwg va xapafw oto 6otpako 10 “Aploteidng’,
va tov €€opiow K yw oTov ayuploTto;» IKETEUEL
TOV MEPAOTIKO 0 aypdupatog yépo-ABnvaiog.

«Et0l», npooBEtel o Aploteidng,

Kal OTEKEL NAAL Kal TOV a@AVEL QUTOVOHO
va aokKNaoel 0 noAitng 1o Sikaiwpa TG Ynpou Ttou.
Ki ag n€epe nwg €tot enau€dvel tn 61kn tou Katadikn

(6nwg €0tpeye 10 NPpocwmno, dev €ida 1o dAKpU ToU
yta tn ['vwoon nou n ayvola tnv ektonidel népa).

Aev {nhelw ekeivoug nou kepdilouv adikwviag.
ZnAeuw €0€va nou {nUIWVEIG pn adikwvtag,

apouU othpi€eg To dikaiwpa akopa Kat tou adaoug,
ekeivou nou Ba pnopouoeg eUKoAa va eixeg EeyeAdoel.

YTa@UAI pou, ota natnthpta dev e€apavileoal,
Kpaodkl Ba 'pBelg, yelon Ki Gpwpa yla Tov énolov va.

H e€opia oou eival ekkpePEG o€ avuywpevn BEan,
n anopdkpuvon oou ottypiaia. Ma €xelg evépyela,
n BapUtntd oou yivetal Kivnon Ki ENOTPEPELG EUBUG
KAl l0OPPONEIC 0TO KEVIPO TOU EKKPEUOUG, ApETN.



Aristides!?

“How can | inscribe the name Aristides on the voting shard,
in order to banish him to hell?” the illiterate old-Athenian
requests the passer-by.

“This is how”, Aristides adds,

and he stands aside, letting him
practise his right of vote independently
and knowing that by doing so he increases his own condemnation

(the way he turned his face | didn't see his tear
for the fact that knowledge is driven out by ignorance).

| don't envy those who win by doing wrong

| envy you who lose by not doing wrong,
having supported the right even of the ignorant
whom you could have easily deceived.

My grape, you don't disappear in the treading tank
you'll come out as wine, taste and aroma for everyone.

Your exile is a pendulum at an elevated position,

your dismissal is instant. But you still have energy,

your importance becomes movement and you return straightaway
and balance in the centre of the pendulum, you virtue!
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H emotpopn tov XoAouov

[evvnBnka 0to YAUKO vEPO TNG NNYNG. £10 aAHUpO
¢ BadAacoag peyalwoa, onou pe EERyale o notapog.
Ma o voug pou eniotpé@el oto uyinedo g puUTPAG
Va YEVVAOW, N YEVIA POU va KpatnBei kal va Kpatnoel.

Avnopidovtag eniotpo@n, Bpaxol Ye anellouyv oav KAEG,
TO NEWVAOMEVO VUXI TNG apkoudag, dyplo to 6OVl Tou avépou,
KaTappdKTeG Ye xTunoUv aav npénel va toug dpaokeAiow.

A avié€w wg To TEPHA, KI ag Jou Peivel owpa Aeindoapko

Kl aG onapTapw otn Adonn 4tav yovihonolnow ta auyd Hou.
Apkel va ptdow. Kal 101 ag epnpidow, ag Yepdow HEMIAC,
ag pe EePpdoct o vepdAakkog koupdapl. Movo va napadwow
TOV 0Mopo nou nia &€ Pou avAkel...npotoU n Unap&n padnbei.

To plhoco@w, avepol, Bpaxol kat apkoudeg. Nat, 0ag Xpwotw
ylati pE Ta oayovia oag PE A0KNOATE va KPatw tn {wn oIxtd
yla T0 VOOTO Hou, Kl ag poupdw QA {wng and acko tou AldAou.

Tt av 1o owpa pou eBivet ; Ti ki av yevvw oto Boupko; Adunw
{wn, NouAi eyw To Wapt, nou unepnndd Bpdxoug andKPNUVOUG.

H {wn pou oav Tou goAopou Kat n eniBiwon npd&n npwtn.



The Return of the Salmon

| was born in the fresh water of the spring. | grew up

in the salty water of the sea, where the river washed me off.
But my mind returns to the highland of the sprout area

to spawn, so that my generation can hold and last.

During my uphill return, | am threatened by rocks like heat waves,
by the hungry nail of the bear, the wild tooth of the wind
| am hit by waterfalls the moment | must stride over them.

Let me survive till the end, even if my body remains, having lost too much
flesh.

Let me wriggle in the mud when | fertile my eggs.

As long as | reach there. And then let me fade away and age at once,

let the water well wash me off like a corpse. Only to deliver my sperm |
wish,

which | do not own anymore... before my existence withers.

| reflect, winds, rocks and bears. Yes, | owe you
because with your jaws, you trained me to hold my life tight
for my return and let me suck the kiss of life from all hell loose.

What if my body withers, what if | spawn in the bog. | shine
life, me a bird, the fish that jumps over steep rocks.

My life is like salmon'’s life and my survival is act one.

3
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To mapabvpo

AnAwoe 10 xEpl Ki avolfe 1o napdbupo,
[ow¢ 10 dpaokeAioel pla axtida,
1eBAaopévn, ano avravakAaon,

£va AoTpo nou unooxetal aAlayn.

Avolie 1o napdbupo,

[owg Kottd€el p€oa €vag Blaotikag,
Hla wpaia nou T paivel n Bpoxn,
uta xeAldova nou 'xaoe 1o PIKPO TNG.

Avoie 10 napdbupo,

[owg pavei n yndAa Twv nadiwv

N PWVOUAa 10U (0W¢ OKAPPAAWUEL
éva kAapi nou AuyiCel, €va yarti.

Avoie 10 napabupo,

Kl a¢ €l6BaAel KUpa okovng, xaAadlou,
ula oK1A h n oK1id tng, duo nou yivav pia,
N €0TW YIa OKIA Nou oKIAlel piav aAAn.

Avoie 10 napdbupo,

aKOMa KL av n NOAN anokolpnBdnke,
aKOWN KiL av n NOAn anodnpunaoe,

akopn Kt av &e gaivetal noto an’ ta duo.

AnAwoe 10 x€pL KL avolE€ pag to napdbupo.
2tn B€on tou Ba undapxel pia {wypagld
KPEMAOHEVN, KI ag pag kottdlel apiAntn.,
TouAdxiotov Ba yepicel tov adelo pag Toixo.



The Window

Stretch your hand and open the window,
a sunbeam might stride through it,
crooked by reflection

a change promising star.

Open the window,

maybe a hasty passer-by look inside,
or a beauty that is showered by rain,
or a swallow that has lost its little one.

Open the window

the children’s ball might come to sight
their tiny voice might climb

on a branch bent by, or a small cat.

Open the window,

and let a dust wave, hail wave enter

a shadow or the shadow’s shadow, two that have become one,
or even a shadow that shades another one.

Open the window

even if the town has dozed off

even if the town has passed away

even if you the difference between the two is not obvious.

Stretch your hand and open the window for us
at its place there'll be a painting

hanging and let it look at us speechless.

At least it will fill up our empty wall.
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Hpwioxoc vmo aupiopfnmmon

DavtaoTNKate ToV EaUTO 0ag Npwa N, £0Tw, NPWICKO;
Méxpl npdoata oUTE Ki eyw, o Miotp TeAoUoKiv o TeExvitng.

‘Opwg, notov kKaAeoe o BactAeUg oav XTUNNOE 0 KEPAUVOG;

[Motov, yia va avaoTnAwWGEL TO AKPWTNPIAoHEVO Kapnavaplo pacg,
va KAeioel 1o tpaupa tng EkkAnaiag tou MNétpou Kal tou Maulou;
[MoU KpU@TNKAV Ol APXITEKTOVEG Kal ol EpyoAdBol mou tnv xtioav;

Mapdtnoe toug yeAwtonoloUg Kal PE IKETEUE: “dovo e0U pnopeig!”

‘E€1 BOopadeg pou nnpe va priaw tov otaupd Kat tn opaipa

AkpoBatng og oKotvia Kal oKaAwolEC, owoTo BEapa yia taipko.
Tov @6Bo viknoa pe ouvipoPld ta utifiopata Twv NouAwy,
TIG XapoUAeG Twv naiblwy, okacila pou ool Pe ap@lofntoly.

[a apoiBn, o BactAelg pou €Bgoe appayida atov Aaiuod, npoatayn
oav TNV KTunw ‘TiK' va Pe KEpvouv ol TaB€pVeg, 600 Ki 0nwg BEAw.

Ma va!'OAa exdotnkav. O1 apxitéktoveg Nnpav tig BEoeLg Toug
(Mou Bpnkav, Aéet, AddBn), ot auAikoi 61adidouv nwg €yva péBuaoog...

TouAdaxiotov ekeivn n epnuepida ToUG Ta ‘Ne viounpa pouaika :
«0001 AnopovouUv tov aBAo tou Miotp, yiati b okapaiwvouv
0T €KATOV €iKoal Tpia pétpa va pag deifouv TIC HaoTOPIEG TOUG»

H poipa tou npwiokou dUokoAn - plodg eyw, picog autoi -

va loopponw pe aBwotnta, akpoBdtng ndvw an’ tnv aBAidtnta,
HE Ta MIKPA pou Ta Bappaléa, ndvw an’ ta 61ka Toug ta SeIAd.
‘A-6nAog¢ naet o poxBog pou; Mote, note Ba yivel AnAog Kal Pwg;

Ae {ntw napd éva Adyo YAUKO. Zav 1o KeAAdnpa Twv nouAiwv
WYnAd, oav TI¢ wVoUAEG Twv Nadlwv oag Katw otnv nAateia.



A Petty Hero Under Dispute

Have you ever imagined yourself being a hero or even a petty one?
Until recently neither have I, Pyotr Telushkin, the technician.

However, who did the king call when the thunderbolt struck?

Who?, in order to restore our shattered belfry

so that the damage of our church of St Peter and St Paul could heal?
Where did the architects and the contractors, who built it, hide?

He left the jesters and begged me. “Only you can do it!”

It took me six weeks to restore the cross and the sphere;

|, like an acrobat on ropes and scaffoldings, a real scene for circus.

| beat fear together with the birds’ chirping,

and the little joys of the children. | couldn'’t care less about those who dispute me.

To reward me the king hung his seal on my neck and when | showed it
it was an order for the taverns to treat me at once what | wanted and as much as |
wanted.

But look! Everything is forgotten. The architects took their positions
(they said they found wrongdoings), the courtiers spread out that | became a
drunkard.

At least that newspaper told them plain
“All those who forget Pyotr's feat, why don't they climb
one hundred and twenty three meters high to show their craftsmanship?”

The fate of the petty hero was difficult - | was deficient, they were full of hatred
balancing myself with innocence, an acrobat over misery,

with my courageous petty things over theirs, the coward ones.

Was my hard work unrevealed? When, when will it reveal itself and become light?

| do not ask but a good word. Like the birds’ chirping high,
and like your children'’s little voices down below at the square.

43
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Epwc — IItepwc

210 Kouplo l0€Bale o o€lopog
Y10V €pwTa epeic o1 duo doapévol.
Mag Koipioe €vag Kiovag povikog
AnoOVIEG, Ha NapOVIEG AUTPWHEVOL.

1600, o1 duo ayKAAeg pia, 010 PwG.

Kdtw an’ 1o natwpa, Ta duo Kopuid
Mag Bdyav, Kat pla nétpa tng €otiag
Mavw ota otnBn BaAav yia onopld

BAaotoUpe 6€vipo tng XolpoKoltiag.

1600, o1 duo aykdAeg pia aykaAa.

0 otixog pida Nou nNepva to Xxwa,
XUp6¢ otou UAAOU TNV Yuxn, To owHa
WnAa yia o€uyovo, vépog, va n Bpoxn
Ayann o NTEpwE KATwW, Avw Kl €00EL.



Cupid

The earth of Curium quaked amid

As we indulged in a love, then slipped!

A deadly pillar that put us to sleep
Absent, still present and now redeemed.

Look! In the light, two embraces now one, indeed!

Here, in Choirokoitia, both buried as one

Under the floor of our house2, woman and man,
With a boulder on our chests the burial was done
A seed, from which we grow to become a plant.

Look! Two embraces became one, under the sun!

The verse, is a root spreading through the soil,
Offering to leaves the juice of love, for body and soul,
Up flying oxygen, upwards in clouds then down as rain,
Up and down on Cupid’s very wings, again and again3.

47
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Ta eic eautov

Av napeig tn B€on pou oto Bpdvo nioteye

Ba &e1g otnv auAn €kpuloug, Ndpveg, Hayoug,
10 aipa notapt og Buoieg, MoAEUOUG, ApPEVEG,
TOKOYAUQOUG va o€ YOEPVOUV PETA TOV PTWXO,
owpata doopéva oe OpYyLa Kal VEKpOTaQEia.

Mnv neig —0nw¢ YEAAOTNKA— «aUTA €XEL 0 KOGHOG,
ol EpivUeg nvéouv pévea, Kal Jag Katakpivouy:
Aldwg Apyeiol, onpa Auypo kat axBog apoupng.

Ta €1 autoy, tov Mapko AupnAio, @iAocoguw:

onyn 1o cwya anoouvBeon, n {wn povoaotaAid,
0TPABIAOG N YuXN HOU Kal axvog, aépag n tuxn
anouaia n oucia kat To xadi, n nun péel Anon.

Ma av oo@a BaciAéyelg, Xxwpig va npodidelg,
av kAeioelg €€w ndovn, npoaBoAn Kal Yeua
Bepéio €KTioeg Kal vikn devn yia ta deiva.

Tote anod£€ou v NavwAn, otwikd, 6Nwg eyw:
v ntwaon PnAo B¢ va b€l1g, To0 NEPLOTEPL EpNVN.



On Muyself (Meditations)

If you take my place on the throne, believe me,

you'll see perverted people, whores, magicians in the court,
blood flowing like a river in sacrifices, wars, arenas,

loan sharks flaying the poor one and then you,

bodies given to orgies and cemeteries.

Do not say “l was wrong - “That’s what happens in the world",
the furies (Erinyes) are fume and fret at us and condemn us;
shame on you, miserable sign, wastrel.

| meditate on Marcus Aurelius and his book Meditations
decay is the body, decomposition, a mere drop is life,
whirlwind is my soul and light breath is fortune
absence is substance and caress, fame flows oblivion.

But if you reign wisely without betraying,
if you shut lust, insult and lie outside firmly,
you've built a foundation and a great victory for the suffering.

Then stoically accept plague like me,
and you'll see the fall like an apple and the dove like peace.

49
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AaxtuAa tvpla

Moévo nepnpavog eviwBa yia ta daxtuAd pou,

oav hetpoloav xpnyata, xtnuata, BAnyata

Kl €0g1xvav Tov aBwo Tou alwva Yia anatewva,
oav ungypagpav noAepo Ki éanvav tnv €lphvn,
oav tpaBayav, Eonpwxvay, Eveuav n koupdidav
KL €o@lyyav, €otpiBav, otpayyaiilay,

oav €KAeBav K EkpuBav Tekunpla Tooa

Kal niedav 1o koupni yla dewva dA\a toaa.

Tote npBeg kat NNpeg Ta dAxTuAd pou

anaAd kat ailBépia va ta pdbelg 1o Nwg

va opiyouv pe ta 1ka oou nou kahoUv

va ayyi{ouv pe avpa tn yewypagia tng aydnng,
va o€ nepidlafadouv an’ Tn PTEPVA 0TO PETWNO
va dovouvral pe To Aikviopa Tng JEong oou,

va anAwvouv Jaylkd oto othBog oou,

OTNV aKTN TWV XEIAIWY GOU MOU HE NPOTKaAoUV.

Ma autd ta daxtuAd pou eival akopa TUPAd
agou dev BAEnouv 1o adpato cou, To adnho,
TUPAG V' ayyi€ouv tn poatd tng pAdyag oou,
va 6ouy, va NIoTEYPOoUV Kal va XaidEyouv

10 p€oa oou xapdyeho, To HEOA 0oU AOTPO

WPIHOG Kapnog yia 600UG KATEXOUV TN OKAAQ.



Blind Fingers

Once | was proud of my fingers, as

They had counted currency and stocks

They had measured property and blocks

They had pointed at innocent folks instead of crooks
They had stolen and hidden evidence and proofs
They had pulled, pushed, waved or wound
Squeezed, strangled and bound

They had pressed the button of war,

Crashed peace, piece by piece,

And boundless suffering they had caused.

Then you came and with a soft touch

You took my fingers to teach them how

To meet your appealing arms,

To touch with their aura the geography of love,
To travel all over you from top to toe,

To vibrate with the swing of your waist,

To seek rest on your breast,

And on your appealing lips from shore to shore.

But my fingers are blind, out-and-out blind

They fail to see what is invisible and obscure in you
They cannot touch the dew of your flame.

They cannot see, believe and caress

Your inner smile, your inner star,

ripe fruit for the possessors of the ladder.
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O @Tw)oVANC TOUV OO0V

Méta&a otov 6pdpo ta petdgla pou

UE Katapdotnkav yovioi kat gilot.

Axupo tng patvng va Tov Beppaivw nBela
va 'Jouy, 6évopo va okUPBw tétaptog pdyog,
Bookog va 'pepva yaAa otnv OikoyEvela.

Tou {aunAoutou oav ToU OKOTWaAV TOV YIO
OHOAOYNOE: «E(al 0 Mo PTWXOG TOU KOGHOU».
0 pTwXxoUANG ipatl, nAouatog otéANAw Bpoxn,
TNV npoAalouv n KoukouBdyla Kat o NETEVOG,
10 Batpaxt nndwvtag, To youpouvi Aaonwvtag,
TO NEPLOTEPIL OTIG YoURBeC oav TpeAd Boutd,

10 XeAIdOVI NAvw an’ ta KePAaAla oav neta.

‘EAa, otn pntpa va EavayevvnBoupe aBwol,

ue Tov Bavato pag va natnooupe tov Bavaro,
T0 Kpavio Kpatwvtag Pe NAAAUES TPUNNEVEG,
duvatoi nointég pe adbuvapa nodia kat daxtula
va Knputtoupe o€ {wa, NouNid, va cuvadoule.

Mnopeig xwpig xpuadpt; Oa eniNAEELG.
Mnopeig pe koupéhia; Otepd Ba 'xelg va netdac.
LUYXWPWVTAG KEPOIOEG KIOAAG TN CUYXWPEDN
koupeAng Ba Baaielelg kpatald

otnv enoxn nou o BactAeUel 0 XpUaoG.



The Little Poor Man of God!

| threw all my silk away

| was cursed by parents and friends alike.

If only | had been straw in the manger to warm Him up,
a tree to bend over Him like a fourth magus,

a shepherd to bring milk to the Family.

When they killed the son of a fabulously rich man

he confessed: “I am the poorest person in the world".
The little poor man | am, rich as | send out rain,

that the owl and the cock forecast,

the frog jumping, the pig rolling in the mud,

as the dove crazily dives in the potholes

and as the swallow flies over our heads.

Come, inside the womb will be born again, innocent,
with our death we'll crush death,

holding the skull in our pierced palms,

strong poets with weak legs and fingers

preaching to animals, birds, and sing together

Can you live without gold? You'll float.

Can you live dressed in rags? You'll possess wings to fly.

By forgiving you have already gained forgiveness
dressed in rags you'll mightily reign
in the era that gold reigns no more.

33
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To airo stovAi

To aA\o nouAi ipat. 'Ox1 To 1Ko ToUg
nou Eunva Kal avaxwpel yla tnv 1popen,
nou notpEPeL va KolunBel yia va Eunvnoel.

Ntponn pou av diotada, av une€epeuya.
Empévw otn 6UokoAn atpopn nou dovei,
YAlotpdw xapnAd, aveAiooopal kat naAAw.
MaBaivw nwg va opBwvopatl oav néPtw,

va unepPaivw To Hovatovo Kat tov iAlyyo.

Kl av neivaow, xaipw uyeiag pe 6ca pabaivw-
T0 NETAyHa €XEL onpaaia, no YnAa, nio Babid.

To npdBAnpua gival dAho: lMNolog va NIoTEYEL EPEva,
10 AA\o nouli, oav AaAw «To otopdxi 0ag anokolpidel»;

Aoinov; Motog niotewe 10 Acovapvto oav netolog;

Molog Tov napdAuto Puaiké nou netd pe BAépapa;!
H ptepwtn pou AouAtolvéa ag pe MIOTEYEL Kal TOTE
baveiopal Tn pavtacia tou oupavou yia 1o OVELPO.

Motéyte Kal Netd€te: vikoUv ta ptepd Mou ToApOUV.
Kal keAanbddrte: gival o Beiog tpdnog v’ avanveete.



The Other Bird

The other bird | am. Not their bird
that awakes and goes out for food
and returns to sleep in order to wake up again.

Shame on me if | would hesitate, if | would evade.

| insist on the difficult turn that vibrates,

| slip low, | evolve and throb.

| learn how to rise as | fall

how to overcome the monotonous and the vertigo.
And if | get hungry, | am satisfied with what | learn,
what matters is the flight, higher, deeper.

The problem is different: who can believe me,
the other bird, when | say "your stomach puts you to sleep?”

Well, who believed Leonardo Da Vinci when he was flying?

Who could believe the paraplegic physicist who flies with eyelids?!
| hope my winged DulcineaZ can believe me and then

I'll borrow the imagination of heaven for the dream.

Believe and you'll fly. The wings that dare, finally win.
And you should warble: it's the divine way to breathe.

29
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dvonc ovuPovAn

«01 duo otapveg nou avaptag oe (Uyo 0TOV AUXEva
elval oav naidia oou. Mnv unotipag to aduvago.
Aéye “elye” otn 6€€1a Nou aképaln pETaPEPEL vePO,
ua BonBa tnv aptotepn nou xdvel anod pwypn.»

«Ttva tng Kavw, ®Uon Pou;» PwWTA 0 YEPO XWPIKOG.
«Pi€e ondpo otnv aplotepn NAeupd tou dpopoU», A€l

Ki €{noav ol oTapveG KaAd Kl 0 XwpIKOG KaAUTepa.
H payiopévn notilel Adwpida xikia pétpa diadpopn.
TUxn va €xelg TepAOTIo KNMO, XwWpIG va koupadeaal,
ue opoppa AouAoUdia yia to onitt Kat yia nwAnaon.

«Kal T' dpgolpa €xouv euloyia, o€ aviapeifouv xapad.
Pi€e otayova otov kdkto va elonpaelg avBo eaioto,
6€€ou tov aduvapo kat Bpeg tn SUvapn nou cou 'KPURE».



Nature’s Advice

SAaldIsol 'S 41sOl

“The two pitchers you hang in balance on your neck

are like your children. Do not down grade the weak one.
Say ‘Well done’ to the right one that fully carries the water,
but help the left one that leaks water due to a crack”.

“What can | do with it, my Nature?” the old villager asks.

JIMUIY] 9y |

“Throw seeds to the left side of the road”, it says.

And both the pitchers and the villager lived well ever after.
The cracked pitcher waters a lane one thousand meters long.
You are lucky having a huge garden, without getting tired,
with beautiful flowers for the house and for selling.

“Even the unfortunate ones are blessed, they reward you with joy.

Throw a drop of water on the cactus and you'll receive a superb flower,
accept the weak one and find out the strength he's been hiding from you".

o/
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EmumAcov

H Moinon €ival eminAéov 6,11

n pBopd naokidel va apalpEoel,

0 NPOPNTNG aywVvid va npooBéakl,

o MegiotopeAng nobei va diaipéotel,

n aydnn diaipoupevn noAAanAaactdlel.

EmnA€ov, eivat n Aeukn aAKuwvic,
n anoucia tou péAavog kpuou,
n xpuan Bpoxn nou ayyilet kaBeta
10 optdovtio owpa tng Aavang.

Aev €ival 1o KGpo pe o axupol,
Ua QUTO ME TIG NETPEG TOU XPEOUG
nou avnpopidoviag ti¢ nAabel diapava.

EninA€ov, eival 1o piyog
tou Advtn oav pUploe 1o Pddo otnv koAaon,
Tou Opnpou oav yeUTnKke 10 JEAL Twv Mouaowv.

H Moinon €ivat to EmnAgov.



QOver and Above

Poetry is more than what

decay tries hard to subtract,

the prophet is anxious to add
Mephistopheles! longs to divide
Love, divided, increases.

Furthermore, it is the white halcyon,
the absence of the dark blue cold,

the golden rain that vertically touches
Danae’s2 horizontal body.

It is not the cart with the straw3
but the one with the stones of debt
which, while going uphill, turns them into diamonds.

In addition it is Dante’s thrill
when he smelled the Rose in hell

and Homer’s when he tasted the honey of the Muses.

Poetry is Over and Above.

2
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Baoicet

Babidel 0 Awveiag oe N€TPeg KAUTEC,

HE ToV NapdAuTo yovio atov wo. !

Kpatd to pikpo Matpikio nou KAaiet:

«Zet 0 nanag pou. Nal To x€pli Tou Kaiel!»2
[MAdL yuvaikeg aodvoaAeg TpikAiouv

w¢ tov opidovta, 1o S1anAato KeAl.

Babilel o npooguyag npog tnv ltalia,

ToUC TPWEC Un oTpEPpovTag niow va del,
kaBw¢ énegtav an’ ta Budid tng EAévng.
Babicel, nepvwvtag an’ tnv Kinpo va Bpel
™ pava Appoditn, padi tng va avacUpel

™ Xapévn Kapa tou aulUyou Tng Xapitag,
Va TNV apPOOOUV 0TO 0WHA va 'val aképato.3

Mo yevvaiog an’ 6Aoug o Npdopuyag
Mou tou apkei o NAlog va Badilel epnpag,
£va Kepapidl oto x€pt va 1o Eavaotnoel,
uta Bapka va owBsi yia va eniotpeyet.4



Walking

Aeneas! is walking on scorching stones

carrying his invalid father on his back?2.

He is holding young Patrikios3, who is crying out:
“My daddy is alive; Look! His hand is still warm!”
Nearby, barefooted women, are staggering,

up to the horizon, the wide open prison cell.

The refugee is walking, heading for Italy,

without turning his head back to look at the Trojans
as they were falling from Helen's bosom.

He is walking, passing by Cyprus and searching for
mother Aphrodite to dig up together and retrieve

the missing skull of Charita’s husband?,

and join it to the rest of the body to make it complete.

Bravest of all, the refugee

for whom the sunshine suffices to keep him moving forward,
with a tile in his hand for his house reconstruction

and a boat for his salvation and for his return home>.

b3
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H pava tov ppepouvc

Evvéa n wpa. H BopBa og névie Aenta.
0 kKapikddl kapadokei peg oto apdél tou.
Y€ nevie Aentd o 61doAog dHnAwvel napwy.

Evvéa kat €va Aento. O xpovog Biadetat.
Mnpootd éva {euyapt xaleuel tn Bipiva,
0 Nannoug NEPTEL, KAVEIG VA TOV ONKWOEL.

Evvéa, dUo Aentd Kal oktw deutepa.
Tnv nepiyével pe avBodéoun otn ywvia,
auth kpuPBetal, aAadel nopeia, autdg eKel.

Evvéa, tpia Aenta, dekagptd deltepa.
KAaiel 1o naykaki. Tnv nAnotalel YAUKaQ,
peUlyouy, E€xaoe To oakidlo kat yupvouv.

Evvéa, 1€ooepa Aentd, sikoal deltepa.
To noUApav €naBe BAAPN. KateBaivouv.
Anoye ol eidnoeig Ba nouv Toug apiBuoucg.

Evvea kat névte. Autn! Me autokivnro...
avunoyiaotn npog tov Kapikad; Mo kovrd...
«DUyeee», avapwvw. Akaplaia Tov BAEneL,
apnadel kat pixvel to Bpépog oto Hpopo.

To Bp€pog kpatw Kabwg tnv naipvouv
vekpn. To viwBw nwg pou xapoyeAd
LIE TO OUVIPIMMIO TWV GayoVIWV TNG.



The Infant’s Mother

It's nine o’clock. The bomb will explode in five minutes.
The kamikaze is lying in wait in his car.
In five minutes the devil is declaring ‘present’.

It's one past nine. Time is flying quickly.
Ahead, there's a couple window shopping.
The grandfather has fallen down. There is nobody to help him stand

up.

It's two minutes and eight seconds past nine.
A man is waiting for her at the corner holding a bunch of flowers,
she is hiding. She is changing direction but he is still there.

It's three minutes and seventeen seconds past nine.

She is crying at the bench. He is approaching her sweetly,
they are leaving together, she has forgotten her small bag
and they are coming back.

It's four minutes and twenty seconds past nine.
The coach has broken down. Passengers are getting off.
Tonight the newscaster will announce the numbers.

It's five past nine. She is coming by car...
unsuspicious of the kamikaze: she is coming closer...
“Go awayyy” | shout. Instantly, she sees him,

grabs the baby and throws it in the street.

| am holding the baby as they are carrying her
dead. | feel that she is smiling at me
with her wrecked jaws.
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IIAavn

Alapnpilel ki aA\ou 1o vou oou yupilet:
‘Eneioe Ki6Aag tnv EUa va nouAdel pnha,

£0€va Nw¢ eloat Apelog h eviekaddaxtulog,

ol pwYMEG oto BAdo eAnidbag nwg eivat viekop.
Na! Epgpavilel kitpiva dovtia oav naAeuKa,
00U NPOCPEPEL UNOYAWOGI0 XA va VIWBEIG
Adwvig Aeukog avti' Hpatotog xwAog, peAavag,
UNEPTUXEPOG TOU AIWVA HE ONITAKL Kal VEPAKL.

2NKWVEL NOATIKAVINdEG va paivovtal ynAol,
TOUG paktylapel BAIppEvoug yia kndeieg onadawv.
Adaokel og napBéva e ‘iowg va evvoei val,
o€ dinAwpdtn e ‘iowg va evvoei dx1, aopaiwg,
0 €vag v’ anatd tov dAAo, KANoTe To avtioTpoo.

Aéel natnoe oth ZeAnvn npiv Tov ApUOTPOVYK,
(to Ztouvtio Tov €01 pE TEOOEPIC OKIEG avTi pia,
T axvdpl tou eikoaol novioug BABog yng avti 6Uo).
Twpa apavilet Mupyoug avti va Toug Ykpepilel,
Slapnpidel kaBapldtnta napa aviitpopoKpatia.
[MouAdel avBn (aonopa) eniBétoviag aykadia.

MouAdg wuxn; Kanolo 61aBoAo Ba Bpet ayopaotn.

Tou a€iCel notvn oatipag n oUYXwWPLo KwHwoIag;
‘Ouwg, Tov NAlo tng Kunpou Katapata dev Kotta.
Oa tupAwvadtay, Ba €xave tnv t€xvn TN NAAvN,
Ba Katavtouoe €vag KAOOUV Nou PETa TOU ALWVEL.



Cheating

He advertises and turns your brain elsewhere:

He already persuaded Eve to sell apples,

and you that you are Aryan or hexadaktylous/six-fingered!,

that the cracks on the vase of hope are decorations.

Look! He presents his yellow teeth as if they are all-white,

he offers you a sublingual pill so that you can feel

like Adonis, white, rather than Hephaestus, lame and dark-skinned,
as well as the super lucky one of the century having just a small house
and water.

He makes politicos stand up in order to look tall,

he makes them up to look sad for their fans’ funerals.

He teaches a virgin to say “maybe” to mean “yes’,

a diplomat to say “maybe” to mean “no”, of course,
someone to cheat the other one and sometimes vice versa.

He says he stepped on the moon before Armstrong,

(the TV Studio showed him having four shadows instead of one,
and his footmark being twenty centimetres deep instead of two).
Now he wipes Towers out instead of pulling them down.

He advertises cleansing instead of antiterrorism.

He sells flowers (seedless) by applying thorns on them.

Do you want to sell your soul? He'll surely find some devil for a buyer.

Does he deserve a punishment of satire or forgiveness of comedy?
Yet, he doesn't look straight in the face of the Cyprus sun

He would get blind; he would lose the skill of cheating,

he would end up a clown who melds within himself.
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Epwc¢ avikate uayav

Néog ppBade TIg YpapHEG TNG O€ OKitao,
ovelpeuotav 1o BeAoUdo twv Hariwy Tng,
alieue kopaAAia oto BuBo Twv patiwy ING.

Twpa, eBdopnviatecodpng o Mkaite

oto KapAoBiBapt yia Bepaneia yevetat
£PWTIKA ta Botava tng €EpnPng OUApPIKE.
Mdtala TPEXOUKE VA TOV OUVEPEPOUHE
10001 Pilot epeic, nadid Ki eyyovia,
100€G PIAeg TOU XTEG, N AiAn, n Miun.

«0 €pw¢ @appdki», avtiAéyel o MAdTwy,
«0 €pWC PAPHAKO», AVIIPWVEL 0 MOINTAG.

To A€UKO NG ToU Aentuvel TG AEEELg,
Aoudovtal 010 WG ToU LUMNAvIog,
oto aB€ato tng LeAnvng, yehouv

ue T1¢ {aBoMEG Tou €pwTd TOUC.

Ta xeiAn olwnoUv oav ta patia Jilouv
kaBw¢ Tou KUKvou-Ala kat tng Andac.

Ag avapévouv ol ayyelol Ki ot didBolot:
n €Unveucn pakpaivel tn {wn,

ylati o €pw¢ otn PAxn €1V’ avikntog
evw oav dUoupe, pwc NoAU avatéAAel.



Love, Unconquered in the Fight

When he was young he would muse the outline of her body,
he would dream of the velvet of her hair,
he would fish corals in the depth of her eyes.

Now at the age of seventy-four, Goethe,

staying at Karlovy Vary for treatment, erotically

tastes the herbs of teenage Ulrike.

We, his many friends, children and grandchildren,

and so many girl friends of yester years, like Lily, Mimy,
we all run in vain to revive him.

“Eros is poison”, explains Plato,
“Eros is remedy”, exclaims the poet.

Her innocence refines his words,

they bathe in the light of the Universe,

in the dark side of the Moon, they laugh
with the mischiefs of their love.

The lips become silent when the eyes talk
just like the lips of Swan-Zeus and of Ledal.

Let the angels and the devils await:
inspiration prolongs life,

because Eros is unconquered in the fight
while we fade away lots of light rises high.
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Tvpwvac Katpiva

Me napéoupav vednAouteg o€ YAEVTL
an’ tn Disneyland otn Néa OpAedvn
o€ KapvaBaAl ye ptepd o€ niotvoug.

O\ag Budia av dwpileig KoAE akpifa,
ekato Movpoe oou avepidouv Tn pouota,
évag ltahdg pe pia avanvon eikoaot Aentd
010 vePO, U0 YIAvKNdEG VIupévol ATTIAEG,
névte Xouvtivt v ahucgodévouv €va tupwva.

Mapapepiote! Na, n Katpiva ato dppa tng,
opiyyel BpEpn nou dpnage and KaAuPeg,
nAnppUpiCel Kal YKpepilel Kal XaoKoyeAd.
210 dppa o MAavntdpxng oxediddel xapteg
Kal NpoKaAei apxnyiokoug otnv naAaiotpa,
oUvopa XA0G, 0 0TPATOC KEPVA KI EAEYXEL.

0 Bedg Atdvuoog apvnBnke va napaotel,

Ba 'xave To aBdvarto, tou épwta 1o KUPOG.
H Kaoodvbpa pe tpavtdadel yia 0, Eexvo:
1a epeinia nou apnoe n Katpiva népuat,

TN WNvi, Nou Povo Aiyo kalpd Eanoaotaivel
Kal Eava npog véo YAEvtl tpafa, Eavatpafa.



Typhoon Katrina

| was beguiled by nouveau riche women to feasts
from Disney Land to New Orleans
to Carnival with bottoms full of plumes.

You can kiss tits if you give pricy necklaces as gifts,

a hundred Marilyn Monroe fluttering their skirts to you,
an Italian with a twenty-minute deep breath in the water
two Yankees dressed as Attila

five Houdini chaining a typhoon.

Step aside! Look, Katrina is riding in her chariot,

she squeezes infants that she seized from huts,

she floods, demolishes, and guffaws.

In the chariot the Lord of the Planet sketches maps
and challenges petty leaders to the arena,

frontiers being in chaos, the army treats and controls.

God Dionysus rejected the invitation,

as he would lose love's immortal prestige.
Cassandra! quakes me for whatever | forget:
the ruins Katrina left behind last year,

the wrath, that rests only for little while

and sets off for a new feast over and over again.
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Eyxwutov

Akou 10 YEpo-Pakevdutn, vée aokoUpEVE:

eykwpiadle 1o naAdt, 1o yévog Tou Avakra,
61€016¢ nw¢ oav yevvnBnke aktivofoAoloe
€ylve Balpa, o Aadg xalevel pe Tétola.

Eykwpiale tnv nadeia twv 61adoxwy,

TOUG Pidoug Tou nou Buaiadoval yI' autov.
Wepa n dxi, va Aeg nwg Aatpeuel thv Avaoaaq,
nwg eival kahoBpeppévog, dikalog KpITng,
YVWOoTNG ayvwotwy, Be6otaltog npoPnng.

Eykwpiade 11 vikeg KL 6oou¢ Bpnvolv vekpo.
AvnouxouUv yla popoug VEou NoAEpou; Bnée.
Meg: “tpwpei aBAioug yia aopalela tou Aaod,
e xpnpa €ptiage xpuad atwva o MepikAng.’

[a to deopeiv kat o AUslv va diabEtelg adAio,
OX1 oav Tov dxapo Kal Enpoctopo MakiaBéA.
Eipaote pakevduteg noAupnxavol KpUHHEVOL
OTIG VEQENEG, Orou oudeig pag unonteUetat.



Praise

Listen to the Shabbily-dressed old man, you young apprentice:
praise the palace, the King's descent.

spread rumours that when he was born he was radiant

that it was a miracle, people are stunned with such things.

Praise the education of his heirs,

his friends, who can sacrifice themselves for him.

Whether true or not, say that he adores the Queen,

that he is well-bred, a fair judge,

knowledgeable of unknown things as well as a god-sent prophet.

Praise his victories and all those who mourn the dead.
They are worried about taxes for a new war? Just cough.
Say “he punishes the bad for the safety of the people,

it was with money that Pericles! made the Golden Age.”

For the authority you should employ saliva,

not like boring and dried mouth Machiavelli2.

We are people dressed in rags, cunning and hidden
in the clouds, where nobody can suspect us.
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To yepaxt Tov AoV

To xepdki tou naibiou dev E€pel
nwg ivat xépt- ovelpeletal
va yivel A\ouhoU61 n MouAl.

To aydpacav yia wpo nAoualou.
Twpa poladel epnetd adpuato,
TPIYWVIKO KEPAAL OKOUANKIOU,
10 JaAakd vuxia Aénta BoAg,
Yavel, awpeitat, niow, £€w,
UETPA KEPHata, MECEL Koupmia,
LE onupld PIKpa neaiotela,
a0(QUKTIA 0€ Yavtl aaAoviou,
Oev xaibeUel, oUte ypApel,

oUte AouAoUb! ival, oUte NouAl.

MeBaivel to mAoualo, To BaBoupe

Kal BAEnoupE eveol 0TO XWHa PETA

T0 XEPAKI ToU NatdloU pIkpoG HpakANg
va nviyel duo @idia, Aeg Ki ekdikeitat
TV anwAeta tou 6ikou tou lMNapadeioou.



The Child’s Little Hand

The child’s little hand does not know
that it is a hand: it dreams
of becoming a flower or a bird.

It was purchased for a shoulder of a rich man.

Now it looks like a blind serpent,
like a worm'’s triangular head,

like soft nails and dim scales,

it feels, suspends, behind, outside,
it counts coins, presses buttons,
with pimples small volcanoes,

it suffocates in a high society glove,
it doesn't caress nor does it write,
it is neither a flower nor a bird.

The rich child dies, we bury it

and dumbfounded we see in the soil

the child’s little hand, small Hercules
choking two snakes, as if it takes revenge
for the loss of his own Paradise.
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H Apiadvn omv Kvmpo

AvaBepartileig tn pova&la oou, pa deg,

v Aptadvn deg, nou E€xaoe o Onogag

KL ag Tov S1€owag, ag tov £€0TnoE Npwa,

ag Tov akoAoUBnae TUPAQ, dixwg pito,

yla xapn ag nétage 1o otéPpa tng Kvwood.

Ynapddeig; H Aptadvn nio noAU ano oéva,
napatnyévn otig aixpunpég aktég tng Nagou,
OX1 o€ NEAayog NVIyHEvn pa o€ OTePLA.

Ma npBe o Atévuoog va tnv nast atnv Kunpo,
n avpa va tng avoiel ta Bapia patokAada,
0 hAlog va tng podidel ta payoula adovtac:

Motapog péw otn BaAacaod cou,
6p000¢ oth pUAAWGIA Gou,
uadi ki o1 duo €vag vaiokog,
nAloG Pe peyydpt, €vag diokog.

Mnv kAaig. O pAoioBog Bwneuel tnv eAniba,
0 VEOG €pwG EAAUVEL VEKTAPLOG AUTPWTNG.
Av 6ev pnopel va oou xapioel tnv gutuxia,
TOUAdx10To o€ puyadeuel an’ th duaotuxia.



Ariadne in Cyprus

You curse your loneliness, yet look at

Ariadne!, look at her, forgotten by Theseus

despite that she rescued him, she made him a hero,
and that she followed him blindly, without a thread,
and for his sake she abandoned Knossos’ crown.

You are distressed, right? Yet, Ariadne is more distressed than you,
abandoned at the jagged shores of Naxos,
drowned, not in the sea but on land.

But Dionysus came to take her to Cyprus,
where the sea breeze would open her heavy eyelashes,
and the sun singing would make her cheeks rosy.

Like ariver | flow to your sea,

like dew in your leaves,

a little church, we both make together
a single disc sun and moon forever.

Don't cry. The splashing of the waves strokes the hope,
the new love comes like a sweet redeemer,

if it cannot offer you happiness

at least it can help you escape from unhappiness.
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Ot fapPapot exavaxaumtovy

[MoAiteg, akoUaate thv ayyeAia tou Auldpxn;
«01 BapBapol enavakdpntouv. Eypnyopeite.

[MoAUG Kovioptdg otov opidovta,

ag unv adpavei n lepouaia, n BouAn,

o Hy€tng ag gopei evbupaaia anépittn,
MEPIOTEPL OG KPATA, aC TOUG KEPATEL ENIEG.

Oa @opoUv 6oa pag Anoteyav ti¢ NPOAAEG:
10YeG petawTég, nepiBpaxiovia Je poupnivia,
daxtuAidia pe diaAektad, diauyn dapdvtia,
Baktnpieg pe xpuod Kal paAapa NEPIXUHEVEC,
(Mag dpnoav oupld va Bapdpe Tn poipa).

AlKa pag. ANa dev €xoupe va pag napouy,

oUTE n yn PAG AVAKEL: N Puxn Tng HOVO

Kl 0l aoBeotonetpeg oav AcUKEG eAnideg.

AUTO aG MOUV Ol PATOPEC HAG, XwWPIC EUPPADEIEC:
0 noAtiopog BaMel pe Aé€eig avti pe 10€a n BoAa
(Ha Eevuxtdpe pnv Tuxov autonupnoAnBei).

AkoUw €vav pIootpelo ota Teixn va toug Kpadet:

«0 Notog ypapet MoAtiopa, Tov diadidel o Boppdg,
vavol, €Xete oKId yiyavta 6tav o NALog gival xapunAd,
XwpIi¢ 1o epeic katappéete padi pe tn BaBéA oag:
oav vuxtwoel Ba 61a0KopnIoTEITE OTOIXEIWHPEVOL.



The Barbarians are Coming Back

Citizens! Have you heard the royal chamberlain’s announcement?
“The barbarians are coming back again. Be alert".

There’s a cloud of dust in the horizon,

let the Senate, the Parliament not be inert,

let the Leader wear a plain dress,

and hold a dove and let him treat them with olives.

They will be wearing whatever they robbed from us the other day:
Silk togas, armbands with rubies,

rings with select, transparent diamonds,

gold and sterling plated walking sticks,

(they only left us hammers to beat our fate).

All those were ours. We have no more things they can take from us,
neither the land does belong to us; only its soul

and the limestones like white hopes.

Let our orators say this inarticulately:

Civilization fires with words instead of bows or bullets

(but we stay awake all night lest it might set itself on fire).

| hear a madman at the walls calling them:

“the South makes civilization. The North disseminates it,

eh you dwarfs, your shadow is of a giant when the sun is low,
without us you collapse together with your Babel;

when it gets dark you will scatter around, haunted”.
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EAevBepoturmia

H teBAaopévn ypappn ' e€oubevwvel,
napeKKAIVEL To pw( EKTOG euBeiag, ota akpa,
oav YpAQeL: «aQIEn», avti elofoAn Katakintn,
«yn uno kndeyoviax, avti apnayn tng yng pou,
«OUVWOTIOHOG», avTi S1wyHOG HUpiwy 0To Alavt
otav ol Acukoi AUKol ékpuBav Katduaupa dovtia.

Auo ot Bavatot: atnv KAivn Kat otov MoAyoB4,
otixoug dev Bupdpat, oute Nxoug Nnpoaoea,

KPAUYEG Tou XTeG BopPouv peg ot autid pou,
Kataxwviadouv xapEg atng NAavng To nnyad.

=o0bdeudpaote NoAU yia eAeuBepia tng aAnBelag,
TN XWVOUV 0 €pUApPL yla PeTAAIa Kal OKEAETOUG,
™ otaupwvouv eni EUAou, Tnv naifouv ota {apla
va polpdoouy ta Ipdtia tng eAeuBepotuniag.

TeBAaopEvn ypappn, Tpaylkn Nnopeia 1ou pwitog:
ua Kat kwealahog Ba ekppalw tnv aknbela tou
UE KIVAOEIG XEPLWYV, JE OUCNACELG MPOCWOU,
Kal TUPAAGC Ba walw tptyUpw tn BEpn ToOU.



Freedom of Press

The crooked line exhausts me,

the light deviates from the straight line, at the edges,

when it says “arrival” instead of “invasion” by the invaders,
“land under administration” instead of occupation of my land,
“congestion” instead of persecution of millions at the port,
when the white wolves were hiding their pitch black teeth.

Two were the deaths: one in bed and the other on Golgotha,
| don’t remember verses nor have | noticed sounds,
screams of yesterday keep buzzing in my ears,

they bury joys deep in the well of illusion.

We put ourselves to expense for the freedom of truth,
some hide it in a cabinet for rags and skeletons,

others crucify it on the cross, gamble it in dice

in order to divide the garments of the freedom of press.

Crooked line, tragic course of light;

but even dumb I'll be expressing its truth

with gestures, with face contortions,

and even blind I'll be feeling around for its warmth.
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I'pauua otov yio Caravaggio

[e pou, og BAEnw pe Tov MatBaio o€ Katwyelo,
0 Xp1oT16¢ 0ag Kalei oe anootoAn. Me 1o mivého!
£0U, va xapacelg povonatia A€UKA 0To oKoTddL.

Edw otov Mapadeloo pdg Asinouv véol Nivakeg:
(wypdoeiog pag MNdana va popdel EUAIvo otaupo,
nou aav naidi va €otpwve Tpanédl o ptrwxoug,
Mnou TUPAoUG, axpeioug, xwAoug V' aykaAiadel
Kal otn QUAaKn tov napaAiyo 6oAopovo Tou.

You {ntw Kat nivaka tou lwavvn Bantiotn

UE KOPPEVO KEPAAL va Pnv TPEPEL TO 0KOTASL, 2
otav o Hpwdng tp€pel UYKOPHOG TO PWG.

Me nivélo pwtog diepBoAioe Tig afuoaoug,

ta ¢ibla avapnopa va ool nvi€ouv 10 KEPAAL3

n o Xdpog oto vekpotageio Staglieno oav gavel.

Zwypagploe Aeukn BUpa Kal npoxwpa péaa:

ekel 10 poda dev €xouv avaykn T aykabia toug,
ekel Ta KoUtooupa avBoUv Kat ot pnoyiég pupidouv
n noAn avoiyet {wnpa ta pappapwpéva Ing Pdtia.
[Mpoonépva tn pepLd Tou Bavatou Kpatwvtag Kpivo
HE PWG, VO NOUXAGEL N YUXN GOU OTOV XWPOXPOVO.



Letter to Caravaggio from his Father!

My son, | see you together with Mathew in a den,
Christ is calling you for a missionZ to trace
white trails in the dark with your paint brush.

Here in Paradise we are in need of new paintings:

draw for us a Pope wearing a necklace with a wooden cross,
who, as a child, used to set the table for the poor,

who used to embrace the blind, the lame, the rascals

and even the murderer who nearly killed him in prison.

| also ask for a painting of Saint John the Baptist
beheaded, not trembling the dark3,

when king Herod shivers all over his body in the light.
With a brush of light ram the abysses

the snakes that are too frail to choke your head

or Death when it appears so in Staglieno cemetery.

Draw a white door and move inside:

there the roses do not need their thorns,

there the stumps blossom and the paints smell

the city vividly opens its petrified eyes.

Pass by the side of death holding a lily

with a light so that your soul can calm down in the space time.
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Woodstock — Movoa Epnvn

Opavelg ta 6axTuAa tou Lonéy,

T1G BloAoxopbég tou Maykavivi,
oxiCelg T¢ naptitoUpeG tou Bépv
va Pnv nxoUv eAeuBepia Kal téTola.

Mag €ideg 100e¢ puptadeg oto Woodstock
KL €0Tnoeg avdpeikela va pag ylouxailouy,
anékAeloeg o€ agpodpopia pouaikoUg pag,
Doors, Rolling Stones, Dylan. 8a 'pBouv dAAol,

va, 0T0 KTNKA Tou Yasgur, TPEIG HEPEG EMEIG,
ue nxo Santana, Jimi Hendrix, Who kai Paez,
yivape ot 61ddokalol plag agpivng aAgaBntou,
otn Adonn Knnoupoi 6rnépou nou unooxetat,
nuiyupvol, pe avln ot KEQaAEG pag adoupe
«make love, no war» kat o’ aneAnidoupe, ZKid.

Mag otiypatioeg wg ovia uno e€apavion, OpwWG

av neBavoupe vwpig, dev apynoape va {nooupe,
pTwxoi nhoutioupe wavovtag pe BEAnon authv
TNV anouacia yla g€va, tnv Tpavn napouacia yia pacg.

Mn nupoBoAeic tnv eipnvn. ‘Exel owpa dlapnepéc.
Moipdloupe pw¢. EoU ZKkia, Katdnive Tn oKIA oou.



Woodstock — Muse Peace

You break Chopin’s fingers,

Paganini’s violin strings,

You tear off Verdi's scores

so that they don't resound liberty and such.

You saw us, so many millions at Woodstock

and you put up puppets to boo us,

you blocked, in airports, our musicians,

the Doors, the Rolling Stones, Bob Dylan. Yet, many others will come,

look, for three days at Yasgur's farm,

with the sound of Santana, Jimi Hendrix, the Who and Joan Baez,
we became teachers of an airy alphabet,

in the mud like gardeners of a promising seed,

half naked, with flowers on our heads we sing

“make love not war” and we leave no hope for you, Shadow.

You stigmatized us like endangered species, but

If we die soon we haven't been late to live,

while poor, we become rich by willfully feeling this

absence according to you but great presence according to us.

Do not shoot Peace. It has a perforated body.
We share light. You, Shadow, gulp down your shadow.
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Alyo vepo

[MAEvel o MAGTOG Ta XEPLa, KAaiel n Kouna Tou,
okoupldlel. Nepo6 akpifo bev ailel oe avavdpoug

Kl £YW T0 NPoopEpw oTou Eotaupwpévou ta xeiln,

otou HpakAn nou @pBovepoi Tou ta Ekayav pe BITptoA,
otng Mavtdau Optavg nou tnv KAEBouv aav Eepuxa,

[owg Kkat otou louda (tov enéle€e yia to Beio Lx€016 Tou!)
TNV WPA Nou Tov Kaive atnv nupd yia va pnv avaotnoel.

Aec, o Papyng kouBaAd otnv nAdth tnv noAn tou

v Mi-Papéaaog, tnv Eavaxtilel otov Neido wg Tavig,
10 Aaonwpévo vepd npepel, kaBapiel yia va yevva.
YTnv épnpo Ba 1o €xuva va dIyw HE TOUG CUVIPOPOUC:
0 O0¢ Bpéxel kal otagUALa va Ta NATApE yia KPaoi.

210 XWHa, TNV NAnyn, ota NouAld NpoopEPw VEPO,
nou pe aAag pihael oav BdAacoa, 16pwtag, 6akpu.
(Jkeavag o xpdvog, pa diaonw tn otayova tou ‘twpda’
o€ ofuyovo V' avacaivw Kal o€ udpoyovo va Kivoual.

‘OAa ta ofnvel 1o vepo, pa avaPet {wn xupwon.
Kiav Eebiyaow, ag unv ndyet n diya tng Yuxng
Mou €ival n NPWTN Kal n €0xatn Kat n povn.



A Little Water

Pilatus washes his hands, his bowl cries,
it rusts. Cowards do not deserve expensive water,

so | offer it to the lips of Crucified Jesus Christ,

to the ones of Hercules that some envious people burnt with vitriol
to those of Madam Ortance who is robbed while breathing her last
and perhaps to Judas’ (who was chosen for God's divine Plan!)

the time he is burnt in the fire so as not to resurrect again.

Look! Ramses carries his city Pi-Ramesse on his back,

he builds it again on the Nile as Tanis,

the murky water calms down and clears up in order to germinate.

| would spill it in the desert in order to feel thirsty together with my
companions;

God rains also grapes that we crush with our feet for wine.

| offer water to the soil, to the wound, to the birds

that with salt talks like the sea, like sweat, and tear.

Ocean is the time, but | split the drop of ‘the present’

into oxygen in order to breathe and into hydrogen in order to move.

All is erased by water, but it kindles succulent life.
And if | quench my thirst, | hope that the soul’s thirst does not cease
which is the first, the ultimate and the one and only.
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Ta uaiiia me Maydanvng

Aev epunvelw ta Bavpata Tou nou avéPAsya
yla pupla Ywid, yiatpepévous napdAutoug -
otnv aupa Tou hpouv napouaoa, dev deihiala
(0 lwdvvng otov KNno KpUPTNKE PE OEVTOVL,
o [M€tpog €okufe va pnv Tov avayvwpilouv) -
epéva pe diEaupav dyvwatol, VEol Kal YEPOL,
0TI Tdxa Toug noulouoa Kopui v’ ayopadw
uUpo yia péva kat tov Kuplo. To ayopaca

ua nouAwvtag NAEKTd Hou o€ Vouadeg,

val, 1o dnAwaoa ot’ aoniha nodia Tou,
Onw¢ Twpea anAwvw ta JaAAid pou xadt
ota nédia Tou nou aigoppoolv oTov 0TaUPo

otou EUAou tn Bdon yepuévn, kKhaiw Boufa,
KAgivouv Ta patia pou, dev BAENwW oTPATIWTEG

n paupa vépn n tov Nao - tov akoUw va okidetal -
Bwpw pe TNV dkpn Tou patiol ta JaAAld gou povo:
aveBaivouv kal apouyyilouv ti¢ névie nAnyeg Tou,
kal alBépta avépxovtal padi Tou ota oupavia

XwpIg PTEPOUYEG, XWPIG aipa, XwpIg...



Magdalene’s Hair

| don't interpret His miracles that | witnessed

for thousands of loaves of bread, for healed paralytics -
| was there present at His aura, | wasn't scared

(John, in the garden, covered himself with a bedsheet,
Peter bent down so as not to be recognized) -

But | was vilified by unknown people, young and old,
that | would sell my body to them to buy myrrh

for me and for the Lord. | did buy it

but by selling my knitwear to the nomads.

Yes, | spread it at His immaculate feet,
just like now | spread my hair like caress
at His feet that are bleeding at the cross

bending at the base of the cross, | silently cry out,
my eyes close, | see no soldiers

or black clouds or the Temple - | hear it being torn down -

with the edge of my eye | only see my hair
it climbs up and wipes up His five wounds,
and divinely ascends with Him to heaven

without wings, without blood, without...
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To TpooPUYOTOVAO KAL 1) UACKA IOV

To endyyeAua pou nBonoldg, ot aAnBela NoMTIKOG,
KOMW pe Kepl pTepoUyeg 0TI NAATEG TwV Beatwy,
oto Kapapivi BAénw tnAedpacn, AUvw otaupoAe€o
avadntwvtag npdoiva ahoya, avépoug Kal Udata.

2noupyitng pap@idel 1o t¢apt pou va dw TIG EI0NOEIG:
éva naidi onapddel Ynpog ota NTWHATA TWV YOVIWY,
€aypunva otov Qo Toug, T0 GEPVOUV PETAVACTN ETA,
va, 1o &eBpadel n Balacoa anddnpo ¢’ alwvio Unvo.
2NV T0€N0UAA TOU €va PNAOKAKL Onou €ypaye:

«Ba oag katayyeidw 6Aoug atov OoUAN pouy.

Y10 €va-opldovtiwg tou otaupoAe€ou anaviw: «Apdpanr.
AbUvato va nai€w to 6papa t€tolou nadiou. lowg
av dlatunow 1o 6€ppa Hou wg 1o KOKaAo; (G to pedoUAL;

To HU0-KaBETWG pwtd: «Mnaivel o opayeio
ua dev patwver. «HAaxtidal» AaAw,
Kal KpUBw ta patia v anopuyw tov nAo.

HBono14¢ ! MNMolo nBog nolw; Ltékw, 6ev NAPACTEKW,
T0 YEHA VIPENETaL yia ta XelAn pou nou weudovray,

n HAoKa Pou agalpei an’ 1o NPOcwWMNo Tn YAoKQ,

ue avakpivel n aAnBela nwg doAogoveitat n aAnbela.
210 O€Ka-KABETWG anaviw Kat yla péva: «YNoKpItng.

H paoka Bapid, pe kavel Bpadu kat 6ev npoPtaivw
v lotopia nou npoPadilel, pe o naidi otnv nAaTn.



The Young Refugee and my Mask

I'm actor by profession, in reality a politician,

with wax, | glue wings on the backs of the members of the audience,
in the dressing room | watch TV, | solve crosswords

searching for this and that and nonsensical stuff.

A sparrow pecks at my window pane to make me watch the news:
a child weeps over his parents’ dead bodies,

stays awake at their grave then is dragged as an immigrant,

the sea washes him ashore emigrant in eternal sleep.

In his little pocket a note reads:

“I will report you all to my God.”

For one-across of the crossword, | put down: “drama”.
It's impossible to play the drama of such a child. Maybe by
incising my skin to the bone? Till the marrow?

The question in two-down in the crossword reads: ‘It enters
a slaughterhouse, but he does not bleed. "Sunbeam!”,
| say, and | shade my eyes to avoid the sun.

Actor! For what morals do | act? | stand, never stand by,
the lie is ashamed of my lips that have lied,

the mask itself removes the mask from my face,

the truth interrogates me how truth is assassinated.
For ten-down | answer for myself: “Hypocrite.”

The mask is heavy, it makes me lag behind and | cannot keep up
with History that marches ahead bearing the child on its shoulder.
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H (wn o amootaon

Apn Kat alwnn o nointng, napadidel

WPUXN axwpntn otnv ac@uéia Twv PIKPWV.
Xwpig pouoeg XAvel To XTEG, Xavetal 1o auplo

yl' autd o B6¢ Adapag tou tépvel Tig aAucideg,
ToU otnpilel ta HAKTUAG va YPAPEL 0TO OKOTOG
Ae€elg opIAepéveg og nétpa, va onpaivouy {wn,
Kal NPV 1o NPaiotelo Tng Onpag xUoel Toouvapl
OTOV 0TEYVO Notapd tng Atyuntou, tov diafaivel.

ABdvato Kthpa €¢ agi n noinon, auAaia puotnpla
1a BAEpapa TG, KpUBouv niow TNV alwvioTnta.
Deuyel o nointng, onadlet ta otpeBAa kalounua,
Baoihelel wg nAog podivog kat podilel Ta pdda,
bivel dvelpo an’ ta vidta, HETPo an’ Ta ynpateld,
£NVOE( TOV XpOVO, ToV PETPA, Kal ag anouactalkl.

To noinpa QA€yetal pe koutooupa, avePaivel ailBaAn,
VEQOG oTéAvel Bpoxn va nAnBaivouv ta onavia aven,
nuiyupvo to (1o netd pévo npog tn yupvn B€a tou,
yla va evwBei pe tov aévao Wibupo tou AotepiopoU
Kal va onpavel ‘EAeuBepia’ eni yng kal ev oupavoig:
agn Kat olwnn to noinya, n {wn tou g andéotaon:
UE KBAvTa alwpeital Kt €XEL TPOMO va NiVEL TOV XpOVo.



Life at a Distance

Feel and silence is the poet, he delivers

soul out of space to the suffocation of petty people.

Without muses he loses the yesterday, he is lost in the tomorrow
for this reason Adamant God cuts his chains,

supports his fingers to write in the darkness

words carved on stone to mean life,

and before Thera's volcano erupts and causes tsunami

to the dry river of Egypt, he passes over it.

Immortal everlasting possession is poetry, curtain mysteries
its eyelids, they hide eternity behind.

The poet leaves, breaks the warped molds,

reigns as rosy sun and makes roses rosy hued,

grants dream from the youth, moderation from old age,
invents time, and even absent he measures it.

The poem is in flames with logs, soot rises,

and cloud sends rain so that rare flowers can multiply,
while it, half naked, flies only towards its naked sight,

in order to become one with the everlasting whisper of the
Constellation

and to announce Freedom on Earth and in Heavens

Feel and silence is the poem. Its life at a distance;

it hangs with quanta and it has the way to drink time.

9
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Epwc¢

MAavAtn, Nwg (eI Xwpig EPWTEUPEVOUG Kal XAwPOoPUAAN;
Ayanwvtag o€ Badiw en’ udbdtwyv wg tnv aKTh oou.
Apna dev €xelg, U’ akoUw T XopdES cou aav kapdloxTundg.

AMadovv oAa

NiKw 1 VIKAG; LToV €pwTa Kaveig Jage vikape padi.
[eAag kit aAAadouv O0Aa : beApivia netoly, MouAld koAupnouyv.,
2T0A(01 eioat atov KaBpegtn. Miow Tou KpUPEIG Bnoaupo.



Love

Planet, how do you live without people in love and chlorophyll?
Because | love you | walk on the water up to your shore.
You have no harp, but | hear your chords as your heart beats.

Everything changes

Do | win or do you win? In love, none of us does; we are both
winners.
You laugh and everything changes: dolphins fly, birds swim.

An ornament you are in the mirror. Behind it you hide a treasure.
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Epwc¢ aglio!?

Y€ PAXVW PEC 0T XpWHaATa TNG HEPAG,
o’ avadntw 0Ta OKOTEIVA TNG VUXTAC,
0’ aKoUW OE UNEPNXOUG OPUPIXTPAC,
ua vopia, anAwg ntav aiBépag.

Na! H yuxn pou poévn og kAouBdkt

A 0TNV aKTh aav €pNHo KOPAAAL

Kl ag nioTewa ouvavinon peydin

UEG 0T PWAITOd PoU Ki €00 NOUAJKL

2T auti Jou okUBel aépag YiBupilel
Kal Je TpaBa ynAd yia va netaw
«€A\a va 8elg tnv Kopn, ptepouyilet».

Y10V hAlo @tavel, pou AaAei «B' apda€w,
KOVTd pou ptdoex. Nat, GA\ot ag yeAdve,
6ev ayanouv, Hovo NapapiAdve.



Love Facing the Sun

| look for you in the colours of the day,

| seek you in the dark of the night,

| hear you in the ultra sounds of the whistle,
but | thought it was just breeze.

Look! In a small cage is my soul alone
or like a deserted coral on the shore
and what if of a great encounter | thought,

having you my little bird in my nest that's ever so small.

Air leans over my ear, it whispers
and drags me high to fly
“come and see Kore, she flutters her wings”.

It reaches the sun and tells me! “Here, I'll be moored,
come close to me”. Yes, let others laugh,
they don't love, the just mumble.
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MANA, AabBs Biwoaoa!?

Alddoxo nBele n oteipa dvaooa Lipatovikn
Kt 0 ava€ Anidtapog Biadel tn okAdBa HAEKTpaQ,
(n wuxn tng 6pBia, 6p6ia), Tn pixvel o€ KeA,
TN GUVTPOPEUOUV HUPHNYKIA an’ ToV Qeyyitn,
Lo KapEKAA - TnG EPTiage nodia, ayKWVEG,
va KdBetal To KEVO Kal va Tng anavia.

Aa, £€w akoUel laxEG T 6vopa tou YioU TNG
uaBaivel, Tov tipolV otnv AuAn wg 6iadoxo.
Y€ apyaAelo ugaivel tatpo va Bladet ehagiva
KL autn yevvdel Alovtapdki pe pdtia ehagiola,
010 Ha&Adpt KevTdel pia pop@n (o yi1og tng)
va tov QIAG, va Tou xaidelel Ta paAig,

ue daxtula xiAa, Gnwg o NOTapog Tov KAMo.

[eAd peBUOTIKG PEC 01O KEAD n pdva,2

£XEL Y10 ToV auptavo Baoiéa tng lMaAatiac.
Zel MaBpa3 Ki ayvoei Tng UAAKNAG TO OKOTOG,
TNV apKE( NMou 0 Y10¢ TNG AAUMEL JEG 0TO PWCG.



MOTHER, Living Covertly

Just an heir did Stratoniki, the barren queen, want,

so king Deiotaros rapes slave Electra,

(her soul though upright, erect), he throws her into a prison cell,!
her only companion were the ants from the fanlight,

and a chair, she fixed legs and armrests,

so that the void would sit and answer to her.

Ah, outside she hears cheers; she learns her son’s
name. He is honoured in the Court as heir.

She weaves in the loom a bull raping a doe

and she bears a lion cub with doe’s eyes,

on the pillow she embroiders a figure (her son)
kissing him, stroking his hair,

with a thousand fingers, like the river in the plain.

Mother headily laughs in the cell,2

she has a son, tomorrow’s king of Gaul.

She lives covertlys and ignores the darkness of the prison,
it suffices her that her son shines in the light.
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Mava xat Znaptiatiooa

IKETNG 0TOV VAo EYKAEIOTNKE 0 Y10G TNG,
KL aUTn n Znaptdtooa tov xtidel Ye NETPEG.

KAaigl yoepad péoa tng n pava tou Mauoavia,
0l AAEG TNV NPOTPEMOUV: KI AANEG NETPEG,.
Ypadadel. 0 yiog ing 6ev B’ avanvéel og Aiyo.

H Znapudtiooa tigwpei tov LTpatnyo tng noAng,
EVW PEoa TNG N JaAva Boyka: pa dev EKave Kako...
otov Z€p&n £€0TEINE AIXPAAWTOUG EVYEVEIG, HOVO.

Owvadouv ol AMeG: BAAe NETPEC, KI ANAEG,

TN onpwxvouyv va atolBdadel netpivo Bavaro.
Boupkwvel n pava péoa an’ tn Znapudtiooa.

0 yio¢ tng otig MAataiég 66€aoe tnv EANGGQ,

Ba AUtpwve tov EAMnonovto, tnv Kunpo! Twpa;

Epeinto n pdva eviog, Ateyktn n LNapTiatiooa EKTOG
va oupAiddel pe wTid ota xeiAn: ABAlog npodotng,
eypagpe otov Z€p&n va PTIaouv CUPPWVIEG NOVNPEG.

‘Ooo £xt1e Tov [Mauoavia otov vad

1000 otpayydAlle eviog ng tn pava,

oav NolnTpLa nou unnpetei ‘aAAdTpla’ pa
ouvBAiBel tnv néva oto kel Tou pualou g,



Both Mother and Spartan Woman

Her son shut himself inside a temple as suppliant,
and she, a Spartan woman, built him inside with stones.

She, Pausania’s! mother, cried plaintively within herself,
the other women kept urging her: “more stones”.
She writhed. Soon her son would not breathe at all.

The Spartan woman punished the city General
while mother moaned inside her: “but he had done no harm...
only noblemen he had sent prisoners to Xerxes.

“Put more stones, more”; the other women shouted

they urged her to heap up a stone death.

Mother’s eyes were filled with tears within the Spartan woman.
Her son had glorified Greece at Plataies,

he would save Hellispontos, Cyprus! And now what?

Mother, inside her, was in ruins. Outside her she was stern
shrieking with her lips in flames: “Contemptible traitor,
he had been writing to Xerxes to make cunning agreements”.

The more she was building Pausanias inside the temple
the more she was strangling mother inside herself,

like a poetess who served other people’s affairs; but
crushed the pen in the cell of her brain.
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IIotog o appootog Iolitiouov;

2TIG ayKAAeg Tou Moppéwg kaBeudel Hakaplog

0 Appo6biog lMNoAttiopou- n okid tou Tov deixvel YnAod
oav o hAlog xapnAwvel. Aev Tou Tapdocouv Tov Unvo
OIHWYEG EVOEWV KAAMTEXVWY, Ol KAIOKEVOL NANUPOL,
n katappéouaa BIBAI0BNKN, aTptykAIEG apoupaiwy
oto Mouaeio, ta yn@idwtd kabwg anopuAiidovtal.

‘Ouwg, o MoArtiopog eival katdktnon adidAeintn,

OXL KAnpovop1d yia epnouxddovieg, YU auto

ag KaAéooupe wg Appddia tnv Kupd tng Pw!

nou pe Bapka Kopilel yaAa kat pado wg tn Pddo,
pdBel onpaia pe ta xpwpata appou Kal oupavou,
NAEKEL KEVTINPA PE ayyEAoug va payeUel anioTtoug,
KAelvel pwypEG o€ ayyeio nou EEBaye an’ to xwpa,
uaBaivel atov nanayalo Upvoug, ota deAivia ToApIKO.

Wapadeg tng kouvouv pavinAl, nAoia thg Kopvapouv
KL autn SiaBadel ota yidia tng'Opnpo kat BiBAo.



Who'’s the Official of Culture?

Happily and deeply does the official of Culture sleep.
His shadow makes him look tall,

when the sun goes down. The wails

of destitute artists, the burning papyri,

the crumbling library, the shrieks of the rats

in the Museum, the defoliating mosaics

do not disturb his sleep.

But Culture is an ongoing achievement,

not a heritage for complacent people, so

let us name the Lady of Ro! ‘official of Culture’,

who brings milk and a rose as far as Rhodes in her boat,

sews a flag with the colours of foam and sky

weaves together with Angels an embroidery to enchant the heathens,
repairs cracks on a vessel unearthed from soil,

teaches hymns to the parrot and “tsamico” dance to the dolphins.

Fishermen wave their handkerchiefs, boats hoot to her
and she reads Homer and the Bible to the goats.
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Iowaitata oe ayanw

|diaitata o€ ayanw

Kl aKoUw PouoIKn otig PAEPEG oou,
olviplBavi yéoa an’ to yéEAo oou,
pon B€pung oou ota unpdtoa pou.

Ta 6AxTUAd oou Npoéktaon Tng Kapdidg cou
Kal Tn BAENw pe Ta pdtia Twv 6axtuAwy pou
evw adpatn pAoyépa AaAei: aotnp dinAoug,
yUpw an’ 1o Koo KEvipo tng padag toug.

Ynepaonidopal Tnv ayann pag, 6nwg
oAopupopevog o MepikAng tnv Acnaaia,
onw¢ autog, dlaitata ¢’ ayanw,

ue duo pdtia va Bwpw th popen oou,
ue aAha duo TV duopPn Yuxn oou,

e dUo pou... Kl €0V pe dUo gou...

o1 duo pag éva dinAoug aotnp

kat eivat {ntnpa dwng kat {wng

agoU «duo peiov €va, ioov pndEv».



Most Specifically I Love You

Most specifically | love you,
and | hear music in your veins,
a fountain within your laughter,
a flow of warmth in your arms.

An extension of your fingers is your heart
and | see it with my fingers’ eyes

while an invisible flute sounds: a twin star,
round the common centre of their mass.

| stand up for our love, the way
wailing Pericles! does with AspasiaZ,
like him, most specifically | love you,
with two eyes | look at your shape
with another two your shapeless soul,
with my two and you with your two...
The two of us a twin star we form

and it's a matter of life and life

as “two minus one equals zero".
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Kpnvn xat xopn mc Xipooiua

Kpnvn eyw otn Xipoaipa
dlauyng, Aeukaivw ta pelava
Slyaopévwy Kal aKOPESTWV.

KdBe npwi epxotav n Kopn,

™ dpdaila Kat Aikvi{e T0 KOPHAKI,

TéViwve ta nNodia Kal Ing ta prthouaa,

n Aepovid Th¢ apwpdtile ta oeviovia,
Kepdola tng €Bapav ta xeikn Kepaald,
AMnéBupog avepog avaoalve ota otnbn tng.

Mobvo n eAid €okuPe pe vou okotadlaopévo,
£0TpIBe va KpUWel an’ TNV apd To Npdcwno...

Eoeig, 6ev €idate ta xépla Tng; Leixtd
Kpatouoav Tov KaAd Tng, 0aKAtn NoAEpou,

ToVv KOpI{av va tou NAUVW TIG Xaivouoeg NANYEG
KL 6A\o apaiwva ta 6AKpud tng 0To KoiAo pou.

Qiu€...o donpog kanvog tng BopBag tnv dpnate,
TNV KAPPWOE 0TAXTIA OKIG atov anévavt 6popol.

Ax, Kopn, yiati ev enidayileuoeg o ixvog oou
otn Aekavn pou va oou 6poatda tov agato novo;



Fountain and Girl from Hiroshima

A clear fountain in Hiroshima | am
and | whiten the blemishes
of the thirsty and the insatiable.

Every morning the Girl would come,

| would freshen her up and she would sway her little body,
she would stretch her legs and | would kiss them,

the lemon tree scented her bedsheets,

cherries coloured her lips cherry-red,

a faint wind breathed in her breasts.

Only the olive tree bowed with its brain plunged into darkness
it turned in order to hide its face from the curse...

You, didn't you see her hands? They held

her beloved one, the war cripple tightly,

they carried him here so that | could wash his gaping wounds
and | kept diluting her tears in my basin.

Alas...the white smoke of the bomb grabbed her,
and nailed her like a grey shadow across the street],

Oh, Girl why didn'’t you lavish your print
in my basin so that | could freshen up your inexpressible pain?

SAaldIsol 'S 41sOl

JIMUIY] 9y |



I0XHO . IOTHOIAHE | O 2KENTOUEVOC

Kopn MaipiAvv?

ZUPWVE OVEIPA TO PTWXOKOPITOO

Kal Eagvou tnv TUNIEE €va bixtu,
Etaipeieg tn nBehav yupvn o€ agioeg
va Th pouoUv niotoi Kat aniotol
naong nAikiag, kUkAot Mpoedpikol.

Twpa vekpn o@iyyel 1o HagiAdpt oav pwpod g,
T0 KEQPAAL YEpVel NAdyla, oav Mavtova.

YTopyn n nAnyn; Ynotayn n napakAnon;
Kdpepeg andvw tng pe adakputo Qpako,
Adyvol va tpifouv paAAoUg ato QEpETPO,

eva novtikl ypatdouva EUNo, Kap@id, Kepld.

B€atpo avolktwy nAnywv n {wn,

10 0pAApa aupBaivel eni oknvAg,

BAlyn n aAAn opop@id, o€ tawvia Anypevn.
ZePuUXWVTag YIBUpLoe: «XTn LeANVN»- EKEl
0l KPATNPEG Katanivouv tnv pavpn Tpuna,
ekel aépag 6ev puaodel Ta ixvn va okopndel.



Young Marilyn?

She used to knead dreams, poor little girl,
and suddenly she was captured in a net.
Companies wanted her naked in posters

to be sucked by believers and non-believers
of all ages and by Presidential circles.

Now dead, she hugs the pillow tightly as if it was her baby,
she bends her head sideways like Virgin Mary.

Affection or wound: subjugation or supplication.

Cameras turned their tearless lens on her,

lecherous men rubbing their penises on the coffin,

a mouse scratches wood, nails and candles.

A play of open wounds is life,

the error comes to pass on stage,

grief is the other beauty in an expired movie film.
Breathing her last she whispered: on the Moon; there,
the craters swallow the black hole,

there, there’s no wind to blow and scatter the foot marks away.
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IIoAguoc kat pracuoc

‘Epuaav eAifipio otov BaaiAid tng Kivag

va yivel paBoucdAag eni yng, pa andiaoe

10 piypa anod avBpaka, Beio, KAAIO VITPIKO.

Me autd toU avayav BeyyaAikd, yéAaoe,

ua €nAn€e, Tou ta petdMafav oe pnapoutt

Kl ékpa€e: noAepog ndviwy nathp!, w-Aa-Aa
Ba npootdlw 1o Tinota va Tpwel To oTIONNOTE.

Ti aoteio! Avti va €xel eAifipto tng {wng,

bivel otov natépa tou Bavatou yn kat Udwp
Kal Twpa YOEPVEL TPUPEPG KAaDIA TwV AEUKwWY
va Bpel paupo avBpaka, eUPAEKTO KI EAappU.

Mnv kAatg, Kopn, o BlaotngZ xabnke and viponn,
0 0KUAOG toU oUpnoe T dpBuld, tou daykwoe nod,

EYW WG apXxaloAdyog avEoupa akEPaLo To AyaAua oou,
w¢ YAUNTng eveida oto pappapo tnv ayvotntd oou.

«Ynapxelg, dpa unapxw, aAAlwg noté dev unnp&a».



War and Rape

They made an elixir of life for the king of China
so as to live long years like a Methuselah on earth, but he was
disgusted

with the mixture of coal (anthrax), sulphur and nitric potassium.

With these they lit fireworks for him, he laughed,

but he was bored. They transmuted these into gunpowder
and he shouted “War is the father of all!” How nice!

I'll order the ‘Nothing’ to eat up the ‘Whatever’.

How funny! Instead of having an elixir of life

he submitted himself to the father of death

and now he barks the tender branches of the poplar trees
in order to find black anthrax, inflammable and light.

Do not cry girl2, the rapist got lost in shame,
the dog urinated on his boots, bit his leg,

| as an archaeologist unearthed your intact statue,
as a sculptor | saw your chastity inside the marble.

You exist, therefore | exist or else | have never existed.
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Ayvoovuevou emiokeyn
OtV AYAINUEVT

Nekpog nia edbw navw, w o’ akpa e€opia,

Ano pnAd og BAénw, TNV KABe Kivnon oou,
Me T’ dotpo xaAivapt kat piko To Peyyapy,
2Uyvepo T aAoyo pou innevw 1o va £pBw

Kovta oou 6nwg npwta, NEpvw Bouva Yynpoaotd pou,
oTou dAoyou Tn pdxn V' avéBELG va o€ Napw,
MouAid ag kehandave AaAia nikpn avBpwnou:
«[Molog €ide wpaia képn va aépvel neBapévog!»

Aev Ba pe 6€1¢ va katow oto id1o gou Tpan&d,
OuUte va Byaivw ndh an’ to BaAdocio KUpa,
OUte va Eeputdw an’ twv dacwv ta U

Kiag viwBw T’ apwpd oou pe T apwpa pou £va.

WnAd netw Ki undapxw, {w 0To XapoyeAo oou,

Kat pnv kAaig tov xapo pou, nwg PEVELS dixwg taipy,
Yav OTEUHA n patid oou ayyilel Tnv Yuxn pou,

YNV KAivn oou EanAwvw, PIAW To PETWNO GoU.

Katépxopat otov vou oou, aEpag HEG 0To onitl,

210 duo oou Ta NVeUpOVIa, BPoxn NEPTW OTO XWHA,
To xad1 pou Ba viwaoelg, adpata Exw XEpia

Kal pnAékouv ota 61ka oou Ki gival d1ka pou xépla.

AkOa KL av 0 xpovog noté nia dev yupioel,

To ypappa av napanéoel kat dev Ba 'pBel kovta oou,
Oupavio 16€o priaxvw va {eig otnv iptda Tou.

[Mot€ dev Ba ¢’ apnow Kt opkicou pou to idlo.



The Missing in Action’s Visit
to her Beloved one

Being dead up here, | live in extreme exile,

| can see you and every movement of yours from high above,
With the star as harness and the moon as friend,
The cloud as my horse, | ride it to come

Close to you like, before, | pass by mountains ahead,

Please, mount on the horse’s back so that | can take you,

Let the birds sing man'’s bitter voice;

“Who has ever seen a pretty girl being carried by a dead man?”

You'll not see me sit at the same table as yours,
Neither will | come out again from the sea wave,
Nor venture out from the forest’s leaves

Even if | feel that your scent and mine are one.

| fly high above and | exist, | live in your smile,

Please, don't cry over my loss, that you live without your pair,
Your look, like a crown, touches my soul,

| lie on your bed and kiss your forehead.

| descend to your brain, like air into the house,
in your lungs, like rain | fall on the soil,
You'll feel my caress, invisible hands | possess

and they tangle in your own hands and they are my own hands.

Even if time will never return

If the letter gets mislaid and never comes to you

| make a rainbow for you to live in it.

I'll never leave you and please swear you'll do likewise.
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O aptBuoc il

Toug'EAANVEG PIOW- PAG KATAKTOUV GUVEXWG,.
Tov Apxiundn oti¢ Lupakouoeg onpddeya,

oav JETPoUOE apnPNPEVOC NAVW o€ KUKAOUG
1oV AOYX100, TOU KAWToNoa To KEPAAL, auto

nou avakdAuye tnA\eBoAa, tpoxalieg, katontpa,
Kal Hag EKAYE TIG TPINPEIG Kal Pag TanEiVwoE.

Epeic, AiBol kat nAivBot kat EUAa Kal KEpapol
aTdKTWG EPPIUPEVA Kal oudEV 0TI Napa xdog.
Autoi, yetpave KapnuAeg, didpetpo nAlou,
avwaon, nAlootdata, NAAVATEG, TO UNEPNEPAQV.

Ki evw niotewa nwg e€oviwoa tov Apxipndn,
opud to naidi tou, o Katapapévog aplBuog m,

£€w an’ Tov KUkAo acuppaleutog tapaciag,
eANlooetal, nnddel ppaxteg, Boutd ato KUQ,

KUAG o€ auldkia Tou vou, o€ PAEBEG Kat velpa,
oKapPaAwvel ' €va Titdvio 6Evdpo, va Tov,
ektoevetal oe anopakpo lMaAa&ia, oav Oeog

Kal veuel oto naidi pou, kabwg pabaivel EMnviKa.



Number 1

| hate the Greeks; they continually suppress us down
| targeted Archimedes? at Syracuse

when, absent-minded, he was measuring on circles

| speared him; | kicked his head, the one that invented
the cannons, the pulleys, the mirrors

and burnt our triremes to ashes and humiliated us.

We were higgledy-piggledy,

and in complete chaos.

They measure contours, the sun’'s diameter,
gravity, solstices, planets and the beyond.

And while | believed that | exterminated Archimedes,
his son, the damned, number n, dashes

outside the circle, wild trouble-maker,

maneuvers, jumps over fences, dives into the wave,
flows in the brains’ furrows, in the veins and nerves,
climbs on a giant tree, look at him!,

he launches himself towards a faraway Galaxy, like god,

and waves to my child, while he learns Greek.
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Mapabwviog — XZtediog Kvprakiong!

Oa p’' entotpdteuav ot EyyAédol yia toug OAupniakoug,
ua eyw toug EEpuya Ki £Tpe€a yia tnv EANGSa pou,

UETA onAitng atnv Mivdo, Uotepa otn BlondAn pou.
Ayopaca loitnplo yia Bootwvn nouAwvtag avécelg pou,
viknoa ylati ipéxovtag dev eina «n xavw n kepdidwy,
yiati 6inAa pou £tpexav o Oedinnibng kat o Aoung?,

0 €vag pe 6pBwve, 0 Mg [’ €Cwve yia To TEPUA.

Képbioa —-Aiyo Ba pe tupAwvav ta pAag twv Mivtia-
va PEpw pouxa, nanoutola otn yupvh natpida,
oe 6e€100¢, aplotepoUc -0 tpavpa ayvoei 1deoAoyieg3.

H 6iabpopn eival névie cuMaBwy, «MapabBuwviog,
oapaviaduo XINOPETPwWY, 000 ol VEUPEG HiKpoU Aaou,
VEOL HOU, TPEXW, TPEXW KAl TPEXOVTAG AVIEXW,

TPax1a n dladpopn, Ya NeloPwVeL Ta Nodia pag,

LN OKOVTIAWEL 0€ NETPEG N €PWTNON TOU OVEipOU.



Marathon Race — Stelios Kyriakidis?

The British would summon me up for the Olympics,

but | got away from them and | raced for my Greece,

later | was infantry soldier on Pindos mountains and then | struggled
for my living.

| bought a ticket for Boston selling all my conveniences,

| won, because while running | never said “either | lose or | win”,
Because Phidippidis and Louis2 were running along with me too,

one of them was lifting me up and the other was girding me for the
finish.

| won —the media flashes nearly blinded me-
| would bring clothes, shoes to my bare motherland
to rightists, to leftists —the wound ignores ideologies3.

The course is three syllables long, “Marathon”,

forty two kilometers long, as many as the little a people’s nerves,
you my youngsters, | run and run and running | withstand,

coarse is the course, but it makes our legs act out of spite

so that the question of the dream would not trip over stones.
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Hrtta

BAEnelg tn A€n «Attax» Kat odupeoal,

Aeg @Tatv ot aMol, B¢ va ekdiknBeig,

N anabng onNKWVELG Ta XEpLa YPnAd.

Eival n vikn oou évag niBog Aavaidwv
Xwpi¢ ndto, K6MNog pataiog Mnnwg eivat
nAdvn va Bewpei¢ TNV NTT0 00U WG NTTQ;

0 Bdvartog ivat Atta. Méon NTta NPokaAes;

0 Aswvidag, vekpdg otn pdaxn, kepdidel to péNAoy,

o aBavatog AxiIAEag teAikd Sev apavioe Tov EKTopa,
{waoa n Puxn tou VeKPou, vekpn noAwv nou ouv.

Eival vikeg nou oou kapgpwvouv ta nédia otn yn,
nou €ixav nhxn xapnAo Kat tov vopidape ynAo,
elval ATTEG Mou NpooPEpouv Nio NoAAd an’ Tn Yedn
n an’ 600 €Xace 0 VIKNTAG aav Tou YAIoTpnoE n vikn.

Ta pUAMAa Tou @BIvonwpou eival dvBn aAAng Avoiéng,
oav €XELG NTWOoN 0 £pWE-NTEPWG OE Naipvel o€ NThon,
n aAnBela dev eival pdaviaopua, el eviog, ayyi€e tnv.
Mioteye: vikwvtag Tnv htta cou otépea Ba 'Xelg vikn.,



Defeat
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You see the word “defeat” and you wail,

you say, the others are to blame, you want to take revenge,
or indifferent, you hold your hands up.

s your victory like the Danaides’s! leaky vessel,

like hard work that was in vain? Or is it

a fallacy to regard your defeat as defeat?
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Death is defeat. How much defeat does it cause?

Leonidas2, dead in the battle, wins the future,

immortal Achilles finally didn’t wipe out Hector,

living is the dead'’s soul, dead is the soul of many living ones.

There are victories that nail your feet on the earth,

that had a low crossbar which we thought of as high,
there are defeats that offer much more than intoxication
or than what the victor lost when victory slipped from him.

The autumn’s leaves are flowers of another spring,
when you are down, winged Eros lifts you up in flight,
truth is not a ghost, it lives within, touch it.

Believe: by winning your defeat your victory will be firm.
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TeAela kat TavAa

0 nAlog poU nNAEvel To NPOGWNO PE PWC,

€101 BAénw ndoa xpovia nptv ¢’ aydnnaa,
nooa xpovia unpootd Ba ¢’ ayanw.

H ayann B€Ael teheia kat natAa, and kapdidg:
Oev eival dikn va KpIVeLg PE Ta UNEP Kal Kata.

Yav ayandg, neplocgvouv T AAa onpeia oti€ng,

T0 KOppa, nou Badel tpikhornodid otn oKEWN,

T0 EPWTINHATIKO, MOU HE KpaTdsl oTov aépa aAalo,

T anoolwnnTikd, Nou avapoxAeUouy TNV AKpa olwnn,
£100YWYIKA, AYKUAEG, Mou Kopnadouv Ki ayKUAWVOUV.
To Baupaotikd unovoeital —ival o 610G 0 €pwg-

ua Kt n napévBean, dtav eviog tng Yibupilel n yuxn.

Y€ WXPEC 0eAibeC Ypapw pe néva anabi,
Kappwvw teAeia Kal navAa yia 6,tt ayanw.
Xaipw oav n navAa potddel pe xadt n kOpa

KL n teAeia pe otiypa euBivng. Xtiypa pwioc.



Full Stop

The sun bathes my face with light,

therefore, | can see for how long | have been loving you so far,
and for how long I'll be loving you from now on.

Love needs a full stop from the bottom of the heart;

It is not a court trial for you to judge the pros and cons.

When you are in love the rest of the punctuation marks are superfluous,
the comma, that trips thought up,

the question mark, that holds me speechless up in the air,

the three dots, that rake up complete silence,

quotation marks and brackets, that brag and prick.

The exclamation mark is implicit —it is Eros itself-

but parenthesis also, when the soul whispers inside it.

On pale pages | write with a fountain pen

| nail a full stop onto whatever | love

| rejoice when the dash looks like a caress or a wave

and the full stop looks like a stigma of responsibility; a stigma of light.
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Tapn xat avayevvnon Kovpov

Wuxopaxw. AinAa o @ilog pou Aéel avékdora.
«Ti eival Bavatog, ylatpg; XopeUouv ol PUXEG;»

Al Mwg pe Ceotaivel To XEPL TNG VOoOKOHAG!

To otnBog tng NAAAEL GTO HAYOUAS pou,

0l pwyeg TG dlatpunouv 1o oxEd1o Tou Adn.
KaBw¢ Bwneuel 1o Beppopetpo, 1o diaond

o€ «BeppO» YIa JEVA Kal «ETPO» YIa TNV PUXN.

Mou @épvel o pidog duo noptokdaAia (ta othbn tng).
ZavapeTpouV Tov NUPETO. AKHaiog 0 GpUYHAC,
akoUw Houalkn... A\aBog biEyvwoeg, yiatpé!

Na, o EA Tkp€ko- pe €l0dyel aTov nivakd tou
w¢ Kopn tou Opykab, pe navonAia, eEAappug
0Ta XEPLA TNG VOOOKOKAG Kal Tou pilou pou!
ayyehog ' evBetel EuBpuo oe pntpa oupavia
TWPA VEOYEVVNTOG £AUTOC, avti onolog unnpéa:
€va nouAi-notntdpng nou Boutdel otov Bubo
kat oxedlalel v' avéBel oe 6évOpo TG 0TEPIAG.



Burial and Rebirth of Kouros

| am at my last gasp. Next to me my friend is telling me jokes.

“What is death, doc? Are the souls dancing?”

Ah! How is the nurse’s hand keeping me warm!
Her breast is beating on my cheek,

her nipples are piercing Hades' plan.

As she is stroking the thermometer, she splits it
into thermal for me and metric for the soul.

My friend brings me two oranges (her breasts).
They check my temperature again. The pulse is just fine
| listen to music... Your diagnosis is wrong, doc!

Look! El Greco is introducing me to his painting

as count Orgaz, with a suit of armour, light

in the nurse’s and my friend's hands!

an angel is putting me embryo in the celestial uterus
now newly-born self, instead of whoever | was:

a bird - folk poet that plunges into the bottom of the sea
and plans to climb onto a tree on land.
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Avemidoto ypauua

‘ExkAcloav ta taxudpopeia, pou yuploav 1o ypaupa.
20U €ypaga nwg ida oe 6velpo ta JaAAd ooue
UNAEXTNKAV 0TA KOUWMIA TOU NOUKaWioou pou
Mou avolEe yia va KoupviAoelg 0To 0thBog pou.
You £ptiaa akopn pe vuxia tnv NETpa netpadl,
eneoaa pe aAe€intwto oto napabupl oou,

Yl 0€va €KAEL0O 0€ PMOUKAAL TOV TPEAO ayEpa,
unhka oav duvatn Bpoxn otn diyaopévn yn oou...
Kl OAG QUTd yia va PE MIOTEWPELG NWG 0 ayanw.

Y€ OKEPTOMAL, APa UNAPXELG.

Y€ BAEnw Aguka viupévn, anavidg pe xeikn kA€lota,
u€oa an’ Ta Yatia oou avaAUelg to Aeuko og ipida,

TO KAnou Kanote payeUelg o€ navioU Kat navta.

210 EMEKEIVA KATAKTIETAL TO ENEKEvA. H ayann,

oav pabel 1o BabBog tng, nAnBaivel Tov xwpdxpovo

ol aplBuoi yevvouv AEEEIC MOU OTEPEWVOUV TOV AEPQ.

Avenidoto 1o ypdppa, Ha undpxelg, dpa undpxw.



Undelivered Letter
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The post offices were closed and my letter returned to sender.

| wrote that | had dreamed of your hair;

it had been entangled in my shirt’s buttons

and it unbuttoned it for you so that you could nestle on my chest.
For you | had even turned a stone into a precious one with my nails,
| had fallen with a parachute at your window,

for you | had enclosed the folly air into a bottle;

| had dashed like heavy rain in your parched soil...

and all this so that you can believe that | love you.
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| think of you, therefore you exist.

| see you dressed in white, you answer with lips closed,

within your eyes you analyze the white colour into the colours of the
rainbow

you put a spell on the “somewhere, someplace” and make it
“everywhere and ever”.

The other world is conquered in the other world. Love,

when it learns its depth, increases the space time

the numbers bear words that consolidate the air.

Undelivered is the letter but you exist, therefore | exist.
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Navayoc
0€ avaOVOUEVT) TTOAN

AnooUpBnkav ta vekpd vepd, va n noAn
0T0 WG, AeC Th oNKwaoe Bed¢ NoAuEAeog.
‘Epewve otov nato o BaciAikog noAuéAalog,
aAi, o Bpdvog tou Autokpatopa Mittavi.

ZnUIEG an’ Tov OEI0MO, Kaveva MouAi, OpwG

£dw dev vooTaAYW TN XwWPaA Hou, OMou eKEl

BpiBouv ta xpnuata o unépyela Kat unoyela,
Euloupyol kat aidnpoupyoi kepdilouv and otaupoug,
n okovn ota pdtia dnpotwyv BoAwvel ta Ovelpa, eKel
npoopévw Bpoxn va napacUpel aUAEG KI QUAIKOUG.

Edw 1o tonio papdaivel va xwpdve ol dikalol,
edw e€aptiEpal eAdxiota Kal xaipw ta péylota,
p0ba nNpoo@Epouy akideg va ypapw o yuyo,

0 Xapog divel xpovo va enikaAlyw v NoAn

UE NAaotika eUAAa Kat xaAikia. Ag pedidow nia,
0,1t BuBiotnKe To AvacUpEL n PvApN PE OXOLVId.



A Shipwrecked Person
in an Emerging City

The dead waters have withdrawn, there's the city

in light again, it's as if a most merciful god has raised it.

The royal chandelier still rests at the bottom
alas, Emperor Mittani's thronel.

Damages from the earthquake, there's no bird, yet
here | do not long for my country, where

money abounds above the ground and underground,
carpenters and ironsmiths earn money from crosses,
dust in the eyes of citizens blurs the dreams, there

| await the rain to sweep away courts and courtiers.

Here the landscape widens so that it can hold the just people,

here | depend the least and rejoice the most,

roses offer me thorns to write on plaster,

death grants me time to coat the city

with plastic leaves and pebbles. Let me just smile,
whatever was sunk, memory can pull it out with ropes.
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H abcamn Aeén

‘Onwg n @uon ayand va kpuPetat

10 aB€ato eival niow an’ Tov KaBpéptn.
Andvw tou BAENw POVO TPIXEG HOU AEUKEG,
PUTIOEG 0TO HETWMO TNG XPOVOOEIPAG Hou,
10 Tpia V' aviloTpEPeTal o€ EYIAOV,

n wpa V' avtikaBiotatat an’ tnv 10dpBun
NG enopevng aB€Paing nuépac.

H copia kaAd Kpatel Yeg otn olwnn,
10 aB€ato dev pAuapei, povo Kiveitat
onw¢ pia AEEn ayylypévn and tupAa.

O1 Aé€eig waxvouv pwg £€w an’ to KAtontpo,

oav Byouv naywvouv Katw and npoPoAeig,

Ua 0 noInTNg TI¢ puyadeUel o’ epyactnpl Tou,

TG notel BuBookonia Kal loxupa TNAEoKOMIA,

va pynopw va BAEnw yala&ieg peonpepldtika,

10 TEAOC TNC YNG MPIV TNV Katantiel vekpdg o hAlog. !

Ki étav piav auyn Bagouv tov nointn,
10 aB€ato katapeonpepa Ba netd oav Aé€n
nou eAeuBépwae pe Ta SAXTUAG Tou €vag TUPAAC.



The Invisible Word
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In the same way as nature loves to hide,
the invisible lies behind the mirror.

In it | only see my white hairs,

wrinkles on the forehead of my timeline,
number three inverting to letter E,

and time being replaced by the same time
of the following uncertain day.
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Wisdom is alive and well in its silence
the invisible never babbles, it only moves
like a word felt by the blind.

Words look for light outside the mirror,

when they are out they freeze under headlights,

but the poet helps them escape in his workshop,

he turns them into depth probes and powerful telescopes
to be able to see constellations in the middle of the day,

the end of the earth before it is swallowed by the dead sun.!

And when they bury the poet one day at dawn,
the invisible will fly like a word released by a blind with his fingers
in the middle of the day.
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Tpia 6aon xat evag omopoc

a. Tov nupnoAoUv ol anotKIOKPATEG,
pAeyopevog e€€pxetal an’ Tnv KpUNTN
o npwag!, xopeUel oto Kapévo ddoog,
eneupnuouv ta Bouvad tou Maxaipa.

B. Eide o ®aouot tov Méhava Apupo

0&lvo, ot€ipo, HapHapwiEVO... Kal Yupilel
otn pova&la, gtuvel nAouto, 66€a, oknntpo,
npooeUXeTalL h EUTUXia va onpaivel ayann.

y. An’ Tov Adgo Tou, ato Pio Tavelpo,

0 Xptotdg BAEnet tov Apadovio otig PAGYEG,
yovatidel, ta xépta evwvel Kal déetal,

evw Tov paBdidouv Koukouvapla Kapéva,
kAadid Tou apnvwvouv NUPIVo GTEPHA.

0. Ztn {uyapld nooot looBapolyv Y’ €va 6Evopo;

‘Evag onopog kaBwg KUAd otapatd kat prwvel

o€ Bpaxou AakkouBitoa pe xwua plag xouptacg.

Na 10 twpa, 6évipo pe pideg oTIC pwyHES Tou Bpaxou
Va TOV CUYKPATEL o€ 0€lopoUg pnv Tuxov 6loAioBnakl.



Three Forests and a Seed

i. Colonisers set him on fire,

and the hero! comes out of his hideout
burning, he dances in the burnt out forest
and Mount Machaeras cheers.

ii. Faust saw the Black Forest being

sour, barren, petrified and returned

to his loneliness, spat at wealth, glory and sceptre,
and prayed, wishing happiness to mean love.

iii. From His hill, in Rio de Janeiro

Christ sees the Amazon forest in flames,

He kneels down, binds His hands and prays,

while being caned by burning pine cones

and branches wedging the fiery crown on His head.

iv. How many seeds are of the same weight with a tree on the scales?
While rolling downhill a seed stops and grows roots

in a small hole with a handful of soil in the rock.

Look now, the tree with roots in the cracks of the rock

holding it tight not to slide down during earthquakes.
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O Ppaxopopoc mointicl

Enwokéntetal o NopnegAiotag nointng tn Adpvaka,
kanote Eakouoth yia npofeveia, pnavieg, Batpa.
[Upw tou didpopot Adylol Ki nionpol ppakopopol,
oTo NAdL Tou évag BpakoPopog va Koltdel YnAd.

Pwtd o NopneAiotag «nolog iote;». «Mointhg
elpat, unnkoog tng KuBépvnong tng MNoinongy.

Tou wiBUpIoe Kt AAAa nou €potalav aAAou KOoHOU:
Nw¢ 0To HUaAS Tou oupidouv o€ akoVL oL aTixol
va 0PHNCOUV anod pwyun oav nPaiotelo aveAento,
va kayouyv tnv adikia, Toug KOAakeg pe dlaBathpia.

Tou eine Kt GA\a : nw¢ av xaBei to peAdvi Ttng yng,
Ba Bpel xapti kal yia alplyya va tpafnéel aipa tou,
ue n BeAdva tng va ypayel ohooéAida ‘eAeubepia’
‘avactaocn’, yla Tov Koopdkn, ta BpEen tou pwtog.

«Tote, NopneAiota, n kapdid pou Ba ekpéel petaiva
aAA\ou neuKou, 6rou oTh OKIA Tou eudoKIPoUV aven -
0X1 ouvnBng NeUKog, Mou ta nviyel yla v’ dpXxel HOVOG.»



The Poet in Local Loose Breeches?

A Nobel Prize winner visits Larnaca,

that used to be famous for its Consulates, bands, theatres.
Around him stand several learned men and officials in tuxedos,
at his side there is a man in local loose breeches looking high.

The Nobel Prize winner asks “who are you?” “l am a poet,
citizen of the Poetry Government”.

He whispered to him more weird things:

that in his mind the verses whistle on the grindstone
ready to rush through a crack like a merciless volcano,
to burn injustice, the passport holding flatterers.

He told him much more: that in case all the ink of the world disappears,
he would find a piece of paper and a syringe to draw blood from his
veins:

and with its needle write on a full-page the word ‘freedom’
‘resurrection’, for the poor people and the children of the light.

“Then, You, Nobel Prize winner, my heart will discharge resin
of a different pine tree, where flowers can flourish in its shadow,
not a normal pine tree that chokes them, in order to reign alone”.
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O 0pLouo¢ TNC TOINOTC
ot ueyain aibovoa

Ytn MeydAn AiBouoa nopnwdoug NXNTIKAG
noAhoi pe €napan opidouv Tnv noinon.
Oubeic akpoaletal oudéva —napdagevo,

0 KaBévag XelpoKpoTEl Tov Kabéva.

Auo pwveg €Ew an’ to napabupo pe kahouv...

£Va KOPMEVO XEPL KOUKAAG, Aeg pou Beixvel tov €loBoAEa,

éva {ntlavaki, aduvapo va onKwoel To YwHAKL 0To 0TOWa.
«E, L0vebpol, aAou ival n noinany», €ina anoxwpwvtag.

‘E€w, 0 6popog otpwpévog e X16vL, AeUko oav oaBavo,
0TO VEKPOTOWEIO TIG AcUKEG PnAoUleg BAENwW peAavEG.
Ma va, éva podo Aeuko Eeputd oto X16VI KaBwg MWVEL
eVW oav PTavw otn BdAacoa va pou opiocel tnv noinon:
«E€aptdtar, pou anavtd, «and nota ywvia pe BAENELG,
e noleg Aé€eig aixpaAwrilelg to velpa tou BuBoU pouy.

‘Ektote, (upwvw noinon Kat o dptog opilkL.



Defining Poetry
in the Big Hall

In the Big Hall of pompous acoustics
many people compete to define poetry.
Nobody listens to anybody - strange,
everybody applauds everybody.

Two voices outside the window are calling me...

a doll's cut off hand, somehow shows me the invader,

a poor little beggar, too weak to lift his hand up and put some bread
in his mouth.

“Hey, you Participants, poetry is somewhere else, not here” | said on
my way out.

Outside, the road is strewn with snow, as white as a shroud,

in the morgue | see the white blouses and think they are black.
But look, a white rose is peeping through the melting snow

as | arrive at the sea in order to define poetry for me:

“It depends”, it replies “on which standpoint you look at me,

on which words you capture the nod of my seabed.

Since then | knead poetry and the bread gives the definition.
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MelavepvBpn Baraocoa

«Bdhaooa tapaypévn, KUpata pelavépuBpaly,
avakolvwvouv ol Eldikoi yia AieBveic Kpioelg.
KatanAnKtol yia 1o npwtoQaveg pavopevo,
oiyoupa bev €ibav 0TI AKTEG TIG HaVAOEG

ue 6Akpua va KuAouv yia ta natdid tou tonou,
dev dkouoav BoAia va nviyouv naidid oto aipa
nou péet BouBo npog tn Bakacoa, Boufo.

E, Eibikol, &eite €0tw TN oeAnvn nou oKUPEL
ota vepd, JadeUel aipata Kal HatwpEVOUG.

Av KuAoUoe 10 aipa twv dikwv oag nadiwy

KL av €E0MIYE PE TwV pavadwy oag ta dakpua,
Ba eppnvelate yiati to vepd epuBpopelavialel,
ylati to adiko pouviloupwvel 1o BaAaooi.

E, an’ Tov nointn pnv {ntdte twpa Aupilopo
yla €pwta Ki avln. Ztixo yia Nlkouépvika ypdgel,
yla Twv nadiwy 1o aipa npog tn Balacaa.



Black-Red Sea

“Rough sea, black-red waves”

specialists on international Crises announce.

Stunned by the unprecedented phenomenon,

surely, they haven't seen mothers at the shores

with tears rolling down their faces over local children,
they haven't heard shots killing children, with their blood
flowing mute towards the sea, mute.

Hey, Specialists, at least look at the moon bending down
in the water to pick blood and bloodstained persons.

If the blood of your own children would roll

and mix with your mothers’ tears,

you would interpret why the water becomes black and red,
why injustice smudges the sea-blue hue.

Hey, do not require now lyricism from the poet
on love and flowers. He writes verses on Guernica,
and on the children’s blood flowing towards the sea.
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O Anywuevoc ayyeoc

Maxdtav o dyyeAog yia to péAAov
unv xaBei n wn otnv ayopa,

auth ota dwpa, auta otn dwpodokia.
Kt htav otn pdxn daipoveg noAAoi.

MAnywpévo tov pépouv duo nadia!

otnv eKkAnaia twv Bpaxwv?2 yia iaon.
H Mpoedpog tov okenddel Ye onpaia -
£€w dnponpaoieg, aviikeg ato ogupi.

Kotvwvei 1o nAnBog, nxei 1o appovio,

0 Bpaxog payiel oav auyo, alBéplo

HUPO avEPXETAL KI N onpaia avaplyel,
aepaki aveBadel nétaAa 010 owWpa ToU.,
Eyeipetal o dyyehog pe BAEppa aotepialo,
ayyidet ta naibia kat tpuPepd toug AaAet:

«0 Adyog nuida, n Téxvn Bepanavida,

ayyi€te T ovelpo, NAnywpévol n pAeydpevol,
Tpayouddte an’ tov Auyepivo wg tnv MoUAla
n OUon pe Npweg Epet va Kavet to Balpasd.»



The Wounded Angel

The angel was struggling for the future
not to let life be wasted in the market,
life lost in gifts and gifts lost in bribery.
And so many demons were in the battle.

Wounded, he is carried by two children!

into the church of the rocks?2 for treatment.

The President covers him with a flag -

outside there is auction, antiques under the hammer.

The crowd takes the Holy Communion in the sound of the organ.

The rock cracks like an egg, ethereal
fragrance comes out and the flag quivers,
a breeze flows petals on his body.

The angel rises and with a starry look
touches the children tenderly and says:

“The Word is a compass, Art a maidservant

touch the dream, wounded or burning,

sing from the Morning Star until the Pleiades

Nature together with heroes knows how to make a miracle3.”
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Iloinon xat kKAKTog

210V Napadeloo n noinon NTav KAKTOG,
£dlve pUA\a 6pootdg otov Adap kat otnv Eua,
aykdabia yia BeAdveg, wixa yia tpopn.

‘Eneoe pe Toug npwtonAactoug otn yn

Kl €neaav ta UAAa tou oav BiBAia otnv nupg,
nAnBuvav T’ aykdBia Tou oav atixol Tou poxBou,
ua Kpatd pideg pnxEC va guvopiAoUV HE Tov NALD.

Kdktog n noinan, ¢’ €pnpo poU oTtuPel Xupo
V' aviEXw KaUowVEG Kal avouBpieg,

Byddlet aykdBia axpnpd yia natouoeg adikwy
KL €va navépoppo avao,

Hxw €v epnpw Kal v Kapivow.

Ki ol nointég Ba notolv, oav KAKTol
apKoUpEVoL o€ OEKa aTAYOVEG TOV HNva.

Xaipe, w yoviyo cwya Pe Tov akavBivo otépavo,
W OwHa AltdTnTag Kat Tou nio nAouatou dvBoug.



Poetry and Cactus

Poetry was cactus in Paradise,
it provided Adam and Eve with fresh leaves,
thorns for nails, pith for food.

It fell on earth together with Adam and Eve

and its leaves fell too like books on fire,

its thorns multiplied like verses of toil,

but it bears shallow roots in order to converse with the sun.

Poetry is like cactus; in the desert it squeezes juice for me
to help me cope with heat waves and droughts,

it grows sharp thorns for the soles of the unjust,

and a most beautiful flower,

Echo in the desert and in the midst of a fiery burning furnace.

And poets will create like cacti
satisfied with ten drops a month.

Hail, oh fertile body, with the crown of thorns
oh body of frugality and of the richest flower.
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T'pauua otov ratepa

Anobnpeig kat pou Aeg va pnv BAiBopal,
o€ avouBpieg va putelw ovelpa, eAnideg,
va pnv T agnvw note eykataAunnpeéva.
Mia pépa EKayeg €va Xaptovouioua,
aviedpaaoa Ki 0V yehouoeg «Yyeial»
eineg, «Auta Eavayivoval, eeic oxl.

Tnv Konpta nou cou Netouv va JadeUelg
téAelo Ainaopa yia 6€vbpa Kat KNMougy.

Agv pou Xpwotdg yla 600 HoU OTEPNOEC:
anAd pe neiopwveg Yovog va ta Bpw,
10 AAQa OTEPNTIKO Va TPENW o€ AApa
NYETIKO, NYETEG KiBONAoUG V' anoyupvwvw.

0 otixog¢ akoupna otnv Aykupa oou,
ouvopiAei padi oou yia ta nio Babug,
10 wpaio, nou wpatonoinan dev BEAeL

Avti Kadpo oou atov Toixo BAppEvo,
avti p6da v’ anoBeow otov tdgo oou,
KAvw onovon otnv UYELd TG YUXNG OOU.



Letter to Father

You are passing away, father, and you are telling me not to grieve,

to plant my dreams and hopes in droughts

and not to abandon them in sorrow.

One day you burnt a banknote,

| reacted, but you laughed and said: “Cheers!

these banknotes can be restored again but we can never be restored to
life again.

Collect the dung they throw at you,

it is perfect manure for trees and gardens”.

You don't owe me anything for all the things you deprived me;
Simply you made me headstrong to find them myself

to turn the particle -less into the verb bless,

in order to strip naked fake leaders.

The verse leans on your anchor,
talks with you about more profound things,
the beautiful that needs no beautification.

Instead of your grieving photo frame on the wall,
instead of roses to put on your grave,
| make a libation to the health of your soul.
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EmtouPio yia tov topavvo

Tupavve, 1 emituppio! va oou ypayw; You ta 'nav
autoi Nou Kap@itowoeg Pe napdonpa va 'val otntoi,
apvid pnpog otov AUKo nou exuBnke anod péaa oou.
(Bupudoai; Ma va npoaxBoUlv cou NpdaPepav Kopn).
YKAaBwoeg pe E0Bepya T0 NEPIOTEPL Pag, Npoaotdtn,
xaAl €0Tpwveg o€ nAoUaloug va yivouv nAoualdtepol.

To kKunapiool pixvel pUAAa pnv dpoailel To pvnpa oou,
0 enontng nAlog dikala Ba cou Kaiel pdtia Kat neta.
Mn KolpoU gv elpnvn, poBoU Toug VEOUG NOU METAYE,
Aéve va oUpouv To Koupapt oou otoug acrndAabouc?
TN OKOVN TWV 00TWV 0ou va netd€ouv atov popos.

Avannpn yuxn, oou Balw dekavikia oto PEPETPO.
Mabe nwg piape tov Bpdvo oou otn BaAacoa
Kl €va okapvi EeBpdotnke, dnou kaBotav 1o Kevo.



Epitaph to the Tyrant
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Tyrant! What kind of epitaph! should | write to you? You were told
everything,

by those people who you had awarded medals to in order to stand still,
like lamb, in front of the wolf that surged out from within you.

(Do you remember? So as to be promoted they offered you a maiden).
You captured the pigeon, our guardian, with lime twigs,

you used to lay a carpet for rich people so that they could become richer.
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The cypress tree sheds its foliage in order not to freshen up your grave,
the surveying sun will rightly burn your eyes and your skin.

Do not rest in peace; stand in fear of the lads you used to dump,

they say they are going to drag your corpse to the prickly brooms?2

and throw the ashes of your bones into the street3,

Invalid soul, | put crutches in your coffin.
Get to know that we threw your throne into the sea
and a dock, where your void used to sit, was washed ashore.
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To b6avelo Twv Ueyaiwv

Eoeig, peyahooxnpol Kat pikpokapdol,

nou ouyxuoate tnv TiPn pe tnv aia,

T0 QIAOTIPO pag PE To PIAGTIHO oaC,

10 NANBog daveiwy, pe tnv nAnBwpa devawy,
£0€i¢ nou davelothkate atoka To HEAAoV Hou,
nou Badete tnv Appobitn pou otnv nigiva oag,
deite, nwg o Bopldg Tpunad tnv KouBEpTa Hou,
nw¢ o petafookwAnkag e€aviAnBnke va yveébel
T0 PWTEIVO KOUKOUAL Hou, TO A@nag oth péan.

To aotpo avatéAAEL aTn PEPLA TNG VIOTNG, KUPLOL,
METW TO OKOUPI pou aTov Bopld, NEICHWVW

V' aAdG€w TNV nopeia Twv PETEWPITWY, E0TW
HOVOG JE TN Hoipa pou, 6nwc AoTpo HIKPO.

Awaote 1o pENAOV Hou nou Nhpate epnpny,
aAWG 0 KAopog afnvel e 6akpla
Kautd otov KaAAldappapo Tdgpo oag.



The Loan to the Grown-ups

You heartless people with the so-called high profile
who confused honor with value,

our sense of honor with your sense of dishonor,

the multitude of loans with the plethora of suffering,
you, who borrowed my future interest-free,

who put my Aphrodite in your swimming pool,

see, how the north wind pierces my blanket,

how the silkworm, exhausted to spin

my bright cocoon, left it half-finished.

The star rises at the youth’s side, gentlemen,

| throw my cap to the north wind, | stubbornly persist
to change the meteorites’ course, even

alone with my fate, like a small star.

Give me my future that you have taken from me behind my back
otherwise people will die out with scalding tears
on your tomb of fine marble.
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Evtoc twv Tetywv

Avdotatol ol eVtOg TwV TEXWV MOINTEC,
oto nNAdL n nAdvn xopeUel oav LaAwpn,
£VAG KWHIKOG Pe apgiean Tpaywdod,

0 KPITIKOG nou bev unnpe ouyypapeac.

Eviog twv texwy, o€ pia akpn padlepévol
01 NoINTEG, oav XploTlavoi o€ Katakoupn,
anayy€AAouv yia €va £pwta o€ €pnpo,
oAoAulouv, dakpulouy, Ta aThBn XxTUNOUV
yld TNV TIUN TNG TIAG, Yia aAnBeta aAnBuvn.

Eival Aé€eig nou dpaneteUouv an’ TG PWYHES
va nave va ptuoouv UBPIOTES Kat oKvnpoUG.
E€€pxovtal Kat PwVES yia KwPoUg EKTAC.

Ot undéAotneg pévouv Ki ovelpeUovtal

va £avaoTnoouV 10 KAGTPO HE OTIXOUG

Mou aktvntonoloUv KaBe KivoUpevn dupo.



Within the Walls

Upset are the poets living within the walls,
at the side fallacy dances like Salome,

a comedian in a tragedian’s attire,

a critic that has never been a writer.

Within the walls, poets gathered in a corner,
like Christians in a catacomb,

they recite poems on love in a desert,
lament, shed tears, beat their chests

for the honor of the honor, for the all real truth.

They are words escaping from the cracks
and going to spit at the slanderers and lazy.
Voices for the deaf also come out.

The rest stay and dream of

rebuilding the castle with verses

that immobilize every quicksand.
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To fovvo uov

Bouvo pou, tpiBw o€ koidwpa Bpaxou oou
piCa anoAiBwpévn an’ tn AdBa cou, akoUw
UPVOUG, LOXEC apXaiKEC, auloug, TapmnoUpAa.

Edw kateBaivouv anod vépn eAdpla Kal AeUKEG,
£0w Ta NouMa KepvoUv auyd oToug avtdpTeg

edw 0 eUKAAUNTOC U KAAUMTEL TOV £pw1a,

andvw oou, Bouvo pou, yeyahwvouv ta nodia pou
Kal NNOw o€ KOPUPEC 6rou TOAPOUV ol SAPVEG,

0l TpeAEG oou podiEg KopoideUouv Tov MAoUTo,
edw, petafl ykpepoU Kat oupavou, VIKW Tov pofo.

Elonvéw Ttov aépa oou Kat owdlopat anod deival,
BA£nw tov Npwa pe PAsyOUEVa PTEPA Va NETG2
oTNV KOpPN oou V' atevilel To pwg NpLv Xapatel.
Edw o Beiog Adyog Ceuyapwvel pe th Quon,

0 ioklog gou nto Bapug an’ tn Baputnta

Kal JOVo N Niotn o€ PETAKIVEL, NETPA LEPN.

Mvnpun o0, Bapid otnv nAath tng natpidacg,
oav anAwvw o€ o€va PIKPaivel To eyw Hou!



My Mountain

My mountain, | rub in a cavity of a rock of yours
a fossilized root from your lava, | hear
hymns, archaic shouts, flutes, drums.

Here, deer and poplar trees descend from clouds,
here, the birds treat guerillas with eggs

here, the eucalyptus tree shades love well,

my legs become longer on you my mountain

and | jump onto peaks where laurels dare,

your crazy pomegranate trees make fun of wealth,
here, in between precipice and sky | beat my fear.

| breathe in your air and save myself from suffering!,

| see the hero flying with burning wings?2

to your peak and gazing upon the light before dawn breaks.
Here the divine Word mates with Nature,

your shadow is heavier than gravity

and only faith moves you, you sacred rock!.

You, memory, heavy on homeland's shoulders,
when | extend towards you, my ego becomes smaller.
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2av Eavaureic oTov 010 TOTAUO

2tov Kabnyntn pou BedpiAo KakouAo

AMa Ba 6e1¢ oav Eavapneic otov i6lo notapo:
vepOoPioa, AeUKEG, anpudeg, kKunpivoug, NEPKEG, YoBloug,
0 00Aopo¢ ypdget Upvo! Ki n néotpogpa oovatal,

KoAUpna evavtia ota véa vepd Tou, 0ta OXL Tou,
10 XeAlbovoyapo deg o€ nthon avti o katdduon.

Payilel 10 auyo, véo Eekivnua n netalouda,

véa apxn n Bavn tng kapniag, Bavua to véo onéppa,
KL eyw petaBalopatl va dpoaiopal, v avanavopal
LE VEO OUVETO €aUTO Hou, nptv Je aAa€et n pBopa,
6UTNG Yla aotepieg mou Adunouv KAtw oav aotpa.

Movo ta Botoaka otov ndto dev aAdlouv Béaon,
onwg ol aieg, Nou o pEwv XpOVog OeV PETAKIVEL.



When you re-enter the Same River

To my Professor Theophilos Kakoullos

You will see different things when you enter the same river again:
water-snakes, poplars, birches, carps, perches, gudgeons,
the salmon writing a hymn! and the trout a sonata2.

Swim facing its new water, in its resistances
see the flying fish in flight not in diving.

The egg cracks, the butterfly makes a new start,

a new beginning is the death of a larva, miracle is the new sperm,
and | change by freshening up, by resting

together with my new prudent self, before | am changed by ravage,
diver for star-fish that shine under the stars.

Only the pebbles on the see-bed never change place,
they are like qualities which the passing time never moves.
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Aopxkilouat

Nopkilopal, o€ €ida va nndAg otnv oTEYN,
ol paoioteg dev niGvouv oUTE Th OKIA 00U,
ua ot opaipeg noBouv va 1ig tafidevelg YnAd.

Aopka, Aopkidopal, €vag agtog néBaive otn BEon cou
oTov aépa, €ida ta pdtia oou yalava T oupavou,
oTnv aykaAld oou va KAeivelg tov oupavio BoAo,

10 dopal! nou dev eineg KopnBnke ota xeikn covu,

n ayovn [€ppa yevva oto KeAl kat Ta nouhia AaAouyv.

[MevBel n Mnepvdpvta, pa tpayouddg otig KOPEG TN,

n BdAacoa yeAd, 6ovtia and agpo, xeiln oupavou,

£0U KOIYNOOU, PNV KoITaxteig nia peg otn BdAaooa,
vUXTa Yng €YIve, pa n noinon o€ keAld 6Ao tpayoudd
nw¢ o Bdvatog {wvtaveUel Tnv eAniba tou adiknpévou.

Nopkilopal, Twpa noAoi xapoyehoUv dnwg €au,
oav toug BpovtoUlv TNV NOPTA KATAPoUTpa.

H pakévbutn Asutepld ToUG VIUVEL APXOVIEG,

ue {Upn toUg NAABeL dpto yia Tig aBEPaleg PEPEC.



I Swear to you, Lorca
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Lorca, | saw you jumping on the roof,
the fascists cannot even catch your shadow,
but the bullets wish you take them high.

Lorca, | swear to you, an eagle died in your place

in the air, | saw your eyes sky blue,

| saw you closing the vault of heaven in your arms

the song! you didn't utter slept on your lips,

barren YermaZ bears a child in the cell and the birds sing.

JIMUIY] 9y |

Bernarda3 mourns but you sing to her daughters,

the sea smiles, teeth of foam, lips of sky,

sleep! do not look at yourself in the sea anymore,

night of earth has fallen, but poetry sings in cells all the time
that death revives the hope of the underprivileged.

| swear to you Lorca, now many people smile like you,
when others slam the door right in their face.

The shabbily dressed freedom dresses them up like lords,
with dough, it makes bread for them for rainy days.
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Tov James Joyce n aAAn odvooela

Eibe pddo pe aykdBia kai ine: Aupiko kat xudaio,
euwdieg pe Aaipapyoug, auvaviotég, cadopaloxIoTEG.
‘Exave 6paon o Joyce pa €BAene pia 18akn otov aépa,
Ol CUMNATPIWTEG TOU Va KUBEPVOUV TIG YEVIEG TOUG
XwpIi¢ oaniopa Yuxng Kat apBUAEG ayyAwv KATaKTNTwyY
(K1 aG ToU NTav 0To €pY0 TOU XPNGIUN N YAWooa Toug).
«XZ€ Pépa Kolvh BEAw va ekBpdow otnv enipavela

v aAnBela twv avBpwnwy, tnv npodoaia delhwy,

TOV TUPAS €BVIKIOPO PeBUOTAKWY Kal anatewvwy».
Mnaivel o010 acavaoép, autd andel OAEG TIG 0POYEG,
(PTAvel 0Ta pecoupava Kat BAENeL Kanvo 1o vnai.

«lev gival okovn kaBwg BaBouv Tov NIoTo Hou OKUAO,
n Kanvog ofeAiwy ano epaotég ing MnveAdnng pou,

N and opoiwpa pou nou Kaive 1B8akiwteg yeAwtonotol.
Ba 'val ynoxa anoé KAIVIKEG, unap, Mopveia, otékia poul».
Ano ynAd Boutd otn BaAacoa, otov ndto va diafdoel
TOV J€oa Tou avBpwno, xwpig nAdveg n nayideg,

Xwpi¢ oupBaocelg kat okonouUg Tou Kolvou avBpwnou.

0 James Aéel va PTACEL 0TO «TI», XWPIG «MWG» N «ylaTi»,
va Eepuyel anod tov Xxpdvo Npog TNV alwvioTnta
WiBupidovtac: €noa, epwteltnka, eyélaoa, £puya.2



James Joyce’s Other Odyssey

He saw a rose with thorns and said: lyric but obscene,

fragrances with gluttonous people, wankers, sadomasochists.

Joyce was losing his sight but he could see Ithaca in the air,
his compatriots ruling their generations

without soul rotting and army boots of English conquerors
(even if in his work their language was essential).

On an ordinary day | want to bring up onto the surface

the truth of the people and the betrayal of the coward,

the blind nationalism of drunkards and crooks.

He enters the lift, it breaks all the roofs,

reaches the middle of the sky and he sees smoke in the island.

It is not dust while they are burying my faithful dog
or smoke of lamb on the spit by lovers of my Penelope,
or from my effigy that jesters from Ithaca are burning.

It must be stench from clinics, bars, whorehouses, stamping grounds

of minel.

From high above he dives into the sea to the seabed to read
the man within him, without fallacies or traps,

without conventions and intentions of the ordinary man.

James says he would reach the What without the How or the Why

In order to escape from time towards eternity
whispering: | lived, | loved, | laughed, | left.2

SAaldIsol 'S 41sOl
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Amavtnon oty avplavi pwTnon

Pwtd¢ akatanauota nou nnye t OVELpo;

OvelpeUetal o’ €va aAo nou dev anavinBnke.

Y€ ovelpo aykaAiada tnv wpaia taipa Bwvida,
Eunvwvtag Ba pe dikdoel {ntwvtag apolPn, Hiotl

o€ 0papa anolauca Povog, £0TW Tn OKIA TNG.

Av 6\ol ol KOKKOL NEGOUV 0TNV KATW QLAAn KAeWUdpag
ANYEL 0 XPOVOG N N AlWVIOTNTA TPEXEL YIa HEVA MOU KOITW;
Enikpatei n yvapn tng ndvw @LaAng n n AnBn tng Katw;
To aotpo NAAL; Lou €AeYE «NAVIaA», TWPA AEEL «UETAR,

Kl 0Tav ta peAoupeva xaBouv, avacuykpotei naAid.

EouU, Cwypdagile T 0papa oou o€ KapPa noinong:

va beixvel nolog Ba eioal, avti ekeivo nou @aiveaal.
M660¢ Twv okAABwV Kat UAAKTO Twv eAeUBepwV
n eAeuBepia, ki ag andyetal h kpuPetat h Bapetal.
Me eheuBepia ayyilelg to oUpnav oav T OVEIPEUTEIC,
oav ayanag duvatd tnv 16€a tou, dixwg npobeopieg.

H aydnn kat o 6avatog cou anaviouv Glwnwvtdag,
6eg 1o aotpo nou néBave npty, evw AUNEL akoun,
0eg tnv aydnn, andvinon o€ EPWTNCELG ToU Ndvra.



Answer to Tomorrow’s Question

You are endlessly asking where the dream has gone,

It is dreaming in another dream which hasn't been answered.

In my dreams | was hugging Thonis the beautiful hetaera,

waking up she would sue me asking for a reward, because

in a vision | enjoyed alone, even only her shadow.

If all the grains of the sand drop in the lower bottle of the sandglass,
does time come to an end or does eternity run for me who am
looking on?

Does the memory of the upper bottle prevail or the oblivion of the
lower one?

And what about the star? It used to tell you “ever”, now it says “later”,

and when the future things get lost, it builds the old ones anew.

You, keep on drawing your vision on poetry’s canvas,

showing who you are going to be, instead of what you look like.
The desire of the slaves and the talisman of the free

is freedom, even if it is abducted or hidden or buried.

With freedom you touch the universe when you dream of it,
when you are strongly in love of its idea without deadlines.

Love and death answer to you in silence,
see the star that died before, while it is still shining,
see love, answer to questions of all times.

SAaldIsol 'S 41sOl
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H aiwvofia ehia xat o 0ov Kixwtnc

oto Google Earth

0 Aov Kixwtng notile ouxva tnv atwvopia ehia!,

yla NEVIE alwveg tou £0tve Aadt yia tn NtouAtaivea.
‘Ouwg pla pépa ide aAnteg va TNy Kakonolouy,

va eloBdMouv otnv Koupdaia Tng, va pebouy,

va tnv KAwtooUlv, aypla va th XapAaooouV e oouyld,
auth va Boykdel, ol KAwvol Tng va auykAovilovral,
va ogiet Ta pUAAa oav pavinAia kaAwvtag Bonbela.

®opdel o Kixwtng tn Aekavn fupiopatog yia kpdavog,
onipouvilel Tov 10xvo Pootvavie Tou Kat epoppa:
«Av Kayete v €Aid, tnv avaBAaoctd n Molaoa pouy,
oupAlddel, toug Kovtaptalel kat o Badouv ota nodia.

Autd pou petedwoe o Google Earth nou tnAeoide
1a npoBata va eival pavpa twv Bavodiwv

Kal 0puNTIKO ToV Ywpldpn Poaivavte, tnAevonoe
Nw¢ T0 pwg and Addi dev apdooel anod oouyid.



The Centenarian Olive Tree

and Don Quixote on Google Earth
- A strange sight on Google Earth -

Don Quixote regularly watered the centenarian olive treel,

for five centuries it had been giving him oil for his Dulcinea.

But one day he saw some bums abusing it,

bursting into its hollow, getting drunk,

kicking it, scratching it wildly with a pocket-knife,

and the poor olive tree was moaning, with its branches being shocked,
shaking its leaves like handkerchiefs and calling for help.

Don Quixote put on the shaving basin as his helmet,

pricking his lean Rocinante with a spur and rushed out,

“If you burn the olive tree, my muse will revive it again”

he screamed, burst them with his spear and they took to their heels.

This is what Google Earth transmitted to me, having tele-witnessed
the sheep of the vandals being black
and the lean Rocinante being impetuous, it tele-figured out

that the light emitted from olive oil does not bleed from pocket-knives.
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Iapamoumreg xat Ymoonuelwoelc

TI'avvng Zravpwvog Oucovouidng
I 0 Kapnaoitng ouyypapéac Mdvvng Lraupivog Otkovouidng, npéopuyag otn Adpvaka,
oav néBaive {ntnae and ta HE va tov Bawouv atnv Katexouevn yn rnou tov yéwnae,
KOVTd aTOUG aUyXwplavoUg Tou nou e ta naibid 1oug napéuevav eykAwpPLouévol.

Memento Mori
I XonaiuonoinBnke 1o dvoua Bpétog avti Booutoc, nou napanéunet otn Bpetavia.

To airo movAl
I 0 b1aonuog tetpanAnyikog puaikog Stephen Hawking.

EmuAéov

I «To kdpo e 1o dxupo» tou OMavdou {wypdpou lepwvuuou Mnog (Mouaeio
Maépitng) Baoiouévo atn pAauavdikn napoipia «O koauoc¢ ival éva KGpo e dxupo
Kai o kaBévac apndler 600 Unopei».

Badidet

I Ayxiong, Towag Bookdg nou vupupeutnke tnv Appoditn kat anéktnoe padi tng tov
Awveia, npwa tou 1pwikoU noAéuou Kai auuBolo TG npoopuyIdc.

2 To natbi tn¢ abeApnc tng Xapitac MdvroAeg, unpoatd ato vekpd natépa tou.

3 Xapita MavroAeg: pidoUaoe tov aképalo okeAeTo Tou dvdpa NG nou avePBpEnke.

4 Xpiotdkng Trakkag: To 1974 ue Bdpka yAiotpnaoe and toug KatakTnNTEC Kal ENECTPEWE
aro Pi{okdpnaco va evwei e tv eykAwpPiouévn otkoyéveld tou. Apydtepa
aixuaAwrtiotnke kat puAakiotnke atnv Toupkia. ApBnke eAeuBepoc Kai ue T Bdpka
tou éptace o eAeuBepn aktn (Mapalia Trakka) oto Aaroi. Yapadg ue taBépva, é{noe
wc 10 2006 e tov néBo tou yupiauod.

WA Tpauua otov yio Caravaggio

1, 2 kat 3. O1 tpeig nivakeg tou KapaBardio: «H kAnan an’ tov Xpiatd», «0
anokepaliouog tou lwdvvn tou Bantiot» (Ouwvuuog KaBedpikdg, BaAéra, MdAra),
«Qib1a ato KepdAi Lou».

el Epwg aghio
1 Epwe aghiw : Epwg nou atpépetal atnv nAio (BA. Zangw).

M MANA, AaOe Biwoaoa

* 01 npwrtot 3 atixol €xouv axéan e pia tatopia tou MAoutapxou ato PifAio Tou
«YNAIKON APETAI».



1. Enikoupog: «\dBe Biwoag», va (eic Kpupd, atnv apdvela, aBéarog, pakpid an’ tnv
npofoAn.

2. «Kat ta peBuotika yéhia nAnupupilouv tn puAakn», KdpoAog MnwvtAaip (1821 -
1867).

ITotog o apuodiog IToAtiopov;

1. Aéanowva AxAabiwrou (1890-1982). Zouaoe udvn ato Bpaxovial Pw kai uéxpt ta Babia
yepauatad g Uetépepe ue Bapka yaia oto KaoteAdpido. E€aitiac tng enextabnkav ta
xwplka Ubata tng EAAG6ac kata 110 xikiduetpa. Tn BpdBeuae n Akabnuia ABnvawv, to
1975;

Kpnvn xat xopn me¢ Xipooiua

1. H nupnvikn BouBa atn Xipooiua npoévnae éva tepdotio donpo kanvo Kal
xapaée navroU ndvw otou¢ 6pdouc axEdia OKIWY Kal aTaxTid anoTunwuara ano
avBpwniveg aIAOUETEC.

eI Kopn Maipivy
1. MaipiAuv Movpde: «To va gioat aupBolo tou o€€ ivat Bapu poptio, €16ikd dtav gioat
Koupaaouévn, nAnywuévn Kat unepdeuévny.

[ZWIN I10Aeuo¢ xat fraocuog
1. HodkAeitog: prian pe noAAEC epunveieg (yia eundpio, avraywviouo, aywva emfiwanc).

2. Kata v toupkikn €1oBoAn tou 1974 Bidotnke uabntpta. Tnv otnpiéav kabnyntéc kal
pabntéc Kat aploTeUEL.

O aptOuog
1. 0 apiBuag n (pi) eivat o Adyoc tng nepipépelac npog tn SiaueTpo evog KUkAou. Eivai
appntoc e anelpo apitBuo dekabikwv wneiwv (3,14159265.....). la copouc eivai
ouuBolo tou Beou.

MapaBwviog - ZtéAo¢ Kvplaxidong

1. XZtéhiog Kuptakiéng (1910-87), o Kunpiog vikntng tou AieBvouc MapaBwviou
Boatwvng (1946)

2. Znupog Aoung, EAMnvag, vikntng tou 1ou MapaBwviou, OAuuniakoi ABnvawy, 1896.
3. Eupuhiog néAepog atnv EAAGSa petaéu apiotepwv kat e€iwov (1945-1949).

W Taen xaw avayévvnon Kovpov
1. Mivakac tou EA Mkpéko : 'H tapn tou kéunta OpykaB'. Tov unofactddouv o Ayioc

_____og) 128/
Auyouartivog kat o Aylog Ztépavoc.
S WEA

EMEA Navayog oe avadvouevn moAn
1. lepuavoi kat Koupdot apxaioAdyot to 2022 avakdAuwav uia néAn and tnv enoxn tng



oel. 136

oel. 138

oeA. 140

oel. 146

oel. 152

oel. 158

Aurokparopiag Mittavi (1550 - 1350 n.X.) atnv nepioxn tou Tiyon notapou. H néAn
— pdMov n apxaia Zakhiku - avabuBnke povn tng, ue naAdt kai yeydla Kripia, ano
10 Vepa Tou Ppdyuarog tng MooouAng, kaBwg n otdBun tou ppdyuatog éneae Adyw
akpaiac énpaoiac. H ndAn karaotpdenke and oeiouo (1350 n.X.), ta b¢ teixn tn¢
€Bawav noMAd kripa.

H aO¢am 2¢&n

1. Xe nepinou névie 6io. €tn o nNAiog Ba bioykwbei kai Ba yivel pubpdg yiyaviac Kai
UETd AgUukd¢ vavog. AloykoUuevoc (ekatoupuupta popéc) Ba kataniel toug nAavinteg
tou ( Epung, Appobitn, I'n). Av n I'n Eepuyet Ba yivel kdpBouvo and Kauto peuua Tou
nAwou. (Mnyn: Ematnuovikn éoguva twv lMav. MIT kat XdpBapvr).

Tpia Saom xat évag omopog
1. Tpnydpng Auéevriou, Ynapxnydc tng EOKA EAA.Opyavwon Kunptakou
Aywva,1955-1959

O Bpaxo@opog romtng

I Moinua pavraciag, eunveuauévo and tn ouvavinon tou Oduooéa EAUTN e Tov
btaAextikd nointn lMNavAo Aiacidn Kat ue tov AoyoTexviKG Kal NVEULATIKG KUKAO Tng
Adpvakac, otav o EAUTNG enioképBnke tnv ndAn, 1o 1980, Aiyo uetd tn BpaBeuan tou
e 10 BpaBeio NouneA Aoyotexviac.

O mAnywuévog ayyeiog

1. 0 EBvikdg Mivakacg tng @ivAavbiacg, tou Hugo Simberg (Ateneum Art Museum,
EAaivki).

2. Temppeliaukion Church, ekkAnaia oto EAcivki, xtiouévn uéaa o€ Bpaxo.

3. «...AyyeAe pdrwog pe / kave tnv wuxn pou va kAdwet / aAd va 16w / 1o nouAi va AaAel
/10 6évdpo v’ avBei / tov andpo va kavel 1o Badua... (BAn ‘Huixpovo’ tou lMavieAn
MnxavikoU).

Emitufo yua tov topavvo

1. Xe 61ahoyo pe to noinua «EmruuBiov» (cuMoyn ‘0 Xtéxog’, 1970) tou
M.Avayvwaotdkn kai 1o noinua «Eniknéeiog» (auMoyn ‘KatdBeon’, 1975) tou
Kunpiou lMavreAn Mnxavikod.

2. Moinua «Eni aonaAdBwv» tou lwpyou Lepépn, eUnveuouévo ano tnv Tiwpia Tou
tupdvvou Apbiaiou, An avapopd atnv TloAteia’ lMAdtwvo.

3. O1 KéAteg, dtav kupieuaav tn Pwun, nétafav atoug §popoug Ti¢ puUAayUEVEG OTAXTEG
Twv Pwyaiwv autokpatopwv.

To Bovvo uov

1. ‘Orav Ba €pBel 10 Kako, ta Bouva Ba awaouv noAouc avBpwnoug’,
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Koouacg o AitwAdg, 1714-1797, lepoudvaxoc, Ayiog kat lpoopAtng.
2. pnydpng Auevtiou, npwac tou AneAeuBepwrikou Aywva tn¢ Kunpou 1955-59.

Yav {avaumeic otov ido motauo
1. HpdkAettog, «Ta ndvra pel», «notauolc 1oi¢ autoic eufaivouév te kal oUK euBaivouey,
gluév te Kal 0UK €luevy, «MetaBdMov avanaderar».

2. EBvikag Yuvoc, Alovuoiou ZoAwpou. Xovdta «H néotpopa» tou @p.ZoUuunept.

Aopxidouat
1. 0 ®ebepiko MkapBia Adpka anoubdaoe Kai niavo Kai evopxnotpwaoe Eavd nepinou 300
Aaikd tpayoubia tn¢ lonaviac.

Tov James Joyce ) aAAn odvooela
1. 'Enaoxe and obuvnpd véonua twv patiwv nou oxebov tov tUPAwae Kal Tov avdykaoe
va urofAnBei oe 25 xeipoupyikég eneuBaoeig, ki and BAiyn karéAne aAkooAikag.

2. Emypagn oo pviua tou atnv EABetia “He lived, he loved, he laughed, he left. James
Joyce”.

H aiwvofia ehta xat o dov Kiywtmg oto Google Earth

1. H aiwvdfBia ghid ato xwptd AyyAioidec atnv Enapxia Adpvakag tn¢ Kunpou eival
an’ t¢ 3 pakpoPidrepeg eAiég tng Meooyeiou. Exel nAikia navw and 800 xpovia kat
Kapriopopel. Exel nepipépeia koppou 11 pétpa, Uwog 6 Uétpa, v atnv KoupdAa tng
Xwpouv Tpidvra droua.

References and Footnotes

Meditating at Olympia
I Phidias (c500-c427 BC): Famous ancient Greek sculptor.

2 Hephaestos: Ancient Greek god of fire, metalworking, and handicrafts. Identified by
the Romans with god Vulcan.

Even Dead he Won the Battle

I Kimon or Cimon (c510-450 BC): Ancient Athenian general/admiral and politician,
who laid siege to the Phoenician and Persian stronghold of Cition. He died soon
after the failed attempt but his death was kept secret from the Athenian army, who
subsequently won an important victory over the Persians.

2 Charon: Greek Mythology. The ferryman who conveyed the souls of the dead across
the Styx.

3 Kition or Cition or Citium: Ancient city in Cyprus.



p. 27

p. 33

Unconquered Crete

I Dorians: One of the four major ethnic groups of the Hellenes. Around 1150 BC
the Dorians destroyed the Mycenaean civilization and by 1100 BC they reached
Crete. Under Doric dominance, Crete social structure shifted from monarchy to
aristocracy but the old Minoan traditions remained influential.

2 Phaestos’s disc: One of archaeology’s greatest mysteries. It's a clay disc from the
Minoan palace of Phaestos in Crete containing syllabic inscriptions and human,
animal and plant motifs that may be associated with wishes, prayers and health, as
well as with the goddess of love.

3 Gortyna’s code tablet: It contains the codification of the civil law of the ancient Greek
city-state of Gortyna in southern Crete.

4 Minos: [Greek Mythology] King of Crete, son of Zeus and Europa.

Giannis Stavrinos Economidis

I Writer Giannis Stavrinos Economidis from Karpasia, refugee to Larnaca. Before he
died he requested from the United Nations Authorities in Cyprus that, when he dies,
he be buried in his land, still under Turkish Occupation, the land that bore him, next
to his fellow villagers, who remained enclaved with their children.

2 Karpasia: District in the north eastern part of Cyprus (Under Turkish Occupation)
3 Achaeon Akti: Coastal area in north east Cyprus.

4 Solomos (1798-1857): Greek national poet.

5 Kalvos (1792-1869): Greek poet.

Ich Nicht... — I am not...

I Zeno of Citium (c340-c265): Ancient Greek stoic philosopher, born in Cyprus.
2 The Acropolis of Athens.

3 Any of the three phases of Stoicism.

4 Talent: Ancient Greek monetary unit equal in value to 6.000 drachmas.

Memento Mori (Remember that thou must die)
I The name Britus, used in the poem, is a paraphrase of Brutus and refers to Britain.

Aristides

I Aristeides or Aristides: Ancient Athenian statesman (530 - 468 BC), nicknamed ‘the
Just”. In 482 BC he was against Themistocles’ plan to use silver to build a large
fleet and in the ballot that followed he was ostracized.

Cupid
I Excavations in the ancient city of Curium in Cyprus revealed a man and a woman
embracing each other; they were crashed by a pillar during an earthquake.



p. 53

0. 55

2 In the Neolithic settlement of Choirokoitia in Cyprus inhabitants used to bury their
dead (frequently in pairs) under the floor of their houses, placing a boulder on their
chests, to prevent them to leave their house.

3 Eros or Pteros (Winged Eros-Cupid) Aphrodite’s escort flying up and down, the
motion resembling the double ‘nature’ of the little God, the one on earth, and the
other on heaven.

The Little Poor Man of God

I This title is homonymous with the title of the book by Nicos Kazantzakis, which
refers to Saint Francis of Assisi.

The Other Bird
I Stephen Hawking: the famous tetraplegic physicist.

2 A ladylove, sweetheart, after Dulcinea the ladylove of Don Quixote.

Over and Above

I Mephistopheles: one of the seven chief devils featured in German folklore (Geothe's
Faust)

2 Danae: [Greek Mythology] a maiden who bore a son, Perseus, after Zeus came to
her in the form of a shower of gold.

3 The cart with the straw (Prado Museum, Madrid) by the Dutch painter Hieronymus
Bosch, based on the Flemish proverb “The world is a cart with straw and on the
way everyone grabs as much as they can”.

Walking

I Hero of the Trojan war and symbol of expatriation who carried his invalid father on
his back.

2 Aghises: [Ancient Greek Mythologyl Trojan shepherd who fathered Aeneas together
with Aphrodite.

3 Charita Mandoles’s nephew facing his dead father.

4 Charita Mandoles is a Greek-Cypriot woman whose husband was among the
missing persons whose remains were exhumed. The poem makes a reference to
the moment when Mandoles kisses her husband’s headless skeleton.

5 Reference to Christakis Ttakkas, a Greek-Cypriot fisherman. Having escaped from
the Turkish troops in 1974, Ttakkas returned to his hometown Rizokarpaso in order
to unite with his family which had remained in the village since then under Turkish
occupation. Having, later, been released, he sailed on his boat to the coast of Talla
in Latsi, a small town in the non-occupied part of the island. Ttakkas died in 2006
longing for return.
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Cheating

I Six-fingered (Hexadaktylos): a person with a formation anomaly in the upper
or lower limb, where a six finger grows in the hand or foot.According to Greek
tradition a six-fingered person possesses leadership and other abilities even luck.

Love, Unconquered in the Fight

I Leda and Zeus [Ancient Greek Mythologyl: The beauty of Leda attracted Zeus/Jupiter
who transformed himself into a magnificent swan in order to approach her. He lay
down next to her and raped/impregnated her. Leda produced two eggs from which
four children were born; Helen, Clytemnestra, Castor and Pollux (Polydeukis).

Typhoon Katrina

I Cassandra: [Ancient Greek Mythologyl, daughter of Priam and Hecuba, a prophetess
cursed by Apollo so that her prophecies, though true, were fated never to be
believed.

Praise
1 Pericles (c490-429 BC) Athenian statesman.

2 Machiavelli (1460-1527): Italian statesman, philosopher and author of the book The
Prince in which political expediency is placed above morality.

Ariadne in Cyprus

I Ariadne: [Ancient Greek Mythology] daughter of Minos, king of Crete, and Pasiphae.
She gave Theseus the thread by which he escaped from the labyrinth. She followed
Theseus, but he deserted her on the island of Naxos, where she became the bride
of Dionysus.

Letter to Caravaggio from his Father

I Caravaggio (c1565-16097?): Italian painter.

2, 3, 4 The three paintings by Caravaggio: 2 Call from Christ, 3 The Beheading of Saint
John the Baptist, Co-Cathedral, Valetta, Malta 4 Snakes on my head.

MOTHER, Living Covertly

I The first three lines are related to a story by Plutarch in his book Women'’s Virtues.
2 “and the heady laughter fill up the prison”, Charles Baudelaire (1821-1867).

3 Epicure: Learn to live covertly, in obscurity, invisible, far from publicity.

Both Mother and Spartan Woman

I Pausanias: A Spartan regent and general who won a pivotal victory in the battle of
Platea (Plataiai) ending the second Persian invasion of Greece. One year after the
victories fell Under suspicion of conspiring with the Persian king Xerxes | to betray



Greece. He died in 477 BC in Sparta starved to death by his fellow citizens.

Who’s the Official of Culture?

I Despoina Achladiotou (1890-1982): She lived alone on rocky island Ro and until
very old age she carried milk in her boat to Kastellorizo. Because of this Greece’s
territorial waters were extended 110 kilometres. Despoina was honoured by the
Athens Academy in 1975.

Most Specifically I love You

I Pericles (c490-429BC): Athenian statesman, politician and general during the
Golden Age of Athens. He was prominent and influential in Athenian politics,
particularly between the Persian Wars and the Peloponnesian War.

2 Aspasia (470-400BC): Living muse, mistress and spouse of Pericles. She exerted
great political influence on him.

Fountain and Girl from Hiroshima

I The nuclear bomb in Hiroshima caused a huge white cloud and carved all over the
streets sketches of shadows and grey prints of human silhouettes.

Young Marilyn

I Marilyn Monroe: ‘being a sex symbol is a heavy burden, especially when you are
tired, hurt, and messed up”.

War and Rape

I Heraclitus (c540-c470BC): quotation with many interpretations (on commerce,
competition, struggle for survival etc.)

2 A school-girl was raped by the Turkish soldiers during the 1974 Turkish Invasion in
Cyprus. Teachers and students offered her great support and now she excels in life.

Number x

I Number 7t (pi) is the ratio of the circumference to the diameter of the circle. It is
irrational with an infinite number of decimal digits (3,14159265...). For wise men it
is a symbol of God.

2 Archimedes (287 ?-212BC): Ancient Greek mathematician, physicist and inventor;
discoverer of the principles of specific gravity and of the lever.

Marathon Race — Stelios Kyriakidis

I Stelios Kyriakidis (1910-1987): Cypriot winner of the Boston International Marathon
(1946).

2 Spyros Louis: Greek winner of the 1st Athens Olympics Marathon (1896).
3 Civil War in Greece between rightists and leftists (1945-1949).
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Defeat

I Danaides’s! leaky vessel: [Ancient Greek Mythology]. The 50 daughters of Danaos,
49 of them were condemned to pour forever water into a leaky vessel for having
murdered their husbands.

2 Leonidas (489 ?-480BC): Ancient Greek hero: king of Sparta.

Burial and Rebirth of Kouros

I Painting by El Greco: The Burial of Count Orgaz. He is supported by Saint Augustine
and Saint Stephen.

A Shipwrecked Person in an Emerging City

I In 2022, German and Kurd archaeologists discovered a city dating to Emperor
Mttani’s reign (1550 - 1350 BC), in the area of river Tigris. The city, probably ancient
Zakhu, emerged with its palace and big buildings, from the water of Mosul’s dam,
as the water level of the dam fell due to extreme drought. The city was destroyed by
an earthquake (1350 BC) and its walls buried many buildings.

The Invisible Word

I In approximately five billion years the sun will be inflated and become a red giant
and then a white dwarf. Being inflated (by million times) it will swallow its planets
(Hermes, Aphrodite, Earth). If the Earth manages to escape it will become coal
from the scorching current of the sun. [Source: Scientific research by the University
of Harvard and the MIT].

Three Forests and a Seed

I Gregoris Afxentiou, Second-in-command of EOKA (Greek Organization of Cypriot,
Fighters 1955-1959)

The Poet in Local Loose Breeches

*Imaginary poem, inspired by the meeting of Greek poet Odysseas Elytis with the
Cypriot folk poet Pavlos Liasides, and with the Larnaca literary and intellectual
circle, when O. Elytis visited the town in 1980, shortly after his Nobel Prize Award.

The Wounded Angel
I National Painting of Finland, by Hugo Simberg (Ateneum Art Museum, Helsinki.
2 Temppeliaukion Church, built inside a rock, Helsinki.

3 Angel, please make me bleed / make my soul cry / but let me see / the bird chirping
/ the tree blooming / the seed making the miracle... (From the poem Half time by
Pantelis Michanikos)

Epitaph to the Tyrant
I In dialogue with the poems Tombstone (collection: The Target, 1970) by the Greek



poet Manolis Anagnostakis and Funeral Oration (collection: Testimony, 1975) by the
Cypriot poet Pantelis Michanikos.

2 Poem On prickly brooms by the Greek Poet George Seferis, inspired by tyrant
Aridaios’s punishment, see Plato’s Republic.

3 When the Celts conquered Rome, they threw into the streets the preserved ashes of
the Roma Emperors.

My Mountain
I When disaster comes, the mountains will save many people. Kosmas o Aitolos,
1714- 1797, Priest-monk, Saint and Prophet.

2 Gregoris Afxentiou, hero of the Liberation Struggle of Cyprus (1955-59).

When you re-enter the Same River
I Heracletus: “Everything is in a state of flux, we enter the same rivers and we don't
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enter, we are and we are not’, “it rests by changing’,

2 The Greek National Anthem by Dionysios Solomos. Sonata The Trout by Fr.
Schubert.

I Swear to you, Lorca

I Federico Garcia Lorca studied piano and orchestrated again about 300 folk songs of
Spain.

2 Yerma: play by Federico Garcia Lorca.

3 Bernarda: Mother of six daughters in Federico Garcia Lorca’s play, The House of
Bernarda Alba.

James Joyce’s Other Odyssey
I He suffered from a painful eye disease which almost made him blind and made him
undergo 25 surgeries and because of grief he ended up alcoholic.

2 Epigram on James Joyce's grave in Switzerland: “He lived, he loved, he laughed, he
left. James Joyce”.

The Centenarian Olive Tree and Don Quixote on Google Earth

I The centenarian olive tree in the village of Anglisides, Larnaca Distict, is one of the
three centenarian olive trees of the Mediterranean. It is over 800 years old and still
bears olives. Its trunk’s circumference is eleven metres, its height six metres, while
its hollow can accommodate thirty young people.
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[evvnBnke otn Adpvaka to 1948. MNnpe ntuxio ota MaBnpati-
Kd, ota Oikovopikd Kat gival aplotofdduiog d10aKTwp LTaTIOTIKNG
Owovopikwyv. Eival Etaipog/Fellow tou ISMM (Institute of Sales &
Marketing Management) kattou CETM (Technology Management).
(¢ kaBnyntng og Maveniotnpia &ibage oikovopika, €peuva ayopdc,
otatiotikn, Bpata E.E.

Epydotnke yia 23 xpovia otov Optho Adikng Tpanedag: wg Aleu-
Buvtng kat BonBog lMevikoU AleuBuvtn, Méhog Ztpatnyikwy Eni-
Tponwv Kat wg o 1o¢ AleuBuving tou lMoAitiotikoU Kat Eknaideu-
TIKOU Kévipou. Luppeteixe o nepipepelakd kat diebvn auvedpla.
‘Eypaye nepinou 150 apBpa yia tnv otkovopia (d1eBvn Kal Tonikn)
kal 80 apBpa o€ pabnpatikd, gilocoia, noinon, KPITIKN Kal Bé-
aTPO. LUHMETEIXE 0 EUPWNAIKA OUVEDPIO €K PEPOUG KUMPLOKWVY
popéwv (otn MaAAia kat Tn Meppavia yia tn Aoyotexvia, otnv ABn-
va yla to Xuvtaypa wng E.E.). Ta kanoteg neptodoug (2001-2008,
2014-19) unnp&e LUpBouAog peyaAwv cUMOYwV Kat popéwv. Ei-
val JENOG ENOTNHOVIKWY, ENAYYEAUATIKWY, KOIVUWVIKWY EVWCEWV.
AlateAel wg Avtnpoedpog tou KunplakoU Luvdéopou Hvwpévwy
EBvwv (2001- ), Avtinpoebpog tou Eupwnaikou Kivapatog (M-
puya Kunpou/ 1996-2006). AictéAeoe eniong Aikaotng tng AvaBe-
wpntikng Apxng Mpoopopwy (2008-2013), MéAog twv Enitponwy
Alanpaypatevoswy yia tnv Eniduon tou Kunplakou (2008-2012),
kat Mpogdpog tngEvwong Zuyypapéwyv Kunpou (2019-2023). Ano
10 2019 eival Enitipog Avtinpoedpog tou Luvdéapou lMoAttiopou
EMadag Kunpou / LIMEK.

‘Eypaye 2 entotnpovikd BiBAia, €va yia tnv Opoonovdia Kunpou
Kal €va yia MewnoAitikn kat Evepyelakd Ixeblaopo yia tnv Kunpo,



2011-2030. ‘Eypaye 8 noinTikéG aUANOYEG, pia EUpeTpn Acttoup-
yia, 4 avBoloyieg noinang, 2 Beatpika €pya, pia cuAhoyn OoKIpi-
wyv, éva BiBAio Oihoocogias Kal €va latopias. Metdppaoe yvwotoug
nointég/ vopuneAioteg. Motnpatd tou dnpoaoteUtnkav o€ AoyoTexvi-
Ka Meptodika kat AvBoAoyieg Kal HETAPPATTNKAY O€ NEPIOOOTEPES
anod 25 yYAwaooeg, evw HePIKG and autd €xouv pehonolnBbe.

To 2003 tipnBnke w¢ Inndtng tou Taypatog tou MNavayiou Ta-
@ou (Batikavo, lepoucainp).

To 2014 TipunBnke pe 1o uwnAo BpaBeio tng AieBvoug Akadnpiag
«Arts-Sciences-Lettres» ASL yla Tnv npoo@opa tou otnv Entotn-
un, otn Aoyotexvia kat otov [MoAttiopoé tng Kunpou kat ing E.E.

To 2019 €AaBe to GRANDS PRIX (Meyalo BpaBeio) and tov MaA-
AMKO TMoAitiotiké Opyaviopd APPEL, yia nownpatd tou petagpa-
OpEva ota YaAAIKa.




Short CV of losif. S. Iosifidis
(Joseph S. Josephides)

Born in Larnaca in 1948, he has a B.Sc. in Mathematics, a B.A.
in Economics and a Ph.D. in Statistical Economics with Distinction
Excellent. He is a Fellow of ISMM (Institute of Sales & Marketing
Management) and a Fellow of CETM (Technology Management).
As a professor in local Universities he delivered lectures on
economics, market research, statistics, European Affairs.

He worked for 23 years in Popular Bank Group: as Manager &
Assistant to General Manager, Member of Strategic Committees
and also as the 1st Manager of Cultural and Training Centre. He
participated in regional and international conferences. He wrote
about 150 articles on economy (international and local) and
about 80 on mathematics, philosophy, poetry and theatre plays.
He participated in European conferences on behalf of Cypriot
institutions (in France and Germany for Literature, in Athens for
the EU Constitution). For some periods (2001-2008, 2014 -) he
consults big associations and organizations. He is member of
scientific, professional, social associations, and serves a Vice
President of the United Nations Cyprus Association (2001- ), Vice-
President of the European Movement (Cyprus Chapter/ 1996-
2006). He also served as Judge of the Tenders’ Review Authority
(2008-2013), as Member of the Negotiations Committees for the
settlement of the Cyprus Problem (2008-2012), as President of the
Cyprus Writers’ Union (2019-2023). Since 2019 he is the Honorary
Vice-President of the Hellenic Cypriot Cultural Association / HCCA.

He wrote 2 scientific books namely, one on the Federation of
Cyprus and one on Geopolitics with Energy plan for Cyprus for
the period 2011-2030. He wrote 8 Poetry Collections, 1 Liturgy



in verses, 4 Anthologies of Poetry, 2 theater plays, one book of
essays, one on Philosophy and one on History. He translated
known poets/ Nobel-awarded. Many poems were published in
Magazines, Anthologies, and translated in more than 25 languages
- some of them were musically composed.

In 2003 he was decorated as Knight of the Equestrian Order of
the Holy Sepulchre (Vatican, Jerusalem).

In 2014 he was awarded with a highest Prize of the International
Academy ‘Arts-Sciences-Lettres’/ASL for his contribution in
Science, Literature and Civilization of Cyprus and the E.U.

In 2019, he received the GRANDS PRIX (Grand Prize) from the
French Cultural Organization APPEL, for his poems translated
into French.
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