I[TANEIIIZETHMIO AGHNQN
OIAOXOPIKH XXOAH
TMHMA AITAIKHE TAQEXAY KAT OIAOAOI'TAX
150 cepvdplo cuyypapikng

AQOpueg

O give me the clew! (it lurks in the night here somewhere,)
O if I am to have so much, let me have more!
A word then, (for I will conquer it,)
The word final, superior to all,
Subtle, sent up--what is it?--I listen;
Are you whispering it, and have been all the time, you sea- waves?

Walt Whitman
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ITPOAOI'OX

Otr Agoppég elval cuALOYIKO TPOTIOV TOL HOONUATOC TS GLYYPAPIKNG, TO 0010 ATOTEAEL
HUEPOC TOL TTPOYPAULOTOS oTTovddV Tov Tunuatog Ayylkne I'Aoocog kot divoroyioc. To
oepvdplo avtd, 10 omoio Tpocpépetal etnoing and tov Touéa Aoyoteyviog kot [ToMtiopod, To
dtdaca yu 151 @opd to 2012 otoug portntég Kou pottnepieg Tov H’ (eapivov) e€apnvou.

Bonfeia otnv nAektpovikn Kot YPOUUOTOAOYIKY) EMUELELN TV KEWEVOV TPOCEPEPE N
eotrtnTpla Tov oepvopiov TacovAa AcnuaKoTovAOL.

Telewdvovtag, Oa NBeda va guyoploTom BepUd TIC POITATPIEG KO TOVG POLTNTEG TTOV
TapoKolovONoaV TO GEUVAPLO, KAOMDS Kol GAOVG TOVG GLVAIEAPOLG TTOV TEPLEPAAAY TNV
Tpocomadelo auTy| pe evolapépov kat aydnn. Eipot exiong evyvouwmv mpog Toug opiAntég mov
oLVEPAAQY LE TN CLUUETOYN TOLG GTNV EKPaCT TOL GEUVAPIOL:

Muoéh Ding

Kootag Mavpovong
ALEENG ZNpag

AyyeMkn XTpatnyomoviov
TINopyog Aapdavog
®<co0o00onc Ileheypivng

Aldva ZokeAMov-XovAte



OI KAAEXMENOI MIAOYNTTATO EPT'O TOYX

O Mioéh Dang, o Tp®OTOG HOG KAAEGUEVOG, LITOCTNPIEE 0T GLINTNOT TOL UE EUAG OTL O1 KOAATEYVECG
aQOCIOVOVTOL GTNV TEYVN AdY® Tov “eAAeippotoc {ong” mov Pidvovy. Towg yi” avtdv t0 Adyo 10
aoTIKO ToTio amotelel TOAO EAENG Yia Tovg Aoyotéyves. H moAn eivor moAdmAoKT, dadaA®ONG,
avTipatikn. 10 Prio-Aevkopd tov H moin ota yovoza (2002), 1o onoio mepiéyet KelpeVa-HLOVOAIYOVGS
TOL GLVOOEVOVTOL OO AGTPOLAVPES PMTOYPAPIES TOV ACTIKOD TTEdTIOV, 0 M1GEA DAIC ATOTVTTOVEL idL
OAN Tov oPVetL amd (o1, Tov Kveitan o€ aAlompdsaiiovs puBpovg. O cuyypaeéag, aviikpilovtag Tic
SLAPopES TTLYES TNG, PploKeTal OVTILETMTOC e GTLYHOTLIIO TOV TOV GLYKIVOVV Kot Tov tapalovv. H
TéYvn Proverar eE4ALOL KaBOAKA amd TOVG KOAMTEYVEG WG £va €100G “Tapayng’’, To omoio dev mnydalet
amd kdmowo ave&yntn “éumvevon’”’, aAAd TPOKVTTEL TG TN GUGTNLOTIKY] KOTOYPOPY| TOPOVCI®V (Kol
OTTOVGLAOV, OTMG TO ““NUEPOLOYIO CLOTMV’’ ToL M1céA Dd1G) KoL TNV AOKNOT G TOAAATAEG EVTOVEC
OVOYVAOGELG YEYOVOT®V KO KOTAGTAGEWV.

O Kootog Movpovdng pog piAnoe yio v TomTikn Tov GVAAOYY He titho Téooepic Emoyés (2010).
Hekivnoe avapepopevog o €va otiyo Tov Wallace Stevens: “H apywn 10éa yivetor o gpnuitng pnéco
OTIG LETAPOPES TOV TOMUOTOS . ZOUP®VA e TOV AUEPIKAVO TOMNTN, 1 10€a e TNV omoia Eekvd o
oLYYPAPENG OEV UTOPEL VO EVIOTIGTEL EVKOAM, PPICKETOL ATOUOVMUEVT], LOKPLA OO TIG LETAPOPES TOV
Aoyoteyviko¥ €pyov (o1 omoieg, PEPata, dnprovpyoHvtal amd 1o AoyoTEYVn Ue BACT TV OPYIKT OVTY|
10£0, Ko TAVTO EMAVAPEPOLY TOV AVAYVAOOTN G aVTN). XTIG Téo0epic Emoyég, OUmC, 1 apytkn 1€ OV
elval kpoppévn, aAla etval, copeova pe tov Kaoota Mavpovdn, “opactikn”. Ilpdxeton yuo
GULGTNUOTIKY EXOVOQOPE Kot ETAVEEETOOT EIKOVMV, EVIVTOGEMVY, cuvarsOnudtwv. To ta&idt g
Bropévng eumelpiog Kotd TIC TEGOEPIS EMOYES TAPOLGLALETUL LECO, OO TOMLOLTO, TTOV PEPOVV TOV TITAO
pa groyns. Emmpoécheta, o Kodotag Mavpovdng pog tAnce yio to Aoyoteyviko meptodikd “To
Aévtpo™, To omoio ekdidel amd To 1978, Kot yia tn onpacio mov £xel 1 oTNPIEN TOTIKOV KEWWEVOV
péoa amnd T 6eEAMOES TOv.

O ALEENG Zpag pag PiANoE Yoo TNV KPLTIKTY TG AOYOTEYXVING KOl TIC SVCKOAES TOV QTN EUTEPLEYEL.
Ymoompiée 0Tt 0 AOYOTEYVIKOG KPITIKOG OV TPEMEL VoL aoKeL EAeYY0 N VO TPOoPaivel GE OTOTIUNGELS TV
EPY®V L€ TO OTTOL0L KOTAMIAVETOL, OAAGL VO ETLYELPEL VOL TOL AVOGVVOEGEL ONUOVPYIKA, LE GTOYO VOl
avarTOEEL £val YVIGL0 S1AAOYO LE TO 1010 TO KEIPEVO OALA Kot e TO cuyypapéa. [ etvar 1 KpiTikn
Cwvtavn, LECTN, OVCLUGTIKY, O KPITIKOG AOYOTEYVIOG TPEMEL VOL TPEPEL EVIOVO, GLVOIGONLOTO OTEVOVTL
070 £pYO0 UE TO omoio acyoleitar, gite Oetikd gite apvntikd. Emmpdcbeta, o AAEENC Znpag emeonuave
N oNUAcio TNG AOYOTEYVIKNG LETAPPAOTG OC Liag dpacTnplodTNTag 6TO XMPO Tov PIAiov OV gvicyvEeL
Kol UTAOVTICEL TO SIAAOYO AVAUESH GTO KEIUEVO KOl TOVG AATPELS TNG AOYOTEYVING.

H Ayyehkn Zrpotnyomovrov pog LiANGE Yo TO GLYYPAPIKO TNG £PY0 OO L0l OLOPOPETIKT GKOTIAL: TL
onpoaivel To va gicat yovoika cuyypaeEos, Kol TMs 0l KOWVOVIKES ETITAYES AVOPOPIKE LE TN UnTpdTTa
emmpedlovv Vv mapaywyn pog teloypaeov; Avaeepopevn otn vouBéra g Evayyetiouos (2009), n
oLYYPAPENG EMECT|LLAVE OTL 1 UNTPOTNTO SVUVATAL, KOl TPENEL, VO, ATOTELEGEL PACIKO AOYOTEXVIKO BENQL.
H oyéon g untépag pe to mondi, kabmg kot 0 TA0VG10G GLVOGHNUATIKOG KOGLOG TNG YuvaiKag —
untépac, dgv mpémel va Bempovion Aoyotexvikd “apata’ — akpifdg To avtiBeto. Adym g onpaciog
TOVG OAAQ KOt TG TOAVTAOKOTNTAG TOVG, OPEIAOLY VO AELITOLPYCOVV MG TTNYT| EUTVELGTG KO
avTikeipevo ouyypapkng peréc. H cvyypapéag pog kdieoe émetta va potpoactovpe pali g tig dukég
LG E0CMTEPIKES OLOOPOUES KOL TNV TPOGMTIKY HaG ovalTNomn Yo EUTVELGT] LE TO VO KATOCKEVAGOVLE
10 ¥pNoLo mov Ba pag £otve N [Tubia o éva pavtactikd Mavteio Tov AeAodv.

O T'wpyog Aapodavig pog sworyoye e TNV optAio TOV 6TO YOPO TOV EKOOGEMV OIvovTag EULPOCT OTN



drdkacio aEoAdynong Tov Epywv Tpog ékdoon. O ekdoTNng ogeilel va otnpi&el GLYYPAPIKES Kot
UETOQPUOTIKEG TPpOooTADELEg o1 omoieg Eeywpilovy kot epmAovtilovy HEGa amd TV TOAVTAOKOTNTA TOVG
10 ToMTIoTIKO YiyvesOar g xopag. O I'dpyog Aapdavoc avapipOnie Kot 6T GLYYPUOIKN TOV
dpacTNPLOTNTA, N OToln KIvEiTOL 6T0 1010 TAIG10: 6TA KEIPEVE TOL KATATIAVETOL LLE TO TAOTC PVOEMG
TPOPANLLOTA TTOVL £XOVV TAPOVGLUGTEL GTO YMPO TOL PIPAOV Kol TOVS GYETIKOVG KIvOHVOLS TOV
eAhoyevovV, Kot VToypappilel TN avdykn yio T 00T pNoT Kot T O1pUANEN TOV TOATIGTIKOD
KePaAaiov Tov pog £xel KANPodoTNOEl amd TIC TPOTYOVUEVES YEVIEC.

Téhog, 0 @€0d60n¢ Ileheypivig avapépOnke oty opAa TOL 6TIG TE00EPLS PACIKES OpacTNPLOTNTEG
TOV AVOPOTIVOL TVELATOG, TNV ETIGTHUN, TN Opnokeio, TNV TEXVN Kol T ELA0cOPia, Kot VTOoTPEE
Ot povo 1 tedevtaio dev £xel Téhog. H prlocopia dev meptypdeet o0Te eMLyEPEl VoL KATOVONGEL TOV
KOGLO, aAAd avaAdel To THvVO, TO TL B LTopovGE Vo 1GYVEL, 1| TO TL Bl EMpene va 1oyvEL. X Eval
Biplo mapadeico, 6mov o avOpwmog Ba ovoe dimha 610 Ocd, Kot €1KOVA Kot ko’ opoiwstv Tov, M
éxvn Ba fTav aypeiaotn, KaOOC 0 Bo VIPYE AvayKN ®POLOTOINoNG TOL EEMTEPIKOD TEPPAAAOVTOC.
H emotiun kou n Opnokeia Oo nTav Kt avtég meptrtés: dvtag 6to mAdl Tov g0V, Kot pdAicto Kot’
ewova Kot kaf’ opoimoiv Tov, 0 dvBpwmog d¢ Ba yperaloTav vo eEnynoel Tov KOGHO YOP® TOL N TN
¢@von tov Beiov. H prhocopia 6pmg Ba cuvéyile va vdpyel, kabdg to avBpdmivo yévog Oa
avapotidtay, top’ 6Tt Bo BpiokdTav 6ToV WAVIKO KOCUO, TMG AAMODS Oa uropovoe va eivat 0 KOGUOG
avtdg, | oG Ba Enpene va eivat. To prAocoeeiv, 1 apEioPNomn, ot TVELUATIKES ovalNTNOELS,
AmoTEAODV, PLGIKA, KUPLOL YVOPIGUATO TOV AOYOTEXV - KAAAMTEYVY, O OTOI0C KAAETAL VO GLVOEGEL
ONUIOVPYIKE TIC EVIAGELG TOV TPOKVTTOLV OO TN PIAOGOPIKT TPOGEYYIoT| TG LoNG.



Elev0epia AhéCov

XPONOZ

Koita&g pe,

Bafiéc ypappés kdto an’ ta patia poptopodv ta xpovio, Lov.

Koita&é pe,

BAéppo BoAd Kovpaospévo amd ekOveg YEPVEL 6TO KEVO VO EATOGTAGEL.

Koita&g pe ,

Kopui advvapo, aropevapt tabacuévav eroymv Avyilel adééia og kdbe Pripa pov.

BA\émeig axoun opoperd Kot yépn, LAt Ho;
Nuwbeig axoun vidro Kot £pTa, Yoyn Hov;
Ti k1 av AEner;

T k1 av vimbBerg;

AKOVPOGTOS 0 YPOVOC TPEYEL, OE CTOUATA.
Mn pe xortaleig ma.



Tacovia Acnpokoroviov

TO JOHN KEATS
(a villanelle)

A full-throated utterance given surely, slowly,
That lolls and slithers through each fall:
It is that cadence which I remember most fondly.

This ecstasy shall not arise promptly,
It needs something to fall back on:
A full-throated utterance given surely, slowly.

Natural charms toiling and spinning softly,
Heaving sounds one keeps craving for:
It is that cadence which I remember most fondly.

It could not have been your stature only,
It was a different thread that drew me forth:
A full-throated utterance given surely, slowly.

The rhythm which has stayed with me so boldly,
The melancholic tint I always recall:
It is that cadence which I remember most fondly.

The time-slumber has moved on drolly;
But still, as back then, I could have sworn,
A full-throated utterance given surely, slowly -
It is that cadence which I remember most fondly.



A SPECTRE OF SYLVIA: OR, APOSTHUMOUS SONNET
(based on a painting by Stella Vine)

“Oh, my hair is rich, lush, full of added lustre,

(Lush — lustre — an alliteration, an assonance nonpareil —

I’'m a poet, remember?) — but back to this painted disaster,

Am I really... this? To me, it seems more like a veil.

Yes, she has the headband, a requisite for Plath manifestations these days,
And the eyes are similar in hue, effect, proportion,

But why do I always get to have this mournful face,

Stained with those tears? Ghastly! Is it a safety precaution?

As in, “In order to be recognisable, the painting needs to have that “Sylvia touch” —
Sadness, woe is me!” — Well, am I expected to like this, and rejoice?

As I said, it’s like a veil: it hides of myself too much.

Frankly, I would exhibit my verse on canvas, if I had a choice.

However, it is my visage that gets all the glory after I’ve been laid to rest.
Funny, I had never considered it capital — maybe I was just too modest?”’



VINTAGE
1.

[Tavta popovoe povya vintage.

Nowle g €dwvav dArov aépa —

[otopia. H poataiddoén kupia

[Tov ¢ ta ToVAOVGE TAVTO TO EYOVE.
“ITotog Ba £d1ve o Teplovoia Yo TETol
Koppdtio kokng komg;” éleye amd pésa g
KaBdg yopoyelohoe otnv eKAEKTN NG
[Teldtiooa.

Ko o1 piveg mepvovoav, n Zopia
dopovoe ta Evoola evOOUATA TNG,

Mo Iotopia dev £Bpioke.

O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been
Cool’d a long age in the deep-delved earth...

“To xpaoi mévto pe fonda va Bydlo

Tig evdrdbeteg Khioelg pov, Eépete!

Na& ’ote Kald, V& ’6TE KOAL TOV

Me axovte pe toomn mpocoyn!

Mn vouilete 611 ax-ki-Co-pat.

Ta oxéptoa 6¢ pov Toptdlovv guéva.
[otopia yéayvo, Timote dAAO.

Kot ta povya pov, o akévotn — anymn —
Xapbg — pa oyt lotopioc.

Ag B8 A va xaveo ypoévo,

B\énete, ptidyvovrag pa lotopia

I gpéva. To Bewpd avovasio. Agv giya moté
ToaAévto oe avta ta wpdypata. Ay! Towg
H endpevn pov ayopd

AmoderyBel vyiong onuacioc.

Tote Ba E€pw va cog T

[Tow eipat, wod mya, kot Tov Tam!”



Afqpntpa Bayeva

ANTIZTAGEITE

[Mog prkeg dpaye
Méeg 610 pvadod pov;
Tnv yoyn pov T onuadeyes;
Audvio yopdyeho
Tov kdkKivov AoTPOUL.

Ddotevo mapdderypo Tov LEALOVTOG
Ta&ideyeg

[Tave ota kopato

Tav xopddv g kiBapag tov Xdpa

10 oTEVOYULO
Tov aypotodv g Aa TTal
Kot otovug otiyoug tov Nepovda

Bpickeoat mavtoo.

Xt meEA®PLOL XEPLOL
Tng appoviag Tov Mikn
210 1epAoTIO TOVO TNG OLONAMONG
Avtiotafeite To vonua
Avtiotabeite otV enepyopevn
Enpacio
>t ovvvepracpevn Kvplakn
Tov pérrovrog
Avtictabeite.



O)ya Baoiieiov

NO ARTIST IS COMPLETE

What do I want
What do I seek
When I am awake
When I am asleep

Hear the color
See the sound
By my own desire
I am now bound

There’s something missing
I do not know
I try to find it
But it doesn’t show

Hear the color
See the sound
By my own desire
I am now bound

I try to draw it

I dance, I write
Hoping by creating it
It will come into sight

Hear the color
See the sound
By my own desire
I am now bound.



Ayyehkn Byevomoviov

CELLAR DOOR

Common knowledge is far from common.

Yet the finest words I heard were not.
Because he said I had nothing to lose but my chains.
But I unscrewed the doors from the hinges
Before
I tied my knot.

It was the day my god was sitting on a bench
Down by the beach
Drinking a beer in Guantanamo.

I was drunk and out of ammo

Talking of Picasso and Gaugen.
In a barn in the desert in the company of a fox.
Alas, I, no one unknown...
All T asked for was a ship to sail
For eighty days
-around the world.



Evayyehia Berévila

I AM LIKE YOU

I am like You Dad
You taught me how to take control over my life
You taught me to be strong
Not let the others fool me

I am like You Mum
You taught me how to be a child even if I’ve grown up
You taught me to smile
Not let the others disappoint me

I am like You Brother
You taught me to ignore the things I don’t like
You taught me to listen to the others

I am like You Sister
You taught me to have fun no matter what

You taught me to be myself

I am like all of You.



Mopio — avayiote Berévtlo

FALLING INTO HOMER’S OBLIVION

Staring at the big library,

trying to discover all the secrets of the world,

wondering about how I was created,

I came to realize that’s completely impossible!

Lying on my bed,

I dream of Ithaka, Odysseus’ great journey.

[ am anxiously waiting for his return home.

Hoping that some day Penelope will stop weeping

for the wasted time and embrace the new morning

full of joy!

Suddenly the Trojan war comes to frighten my sweet thoughts.
The sound of the battle, people screaming all over.

Unfulfilled hopes burn my heart and only one question remains:
Will be there another Troy to be burnt?



I'pnyopia Bepdovka

THE FIRST DAY

Today it’s the day
the new life begins
and all the efforts are sparkling stars in the sky.
But is that all?
Success is the only award?
I met you
a shy girl
lost in the grey world
of our University.
What are you?
You are the one
that will stand by me
until the four years end.
You are my best friend
and you have curved my life
with your name.



I'empyia Biokadovpdxn

UNANSWERED QUESTIONS

What is love? That really troubles me...
Is it real or fake? I wish I knew
Is it good or bad? I will never find out
Love is a mystery indeed

Someone told me that it’s a feeling
That when you feel it, you feel complete
Someone told me that it is pain
And that feeling love is just in vain

Enlighten me please!
I really must know
I really cannot wonder, not any more
Who should I listen to, who should I trust
I do have to learn what love is at last.



Adeavopa — Awkatepivy Bhayov

I AM WHO I AM

Alas! I’m not a lass no more
The years have passed indeed
But the end is nowhere near,
I hope.
I’ve thought long and hard
About how I can respond
To what Professor S. demands.
To write a poem, with rhythm no less,
About the people or events
That our lives have blessed.
At this moment in time
[ am who I am because of many people
And even more events.
How can I begin to single out
And specify and write
Who or what it was that made me
Who I am.
The Sun has risen and has set far too many times.
The Train has halted, hurled and hailed.
The Tree has shed its leaves but still it stands
Only to begin its cycle once again.
Was it the birds or the bikers
The woodcutters or the conductors
The lovers or the travelers
The poets or the migrants
That brought about the change.
I cannot say,
I cannot define.
For if I do the magic will be lost.
It was the sum of all these parts
That made me who I am.



Eppoavovéha I'epdxn

H MONAEIA

Noyehkn Kot 0op1ot,
Katapapévn mov potalet tov favdatov
oplyyet pe dvvaun To vov,
VOYTOVEL TNV KapoLd
®Gav TAOKALLO TTOV TUALYOLV TO OMpapLaL.
AxkoVg éva vovoOpiopa YAvKO,
mopdTopa OLOPPO.
Moidlet pe 10 dopa TV Zelpnvov
oL EgyeAohv Toug ta&dunTeg TG Lomnc.
Kvkveto 1o dopa g
EeplDVEL TIG YLYES 0T’ TOL KOPULL TOAQITOPOV EPNLUTDV.
Avvet ko déver ) (o). ..
Kot ohoéva oe PuBilet mo Pabid 6to 6K0oTAdL TG WYLYTS.
Kot aEaova,
Kémov kel TpoPariet Lo Ny tido cwtnpiog.
Etvoaun Zon.



PePékko I'eppoia

HXPATH

hpo yoyxpo Kt axivnro ,
TOV TOm0 KatakAvlet,
aipo avopeio ydOnke
Kot Bdvartog popilet.

X1ddeg tav ot vekpot,
avopeiol cav ecéva,
COAYLICTNKAY GE L Bpadid
amd dvo yépla Eva.

Agv Tpo@Taceg €6V (N, TOAAN Vo AvTIKPICELGS,

YL TNV TOTPidn EXPETE GKANPEA VO TOAEUNGELC.

Me aipo tApwoeg Eava to OPo ™S ayanne,
Yo TNV Totpida Tov TS, 6To OVTO oS OmdTnG,

Kl 0 €x0pd¢ Téve oTo GAoYO,
pe ADGGO GE CKOTMOVEL,
TO VNGL EUELVE EPNUO
Kol YOPIig UTEGO KOUAPADVEL.



Agpooitn I'epovopaxn

THE MISSING PIECE

My memories start with that smell

the smell of the flowers in my grandmother’s yard

with my mother’s music, Maria Callas, Tchaikovsky and Mozart

with her voice reading Shakespeare’s “Hamlet” and “A Midsummer Night’s Dream”.

Lily, Babis, George, Leonidas, Lefteris, Harris, Andrew, Nagia, we were all there listening to the lyrics
that Ilias Katsoulis was writing while we were running and playing all around him.

I remember the smell of the sea and my father singing Yiannis Markopoulos’ songs.
I remember him giving to me the books of Nikos Kazantzakis and telling me this is why I have to be
proud to be Cretan.

And then I was a young girl

reading Cavafy and William Blake

discovering between the lines written by Ntinos Christianopoulos that there was a great, an exceptional
feeling...

but I have never felt it

and I knew something was missing.

I could feel a hole

and I kept feeling this hole when I left home

I couldn’t identify the hole.

And then I met you...

and I knew

The hole was a missing piece

right there in my heart

that couldn’t be filled before

that wouldn’t be filled before

You showed me

You made me understand what Odysseas Elytis talked about in his poem “The Monogram”.
You made me laugh

You made me cry

You make me feel

You made me the best version of who I could ever be
You make me feel like | am home again

With you I am safe

With you I am brave

With you I can feel...



Avaotaoio I'eopyila

NIGHTIME LIGHT

There I stood, blinking in the bright and sparkling light of tonight’s stars.

The dark blue sky has been defeated by the most luminous stars, mere proofs of tonight’s celebration.
The guests are there, night strollers in colourful gowns, whose footsteps are echoing down the stony
paths.

“I’1l be there soon”, I reply but I prefer to indulge my passion for this night’s long walk.

Yellow and bright are the walls of a coffee house where the whispers of the guests are heard.

“I am invited, too” I thought, but only a green tree can hear me: Then and Always.

There I can see the branches of the tree that refract the light from the stars into a kaleidoscopic shape
on the stony path.

Like an explosion in a paint room...The celebration is about to start, yet the only dark shadow-guest is
me.



Avtpua 'eopyiov

THE MEETING

It was like yesterday, I remember every single detail.
And why is that?
You came like storm in my life
But I wasn’t expecting it, or imagined it.
I could hear and see the thunder
I could feel the sweet breeze in my face and in my soul.
I felt my heart was like a volcano ready to explode.
but the feeling was so sweet.
You couldn’t hear me calling you but
You felt me, but how?



Avootooio I'avvakoroviov

NO WAY HOME

What are we made of?

What are we,

But animals that live in the night...
Howling and crying.

Eating each other’s flesh.
Tormenting, raping, suppressing...

Creeping,

We wait for the light, the day we will be saved from ourselves.
The night is long.

Our night is even longer.

Noesis!

Who can see?

When Power turns brother against brother.

Freedom!

Who can lead?

When everyone is deprived of Love and Mercy.

We knew enough,

We knew too little.

Caught in a hurricane,

Too strong, to weak. . .

We were once fire, but we erased our hearts,
So that we may never hurt.

Should we rip out our bones,

So they never break?

Alas, history repeats itself and we,
We are one more lost generation...
We’ve lost ourselves into the night
We cannot cry anymore.

Who would have thought so?
Who would have known how far
We could fall?

But we are the replica,

Of death’s last wings.

He has left this earth, and we,
Decadent, hollow-eyed,

Are his children.

We are soulless, and soon,
We will follow his path,

Into the final abyss. . .

We cannot feel.



Oh, Lord...What have we killed?



I'ewpyio MNavvakomovrov

TO IIEPAXMA

Meydrmaoa. Opopea xpovia moudikd, avépein epnpeia. Avril Lavigne n poévn otabepn aéio. Ki ora
KVAOVGOV OLOPQAL. .. YEALO, TOPEES, EKOPOUES, TOLYVIOLN, LOVOIKES.

Ko peta Ty

«H evidikn mo {o1| cov.» «Ta kakvtepa xpdvia g Long cov!»

Meydrooa: DoPot, avacedieieg, mavicoi. Agv eitvan mo woyviot.
Ko 101 01 povoikég drratav. Kat 10te o€ Bprika Natdooa. Tizota onuovtiko, (o HoVeyo. eV AEVK®.
O1 oxéyelg Kot ta suvousOnpato pov otppueypéva og Alyovg otiyovc. Ki opmg pdvo kel mpav o

avdoa. Ki ey mov ypovio, yopevo. to otiyo mov Qo eénynoet w fovfn {wn pov... tov Pprika ['epdoipe.

«Meydrmoeg mo! XNk katdkoe Tov KOGpHo.» Evkola Adya, Aoyikd, Opmg 6tov KOGHO Hov Bapid.
Meydrooa;



Muvpto INdvvapn

A PAINTING / ALOVE-STORY / MY EX-

Japanese dancing dots scattered all over
Awakening the memories of a passionate lover-

Who is crawling ( inside )
A searching to the trembling order
Initiated by the unsettling of a red cover
Always seems endless-
The quest for Joy
But maturity comes
And brings again the fear of a black Troy.

Somewhere in the Netherlands the echo still remains;
A twinkling sparkling seizes the veins
“Experience”
Is the key-word
Which spreads a veil of pain,
Leaves the orchards drained
A tumor to the lover’s brain;
A sound bitter than a harlot’s cry
Blends with the delightfulness of the painter’s eye.

However,
White still reminds
The sweet memories

Of the innocent lullabies
Tender nights,
Cries,
Ties- tights
In/eternal fights
The bond that exists and exists and exists
The (w) hole that remains and remains, will remain?

All these, in a morning gaze of a passionate lover
Who seeks to find remedy to the art’s hovering.



H
Neopéin
To 6evTOVKL TOV OVOUVIGEDV ATOKAADTTTEL
éva mapapnpe covoctnuatov EEPOVGKAOVEL.
Mo ovveDPEGT TOL AVTIKOTONTPILEL
TapeABOv, Topdv Kot pEALOV.

To vepel®doeg 6VVVEPO £V ayvoio TOV
GUPPATTEL GUVOUWOTIKA TO EEPTLOL LIOIG EVLTVYIOG.
Kat 1 orom ovveyiler akdBektn 10 povotovo dpouo tne.
Eov Eyo
Avtdc/-n Avti/-o¢



WHIRLPOOL

Voices choices floating in the wind

Taking away the decisions in the realm of spring .
Are we lucky, are we doomed,

Who decides the route of the doubtful trip?

And the TITANIC goesto ITHACA......

Birth, growth, youth and death

Influences- raindrops on an ‘empty self’?
Improbable circumstances weaved with ordeals
Making out the improbable now.

The apparition of these faces in the crowd

Petals on a wet black bough...

You are here, nowhere

Rearranging the sheets of life.

Is there any selflessness?

Is there anyone human?

In the room that women come and go talking of Michelangelo.

Playing, hugging, crying ,falling , giving.

Loving, hating , thinking ,erasing and starting over and over again
Same story- different story subjectivity fluidity rationality inequality.
Redefining, rearranging, reorganizing, rescheduling, re-examining...
Till human voices wake us and we are drown.



Mopive Aapdapdvn

H ZQH

H o elvar cav €va modoc@apikod moyviot.

Aémeton amd Kavovec.

[Tavrta vdpyel kdmolog 0 omoiog pag eEAEYYEL.

"Eyet Oavpaotéc alAid kot gyBpovc.

Oélel TOYM aAAG Ko KavOTNTO.

O¢Ael tpoondOeto aALG Kot VTOHOVY.

"Exer apyn, péon ko téAog.

To téhog pumopel vé "vair pLGIOA0YIKO ALY Kot EXPVIKO avOAOY TG ToiLELS.
Twopeico N avtapeifecor o T1g TpAEEIS GOv.

Av plokdpelg vapyel | TOavOTNTA NTTOC.



TF'apveoiird Anpov

OF HIM

The man who gulped down Germany
paces stands proceeds dreams
and bowing takes off his hat in greeting
that face smiles but cautious be of narrowly
escaping his neglectful look which
sees but does not see and hears
willingly and talks about deafness
affably marveling at the still moment
which drags the end of the words
down and Upwards out from the window
studding with sparkles of sapphire
the great plainness of Germany



Maopia Adrhyvpa

O XAPTAETOZX TOY GOYA

Modlel n pépa vé "vor potevn,

O aépag yepartog omd YapoOHEVES POVEG ,
Kat 0 ovpavog évog aBéprog kot Aapmepog kapfag,
[Topacvpel Tovg TOPOTNPNTEG TOL,
[Tov ota tpécwma Tovg Loypapiletal n avepeAtd,
Kot 1 Lompdda kataxAdlet Tig pkpé Tapéeg Toug.

Modlel n pépa vé "vor potevn,

Yt moAOYppa povya TOLS TOV EETVALYETOL ] YOUEVT
TOVG TOOKOTNTAL,
Kot 1 kaAd kpoppévn a8mdtmrd tovg mAnppopilet tig
Kapodiég Toug.

Xe o péEpa ov givot emTEVN,
To tomio yiveTon amAd po Kot 1060 OeAKTUCO.

Kot kdmov ynia évag yoptaetds, Bupiler ovtd mov yio Alyo
E&yaoav, va LoOve.



Ioavva Apaxov

BORN DEAD

I don’t know who you are
or how old you are.

I don’t even know where you come from.
But I know what you have been through.
I know what you have seen,
what you have been deprived of.

You are starving and no one seems to care.
No one seems to have noticed you.
Except for this black, malicious vulture that is waiting for you.
Waiting for you to die.

But have you ever lived?

Or were you born dead?

Your fate was predetermined.

You had no choice but to die.

So many people in the world but you are so lonely.
You only have this vulture waiting for you.
NO ONE seems to care.

NO ONE seems to have noticed you.



TCoVta — ABavacia Zovpa

EMPTY CLOSET

An empty closet so vacant and smug,
staring back at me with its menacing wooded walls and stained rug.
An empty space so discouraging,
reminding me of my shortcomings.
One glimmer of hope remains,

when I notice upon a hanger that hangs.
Reminding me that I at least have space to fill,

with new founded hope and strong will.
Overwhelming happiness undoubtedly surged,

I will max all my credit cards and go on a shopping splurge.



I’LL NEVER WALK ALONE

What a deep emotional feeling,
I have to know that my footsteps are insured.
I’ll never walk alone
Every decision or move I make
is guided by a spirit so far above.
I’ll never walk alone
You could light a candle or go down on your knees-but
would you ever experience this feeling I feel?
I’ll never walk alone
There is something wonderful, so special in my heart
it transcends all time, Holy or not.
I feel warm words whispered gently in my ear
and a million happy smiles that continue for miles and miles.
I’ll never walk alone
The path might be steep
and I know that [ am a little weak
but I can be sure that he is at my side,
because for me he died.
I’ll never walk alone
Dark valleys will come and I may not be brave
But He said “I’ll guide you through- I’ll walk with you”.
This is light to me, it’s more, it’s...
STRENGTH as I go on...
I’ll never walk alone



Yopio Oron

FRANCISCO DE GOYA — THE SHOOTING

To oidepa TV OTA®V Bapd
Onwg n viyta exeivn
To povpo tov ovpavol pakpld
To KOKKIVO GTO YDA

Dwg PG TEPTEL GTA KOPULAL
Kabnhg nyovv o1 cpaipeg
Ayyehot tov BavdTov voepd
I'epilovv Tovg cbépeg.



O)ryao Kaioapn

MHN

To ypodpa Tov dev givan Lompd, BELeL TOTIGHA

GKEPTNKO, TO YOUO {6mG UV elvar apketo, pmopet

va 0é el adhayr|. To eOALa poldlovv papapéva, dtova
dvudpa. Na 10 tetdEm; Na 10 aALAE®; oL eOVaEE.
Mnop® va Bpw kdmoto GALO To OpopPo, avOiGUEVO
HLP®AATO, Hov yapoyélace. To AovAovdt avto Ba Pydlet
nhvto avBovg yio péva, Ba elvar tavta pali pov. Mnv

10 oot untépa Exet Pabiég piles.



Epiivn Koravtin

TEXXEPIX

Kabohg tov mivakd cov ‘Pordyia’ cuvavtd to BAERpO pov

Ot avapvnoeelg pov

-Téte OV TO HOVGTAKL GOV AKOUO [LE EKAVE VO, YOULOYEAD-
Yaievovv {onpd.

Yav éva GAlo ‘kopitot dimha 6To TapABvpo’ GTEKOLOVY
Ayvavtevovtog ta Kohokapvd Bpddta amd to d1kd pov tapdbupo.
Eov, Salvador, pe mapéovpeg otov moAvmdonto

Yreppeoaopd. ['ati avtdv Tpotipovoo avékadey,

[Tpotipovca kot otafepd TPOTIUD.

Kt 0 Mxo¢ and 1o Brorovtoéro Tov moptpaitov cov e 10 Piydpoo Ilitcort
IMinppoplav 115 olomég pov kabhg ddfala.

Mmropig Buav, yioti 0Aa givor avtioncOntika,

OAo ekT0G 0md TOV £p@Ta Kot T Hovoikn ot Néa OpAedvn.
‘Epotag, povotkn

Kl évag KNmog,

W OA®V TV AoyudVv To dvOn. Xav Tovg Knmovg Tov Mové

[Tov yapyorovv ) pavtacio Gov Kt apécns BEAeLS va yabeic péca Toug.
Kivotepa o Pobxo, yrati de yperaletor va eummmBodv moArd.

Afyeg YpOoPUES KOl VO GTAAES YPOLLOL.

K1 0 okomdg emetevyOn.

Eépelg kot EEpm TV aAndeLa.

O kaBévag tn 01K TOoVL.



Baoiicio Kaivfravaxn

SISTER TO BROTHER

Requires a blend

Of warmest compassion
And love deep and true
To reach and to comfort
The way you do

For your utmost love always protected me like a shield
In trials, in misfortunes you brushed away my tears
Always kind and supportive

Never giving up through all these years

A delightful creature like you
With a heart so pure, unselfish, with no fault
Not a parent, not a friend but a brother shall be called

Oh, my guardian angel,

Was it life that brought us together?

Was it chance, was it luck or maybe God’s plans
He only knows the destiny of His lambs



Portavi — Bhaowa Kamhavn

INSPIRATION

By the first understanding of the world
With a simple sense or a little word
You get inspired by some people
To a great extent or just a little

What may be your inspiration
Your mind’s deepest confession
Can be a hug, a secret smile
In your life’s pointless while

It can be your mum or a common “Johnny”
That makes you feel the one and only
Giving you that great motivation
Becomes the force of your creation

My inner strength and inspiration
Is love in its every extension
Love without name face or existence
Is the reason for my persistence.



AOnva Kapapaciin

WAITING FOR INSPIRATION TO COME

Some claim that inspiration comes,
some others don’t!
I always believed that
inspiration is the most important ingredient

for our recipe-poetry.

Everytime I read through a poem

I try to understand which was that

triggered the mind and tongue
of the writer.
Never succeeded to understand their thought.

Inspiration — an infinite motion
But is it really necessary?

I conducted an experiment.
The person tested was myself.
I tried to write a poem
And then I understood.

You always need something to give you food for your mind.
Everything we write
Is an inspiration outcome.
Poetry needs inspiration
I was shocked to hear
That some people do not need it
That never happens
The words and thoughts
in our head,
are placed together
under the help of inspiration.
This power makes them form
a thought, a sentence, a paragraph...
A whole structured text...
This happens especially
when it comes to poetry.



WRITERS

Big novels, ‘heavy books’!

How are they really written?

The authors start their story,
try to put it on paper.

But how do they start writing?
How do they know that
what they are writing is correct?
They do not.

They never rest and always alter!
They come to live within their stories.
Become the hero they are story-telling.

The story becomes a part of them,
it takes them years to finish the story.

And when they do...
They stop being themselves
as they used to be.
They are changed, different.
Sometimes so swept away
by the book,
that they cannot go on
with their real lives.

It takes a while though,
to be as they used to be...
But they will never be
the same again!

A new person was born and
they are going to transform
every time a new story comes
in front of their doorstep.



ABavacio — Ioavve Kapadnpa

NEW YORK (K-)NIGHT

The clock strikes twelve. Time for bed.
With droopy eyes and a heavy head.
The night is dark, there is no moon
and yet a light fills the room.

Starry nights are city lights,as far as the
eye could see, and between you and me,
New York is the place to be.

The Big Apple. The Empire State.
Colonizes the mind of those
craving a taste.

Sirens squeal, the dogs bark.
Shadows are monsters lurking in the dark.
Outside my window, to the back,

I envision the city under attack.
From across the street, behind the door
a superhero exits to save the world.

A man made of steel, built for the fight
as people sleep all snug and tight,
brings breath and life to just another
New York (K-)Night.



UNTITLED

Yesterday,

She was wheeled away.
Same story, another day.
Now, I stand alone.
Stunned and chilled, to the bone.

Alone I stand in fear and pain,
her dripping blood has the pavement stained.
A solid reminder
Life is short, or so it seems,
when all that’s left are broken dreams.
In dark alleys, where hope is lost,
human life comes at a cost.

And what do you do?

You walk away, and avert your eyes,
and carry on living your little lies.
Look around you, What do you see?
Are that different, you and me?!

Who are you, my choices to blame?
Had you known, could you have
done the same?

It takes courage, and it takes strength
to sell your body to pay the rent.

Wait a second...

I know you...I’ve seen you around.
Yes you, the man in brown!
Stand a second. Why the hurry?
Last night a predator, now a jury.
Funny...We both know well...
I’m still wearing your smell.
Don’t worry...

I don’t kiss and tell.



UNTITLED

Since the moment I’ve been born,
I’ve felt a pull, inside I’'m torn,
between who I am and what I’m not
what [ want and what I’ve got.
I’ve never dreamed of someone to be,
but rather of who’d I want to meet.

Lightness was shed into the dark,
as Ralph Ellison left his mark.
My thoughts traveled through rivers deep
as Langston Hughes lulled me to sleep.
The music of Yanni, self-made and taught,
was there at times when my father was not,
and through the adventures of Patricia Cornwell’s Kay,
fascination took hold of my mind to this very day.
Tender voices of Celine and Frank,
accompanied my family as we ate and drank.
Willie Wonka, the candyman,
I once thought should rule the land,
or was that now, for long I thought
George Clooney should fill that spot?!

Yet, no one is who they seem,
that’s why I live through my dreams,
and as to whom I’ve aspired to be
I’ve always known

— My inspiration is Me!



25 MAIOY

H ypvon| Bépa oto 0e&i pével axoua.
[Tatovoa potopévn 61o Tdtopo to préd.
MnéC kot KOKKIVO.
MmneC ko KOKKLVO.
Oappeic mmwg Exave Eva Prua
pokpld on’to Bdvarto.

To aipa wOTIGE TO GTPOUA
Zvyilet ma o TOAD Kt ot 10 1010 TO GO
To yo o€t par Ppadid 6To GvELPO Hov.
Ovepa veavikd, ovepa Bavdatov.
Ovelpa mpoeNTIKA, Yio TV ®po ToL Bovatov.
210 *yo TEL Kol YEAOOEG,
OTL €tvat OAQL GTO HVAAD [LOV.
Av16 TpoomdOnca Kt eym,
TOTE VAL T® GTOV E0VTO LLOV.

Ko peg oto ydog, £o0.
2av tavio 6€ TaVoT), 0 YPOVOS GTAUATNGE. ..
Tn otryun mov o¢ €ida.

[Towog Ba 16 "Aeye Twg peg oto Bdvato

Ba £Bploka TV eATida.

Kot péoa og 0ha 1’ aAla, BEAm va Bopdpat pdvo €ceva.
Ortoav mpotocuvdvinoa Ty aydnn pov
pe ta. pdtio fovprmpéva.

25 Maiov kot dpa €EL To Tpi.
‘Exaca exeivn...

Kt épeveg eov.



I'empyia — Bacvukn Kapaocavre

CURVES

Knights on top overbearing, so solemn
A majestic labyrinth of stairs
Whirling around the air
Unparalleled beauty

An unshaped masterpiece

Every twirl, a shell
Every curvy line, the sea
Your creator sculptured wisdom
Undulations and waviness navigate me.



AAIKA

>1oy0¢ Long va eOyeLs
I'o Tov;
I'V avtd mov apnvelg Ticw.
INa deg, pmopeic.

To mpeg OAQL;
Xopoyelo, ayKoMES, TeEpayuaTo;
To vov Gov, Todi pov.
Etvar avnodpo.

Ag 6” 0dKO.
O Kkocpog yhdnke.
To vov cov 6to Taiot.
®a épBovpe 6ot oty [06KM Zov.



IHepoepovn — ABavasio Katcapov

THE WALLS

Where am I? What is this place?
That piercing beat won’t let me sleep...
Like a clock hanging on the wall
And those walls can almost touch the sky.
Why did she build them so high?
Will I ever be free?

Here comes a knock on the door.
She doesn’t bother opening.
A glimpse in the window.
She doesn’t bother closing.

Silence

A familiar noise... A familiar voice...
A familiar knock on the door...
The walls are down low.

And I’m still not ready to go.



Avdpopayn Kokkivoo

XTO [TATQMA

Muldet

BpAio mapariog kdmota dimha
10 O1dPaca 1o ayand 1o YdAaco, YEALEL VIPOTOAQ
TPOEKTOCT TOL PAELUATOG LE TPiYES OKOV
oo Eebwprocpéva avoridtika
KEPAAO OTPLOYUEVO TTLO YNAL
TO YEPOKPOTN O KPVPEL
OTOUAYL TTOL AKOLUTTE TNV TAGTY

H téyvn eivou owuotikn oc ayyile
Ko
railovue e TS Copieg LOg

Topa Exm dvopa yio

To vrovAdmt pe ta 32 teTpddin

To xovti pe ta Anedévta ypappota

To xovti pe ta otaApuéva ypdppoto

(poToTuTieg Yo va KotaAofaive ylotl Lov aravtohv 0TS LoV amavtovy, EExVAm)
Kovri pe xapteg

KOLTIL LE TETPEG

Kovrti d1oKétec mov e d1afalet o vEOg VITOAOYIGTAG
Kovri pe s6vta

Advtio amd Kapdlég

[Tavtov Toiyot pe d6vTIa amd Kapdlég

O epomoelg kpvuovv
I'évoto To0KicpéVO 6TO KPAGTEDOD



GRATEFUL TO GRAPEFRUIT

The things I do for beauty are the daintiest
Of all the words to use, I choose the fairest

Of limes and oranges I’m short
To grapefruit proposals I can’t but snort

But when the urge for sour tinge on skin prevails
My grateful nose of Citrus x paradisi scent inhales

I’m ready made
Freshly baked

I always smile, never talk, don’t even mention cake



ME AENE MIIEIKON

Evo qiodixal ota kpeomwleio tov uetamoleuixod Aovoivoo

O Francis Bacon, {oypopog [e DQOS yopoKTnpLoTiKa VOGTHPO KL AYmwVIWIES, OVALHTE TPOTOTO. Y10, TOVG
TIVOKES
700 070 KpeomwAeio )¢ yertovias. O1 vwaplloxés Tov ovolnTioels
EPYOVTOL QVTIUETOTES UE TIC O)1 LOIOITEPOS KOAMTEYVIKES EDOUTONTIES TOV,
KOTG T’ GAAOL EVYGPIOTO. GTPOVUTOVAOD, KPEOTIOAY.

DOpavorc:

Ta kpéatd cog n6eha vo dw-

Kpeonding:

Ddpéoka, ppeokotTota! Mrpiloieg Taidakio
UTOVTAKLO, KOt POAD!

(OF

Kéti o pol dev €xete; Kat katt mo pofi
[og Ba *Bera va ERploka pia ominve Boraoaot

Kot dvo cayovia av Bpickovtot
Kt ag unv givar koptepd
AvopoTiépol av £YeTe 0OVAN A0 YOIPVA

Atyo an’to aipo Tovg Oa 0eAa o va-



AT’ 660 avapépate KoTaAaBo T CTA VA

Mo pe o ovma amd avtn o€ Oa komel | meiva-

O:
Ma d¢ puhdpe yio @at...Q dvotuyio!
Aovdivo tpiokatdparto! Oa ya&m ota cpaysio
AoV 0 KpeOTDOANG deV KATEYEL

[Mwg cvkotakia 0EA® Yo v Téyvn!

Mmrovtik kpedtov giya oto [opiot
Kot vtehdikotesév ato Bepoiivo

Mo topa €00 TodevOLAL 6TO GKOTEWO AoVdivo

INaott
Kpavyég mo gvkora Ba Bpw
Mdryovla patopéva
Kavyddeg évrovoug molhovg

Kot pétio povpiopéva

Tnv opopeid pmopd vor d®
Y& TPOCOTA-KUKADVES
[MAatiég mAnyég mov avolyovve

OTMG Ol AVEUWDVEG



2KNVEC TOPAVOLOG €V KIVIOEL
Tnv ayovia pov kaveig o€ Oa kouicet

Otav

Ytopato PAET®
dlywg patio- udévo avtid
Yopota PAET®

Srpiupéva Kt afoia
Ge Lo YOV

‘Exo yio0 6100vVTI0 pio TpOTto 0GQUKTIKN

Exetl ovpMdalo ctwmmAd Asvtépa mg [Tapaokeum
po to caPfotokhploko To Toipve Yo apyio

[Na va yopilo Ta yvootd Aovopélika cpoayeio

K:
No cog Kpatom epéoKa TaidaKLa,;

[Tave wpaio T0 YEUOVA [E TOTAKIO

O:

AvéBepa v THYM pov,éneca o€ PLakEVTIO
[og Loypapilo topa tov [Tdra Ivvokévtio
Mrrai vekpo va pAEyeTon Thve oto Opdvo

Otav 6T0 VOu TOL £Y€L ALTOG TOV GTOUAYLOD TOV TOVO

Xropdiyt eimo; Awc’pov Alyo o’ avtd

Noa givor ke Kot YAIoTEPO GTO EGMTEPIKO.



K:

Apéomg kopie... Kopug;

(OX

Mmréikov pe Aéve.

K:
To payali dtaBétel K1 am’ avtd

EvBvug coc Balm mpoopopd-Lucd Kiro.



EKKPEMEZ
(1 yrai Eyvo Omewg Eyiva)

[T6c0 avamopdciot pe delyvouv ot AEEelg
Eivai éva mpoPAnua 1o ekkpepés
Otav 10 petaiyo givol to koTa@Hyld Hov

H o0vdeon dev elvar epik
[Mopakaid Tpootadnote apydtepa

(1) Eov mov ppdvtieg va kouvnOm kadd

[Tapd va kounHm

Movdroyot, mompata, dyveooteg AEEELG TOV PofOrOVY
Mua puetoupicon yv apyn

Tnv xapotd pov teakilm oo caita
Avadiriwon

DovoK®VA KL EGKOY0 GTO TATMOUO LE KPOTO
(i1) Eov mov p’ épabeg v’ avamvém

Kéto an’ 1o vepd

Avt ™ @opa iy AEEELG CLOTNAEG
[Tov mpdeepec voPpuyimg
dovokeg onpato Lopg

Ko dg pihovocape aAiung

Evtuyog mov Bpnika ki (iii) ecéva

No pAdc pe T’ ovyd

Na kAéBeig mom Kopv

Noa kévelg tnv moAN VToEEPTN
HeMAEKELG TOV LUIKPOKOGLO

Ko pe motederg

A£EELG O1KES oG LOVO

Me mapdroyn ernida

Mnnog dniadn amokabicToTot 1 KOGHKN TAEN
Mnrwg sipon £d®

M’ éva toipumnpa avnovyiog 6to 6t0og
Avroroxpion

Kt axépun meprocotepo
Exo (iv) e6éva va KatpakvAdpe Topéa
Byd&lovpe k1 aGAla oo
Avo aotepieg [Le CLVOETHPEG PEPLLOLAP
X’ guyaplotod yuotl
pali kotrape tig AEEgLg



[Tov kaive Ta pdtio
Mol pov divelg uetauoppwaon
Kou
Tapayn

(1) O Belog pov, pe TaPUKOVVA KUPLOAEKTIKA KOl LETOPOPTKA OO LLwpo.

(1) Zvykhoviotikn| Ta0Tion. AS0E0 TEAOG GTNV EMKOVMVICL.

(111) Ayomnuévn @iin, Kével 6Go avapEPOVTOL KL OKOUT TEPIGCOTEPA.

(1v) Zmpryuna, etukpivela, Katavonon, ehevbepio. AT To ayamnuéva Lov GTopa 6Tov KOGHO.



Kigondrpa Kovovin

H XYNANTHXH

O ayovag pag ywo ™ {on eixe non EeKvnoet.
Ki1pbe k1 evobnie ki n aAloyn pe 10 oKOTAOL
AovAgld: moA) 00VAELL VoL GLUVEYIGOVE TOV KOKAO.
Kt eyd 0o va metdéerg kot va gOyovpe.

Kt g0V 08 oec v’ aAAAEELS Kat va QUYELS.



2> TO EIXAIIEI

Yov Aéw Ogv eivan avaykn v’ ayoamdg yio vo Bupdcot:
-uOp1oe AMyo ylooepi amoye 1 ayKoAld Gov.-
Mov Aéet BEAm va EEpm T Ba el v avalnTdic

KL OH®G 1 €val «yloT» [e YAYVELS TOPOL.

2’10 glyo MEL KL OV G~ AYOT® O€ CKEPTOLOL:
-éva aepdKt avEpmoe To AUUO GOV V' avatpiyldlet-
[epiepyec mpooevyés «Amd KOVTd pov un xobeic..»
"Etot éheya k1 votepa 616 “qo TEL TPOTN O UY.

Yov Aéw Ogv givar avaykn vé ot EKEL Yol voL KOG o
-OYheye TAAL | VOYTO KATL GTNV OLLOPPLY GOV-
Mov Aéet 06Am va EEpm TO VOO TNG KapOldg cov
K1 6pmg dev givar bkoda TG yvdOoNG LOG TO ODPAL.

2’10 glyo meL 6° AKOAOVO®, de CKEPTOLOL:
-T0 Tpaivo TAM PEPVEL KOVTA £va TOTIO TOV GOV HO1ALEL-
[Ipotdkovotes kpavyés «No Pelvelg Kat va QUYELS. .. »
"Etot va tpéyovpe Tpog to oTabpd- pio pmpog Kot 000 Towo.



Niwkoraog Koviong

PREY

I lay on the ground and I pray.
I pray for the time to come,
To spread my wings,
Reach for the darkened sky
And rip it apart!

Tear its transparent flesh
Drink from its white marrow
And sit on its fading sun...

For I am the prey
Of the wicked man.



IDENTIFICATION

“I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, starving
hysterically naked,”

with eyes of pure white, mirroring the endless
walls of the sanatorium,
whose only ambitions in life was to
live the present, forget the past, abandon the future,
whose presence causes misery and hate, lust and desire,
fear and remorse,
who crawled like serpent beasts on my tender soul and
sucked it out
who left me screaming in my endless agony into the windowless room
counting the times I wished for death,
who cannot see beyond their sea
of green and blue and countless isles,
who desperately look for the Glass Slipper or the double-edged Excalibur
always depending on their fairy god-mothers and their magic tricks,
who run around me and above me and beneath me and inside me
in endless circles of lifeless deaths and deathly lives,
who run amok in metropolitan wastelands looking for
expensive dreams in discount,
who made me who I am, by not allowing me to be what I should be,
cursing me for not being them, for them not being me,

“and rose reincarnate in the ghostly clothes of jazz in the goldhorn shadow
of the band and blew the suffering of America s naked mind for love
into an eli eli lamma lamma sabacthani saxophone cry that shivered
the cities down to the last radio
with the absolute heart of the poem of life butchered out of their own bodies
good to eat a thousand years.”

Epilogue

I chose you Allen.
You don’t define me.

I chose to define myself through you,
Through your endless misinterpretations of yourself.

I chose you,
For the life I must forget.



In your high dreams
I search for comfort.

I chose you Allen,
To escape from myself.



MIA ATITPOXAOKHTH 2XYNANTHXH

Amotimopo To PAEUIO GOV GTO LLATLO LLOV.
Kiedmpévo 1o 81K6 pov 6€ VIoLAATEG TPOTIES.

Mo emBopio Toropévn o yapTi.
Atymg peldvt — pe ouvaicOnpo.

Kot wviyetar n eotid 610 Ovepo
I'o ™ Con mov 04 "yape
Av dgv fTave O1K1| LOG.



Eypiivn Koopa

STARRY NIGHT

This is a starry night
And I look upon the sky

Thousand stars lit up the night
And cut your breath just in the first sight

It looks like blue and yellow wavy winds
Spin around and make you see

A tornado with houses, nature and sky
World together like a wavy sea



Moapiva Kovtpa

A POET’S NATURE

I can’t escape from this island.

To tell the truth, I’m not sure if I want to.
Simplicity and peculiarity represent me
And imaginary situations inspire me.

I want to understand the world surrounding me
And I hope to be understood.

I’m not strange. [’m just a
Poet.



Mopxéiria Kovtoovpaon

dOQY KAI XKOTAAI
I

Eida ) pépa va offvet
OTO KOYOALOL.
Kot tov nAo va koppatialeton
21V moAdUn ToL Gipouvva.
"Yotepa v avyn va Byaivel omd v otayn.

II

"Evoc owvalel midt pov
Kot khaiet:
«Mnv motedelg 10 ewg,
AoV vtdpyel TO GKOTAO.

III

Ta Aevkd amdvepa TG LVAUNG
Koxkkwnoave onuepa.
Oappeic Kot Have Tov NAL0.
K1 elvon orotadt
[Mpow ota pdtia pov.

v

‘Eva Brjpa ko Ba midow tov HAto.
"Eva prpa kot fAET® 10 doTpo axivnto
Kot tov eavtd pov tov id10.
Kt 6pmg ta pdtio Tov nAov, o eAoyIopéva, glvat dpopea.



Baocuvukn Aékka

MORNING NEWS

Looked into your eyes
as you urged me to
blame myself
nothing to do

Owed you the help
Of a fellow kid
Blessed by God

And thankful to slide

Lived the years
and grew in time
felt remorse
another man’s crime

Could not accept
The parents’ behavior
Not even judge
The police’s endeavor

Drenched in hatred
and scared to death
realized dwelling
years a deaf

Searched your face
among the crowd
SO many instances
how could they be allowed?

Wished for evidence
To curb vulgarity
Trafficking abduction
reasons no clarity

Observed for hours
pure a smile
justice faded
a closed file

Filled of vacuum
my innocence gone
thought of safety
dropped by dawn...



Aéomowva AVTpa

H 2XIZMH

Xopeticpato

Xoipopat Kot YopeTto

Aimha oe o otdpva og £va epnukd tomio

LE apyaion LvTILaTor Kot Totoug

O évag amd tovg 600 AVTPEG OMOGTPEPEL

10 BAéppO TOV amd TO TAPOV TOV

eloPEALOVTAG G GYLOUT TOL YPOVOL TOL AyamnEVOL.

O 0&H¢g movog mov vidmBel 0 Opéong ot HaKPLd O1KT TOV GYIGUN
Etvoi n yoym mov e BéAet va amoympiotel to glvan

Koidg npbec, pret Bpovrepd o Opéotng .

Agv glpon €ropog axopa, eketvog ayovaktel

Pota ) (on pov, de BEAeL va e amoywploTel.

To pappoapve Aoviaplo pov o mepiévouy, anavtd o Opéotng
Kot yoti va épBw; T'a va (o oty moépta Tov TEPIEVE;

Ko 161e 0 Ayommpévog mpooradel va

AVOTOANGEL TIG LAYES TTOV OEV £dMGE AOY® KOAOGVUYNG

OAAG KO TOVG TOAEUIGTEG TTOV YEVVNGE.

[N va kepdicet Ayo xpovo mepvd oty avalnmon Kot 1ot

OV pOTA

IMog ko £xe1g oTOPATAOEL VAL YEPVAGS;

lNoti eyd otékopan oty dpa g kpiong. ZEpw 6Tt ot Eptvieg Ba pe akolovBovv ya ta pikpd tov dev
énoa peydiog

Avte howdv «lTape»

O Ayammuévog pwtd, ['ati mpoywpds apov Eépelg Tt Ba cupPet;

«Avayvopilo ™ poipa pov» tov kortdel o Opéotng .

Agv vopilm, amavtd o ayomnpévoc, amid dev vapyet eEfynon yoti o dvOpwmog

elval adVLVAPOG UTPOCTA GTOV E0VTO TOL .

"Epyopat, ovapmvnoe xopig to kataddpet

Kot 161te 0 Ayommpévog mmpe ) B€om 10V PiAov UTpPocTA GTNV TOAN

Kat 0 Opéong €otpeye T HOTLA TOL GTO TOPOV TOV Y10 VO, GUUTANPAOCEL TO TPOGIOKOVUEVAL

O d1640y0¢ givar uetald evog ovyyevikob 1ov rpocwmov kol tov Opéatn amo v « TEtaptn Aiaortaon»
tov Pitoov



Mepoénn Mapn

ATITAO

EOAMVO KOUTLA TEPLYOPAKMUEVA LLE VOLOLS KOl BEGLOVG,

[Mopdadoéa givar ddsta k1 o’ tn fony To yépa Ba akove. ..

Ké&Be kovti amd povo tov kpHfet pia iotopia, Tapdpotd. ..

Kpikot otpoyyviot divouv t cuvoyn ¢’ avtd, moco adota. ..

Zvlovpyol y1AMadeg, Tov 0dLEKOTO KOVTLA GRLPNAATOVV,

E&opadvvouv ta EOAVe TaTdUATA TOVG KL £TGL UTOPOLV EATTION VA TAIPVOLV. ..

Amomvéouv ta ToTOUATO po 0icOnon otafepdTTas. .. Kt OUOG. .. AVESUPIKO. ..

ALQITOAVTEVECOL AVAEGO GTO TATMLO KOl GTO KEVO.

Ola tovg T TaTOHATO, OPLOPPOTHL, GTOOEPA KL AVTO VA VOl KOTNQOPIKO. ..
QGTOC0 TO ATELPO, 1) AUOVIOTNTA KL 0 S16TAYIOG Giyovpa opilovy kevo!
Kot 8a e€apn et amd to Bépoc cov povaya;

Ayvooto ki afépato. ..

Kavoveg ko stoympata, KOTOg kot ayovia, Lovotovd. ..

[MAéBeTon 1 Lo o’ ™ poipa, Takéto cEPLyNAo!

Kat moog 0 mhdotng;

[Torog TAdo TG Tpa gpmvéeTon To dikto va Bepioet;

Erépvetot 1o AOKO PEHAC, 0 A0S TPOTOY SVOEL. ..

[Ipdéowna yehaotd, 01s1000&0 1 Kot e PUTIOEC. . .

ZOUHOTO LOVIOKA dpacTiplo, Lo 1 youxn TAaytdlel okvnpd. ..



Xprotiva Mopkaxn

THE STAIRS

A man in bare land,
or a woman,
or even a child,
certainly a human.

Standing, walking,
running towards stairs
that seem to lead nowhere,
or is it somewhere?

Craving to fulfill their dreams,
always on the move,
constantly chasing those stairs
hovering above their heads,

like a bliss,
or perhaps a curse?
like a savior,
or perhaps an executioner?



DREAMS OF LIFE

At the age of 15,
I rocked the world like Queen,
living in a non-stop dream,
wanting it all, as every teen.

When love knocked at my door,
I roamed the streets
with Blake for my friend
and a Sick Rose in my head.

When independence became important
I heard King saying “I Have a Dream”.
A dream of liberty,
outside Weber’s “iron cage”.

A peaceful world of no age.

A world of joy and happiness.

I refuse to lose hope,
I will dream until the world dreams,
Lennon is not the only one,
we are all dreamers after all, right?



MY WASHING MACHINE

My beloved washing machine,
spin, spin, spin,
cleanse my dirty, disputable, black heart.
’Cause my soul is an empty field,
where demons sing drunken lullabies
and dance merrily in frenzy.

My beloved washing machine,
spin, spin, spin,
cleanse the world around me,
’cause all I see
are worn out places,
worn out faces.

Let me not be beaten down,
like rain in a stormy night.
Let me see a dream now,
a stroke of heavenly light.



STONES

They say if you live in a house of glass,
don’t throw stones.
Well, I am mad about stones.
I throw them everywhere I can.

I throw stones at my feet,
for they wander and lead to tragedy.
A pair of big ones too,
at my heart,
for the thing is freezing cold.

But first,
I throw stones at the woman in the mirror,
so I can chase out the poison,
that has fractured my streets,
and broken all my dreams.

It’s a devil in sheep’s clothing.
I wonder, will I ever be free?
Free, from its tightening,
choking embrace.



Ioavva Maotpoyravvomovriov

A SORROWFUL BLISSFULNESS

There is no one but you dear Liz

You are more than a dog for me-

It is you who taught me how to love

the moment you came to life

everything changed in my world.

It is you who made me feel thankful, complete and loving

As I worshipped you more than anyone else in my world.
The love you gave me was unconditional,

No restrictions, no limitations, no revengefulness

Just pure love for what I meant to you.

It is you, the only person teaching me how to love with the heart and not the eyes
“It is only with the heart that one can see rightly™,

You used to tell me.

My world felt different everytime we spent time together,
You gave me strength to struggle and never hold back;

Like how you did when something brought you down,

You always knew how to stand on your feet and start all over.
But always didn’t last forever

As your time had come — on a dark, rainy night!

“Diseases of the soul are more dangerous and more numerous than those of the body
And you were never sick as long as you lived;

My world collapsed the moment I discovered it,

You were too nice-tempered, too faithful, too affectionate
For this vain life;

2

“Lord, if he has fallen asleep, he will recover.”



Aptepigc Mnvopivov

THE SMILE OF A CITY

She reached the top, and looked below;
no car snakes in that city, no horns..
only the glistening water, embraced by rock and white walls.
The tower in the distance, a nest for the seagulls,
each seagull, a song to stone-framed windows..
each window, a portal to people,
each person, a smile.
She took a picture and saw the song penetrating the edifices;
and each smile was her heart beaming back.



A SCARY RECORDING

No one could have guessed
the sudden pain, the depth
of that recording.

A woman'’s voice, harsh and old
blamed a witch for having caused
her own withering.

It leaped merciless and strong,
floated in the air aloft
and we, shaking.

A stream of deeper thoughts aroused
like rays of sunshine piercing clouds
and we, thanking.



MEETING A MAN AND A TREE

Standing at the bus stop, I was
the tree above me raining its autumn leaves
The burden of books burning my back.

And then the old man sat next to me
‘One day with my children, one year at the elderly house’
My bag grew heavier as he stared at the tree and talked more...

‘In nature it always works well;

the tree gives birth to leaves, and they feed the tree
even after they fall free.

And when the tree’s old and ready to die,

the leaves have made a bed for it to lie.

I would rather be a tree now

always proud of my children, yet here [ am

lonely and sad

wherever I look, only wrinkled eyes looking back. ¢

And I stared at the tree and wondered
would it feel the same pain as him
If its leaves, transforming into razors
were to cut down its trunk.



EMoafer Mooyomoviov

01.

Black, everything is black.
Chaos among those who share blood.
Dark, confused, uncertain images.
Atrocities of man against man.
Why? I’m sad.

It’s always been the same.

A lover, a land.

I’'m trying to find a light,

I can’t.

Everything is black,

It’s the colour of my heart.



Nartorio Mrocico

TA TPIA TTPOZQITA

To dxovopa ™G eOVNS TG
£pepve Vv npepia
KAVOVTOG TNV YLy LoV aTdpoym
GOV 10 OULLOVILY VO KOAOKALPIVO OEIAMVO
OOV 0&V TOALOVGE 0VTE OEPEKL VO TATNGEL.

Agv glvai 1 otopyn kot to aAnOvd g patio
OV £MG TOPO, LLOV TPOKAAOVV BavpLaG O
Etvor n dvvaun n yoyikn kot 1o Kovpaylo

OV TAVTO TV KPATOVGAV 0pOia Kot aveEAPTNTN.

H peyahdtepn emppon dpmg ftav Tov dacKAAOL.
Onwg o yArng mpoomadei pepdvoyta
Yol vaL QTIIEEL TO TEAELO GryoAplo
"Etot ko avtog €kave 1o oy
Yol VoL O1LLLOVPYNOEL WEYAOOGTOVS YLYLKAL avOpMITOVG
Eivot ta 0vepo vo potdowm og avtdv
mov pe mOnce otn BEANON Yo dSdackaAia.



HoapBéva Mratavioov

MY LAST PRAYER

Is it really me?
Lord give me a sign!
Can mirrors really lie?
Or that is who am 1?

Have you felt the same?
Lord give me a sign!
I feel so carious; ready to die
No my children, please, don’t cry.

Should I pray for forgiveness?
Lord give me a sign!
I hear his steps; I know it’s time
I am afraid my Lord; there will be a crime.



Boociicio MaAétoo

THE BEGINNING, THE MIDDLE,THE END

You, Kirki,
you showed me the way
after seven years of confusion and rejection
you found me
and you made my dreams come true.

So many tears, so much pain for the past,
“my body will never return into how it was”
I was thinking every single night..
but no one can stop me from dreaming,
no one stopped me then
so now | am strong again,
nothing stops me
while I am holding your hands.

Every single night I am crying,
with a book of Rosamund Pilcher
under my pillow..
she made me believe in love
but maybe she lied to me..
because now that he is gone
I do not see any happy end,
there is no happy ending
in my own story.

But behind all these,
there is a hug that is always there,
not in the dance room,
not in a book,
not in someone else’s bed..
but in my home... my Mother.
“Home sweet home” they used to say
and I laughed out loud..
when I realised
when my own time came..
It is you, it is always you,
there in my heart,
deep in your arms
where I am safe and sound
and my voice is drowned from my own tears
but you can hear my words.
“You are the beginning, the middle, the end!”



Ehloapetr Mmotoakn

SHADOWS

They wake me up at night
Demons from the past
They say you’re gone

You are a shadow all alone

No disaster can touch me anymore
Lying here without you and your love
Because I have an empty soul
Bleeding on the floor

Don’t walk away, Don’t walk away
You can live in my dreams
Don’t walk away, Don’t walk away
I remember all the things you said

And my heart is yearning
And my memories are burning
Let me hold your hand
And take all your fears away

And I promise you my love
I’1l find my way back in this life
If I have you by my side
Singing me our lullaby



Koatepiva MroTowov

KAAOKAIPI XTHN AGHNA

To kopitot pe Tovg Kapédeg EPAeme unyavika
Tov eonpéoco to maydkio ko T Chyopm
Na ytomovvtoat 6To pnydvnuo.

Efye ma onoet ™ popodid avt.

"Hbeke va adetdoel To pAvtlavi Tov KpoTovse
210 peyaro kabpEeptn Tov poyallov Ko vo ToV AEKIAoEL
Ave&itnia Bavavoca  AvernavopBota
To @Avtlavi ota ¥€pta TG EKoYE.

[Mproe v TGt ™G TPOG TOV KOGLLO.
Kot éxhaye.



NYXTEPINEX KOYBENTEX

Ot Kvpiaxég 610 pmaikdévi 6ov
Me ékavov avTd TOL GT|HEPQ ELOL.
H Invitation to the Blues
Kot ta Bapid torydpo.
MvuoTtikd Boppéva 6e ToTnplo Kpoot.
Kot yéhaya yiati néepa
[Mwg 6,11 yvopovv eide pov,
I'vécouvva kot cu.

Ot Kvpiaxég 610 pumaikdévi 6ov
Oraive, YU o0Td TOL GY|HEPQ EILAL.



25 ATIPIAIOY 2007

Moaxptd o’ dho ot KoL o’ T0 GTACLLO KOGHO
ITetd n yoyn O6tav yavetor.
Moxkptd an’ o pdrio mov e yvapioo
ITov o1 pvBuoi de W denoav v’ ayyim.
Odvv.

[Tavta to «A.» POV 6TEPOVCE TO OVELPO.
e éva yolallo mEmAo apnvoTay. ..
Kat 660 myouve €opnve
Kot éhapme. ..

Onwg éAaumeg oTo LATLO LLOV €6V
Tig mpidTec puépeg tov IovAn
Tote, mov 6Aa poplav aAnbeta.
To6c0 KovTd Kot TOGO HoKPLd.
Axp1Bog 6mme 1 Lon
[Tov ybveton péca poc.



Evayyehia Mmovpdov

TO KOKKINO ITAPA®YPO

Zav ™ eOTIA HEGO GTO (1OVL,
dumlato avorytd EEPVELS TO POC.
Yav aipa Tave og Aevkd Tavi,
Kl OLG O€ e TPOUALELS.
Movo €60 cav topta Yo {o1|, OTEKEGOL EKEL,
un kAeivelg ya vo 0w, va {foo.



EAivo Ntorapmipo

H XYNANTHXH

To dvelpd pov Eyve TpaypoTikoOTnToL
Ao pkpn n0era va yive dnpoctoypdeog
"Exovtog 6to poaid kat v Kopdld pov
Tovg omovdaiovg avBpdmovg Tov yvopioo
[Ipoywpdm ce GALL EVILOPEPOVTO LLOVOTTATLOL
To dvelpd pov £yve TPAyLOTIKOTNTO.

H poipa pov 8éAnce va yive momtng
Ouwg, o1 okéyelg pov eivat pdtoieg
Omov kot vo KotdEm vrapyeL amoyontevon
H yn elvan okotewvn

Agv gloan yevng
Eioat tov Beiov o Aettovpydg
Mnv @oBdcar edv 1 yn eivor oKOTEWVT
OpiyAn povo ehaepd to PAELLa Gov oKemALEL.



E\lev0epio Mavayridtov

EL ARTE DE LA BUENA ESCRITURA
“La poesia no quiere adeptos, quiere amantes”

Federico Garcia Lorca

En la literatura, quien puede definir si un
escrito es bueno o malo y si un escritor escribe
bien o mal?
Nadie puede!
Para mi, es algo subjectivo.
In few words, writing is the expression of a person’s
personality through words. The expression of how he feels in
a particular moment of a particular period in his life.
No normas pero solo emociones capturados
en un trozo del papel.
Just the selection of some words which are so important to
him.
“La poesia no quiere adeptos, quiere
amantes” como F. G. Lorca dice.
And what is written by our heart remains memorable.
Porque nuestro mundo es violento, en el que
el ser humano pierde su personalidad. Solo el
misterio de un escrito nos deja vivir. Solo misterio.

Por eso,
el trabajo del poeta
es una verdadera
mision !



“IS THIS A DREAM...?”

Tonight I have a dream
I could be thinking
Or I’m just dreaming
My heart beats
Like Scarlett’s beats

Tonight I dream about my own dream
Scary dreams
Like Hitchcock’s stabbed blondes
Or James Stewart’s “Vertigo effect”
Or bird’s ruthless attacks.

Another part;
my dream goes “Over the Rainbow”;
Dorothy’s amazing world is now my world.
Like Walt Disney’s endless party world.

Then, I have dream- a hol(l)y dream
Like Holly Golightly’s dream
“Cat” meows
Black Dress is worn
And now the whole world seems to be yours.
What’s going on?

I just dream being in Clint’s Western films
Just holding a loaded gun
Like “Man with No Name” does
or
just wearing Jimmy’s jeans - without a cause
Like only Dean does.
And if only just a Top Hat could give me the chance
to dance like Fred Astaire does.

Besides, “that’s the stuff that dreams are made of”
As Bogart says.
Then, I see that the only wish I wish tonight is
to simply sing and dance like Rita’s Gilda does.

This is my imagination-
What’s going on?

I come to my senses- I’m just dreaming none of this is real
I’'m lying here
and this is not a dream
Dreams always end..
So what ?



“Que Sera, Sera” like Doris sings... !



Evayyeiia lloradomoviov

H XYNANTHXH

Ddortoypapiec— pe pumepdevouy.
[Ipdomma Kvovvtal 6To YdPo, TopedovTal akadOPIGTo—
Eivat 10 ypopa tg adpac Gov mov yupevovv;
Mov divelg v evkarpio, G€ pio GTIyUr|, vo 0® T AQyn cov
Avtoi, oo TpdS®Td cov PAEmovV;

YKIEC, TPOGOTA, UNYAVES, pacapio
YTV LotV 6ov ayvr, Bodopévn eofia. ..



Ozoonpa [aradavomovrov

CRAZY

Thinking what people say
no meaning has to play
doing exactly what they want
things can only go wrong

feel free and independent
do whatever, smile whenever
screw any rule and any line
go crazy and you’ll be mine

I don’t want you to change
be yourself and leave your cage
your heart is the only thing that matters
money, rings, don’t even bother.



EvoavOia ITorokoota

IN AMERICA

In America others find a home, a family, a love
I lost mine.
In America others find an opportunity, a job, a dream
I lost mine.
Because my home, my family, my love
Were here
And now they are there
Foreigners there and
Foreigners here.
Where are we?



LIVE AND DIE ON THIS DAY

The month is May, I see the tree,
Flourishing while I’'m forced to leave
I think of her, my sweet sweet pea,
Who'’s all alone without me
The only love she would have felt,

Is taken now in French style svelte.
I’m now alone who shows mercy?
My judge to those without clemency,
Like crows they’re waiting upon the sky
My death to watch, I owe to die
Through cruel spite and false report
I must now leave my sweet comfort.

I feel my torment so increase
Passing my neck like a disease
This path I walk without him
The one with this almighty whim
And now he takes another wife
And puts my neck under the knife.
His grace was kind and generous to me
To let me marchioness and Queen to be
And now he raises me to be a martyr
Though I’'m dressed up in lace and satin
And till the end to my only Lord I'll pray
Because I live and die on this day.



Aapmpw) Homordpmpov

NOT YET

This is the House

that keeps my soul.
This is the Music

that echoes in my head.
This is the Wind

that combs my wings.
This is the Vessel

that hauls my blood.
This is the Cross

that shakes the earth.

Fly with us.
Not Yet, my sons.

This is the Sun

that dries my body.
This is the Eye

that peels my skin.
This is the Feast

that strikes in my face.
This is the Cloud

that hides my rage.
This is the Thorn

that scratches my bones.

Fly with us.
Not Yet, my sons.

This is the Finger

that orbits the earth.
This is the Light

that fades my sight.
This is the shadow

that shields the starlight.
This is the Drug

that shallows my flesh.
This is the Hand

that squeezes my limbs.

Fly with us.
Not Yet, my sons.



Is this my soul that lifts up in the air?

Is this my glimpse that sparkles in the sea?
Is this my grace that glows in the dawn?

Is this my dust that sprinkles the earth?

Now, my sons
I’11 fly with you.

I’ll meet you at the south-bridge of the moon.
I’11 find you at the north-pole of the sun.
I’ll see you at the dawn’s powered face.
I’11 feel you at the spring’s fragile touch.



The day broke dull and
Rain and Thunder

the sky

the Wild Storm

my heart. The Universe

The cold pain of Death

my head. What is solid, now
distorts Light and

The howl of the wolves

in the mountains. The cry of
melts

lifts her spirit up in the

free from vice.

A sculptor with yearning
bewildered

Thirsty for blood- You
Thrusts the shiny

into the marble

cuts it into shreds. The black
dripping with

haunts my

spreads dark. Your soft body
the hollow-bodied stones
under the fainted

Unspin the laws that spin the
COME BACK

Toi qui passa.

TOI QUI PASSA

Grey

Split
Apart and
Pierces
Explodes
Seizes
Leaks and
Shape
Echoes
Raves
Away and
Sky

‘Who is it?’
Horns and
Eyes

Iron Shade
Knife

Bed and
Cloak
Blood
Dreams and
Mourns
Hidden
Sun

World and
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O)yo IMoomairdpn

UNTITLED

I didn’t know then what life kept for me

For me there was only my home’s garden

That was my little world and it was enough

My escape, my hope, my kingdom

And then I found you and your own world

Your stories were perfect to accompany my endless imagination
Melancholic atmosphere and something bittersweet

They were so attractive and mysterious

I discovered my feelings and my sensitive side

Through the Little Mermaid and her sad end

The Snow Queen’s couple that grow up in the end

The little Match Girl that asked for love and protection

The pain of Elise in the wild swans

And the beautiful ending of the Ugly Duckling

Maybe I was lost in your lines and that made me live a parallel life
But I never really cared and even if growing up life seems so different
I’ll never forget you Hans and your charming world

Because I feel that I’ve met places and faces that no one knows

I felt feelings unique for my soul and carrying them with me

They remind me now and then that [ am a human after all...



Maoapio Hatérn

HIDING

Counting one and three and four
Killing your life behind the door
Earrings and gems are not to wear
You use them hard-it seems unfair
Asking the reasons-hearing a scream-
Yes, it was yours this lovely theme
It is just true, it’s them or doom
Again you built-dystopic room
Craving to be a femme fatale
You rather joined a film noir
Although the riches seem much too much
Chivalrous men you’ll never touch
Filing ten nails-being impotent
You loved a land that is for rent
Killing two wolves with just one stone
Your covered eyes sat on a throne
The one was good, it lived within-
Your bright mind-without a sin
The other bad with scarlet fur
You didn’t mind that it was Her
And writing down, thinking again
I want to ask you the very end
Have they decided what will you do
Will you give birth to another you?



KALEIDOSCOPE

My head is full.
It is stuffed with bits of mirror
A mixture of other heads
A composition.
I-the reflection.
Aliki and Brigitte doing the trick.
Born blonde, is it pure bliss?

My life and my heart and my walls
Say om. Yelling Hermann Hesse’s words in Siddhartha
My face is covered, I am a Zapatista girl
Singing Luna y Sol by Manu Chao
The poster in my room will never fade
Jim Morrison will never get old.

The only thing I would kill for is Dali’s brain
Dark room and Hitchcock film
Committing suicide in a photo booth, wearing blue girdles
And listening to a moonlight painted by Giannis Ritsos.
Before I die I want to live the real Space Odyssey
Directed by Stanley Kubrick.

The Earth is too small for me.



Havaywote — Mapiva ITAovpion

GUERNICA

A mother and a boy
wandering in the village others destroyed.

Spanish bodies fell apart
and roads were filled with blood.

In a day full of grief,
1600 were killed.

Spanish people died
with their souls free to fly.

War and death were wanted more
from Nazis that made Spanish people mourn.

A tragic event,
that was not however Guernica’s end.

They couldn’t prevent it.
But did they ever forget it?



Apradvn Paypiot

UNTITLED

Why does time flow so aggressively?

Even as I breathe I feel his touch

That old bearded man who cares only about clocks and sand in glass
Tic tac... Tic tac... Tic...what...?

How much time have I let pass?

I know your empty room by heart

So much time have I spent looking at your window
Why care about minutes and rooms and time and space?
When all that matters is you and I

I fear not the flow of time...

...Do I?

I have you now...Don’t I?

No more time to lose, right?

Fear not, you are not alone any more

No more empty rooms

No more sleepless nights

Let nightmares’ ghosts fade away

As I take your hand and show you the way
Thou art my dreamy ghost of velvet red,

I feel your loving presence on my empty bed ....



UNTITLED

Praise to men who live to inspire
Praise to women encircled with fire
The fire of knowledge and art we admire
Immortal are those and never expire

My childhood memories are ever alive,
Pictures on my mind revive
Dear Victor, this can’t be the end
Sentenced to death for stealing bread.
Which is this beauty before my face?
Marilyn’s Monroe astounding grace,
I really think she had it all
But all is nothing without love...
We looked and gazed
And walked and talked
Is this the end...? It shall be not
It’s the most sacred moment, being here with
God.



Eipiivn Zwatpa

WHITE INNOCENCE

Black and White

Cruelty and Innocence
Death and Life
Evil and Good

You are weak
He is strong
What really made him be so wrong
What kind of madness leads his hand
To force his might and touch the land
As pure softness turns to blood
A silent death is what results

Fragile creatures like you
Have no future, cannot resist
As human terror still persists
He is here now, then, ahead
To smash the tiny, innocent head
But Mother Nature does not forgive
That hand that brought death
Will not be redeemed



Hoavayioto Xioépn
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Yooia Xitpa

MY RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS

Through the days of my youth
You spread me with your notes
I always love what is true
Even though it opens holes.
All these old feelings I recall
as I listen to your voice
I let the tears fall
since | have no choice.

My heart would be sad without these rhymes
you keep me company the lonely nights
you sing my world with lullabies
your Art takes away all the lies.

And as I fall asleep, I say
“Under the bridge downtown, I gave my life away....”



Bipywia Zpapayddxn

CARTES-POSTALES
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Ayyehki Ztavpomovrov

THE SIREN

O young boy and the Siren!
There they are,
in the calm blue sea and the wild huge rocks.

A sweet melody mixes with the breeze.
The siren plays her song.
A song every living creature knows.

She looks straight into his eyes,
He is dazzled and paralyzed.
She seems so innocent.

All he wants is to embrace her.

One smile is enough to enchant him.
Lust, everything is about lust.
Where is the love?

He is trapped now.
The Siren played her role so well.
Now he can never be free.

Her sparkling eyes,
her golden hair,
her sweet voice.

O so much beauty!

It was the Devil’s plan!
Who will save the young boy?
Eternal imprisonment in beauty and music.
Death is on its way.



Maoapia Xre@avaxn

PICTURE OF A PRISON

Astonished by the image I stand,
speechless in front of this despair, without hope.
A circle of men one behind the other
desperate, thinking of nothing.

The empty mind, the sad look.

Who knows what brought this about,
the cause of their imprisonment?

The guards discussing, no facial expressions.
Vague faces on purpose, one of them watching.
Their back turned on us, no sign of recognition.
The prisoners with their hands behind them,
moving endlessly around, in the dark, damp yard,
waiting for the time to stop and get into their cells again.
Another day, the same as all the others.
When will the freedom emerge?



Eiévn Taxn

(QUE TAL?

Do you see my dear?
Are we there, in the glass?
Oh, isn’t my new arrow of love
The loveliest thing in the world?

I beg you look closer.

My silk and satin
Shine in the shade
I tremble at the contact
Of the cold stones on my hand

This hand caressed so many heads.

The red spots?
Longed for hot blood?
Just short-lived roses
Sure to go back to earth

To their raiz espinosa.

Better not look
The mirror’s broken from inside
Fragments our images dreadfully
We’re blooming
With powder and veils

I feel his warm breath over my shoulder



SCREAM

Don’t you dare
Come near me and
Taint my pure  hands
Dragging a filthy presence
Up and down the streets up and down hell
Fleshy-bony corpse dripping with shame and guilt
My white hands I took great pains to clean with bleach
To notice you would be a  gruesome act of succumbing

Abandoning my most inhuman principles of late
Just vanish, don’t be evaporate to nowhere
Such a convenience of thought it would endow me

A fear arrives at night dressed like a wanderer
I hide under the sheets and pray don’t
Hear you scream



Years have passed since

Not so many though

The tall girl with the glasses and the frizzy her
Reminds me of you

YOU,

Strolling among

The hills of childhood
Under cherry-trees
Dressed in bloom
Like brides

HIM,

Choosing your first CD

The first tickle of your heart
Committed to angels of death
Moribund love

Utter romanticism of lost souls

YOU,

Entering worlds

Of imagination

Reading lines of magic

And of truth

Potter and the dog who died at midnight

HER,

Going away

Too soon

Numbed in memory
she remains

ever unfulfilled

YOU,

Drawing your dreams

On a piece of paper

Creating Dior-like dresses

Out of thin air

Dresses soft and light and silky

I remember you,

girl of the awkward new millennium
You’ve been integrated

In my ever-changing ME

WHO?
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EXiev0epia Tlaptin

SOME FALLEN

The murmuring clamor spurred the corpora in a hazy haste
I heard the corpora scrolling

grasping

stumping

squeezing

stumbling

shaking

sweating

And I felt my forehead wet.

It was then I saw the guilty hair of their legs

and the quagmire the bodies were doomed to plunge into.
I felt my trousers wet and it was this serenely hot midnight
I saw my eyes with brows heavy with bulk of your intoxicating
secret moss.
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SHELLFISH

In mad love
of yourself
is the shell that you cannot stop staring at

and all this impatience to impose your selfhood onto the nature
that dares to give you a little of the plate
is torn to units in the lame family frame

and the wrinkles make the spot ugly

whether angst has been risen or stubbornness
whether you feel cold or you stay rotten
whether you defy not being explained

Fair toll and no indignity,
newness.
Newness
Spout.
If only a second chance for new a soul of mine awaited.
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BapBapa Tlipa

LONELINESS OF AN ARTIST

Sit on your own, drink some red wine
Creating a novel that seems divine.
No inspiration, no stepping stone,

Just me and myself, leave me alone.



MEN IN ART

This innate talent that you all have
Brings admiration and regard.
Beautiful colours, beautiful lines
Lovely green landscapes, talking brown eyes.
Hours and hours I wondered how
With magic gifts you are endowed.
Iman Maleki
W. A. Bouguereau
J. W. Waterhouse
Three names that stick into my mind
Whenever beauty comes in sight.
Three different eras you come from
Yet you all give this chill of awe.



UNREQUITED LOVE

A beautiful, great scene I see,

Of trees and flowers around a spring.
A handsome man mirrors himself,
And falls in love with his portrait.

Desperate and miserable he is,
For he can’t love nothing, but this.
Behind a bush, Echo stands still
Secretly watching, feeling a chill.
Narcissus listens to her words,
Repeating every time he talks.

He wants to know whose this voice is,
But Echo runs away in the trees.
They never met, they never kissed,
They’ll never know what they both missed.
Two blasted souls they will remain,
Even when colours start to fade.
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Ogperiva Toorakov — AyKIoTpOTIOV

A GOD ICON

Behind a pyramid you hide

Yourself and an enigmatic smile
Even taken from your homeland
Your eyes froze me wherever I stand.

Although a portrait not a thing

Of many objects you make me think
Objectified as you may be

You’ve gained immortality.

No jewelries but yet you shine
Throughout the centuries you rise
Every time one calls your name
You escape your narrow frame.

You sit but yet you move ahead
Able the eras to transcend

And perfectly adjust yourself
You follow my every step.

Will I ever be like you?

Not smile and look at any view
But unimportant as I am

Wish glorified be by every man.



DEAREST READER

Only two or maybe more

eyes and ears are my shore,

feel the waves of my words
lapping with anger or with love.

I kneel before you, my king,

no precious gifts shall I bring
you may judge but please be kind
into my world I’1l let you dive.

Soon my bottom you may reach
but that is all I have to give
seek no pearl and no shell
merely the fragments of myself.

But yet I know I don’t have

the whole world holding in hand

a fruit of my soul’s tree

thus my whole world you are- to me.



Heprotépa Povpviartn
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IMapaokevn Povpvoyepaxn
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AqpunTpa PoTEvov

A TIME-GOVERNED LIFE

Time goes by as people do
and there is a hand they overlook
it is the life that screams
for a smile or a dream.

Blue for Hope, red for Love,
white for Peace, green for Each,
all of these are sacrificed in the name of
a circular black and white.

These machines are sound asleep
putting aside the colors they need.

Tick and tick the sound of the clock
and their life moves on and on.



LIGHT AND DARK

Being
A lighted house I’ve learned how
To decorate myself

But you
The dark cabin next to me
Are deprived of gems

That differentiates us in this world
I
Catch people’s attention
You
Their ignorance

I receive what you need
And you what I prefer to
Who could ever imagine that we
Have something in common?

No one!
And never could this be achieved
Because there is a huge hole between us
The external beauty that people only count.



Avtovia Xaparldpmovg

TOURIST

I remember my eyes mute

Madness conceived

The park in Engomi; the grass under the dim light.

When I too went for my first swim to the moon with Morrison

The dice rolling

The big inertia of my 20s

Fragile bodies of commercial hip hop beats

TV dictators dressed in neon

Dismantled

I remember at 13 when Papadopoulos made everyman’s dream to smell the dirt on which the skeleton
of his house stood a reality —

With a passport

And three years later when I read the title «ITov Avonv ®g AvatoAv»

I saw where I was born; no duality

All of the world inside me

A startle

Like when I first read Ginsberg’s rapid, violently visual lines.

The pause, smile and rewind- as if to experience again, at Pulp Fiction:

You 've found somebody special...when you can comfortably enjoy the silence.



GRAVITY EYES

Two magnets, floating black holes
In the event, they stop mechanical time
A laugh or a cry for my lullaby
A hymn to Samarra waves at your star
Unfulfilled travels; all have been sang
A sail or a chain for my lullaby
Intentions and probable endings
Tiptoe outside the margins of us
Infinite ifs are more than enough



Erévn Xapap)

MHN ENOXAEITE

Mnv gvoyleite. Mn pov Aéte TL va KOve Kot Tdc. Mnv evoyAeite.

‘Epotoc. Epotog ota patia tov. 'Epotog ota dikd pov.

Mnyv gvoyleite, un voldleote av mAnymbo. Oa (No.

Xopodyera. oyvidia, yéha, n Lo etvar opaia! Xapdyera.

Mnyv gvoyleite. Mn pov kpatdrte 10 xépt. OEAm va TePEo® POV OV ATEVOVTL.
Pioko. Agnvopat. «®a ce kpatnoet eketvog;» [lowog Eéper; Amhd picko.

Mnv evoyleite. Kaveig dev avtele pe sivipopo ) povalid.

AMBgta. Mia poatid Babid, aandwn kot EEpw. AAnBeta.

Mnv evoyieite. Oyt coumovia, Oyt epndda. ATl evoyAreite.

Evtuyia. H xoprapyio g Atétntoag oty yoyn. IIAnpdtta, evtoyio.

Mnyv evoyleite. Av givar 6velpo, Ba 10 do péxpt To T€Aoc. Agv Eumvhw. Apvovpat.
‘Epwrtag, pioko, aAndeia, svtuyio. Oa (oo péypt 1o t€Aoc. Agv Sumvawm. Apvoopal.
Mnyv gvoyleite dAro. Mnv evoydeite.



Avaotocio Xpnotoe

MY UMBRELLA

My umbrella feels like a secret planet
Neither the sun
Nor the bright colours of the day can reach me
I am standing still under my umbrella
Yet I am discovering places unknown
The cool breeze of the day cannot touch me
The whispers of nature cannot reach my ears

My umbrella feels like my secret planet
No man is able to disrupt my tranquility
No child’s cry or laughter
Nothing at all.

My umbrella is my secret planet
It is my freedom, it is my thoughts
It is my very own new world.



THINGS I CARRY IN MY LITTLE BAG

People always ask me why I carry such a big bag.
Big? No. For its content it’s so little!

Discoveries and treasures found under park benches.
Free magazines and newspapers.
The unsaid truth and forgotten hope.

Wishes, wonders, and whispers, enchantment and question marks.
Flower seeds, witches spells, nursery rhymes, fairytales and history.
Band-aids and kisses.

Memories.

Stolen time and English projects.

And poems.

These are the things I carry in my little bag.



Katepiva Xprot0d0vAid00

LISBOA

To tpap Ba og katefdcel 6To AMpdvt,
exel Oa yobeig peg otov koGO,

kaveig 0¢ og E€pet Ko dev EEpeLg KavEvay
10 TAn0og Ba o€ Katamiet,

Ba moTéyel O,TL KL AV TOV TELC.

Ed® gioan 60 ko gicon yio céva.

AakpOlelg 6tav Bopacat,

po va Eexaocelg o€ Oeg,

Kk&Oe Nyoc,

K00g gikdva,

Kk@Oe yevon, og Ta1devEL GTOVE TAAKOGTPOTOVS OPOUOVS, GTOVG 7 AOPOVGS ,OTIC YPOUOATIOTEG CKETEG.

Em Lisboa encontrei-me
Minha cidade linda,
Saudades.



O PESSOA EIIE
“To 611 vépyer | TE€LVN, onpaivel 6t Lon dev apkel”,

'H pqmog n {on dev apkel emedn vrapyet ) téxvn;
Towg pabape va {nrtdpe mo moAAd,
Eme1on n téyvn pog €0€1&e 0tL vdipyovv mePIocdTEPQ.

Eov 11 PAémeig 6tav Kotdg o eeyydpt;
Aéve g o1 TomTéG PAETOVV KATL TOPATAV®.
Tovg &xelg del aVTOVE TOVE OGS KOITAVE;
[Tov Aéve 0 évag otov Ao,

Eov T BAémerg 6tav Kortdg ™ yn;

Mmropei teMxd vo ypelaldpoote Tt €YV,
Mmropei va. pun pog etével n {on,
Ouwg lowg av dev vanpye N €LV,
Noa pog apkovoe 10te 1 LoN).



Mopio Xpvoovridxn

AEEMIA

Mo popn okotewvn 6€ oKAoPOVEL
Modleig va mopakaAdg
[Na ofkto (ntag
2to GTAQYVO GOV PEPELS,
oca 0éhel v’ apmdEet
Tohypéva,

LLEG TNV Y{PLCT| POPECIA
Me 1pop0 Kortdc,

To TEADPLL OTEPE TNG,
OV GE GEPVOLV GTO. OVPAVICL,
povoyn va nttnoeic
APondntn, diywg eAmida
10 Boud tov Kokov,
dowa vo yabeic.



Beatrice Bartus

HUMANITY LOST

Millions of souls have rushed beneath my ancient walls
since Phidias’ crafty hand allowed me to be born
and many ruthless Swords have chopped my flawless flesh
careless of the howls released into the treacherous night,

yet my stained spirit bleeds, like it never has before,
mourning the sorrow of this age...
an Age restless with prosperity...
deadened hearts craving for intimacy...

crowds cruelly pass by the disaster of their fellows.
After the darkness ‘Light will be’ no more...



ANIGHT SHALL LAST

The night is calm, its scent is reminiscence
And crickets lullaby remind of adolescence.

The peaceful river slides in its eternal slumber
Like it did then, so long ago
When shaped our love with summer.

Stars hang from the Edenic realm
And pierce deep skies with flicker,
They gazed upon our wedding night
As now, and as will ever.

And as our life is left behind
So is the church that wed us,
We leave this world that was so kind
And head toward the Heavens.

The strangest thing is on this night,
The lights that chain the river
Approach not from stars divine,
But from our town set order.

Come now my dearest one
Embark this ferry without a shiver,
The journey’s long, the Styx sinister
Yet we shall have each other.

Let’s hand our spirits to the Gods
To mould these souls together
Let us become the Star that bright,
Shines over the Earth forever.



EARTHLY SCENT

Wild wind blows through the misty woods
Brushing the petrified willows,

It howls in the night for the loss of summer.

The leaves fiercely rise in a ferocious dance
Then slowly fall, to die forever

The painted flowers smile no more
They are washed away with torrent
The river foaming up in rage
Is crushing all that withers
The trees are stripped,

The soil is scared
From all this chilling torment

Zeus throws raging thunderbolts to Earth
Wishing to purge all souls alike
For Man has lost all purpose.

The heavy burden of the freezing nightmare
With darkness coats the shelters
A hellish swirl twists in the night
With its distressing shudder,

Yet from the window I can discern the heavens
The moon conquers angry clouds
And shines with fluorescence
Therefore I ponder with delight
Upon the fragile sprouts of grass
From deep within the forest,
And youthful scents infuse the wind
Cause rain brings life and pleasure.
Though still the wintry grief falls down
Burdening the crying willow
The bright spears of the gentle Sun
Will melt away the sadness
And with tenderness shall caress
The shoots brought up by springtide.



Marianna Rosalind MacKrell

DON’T WORRY, BE HAPPY

Criticizing
Misunderstanding
Everywhere we go

Unfair judgment
So much hatred
No good feelings

Fear of showing love?
Fear of being yourself?
Fear of reject

Give no notice
No one knows
They don’t understand
Who cares?
We’re just ourselves
Never change

Fear of showing love?
Fear of being yourself?
Fear of reject

Just keep going
Never go back
Never look back
That’s not you.



OI AOOPMEZX ITAPOYXIAZOYN:

ELIZABETH BISHOP

ONE ART

The art of losing isn’t hard to master;
so many things seem filled with the intent
to be lost that their loss is no disaster.

Lose something every day. Accept the fluster
of lost door keys, the hour badly spent.
The art of losing isn’t hard to master.

Then practice losing farther, losing faster:
places, and names, and where it was you meant
to travel. None of these will bring disaster.

I lost my mother’s watch. And look! my last, or
next-to-last, of three loved houses went.
The art of losing isn’t hard to master.

I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster,
some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent.
I miss them, but it wasn’t a disaster.

-- Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture
I love) I shan’t have lied. It’s evident
the art of losing’s not too hard to master
though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster.

(1976)



	EL ARTE DE LA BUENA ESCRITURA

