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EMnviko 6vetpo

e Oopapat va odnyeig to avtokivto TAVW 00 BoVVo
dtaypdpovtag kUKAOVG o€ ATOTOUEG TTPOPES

elpat kdnwg Ladiopév

1N PwvH oov yepilet to apdft

oav Tatd avol§ldTiko Lot

vIApXeL pta TOAN pe Aipvy oav kabpéeTn

OTIOV ETOTPEPELG YL va PpeLg

O\a 6oa eykatéleryeg,

ytati Sev fitav apketd.

Eépw axptPwg Tt dev fTav apketd

Tiepiooee, amd TLkpathOnKeg,

av kortdéw miow To PAéppa pov YAtoTpdet

wg TNY dkpy TG Stadpoprs Tov kvpatilet ocav kopdéda,
T6Te o€ PAénw 0TO PTAAKOVL.

Eioat ciwnnog oav o péMov.

IMpoonepvaw ta Eavld taidid,

™ 00{vy0, TO PIKPO ETAPXLAKS OTiTL,

T0 eENNVIKO GVELPO

Yta to omoio Soate KvpLoAekTiKd TN (Wi oag.

[Ipoxwpdw amoQacioTIKA TPOG TO HEPOG TOV

Ta O3t POV PATWVOLY TAV VA TEPTATAW TTO XLOVL,
KAOADTITW TA QAT 00V PE TO XEPL PO Kat o€ ayKaAtdw:
elpat éTotpn va yivw 6Mo avté To a6 avorEtdTiko X1ovL.

Eivat amho: Sev §épovpe g va ayannBodye.

Swraivelg.

Greek dream

I remember you driving in the mountains

on steep roads bending into hairpin turns
Iam slightly dizzy

your voice fills the car

like old spring snow

there is a town next to a lake, clear as a mirror
where you return to find

everything you left behind

because it wasn't enough.

I'’know exactly what wasn’t enough

what was left out, what you used to hold on to
ifTlook back, my gaze slides

to the end of the route that ripples like a ribbon
and then I see you on the balcony.

You are silent like the future.

I pass by the blond children,

the wife, the little country house,
the Greek dream

for which you gave your lives.

I walk decisively towards you

my feet bleed as if I were walking on snow

I cover your eyes with my hands and hug you:
I am ready to become all this old spring snow.

It’s very simple: we don’t know how to love each other.

You are silent.



Eépw OTLav propovoeg Oa eméoTpeeg
0TO YWPLO TWV TALSIKOY GOV XpOVwY,
TOAD TTPLV TO EMNVIKO OVELpO.

To &épw, yrati oe korrdlw

UE TO UATLTOV PLAAXTOD,

TO PaTLEVOG Lhov,

€00 OWTALVELG OTIWG £VA UVOTIKO

OV KOVAOVPLALETAL TTOY EAVTS TOV.

Aev énpeme va eykatadeiyelg Timota.
‘Empeme pdvo va KpaTyoeLg To puoTIKO.

Mmopeic kat Twpa va TEPTATHOELG WG TO YK OTiTL.

To {wo péoa ocov oav To PATL TOL PUAAXTOD
umopei va og 0dnyroeL.

Av ptdoetg Oa eioat povog oov
av @TaceLg peive exel.

Aev givat Todd apyd kL avtd Sev eivat ma

T0 OVELPO YLa To 0T0i0 £dwoeg TH {wi} ooV
elvat éva dvelpo mov To kovPaddg oto Povvo
exel 6mov Eavayiveoat o kavévag.

Emiotpépovtag eioal miow o1o Ywpto cov

kel Omov TpooevyNOnkeg va fjoovy KaToLOG.

Emotpépovrag eipat miow oto avtokivnto

kel OOV TPOTEVYHONKA VA HHOVV YLOG TOV.

H ¢wvn oov mavel va yspiZsl TO avTtokivnTo
oav ad avol§tdTiko yLovL.

Eipaote ciwmnoi cav to péMov.
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I know that if you could you would return
to your childhood village,

long before the Greek dream.

I'know it, because I look at you

through the eye of the talisman,

through the eye of an animal,

you keep silent like a secret

folding into itself.

You shouldn’t have left anything behind.

You should have just kept the secret.

Even now you can go up to the little house.

The animal inside you like the eye of the talisman
can guide you.

If you get there, you will be alone
if you get there, stay there.

It’s not too late and this isn’t anymore
the dream for which you gave your life
itis a dream you carry up the mountain
where once again you become no one.

Returning, you are back in your village
where you prayed to become someone.
Returning, I am back at the car

where I prayed I was your son.

Now your voice doesn't fill the car
like old spring snow.

We are silent like the future.
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H apdayvn
Ayannté Kbpte,

oag wapakorovdw and to Tafavt

o kapég {ntdet ohoéva meplocdtepn Laxapn
KATL e Ta podxa Kat Ta TamodTota waet Aabog
Jev €MpeTE VA UTANWOETE TIG TPUTEG

apma&re T puépa oav payaipt

0 Bapog T Lwhg oag avEdvertat

n ovpPwvia pe Tov kabpéPTn akvpwOnke

KL e0€lg Tayaivere

abdplo Oa KPERATTO UTPOOTA OTH UOTH OaG

Oa umopotoate iowg va pe TaioeTe;

Oxka,
nApaxvn

Ayanntn Apaxvn,

The spider
Dear Sir,

I watch you from the ceiling,

your coffee requests more sugar.

Something about the clothes and the shoes is off,
you shouldn’t have patched up all the holes.

Grab the day like a knife,

the weight of your life keeps growing,

the agreement with the mirror has been cancelled
and you are turning fat.

Tomorrow I will hang before your nose,

perhaps you could please feed me?

Sincerely,

The Spider

Dear Spider,

uohig ex0ég 1 kovkovPdyta yévvnoe ot pia ywvid TG cogitag, just yesterday the owl gave birth in a corner of the attic,
TAAAXTAPLOTA AVYA THG alwpovVTaL oxedov oTov aépa. her tasty eggs float in the air.

Aev épaba va odnyd, va Eekokalifw Vapua, epnuepidec. I haven't learned to drive, to debone fish, to read newspapers.

"Exw 800 dxpnotovg kuvodovTeg ki £va pAOUTE. I have two useless dog teeth and a BB gun.
‘Exw kavet coppwvia pe Tov Tpwivé kapé, o€Popat Ty andégact tov I have made a deal with the morning coffee,
KaBpé@T). I respect the decision of the mirror.
Aev otvw ma Tayideg ya movAtd, 6pBiog oty 6x6n TupoPorw To I no longer set traps for birds,
TOTAL. each day I head to the river and shoot the waters.
Awkog oag, K. Yours, K.
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Owtakd

Aev mpdoete

lowg kat va pnv to katdlaPe

amAd cvvéytoe va kOPet.

To aipa kdOAnoe Hovya

am’ TIg YpapupuEs Th TOXNG

0TO VEPOXVTH).

H ydta tng aviovyn

¢tpete kovTa TNG

£Vw eKelv

Yta pia oOvToun

pta akaplaio oTryun

e{de Tov eavTO TNG

péoa am’ Ta yvaAwa yatiota patia,
£évo,

peg o€ Ppwptko kAovPi pulakiopévo
opo@H] Sixws avaTtodr|

0To TATWHA PKpd okaddpla

0T0 VEPOXDTH 1) OKOTEVA Alpvn
7ov péoa povhtaovve Ta xépLa Trg
KALTWPA ACTPAPTEL TLAL OTEPAVWUEVY)
amo TAY VY AEVKT), ATOADUAVTIKY):
OKEPTETAL VL TEAELWVEL OHUEPA
TOVAAYLOTOV [E T TLATAL.
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Around the house

She wasn’t paying attention
maybe she didn’t even notice
she simply continued cutting
beyond the pears she was peeling
her hands.

Blood ran gently

from the lines of fate

of life of love

into the sink

and swirled around among the dirty dishes
and the scraps of food.

Her cat, uneasy;,

ran up to her

and with sincere fellow feeling
licked her wounds

while she

for a split second

saw herself

through its glassy cat eyes

a stranger imprisoned in a filthy cage
a ceiling without sunrise

little beetles on the floor

in the sink a dark lake

she soaked her hands in

and now it shines, crowned with
the white frost of detergent.
From the depths of the sink

rise full moons brilliant white
she thought

let me at least

finish the dishes today.
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Xriti oTo Ywpa

Me ntfipe 0T0 THAEQWVO 1) PNTéPa, Sev Tpwe, dedTEpN pépa 0T
oetpd. Tépag owotd eyw, potnoa uoévo Tt Oa yivet mapamépa katn
Avtiydvn anévavtt épiEe Svo Saxpva otov kagé. ITpa to Tpaivo,
(St opaipa, Sev Eépeig méo0 pe TadaTwpody avtég ot Stadpopés.
Eamhdoape pali oto dompo kpefdtt, Ta Pada pe Tig voookdpeg
Kat To SéxTnkav, dev éxel AANOG TETOLA £YYOVH — UOV £KAELOEG TO
patt. HpOeg kat tnv dMn uépa atov vmvo pov. TpaPwvrag amald
0 SixTV an’ To aTopdyl, pov édeifec Twg £pTiages Tovg kATOVG:
AoLTOV, AT ETEVA KVAYOAUE 0TOV KOTHO, E0V OOVY TTOV PPOVTLOES
WOTE pLa pépa 1 kapdid va mavel 6Ao To Xwpo £3w péaa.
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Home in the ground

Mother called on the phone, youre not eating, second day in a
row now. The perfect monster, I, asked what’s happening next
and across from me Antigone let fall two tears into the coftee. I
took the train, a bullet, you've no idea what a pain these trips are
to me. Together we lay down on the white bed, I took it out on the
nurses, they accepted it, no one has such a granddaughter — you
winked at me. You came to me in my sleep again on the next day.
Gently drawing aside the net from the stomach, you showed me
how you had taken care of the gardens: it was from you, then, that
we had tumbled into the world, it’s you who had made sure that
one day the heart would take up all the space in here.
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To moinpa g Mapdg Mama’s poem

H papd pov Eépet va Eexwpilel My mama knows how to tell apart
Ta VA A TWV JVOTUWY spearmint leaves

amo TWV UATVTAVOY from parsley’s

eivat opopen she’s beautiful

oav v Qpaia like the Sleeping

Kotpwpévn twv Aypaowv Beauty of Agrafa

elvat mkpr) oav kapvdt she’s bitter like a walnut
ayxabeph) cav kdoTavo thorny like a chestnut

Kat OpemwTiKy) cav AcTEPLTHG AVYHS and nourishing like a star of dawn
Yrpepilet To omiti kat petd To EavapTidyvet she tears down the house and then rebuilds it
Yatieivat o Méyag Zvyvplotig because she is the Grand Tidier
ot Béon g kapSidg éxetl évav katay vty instead of a heart she has a freezer
7OV 1] KOLALA Tov Sev yovpyovpilel ToTé. whose belly never rumbles.
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H piCa

Svxva, opapatiletal éva omitt oTOV Aépa
oav Aok o1 XaAdpwog.

<KPATNOE POV TO KEPAAL>, e TAPAKAAE,
<TPETEL VAL HOV KPATHOELG TO KEPAAL KL VA TO TLECELG>

Tov StaPePatbvw Twg dev vIapxet kKavéva TPOPANUA pe TO KEPAAL.

TNV TpaypaTIkOTHTA TO Pavtdopat avorypévo,
v To e££peV VW pe TO YTV, pe £va PIkpooKOTLO
Yo patL.

Opapatilopacte éva omitt otov aépa.

Bpiokopaote twpa oto Pvbo
exel katL kaiyetat.

20

Root

He frequently envisions a house up in the air
as arelaxing exercise

‘Hold my head,” he implores me,

‘you have to hold my head and press it.’

I assure him that there’s no

problem with the head.

In reality I imagine it open,

my finger exploring inside it, a microscope instead
of an eye.

We envision a house up in the air.

We are now in the deep

there something is burning.

21



Tpayovdt tng okiLdg pov

I'vwpilw Aiyo ta povomdtia 8w,
TOVG YVPW SpOpOVG.

Tov Ao wov yepilet AakkodPeg pe kabapo, Siapavo xpvad,
TV KANG KPUUPEVT TEPTENLA

™ YpLé P éva Sepdtt kavodfvda oty TAATN
TO KAAPA pLag TOAD TPOTWTIKAG LTLAG.

T'vwpilw v woAN, T vOXTA KL TN Pépa TG,
TA TPAYODILA TWV PEYYAPLAOY.

"Exw kavet Toovdffpa tdve o€ 3o ovpdavia t6Ea.
I'vwpilw mdg voypdget 0 kepavvog eSw.

IMaiw pe Tig Eadéppeg pov Tig NAtaytides.
Kéavw mwg kAeivw ta PAépapa
Kat KAelvovve TOAEG.

T'vwpilw o va xdvopat 8@
kot Twg va EavaPpiokw To Spopo pov.

I'vwpilw Aiyo ta povomdtia e
T OVOLACTIKA.

Exw paléyer métpeg kat koxOAa
OAY) THV OpOPPLA TTO OTOUA.

Aev yvwpilw motog kepdiler, molog yaver
mwadi yopeya 86 T Qv pov

otav 0éAw va yvpiow omitt
KOBw Spdpo yra tny kapdid
0 ovpavdg pakpaivet Ta padid pov.
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Song of my shadow

I know a little about the trails here,
the surrounding streets.

The sun that fills puddles with pure, transparent gold,
the well-hidden laziness

the old woman with a bundle of firewood on her back
the cry of a very personal willow.

I know the city, its night and its day,
the songs of the moons.

I have made a slide on two rainbows.
I know how the lightning puts its signature here.

I play with my cousins the sunbeams.
I pretend to close my eyelids
and gates close.

I know how to get lost here
and how to find my way again.

I know a little about the trails here
about the nouns.

I have collected stones and shells
all the beauty inside the mouth.

I do not know who wins, who loses
as a child I looked for my voice here

when I want to return home
I cut a path through to the heart
the sky lengthens my hair.

23



Awappnén

KaBwg avoiyw tnv mépTa Tov omitiod pov,
oxké@Topatl 0TL 1 moinom eivat éva TpovopLo

OTwG Ta TOAD akptBa wayvidia tng Tatdikyg nAtkiag
1] 1] EKATOOTH aKPOATT] TOV AYATNUEVOL TOV TPAYOLSLOD
o€ 13avikég akovaTikég ovVOfKeg

oav QLA pe YAdooa pe Tov £pwta Ths {wiig oov

oav ekatoppdpla Aapmepd TOVY

oav ) {wh) oe aMovg TAavyTeg

oav 10 uéAL oL StadveTAL EVTEAWS Péoa 0TO TOAL
oav KOTAdla Kepav vy and andotact

KLEUEVA POV APETEL VA YPAPW TTONUATA

OTws pov apéoet va {anAwvw oTo Ypaoidt

va Tpww Kpépa pe Pepikoka, va xaiSedw okvAovg

KL av 0Tovg avBpwmovg Sev apéoel va akoOVe ToLpoata
EUEVA LOV APETEL AVTOG 0 1)XOG

o tpomog va Pales Tig Aékels oty oelpd

0 TPOTOG V' AVOLYELS THY TOPTA KPATWVTAG KAELOLA
Yta éva anapafiaoto omitt

KOV apECEL VA YPAPW TIOUATA

OTwG 0T YATLA apéoeL va YAEiPOVTAL GTOV jALO

kat 0édw va yivw kadf oty Sovdetd

0éAw va yivw kadn otn SovAeld.
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Breakage

As I open the door of my house,
I think poetry is a privilege
like the very expensive toys of childhood

or the hundredth listening to your favourite song

in ideal acoustic conditions

like a french kiss with the love of your life
like millions of shiny ponies

like life on other planets

like honey dissolving completely in tea

like flocks of lightning from a distance

and Ilike writing poems

as I'like lying on the grass

eating cream with apricots, caressing dogs
and if people do not like listening to poems
I like this sound

the way words are put into order

the way you open a door holding keys

for an inviolable house

I like writing poems

the way cats like licking themselves in the sun
and I want to get really good at my work

I want to get really good at my work.
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