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[Ip6éAoyog

To “Karmou oto Ev8idpeoo” amoteAei tnv avBoloyia épywv amnd dnpioup-
youg mtou ouppeteixav oto mpdypappa “To Katagpuyio tou Oduooéa” katd
Ta €tn 2021 Kai 2022. “To Kataguyio tou O8ucoéa” ouviotd éva 8iebvég
TPOYPaPa AOYOTEXVIKWV S1apovmV yid TIOINTEG, CUYYPAPEIG Kal peta-
Ppactég, Ty Slaxeipion tou omoiou éxouv avaAdfel n Opdaxa (EAAGSa),
1o Sandorf (Kpoatia), to Krokodil (ZepBia), H 'Evwon XAoBévwv Aoyote-
xv@V (ZAoBevia) xat to Literature Across Frontiers (OuaAia). To mpd-
ypappa Bpioketal oe 10xU ta teAeutaia 4 xpdvia Kat péoa ota xpévia au-
14, 20 ouyypageic éxouv Siapeivel otn Adpioa yia pia nepiodo 2 eB6opd-
Bwv, evd pe tn og1pd toug 10° EAANVeEG ouyypapeic éxouv Siapeivel oe Ti6-
Ae1g énwg n ArouprAiava, to BeAypddt, kat to vnoi MAet.

Kevtpik6 6épa autou tou PifAiou eival n amopdvwon —eite owpat-
KNG, KOWWVIKNG " ouvaliocOnpatkng gpUong- mou KATIOTE TPAayRatveTal
w¢ andéoupon N kat povagid.

‘OAa ta keipeva tng avBoAoyiag, pe SiapopetikoUs TpOMOUG, Kata-
mdvovtal pe g TolKiAeg pop@ég tng amopdvwong. AAAo éva otoixeio
Tou poipddovtal ard Koivou eival mwg 6Aa ypaptnkav katd tnv repiodo
OUPLETOXNG TwV SNIOUPYWV OTIC Aoyotexvikeég Siapovég oe Adpioa, At-
oupmnAlava, MAtet kar BeAypdbi. H avBoAoyia ovopdotnke “Kdmou oto
evbiapeoo”, and éva amd ta medd keipeva mou mepitAappavoviar péoa,
ypappévo aréd tn MapiAéva [Manaiwdvvou

Ot énuloupyoi tou emAéyovtal yia autd to BifAio eival o1 mepaoivoi
ouppetéxovieg oto mpdypappa: Idkwpog Avupavtdrng, ‘EAouvevt I'kpd-
witg, Kaua TI'kptoitg, @idia KaveAAdomoUAou, NikéAag Koutocoddving,
Aéuvt Mdpxayp, Mépykav Oouev, MapiAéva [Manaiwdvvou, OUpog Ipax,
Mayia Poutoefitg, Ndtaoa Zpvttg, Bitopipka Tpépmofatg.

EAnioupe nwg autd to BifAio Ba oag mpoopépel KaAn ouvtpo@ld oe
ouypéc pova&iag. To SiaPaopa eival pia povaxikn diadikaoia, emneldn
oupBaivel evw karoiog eival aroxkoppévog ard ta mavia yupw Tou Kat
Bubiletan oe évav aAAo xéopo. Qotéoo mapd, n iowg e€attiag autihg g
Bubiong, to Sidfaopa Sev eival pia povaxikn katdotaon, Kabwg Kaveig,
Re éva PipAio, oudémote eivar pévog.
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Foreword

“Somewhere in the Middle” is the anthology of works by the authors
who participated in the project Ulysses’ Shelter in the years 2021 and
2022. Ulysses’ Shelter is an international poets’, writers’, and transla-
tors’ residency program, executed by Thraka (Greece), Sandorf (Croat-
ia), Krokodil (Serbia), Slovene Writers’ Association (Slovenia), and Lit-
erature Across Frontiers (Wales). The program has been running for
four years, and during that time, twenty poets stayed in Larissa for 2
weeks, and ten Greek poets stayed in other cities, such as Ljubljana,
Belgrade, and the island Mljet.

The central theme of this book is isolation —whether of physical, so-
cial, or emotional nature- actualized either as solitude, or loneliness.

All of these texts, in various ways, deal with the different forms of
isolation. Another thing that they have in common is that many of
these works were written during the authors’ residential stays in
Larissa, Ljubljana, Mljet, and Belgrade. The anthology is named
“Somewhere in the Middle”, after one of the prose texts included in the
anthology, written by Marilena Papaioannou.

Authors included in the book are the last year’s participants in the
program are lakovos Anyfantakis, Eluned Gramich, Katja Grci¢, Filia
Kanellopoulou, Nikolas Koutsodontis, Lloyd Markham, Morgan Owen,
Marilena Papaioannou, Uro$ Prah, Maja Rucevi¢, Natasa Srdi¢, and
Vitomirka Trebovac.

We hope that this book will offer you good company in a time of
solitude. Reading is a solitary process because it happens while one is
detached from everything around them, and immersed in another
world. But despite, or maybe because of this immersion, reading is not
a lonely state, because, with a book, one is never alone.
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Idrwpog Avupavtdkng | Iakovos Anyfantakis
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Isolation: can you ever be alone?

I traveled to Belgrade on my own. Honestly. I packed a laptop, a
camera, two novels, one poetry collection, a hat people with
minimal decency would be ashamed to wear, some t-shirts,
some trousers, more sweaters than I would need in the warm
August weather. And Vagelis, Maro, Ray, Drazen, Dimitris,
Danae, Natasha. Vagelis and Maro travel with me everywhere [
go. Same thing with Ray and Drazen, even though they’re usu-
ally not that vocal. As for Dimitris, Danae and Natasha, they're
newcomers, I only met them a couple of months ago, I'm not
even sure those are their names.

It’s ok, I was comfortable in my apartment for one with all
this crowd. Each one had his own little corner, his own time to
get up and go to sleep. Vagelis walked with me in the streets
and the museums. Maro appeared whenever I would meet
some young mother. Ray some young woman - not a mother. I
saw Drazen a couple of times in the faces of some men, near
the train station. Dimitris was there whenever I would turn on
my computer. Danae when [ was alone. Natasha before I went
to sleep, ok, sometimes in the shower as well.

What were all these people? They are friends gone and
friends who have recently arrived. Heroes from my previous
book, two years already since it was published, but two short
years that haven’t allowed me to farewell them properly yet.
And characters from the next one, people I barely know, still
trying to learn their voice and recognize how they walk. They
travelled with me to Belgrade like they tend to do everywhere.
A loud little bunch, but a great company as well.

So solitude is not an option, even if it ever was a wish. You
need to learn to live with the heroes of your books, like you live
with your hopes, your dreams, your fears and your failures.
They are part of you, your own little demons. Always there to
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Armopdévwon: pmopeic moté va giocal povog;

Ta&idewa w¢ to BeAtypddi povog pou. Eldikpivd! Ztoifafa éva Ad-
o, Suo pubiotopnpata, pia monTtikn cuAAoyn, éva KaréAo mou
avBpwriol pe tnv eAdxiotn, éotw, aflompénela Ba vipémovtav va
popéoouv, pepikd pridouldxia, pepikd mavieAévia, meploodtepa
@oUtep am’ 6oa tuxov Ba xpelaldpouv péoa otov {eotd auyou-
ouduxo kaipd. Kai tov BayyéAn, tn Mdpw, tov Pé1, tov Ntpadey,
tov Anpntpn, tn Aavdan, tn Natdoa. O BayyéAng kai n Mdpw ta-
&18evouv padi pou émou Ppebw. To 1610 kat o Pé1 pe tov Ntpadey,
apot ouvnbwg Sev eival oAU opAntikol. ‘Oco yia tov Anpntpn,
m Aavdan kat tn Natdoa, eivatr veopeppévol, Toug yvaploa péAig
mpv duo pnveg, oUte Kav eipal olyoupog Twe eival autd ta ovo-
pata toug.

‘OAa KaAd, yia apxn npouv avetog oto Siapéplopa pe 6Ao autod
1o MANBog. O xaBévag eixe tn Si1knN Tou ywvitoa, tnv 61kN tou wWpa
Tou §umvouoe Kal Trou émepte yia Utivo. O BayyéAng Badile otoug
Spopoug xat ota pouoceia padi pou. H Mépw napoucialdtav kdbe
Tou yvwpidépouva pe karoia veapn puntépa. O Pé1, dtav empokel-
10 yla veapn yuvaika- 6x1 yia pntépa. Kdva 6uo @opég €iba ota
TpoowTa KATolwV avipwv exeivo tou N1palev, kovid oto otabud
tou tpévou. O Anpntpng ntav napdv kabe @opd mou dvorya tov
urntoAoylotn. H Aavan 6tav Bpiokdpouv povog pou. H Natdoa
TIpIV Téow yia UTvo — evtdagel, Kapid ¢popd Kat otn viouQiépa eri-
Oong.

Ti fitav dAo1 etoutol ot avBpwrrot; Eivar ¢idot mou éxouv xaBei
Kat ¢pidot Tou Tpdopata mapouoidotnkav. ‘Hpweg tou mponyou-
pevou BipAiou pou, tou nén duo xpdvia oe kKukAopopia, pa duo
opws xpdvia TePLoplopEVNG didpkelag, ou Sev ou €XOUV €TTl-
TpéYel akdpa va toug aroxaipetiow onwe toug a&ilel. Kai xapa-
Ktnpeg amno to emnoépevo BipAio, mpdowma mou eAdxiota yvwpilw,
6vtag aképa otnv mpoomndBela va pdbouv tnv §1kN ToUG pwvn
Kal va avayvwpioouv tov 81k6 toug tpoto Badiopatog. Ta&idewav

13
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remind you things you should be doing and things you wish y-
ou could do better. They might not be actual persons but to you
they might become more real than your friends, your family or
your lovers. After all, even if everyone else deserts you, even if
you are completely isolated, you know that when you call
them, they will be there.

You are never alone in front of a blank page.
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Radl pou w¢ to BeAypddy, énwg to ouvnbBilouv va kGvouv mav-
10U."Eva pikp6 BopuPwrdeg tooUppo, aAAd Kal pia e§aipetikn ouv-
poP1d.

‘Etol n pova&ia Sev naidel we emAoyn, akdépa Ki av Kdroia oty-
pn eival emBupntni. Oa xpelaotei va pdbeig va Zeig pe Toug Npweg
TV BiBAiwY oou, 6mwe Ze1g pe T eATibeg, Ta 6velpa, Toug PORoug
Kal ug arotuxieg oou. Eivar xoppdtia oou, o1 8ikoi oou pikpoi
daipoveg. Tldvta exkei va cou umevBupilouv mpdypata mou Ba
ETIPETIE Va KAVeLG Kal Tipdypata mou Ba euxéoouv va €kaveg Ka-
AUtepa. Mropei va pnv eival nmpaypatikoi dvBpwriol, wotdoo yia
eogva propel va yivouv mmo aAnBivoi and toug ¢piloug oou, tnv
O1KOYEVELA N TOUG EPACTEG OOU. LINV TEAIKN, AKOUA K1 av 6Aot ot
utiéAoirol oe eykataAeiyouv, akdpa Ki av eioal evieAws aropo-
VWREVOG, To EEPEIC TIWE aV TOUG pwVAgelg Ba eival ekel.

[Toté 6ev eioal pévog oou Prpootd oe pia AeUkn oeAida.

(Metagppaon NikdéAag Koutooddving)

15
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‘EAouvevt I'kpdputg | Eluned Gramich
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Library Island

‘T've ordered some items.’

‘Manuscript or book?’

‘Manuscript.’

‘What’s the name, please?’

‘Greta Davies.’

The new boy turned on his heel and disappeared into the lit-
tle room behind the library desk: boy, because he was barely
more than twenty. New, because he did not know her name.
Greta visited the library every day. She was one of the regular
readers, along with a handful of other retired or semi-retired
researchers. She was the only woman amongst them.

Greta sat down at her favourite spot at the back of the North
Reading Room. From here, she had a full view of the space: the
large, heavy oak tables and the uncomfortable wooden chairs
with their red-leather seats; the library desk with the too-y-
oung assistants, scurrying back and forth with books and grey
boxes and folders and bundles of vellum; the statue of Sir John,
the library founder, in front of the high windows, and through
the high windows, she glimpsed the blue-white sky.

Dr Sherman was sitting diagonal to her, his thin back curled
over a court roll. She knew Jolyon Sherman from the universi-
ty, of course. He'd been her superior before his retirement; she
did not like him much then, and had been pleased when he left.
And now, by chance, she was willingly spending every day in
the same room as him. He was wearing his usual brown tweed
- there was a hole beneath his elbow.

The child-librarian brought her the manuscript she was
working on - MSS number one two one seven from the Court of
Great Sessions. She took small weights and placed them on the
first few sheets; sheets she’d already transcribed the day be-
fore. She pushed her glasses up; tried to bring the spidery black
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Nnoi BifAtobnxn

“Exw {ntnoel karota nipdypata”
“Keipdypapo n fi1fAio;”
“Xeipdypapo”

“Tlwg Aéyeote apakaiw;”

“T'rpéta Ntéipig”

To xaivoupio maidi ékave petafoAn kal xdBnke péoa oto pikpo
dwpduo miow ané 1o tpamnédt g PipAlodNKNG: maidi, mo oAU
emeldn nrav péAig Atyo nmdvw armdé eixkoot xpovwv. Kawouvpio, enel-
on 6ev yvwpile to 6vopa tng. H I'kpéta mmyaive otn BipAtoBnkn
KaBnpepva. ‘Hrav pia amd toug mo TaKtKoUug avayvwoteg, padi
He pia xoUugta dAAoug ouvtaglouxoug N oto Tapd TEVIE TNG CUV-
tafloddétnong peAetntég. Empoxeito yia tn povadikn yuvaika
avdpeoa Toug.

H I'kpéta k@Bioe otnv ayarmpévn g ywvid miow oto Boépelo
Avayvwotnpio. Anié ekei eixe mANpn emorteia tou XWpPou: ta pe-
yaAa, ard Bapu 6pu tpanedia kat 1 dfoAeg EUAIVeC KapérAeg pe
1a KOkKiva deppdtiva kabiopatar 1o tparéd g BiAlodnkng pe
Toug uttepPoAikda veapoug urtaAAnAoug va Tpéxouv Tavw KAtw Qe
BiBAia ka1l ykpt KoUteg KAl (PpAKEAOUG Kal SECHEC TIEPYAUNVWV' TO
ayaApa tou Zep Tov, 18putn tng PifAiobnkng, pnpootd amd ta
YnAd mapdBupa kat Siapécou autwv Twv YnAwv mapabipwy,
exelvn Koitafe tov Aeukoydiado oupavéd peuyaiea.

0 66ktwp Zépuav kabdtav diaywviwg amd ekeivn, pe v mAd-
TN ToU KouAouplaopévn mavw aréd évav §ikaotukd ndrupo. ['vw-
p1Ze tov TOAl0v Xéppav amd To mavemotnyio, Guoikd. ‘Hrav o
avVWIEPOC TNG TIPLV TNV ouvtaglo86Tnon tou 8ev tou £TpePe Kat
HeydAn ouprndBela téte Kal ntav iKkavoroinpévn otav £guye. Kai
Twpa, ouvéPRaive va eixe tnv ipoBupia va Bpioketal kaBnpepivag
otov 1610 xWpo pe ekeivov. Popoloe to ocuvnbiouévo Tou Kagpé
touivt - pia tpuTa Bprokétav KAtw arné tov aykwva Tou.

To maibi-BipAtoBNKAplog TNG épepe 1O XE1POYPAPO TIAVW OTO

19
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writing into focus. It was barely ten o'clock and a headache
was already making itself known, sharpening between her
eyes.

She had worked through many several bundles from the
archive, patiently noting, translating the Latin as far as she
could... but her concentration had been lacking lately. She'd left
the library earlier than usual yesterday and now, this morning,
she felt the desire to read ebb away.

New readers came in - two girls. One with braids, the other
with dark brown hair tied up into a high ponytail. They were
dressed colourfully in clothes she remembered from her own y-
outh - purple tie-dye, bell-bottom jeans. One of them - the girl
with the long braids - collected books from the librarian at the
desk. Greta tried to read the titles, but she was too far away:
shining, slim volumes with startlingly abstract covers. Poetry?
The girls whispered conspiratorially as they went up the stairs
to the first floor, where they could study and chat away from
the prying eyes of the librarians.

It was something about the way the two girls sashayed up
the stairs that made Greta pause in her tackling of the court
documents.

She took off her glasses and leaned back against the wooden
chair and thought about how, in her youth, she had borrowed
eight poetry books from the town library and taken them with
her to Paris, and then lost them all when she left her bag on
the metro at one in the morning after she’d had all that nice
wine, cheap wine, and not eaten, just smoked, and she’d been
with people she had loved intensely then and now she could
not remember their names...

Jacqui had been there. Jacqui who renamed herself Jacque-
line in Paris. Strange that Greta should be thinking of her old
friend now, but perhaps not that strange. Only this morning
she had seen a Facebook post from her, something about a
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oroio §ouAeue — MSS voupepo éva duo éva emtd tou «Atkaotnpi-
ou twv MeydAwv Zuvedwvy. ITnpe karmoia ukpd Bdpn kai ta to-
moBétnoe endvw oe Afyeg amd g rpwteg oeAideg ekelveg Tou eixe
nén petaypdyel v mponyoupevn pépa. ‘Eonpwée nédvw ta yua-
Ald Tng mpoomdbnoe va emkevipwbel otnv apaxviacpévn pavpn
ypapn. Htav oxed6v 6éka n wpa xat o ovoképaiog dpxide va yi-
vetal atoBntég, akovidovtag avdpeoa ota pdua wng.

Eixe ndn douAéwel mdvw oe apketd 6épata and to apxeio, uro-
poveukd onpeiwvovtag, petagpddoviag ta Aativikd oto pérpo
Twv Suvatotntwyv TngG.. ga N Kavotnia tng otn OUYKEVIPpwWON
eAattwvétav teAeutaia. Xteg nmapdtnoe tn PifAtobnkn vwpitepa
art’ 6, T ouvnBwg Kal twpa, autd to Mpwivo, éviwoe Ty embupia
va eAattwoel akdpa Teplocdtepo To emnimnedo tou Siafdopatog tng.

Kawvoupiol avayvwoteg eppaviotnkav — Suo xopitola. H pia pe
Kotoida, n dAAn pe okoUpa kaotavd paAAid, mmaopéva o€ pia pe-
yaAn aAoyooupd. ‘Htav vtupéveg moAUxpwia, pe pouxa mou Bu-
pétave amnd tnv §ikn tng vedtnta —pia pof ypapdara- Baen, tqv
Kapméveg. Mia amé ekeiveg — 10 Kopitol pe th pakpid Kotoida -
énaipve BiPAia amd tov BipAioBnkdpio oto tpamnéq. H I'kpéta erm-
xeipnoe va diafdoel toug titAoug, pa ntav oe apketn andotaon
paxrpia: Aaprepof, Aertoi tépor pe e€aipetikd apnpnpéva egw-
¢@UAAa. TToinon dpaye; Ta kopitola YPiBUp1lav ouvwHoTIKA Kabwg
avéBaivav ta okalormdrtia mpog tov Tpwto dépogo, drou Kail Ba
priopovcav va HeAETNOOUV Kal va oulntnoouv paxpld améd ta
adidrpita BAéppata twv BipAtoBnkapiwv.

Yrnpxe KAt 0tov Kouviotd Kal Auyloto tpdtio mou ta 8Uo Kopi-
tola avéPnkav tig okaAeg, to omoio ékave tn [kpéta va Siakdyel
NV avapérpnon g He ta 81kaotikd VioKoupévta.

‘EByaAe ta yuaAid tng xai akoupurnoe miow otnv UAIvn Kapé-
KAa oxkemtépevn mwe, ota vidta tng, eixe davelotel oktw mointi-
KEG oUAAoYEG ard tnv Snpotukn PifAoBnkn kat Ti¢ eixe dpel pa-
¢ wng oto Iapiol, émou éneita tg éxaoe 6tav £€xaoe otn pia 1o
mpwi tnv todvta tng oto petpd, petd amnd 6Ao exeivo 1o wpaio

21
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painting, and there had been an accompanying picture of a
beach, sunlight, a rocky alcove.

‘Miss Davies. So sorry to disturb.’

The child-librarian was next to her, holding a wad of vellum.
‘Would you like to see this now or later? It's number eight slash
four two one?’

‘Later, thank you. I think I might go for a coffee.’

‘Oh, noproblemat all. I'll keep these for you when you'reready.’

Greta made her away out through the automatic gate past
the Family History books, along the red carpet, then left again
to the place they called a café but which was more or less a
staff canteen, as only librarians and researchers seemed to eat
there. She ordered a Cappuccino and a lemon cake and sat
down by the window with the view of the town and the sea.
She got out her phone and started to scroll through Facebook,
giving in to the urge to see Jacqui, to go through her pho-
tographs to see if she could recognise her anxious, frumpy
friend in any of them; the friend she knew at college and uni-
versity, decades ago. But no. The Jacqui - Jacqueline - of old
was nowhere to be seen. Only this radiant woman with sun-
kissed skin, always in the company of others, always some-
where that was as far away from Sutton Coldfield as possible.
She lived on an island in Croatia now - a place with no cars. S-
apphire lakes. Verdant foliage. White-golden colours of a place
illuminated by sunlight.

‘May [ make myself a nuisance, Greta?’

Oh God, she thought. ‘Of course, Jolyon. Please.’

He put his black coffee on the table and inched his chair clos-
er to her. ‘I hope you don’'t mind, Gret, but I couldn’t help but
notice that you're ploughing through the collection.’

‘Twouldn’t say that.’

‘What are your plans for it? For the book?’ Jolyon shuffled his
chair a bit closer so that Greta could detect a faint musty smell
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Kpaoi mou eixe mmei, 1o @INVO Kpaoi, xwpig va €xel @del, aniwg
kamnviovtag Kat pe v napéa avlpwriwy Tou tote ayarnouoe To-
AU xal twpa Sev propovoe xav va BupnBei ta ovépata toug...

H Zdx1 ntav ekel. H Zdxi mou dAAa&e 1o évopa tng oe ZakAiv
oto Ilapiot. IMapa&evo mou twpa n ['kpéta apxioe va okéPtetal
mv aAld ng eiAn, aAAd idAt 6x1 kai téco mapdagevo. MOAlg autd
1o Tpwi eixe del éva 6ikd tng oot oto Facebook, kat oxetikd pe
évav rivaka {wypa@ikng, Kat cuvodevoviav amd pia pwioypa-
¢ia napaiiag, nAtdpwg, pia Ppaxwdn ecoxn.

“Kupia Nté1fig. Me ouyxwpeite av evoxAw”

To ma1di-B1pAtoBnkrdapiog Pprokdtav SimAa tng, factwviag pia
déoun pe mepyaunvég. “Oa BéAate pnmnwe va to deite autd tpa n
apydtepa; Eival o ap1Bpég oxktw kabetog téooepa duo éva;”

“Apyotepa, euxapiotw. Nopidw Ba maw va mapw Kaee”

“0, xavéva npoPAnpa téte. Oa ta Kpathow autd yla étav elote
¢toun”

H I'kpéta pynke €€w amd v auvtépatn népta népa arnod ta Pi-
BAfa Owkoyevelakng lotopiag, Katd PnKog tou KOKKIVOU XaAlou,
éretta €otplPe TAAL TIPOG TO PEPOG TIOU armokaAoUv Kag€, To
oroio wotdéoo NTav TePLoaOTEPO éva KUAIKEIO Yia TO TIPOCWTTIKG,
KaBw¢ povdxa ot BifAoBnkdapiol Kal o1 epeuvniég @aivotav va
tpwve exel. [TapdyyeiAe évav Kamoutoivo Ki éva KEK Aepdvi Kai
Kd&6ioe dinAa oto mapdBupo pe Béa otnv méANn kar tn BdAaocoa.
‘EByale to Kivntd tng xat dpxioe va diatpéexel 1o Facebook, uro-
KUTTTOVTAC otov Telpacpd va det tn ZAaki, va avatpé€el g pwro-
ypapieg tng va de1 av Ba pmopovce va avayvwpiosl oe Kdmoia
arnd autég v ayxwtkn, adéflia ¢iAn tng v ¢@iAn mou n&epe
amod To KoAéylo Kal To mavermotnyio, dexaetieg mipiv. AAAG 6x1. H
Zéx1 —ZaxkAiv- tou mapeABévtog Sev umnpxe moubevd. Movdaxa
autn n aktuvoPoAa yuvaika pe to nAlokapévo 6épua, Tavia ma-
péa pe dAAoug, tdvta kdarou Tou Bplokétav 6oo Tio paxpld yive-
tat amné to Ldtov KéAvipiAvt. Zouoe oe éva vnoi otnv Kpoatia tw-
pa - éva pépog xwpic avtokivnta. Xangeipiveg Afpveg. Katanpd-

23



Anthology_2022.gxp_Ulysses’ Shelter 31/8/22 1:2%%1& 24

24

emanating from his tweed jacket. ‘Find anything new? You can
tell me. You know I won'’t steal your ideas.’

‘T haven'’t found anything new,” she said. ‘Does anyone?’

‘What’s your angle then?’

She suddenly felt very tired. ‘I'm not sure what you mean,
Jolyon. I don’t have an idea for a book yet, and even if I did, I
don’t have the desire to write another one.’

‘T don’t believe you! Jolyon laughed. Keeping your cards
close to your chest, eh?

She shook her head.

‘Why are you racing through them, then? It must be a part of
some project.’

‘Out of interest,” she said, and felt a desperate lowness enter
her heart, and lift again. But not entirely. ‘Because it’s interest-
ing,’ she repeated. It’s what I do, she thought. What else would I
be doing? Going around the world like Jacqui. Living on an is-
land! But of course this was not possible; she didn’t want to
leave the town she had settled in. The one with the library. She
was a different person now, a person who didn’'t much like the
effort and fears of travel.

Jolyon was talking about something he’'d discovered. A will
encased in a set of documents relating to property; how the
will had left everything to the daughter and another woman
and left the wife with nothing but a set of leather-bound books.

‘That’s husbands for you,” Greta said.

‘Haha,’ said Jolyon, who’d never married.

Greta had been married once when she was twenty-one.
They lived together for four years in Birmingham. She’'d kept
house, waiting to be pregnant, until one day she came back af-
ter visiting her parents in Sutton to find all his things gone and
with no note of explanation.

‘Something seems to be worrying you,’ Jolyon carried on. Y-
ou seem quite distracted if I may say.’
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owa @uAAwpata. Aeuk6xpuoa Xpwpatd evog ToTiiou PWTIoREVOU
aro nAtaxtibec.

“Mrnopw va evoxAnow Aiyo, I'kpéta;”

Ox Xp1oté pov, okéPInke. “©uaoikd, T¢oAov. [TaparaAw”

Axroupnnoe Tov OKETo Tou Kapé oto Tparédl xal €Bale tnv Ka-
pEKAa Tou TTo Kovtd tng. “EAmidw va punv oe melpddel I'kpet, pa

s ”

Sev pmopouvoa va pPnv napatnpnow Twe 0pYWVELG TN GUAAOYT

“Aev Ba o éAeya autd”

“Th oxormevelg va xdveig pe avtd; Eivar yia to BifAio;” o T¢dAov
éoupe TNV KapékAa tou Alyo To Kovtd wote n [kpéta pmndpeoe va
avtuAngBei pia apudpn pouxAtaopévn pupwdid va avadivetar amnd
10 Touivt tddket tou. “AvakdAuyeg tinota Kaivouplo; Mropeic va
pou Tels. I'vwpileig mwg 8ev mipdKkeital va oou KAEYwW TG 16ée¢”.

“Timota xawvouplo dev Bpnka’, eime ekeivn. “Tlotog Bpiokel dA-
Awote;”

“Onodrte mola eival n omnukn oou;”

‘Eviwoe téte andtopa xoupaopévn. “Aev eipal ofyoupn mwg Ka-
taAaBaivw T evvoeig, T(OA0v. Aev €xw Bpel kamola 16¢a yia Pi-
BAio akdpa, xat av eixa dev €éxw tnv embupia Sev ypdyw K1 dAA0”

“Aev oe mmotevw!” O T¢OAov yéAaoe. “Kpatdc ta xaptid oou
KAg1014, €7

Ekeivn KoUvnoe to Ke@AAl Tng.

“Thati avatpéxelg oe autd tdte; Oa Tpémnel va arnoteAei pépog
evog eupuTePOU TIPOTLEKT .

“Ané evBiapépov” eine ekefvn Kal €viwoe pia ameAToTKN ta-
netvétnta va e10BdAAel otnv Kapdid Tng Ki €Melta va avuPovetal
TaAL AAAG 6x1 oAdteAa. “Tan €xel eviiapépov” eine Eavd. Eival
avto MoV Kdvw, oKEPTNKE. Tt AAAo Ba prnopouoa va kavw; Na yu-
pilw tov xéopo oav tn Zdxt. Na {w oe éva vnoi! AAAG guoikd au-
16 8ev ntav duvatd. Aev nBele va eykataAeiyel v mdéAn otnv
oroia eixe eykataotaBei. Exeivn pe tnv fipAiodnxn. ‘Hrav évag
aAAwTiKog dvBpwTiog twpa, évag AvBpwrtog Tou Sev Tou dpece o
KOTIOC Kal o1 €yvoleg evog tafidiou.

25
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‘Not at all,” Greta replied, who was methodically dissecting
and eating her lemon cake with a small fork. ‘I feel fine.’

‘Low blood sugar?’

‘Maybe.’

The thing with regrets is that you're not supposed to have
them. Or if you do have them, you're meant to dispose of them
quickly. Regrets are pointless. If you have a regret, you're
meant to do something positive with it - like travel around the
world, even if you don’t really want to travel around the world
at your age. My age, she thought. Sixty-eight.

‘I have this friend,” she said to Jolyon Sherman, who she
knew couldn’t care less about her personal life, or anyone else’s
for that matter. ‘She lives on an island and writes poetry. She’s
very successful and charismatic. You might have heard the
name - it's Jacqueline Marais? No. Well, when I knew her at
school she was Jacqui Brown and she never said a word. She was
completely mute, like a mouse. She even looked like a mouse.
She was skinny and had this bowl-cut... Anyway, [ don’t want to
be mean. It’s just how she was. We were good, close friends all
the way through school. We decided to go to university togeth-
er. We went to Cambridge, both of us, only it was touch and go
whether she would get in, and in the end they had her on a
waiting list and she was already planning to defer and work a
year. In the end she came with me. The same college even. St
John's. We did everything together; went to Paris together.
Quite a thing, back then. It’s not like we had any money. Any-
way, she was always scraping her exams, and getting into trou-
ble with the tutors. She found it really difficult, I remember.
Focussing, turning out essays, reading books she had no inter-
est in. She never wrote a single line of poetry. Or, at least, she
never told me about it. I was always the poet. I entered all
these competitions and had my poems published in the student
paper. They even read one of my poems out at Formal Hall



Anthology_2022.gxp_Ulysses’ Shelter 31/8/22 1:2%%1& 27

O TZ6A10v pidouoe yia KAt mou eixe avakaAuyetl. Mia §iabnkn 27
OUVNUIPEVN OE [a o€1pd apXeiwVv OXETIKWYV e Jia 1610KTnoia” mwg
n &iabnkn denve ta mavia otnv kKépn Kai pia dAAn yuvaixa xat
dev donve timota otnv ouluyo Tapektdg piag oelpdg deppatdde-

Twv BipAiwv.

“Opiote o1 ouluyol”, eirne n I'kpéta.

“Xaxa”, €ékave o T¢OAL0v, TIoU Sev eixe mOTE TOU TIAVTPEUTEL.

H I'kpéta to eixe kédvel pia popd ota ikoot éva tng.’Enoav pa-

i yia téooepa xpévia oto Mnepvivxap. Kpatouoe to ormitt, mepipé-
vovtag pia mbavn eyKupooUvn, OTIoU [ia Pépa emneotpeye Tiiow,
petd and pua eniokeyn otoug yoveig tng oto Xdtov, yia va Ppel
agavta 6Aa tou ta mpdypata kai xwpic éva onpeiwpa va e€nyet
10 ouBNIIOTE.

“Kdau qaivetal va oe amaoxoAei” ouvéxioe o TZOAI0V. “Oa éAeya
Tw¢ potdleig apretd apnpnpévn”

“Aev vopilw”, andvinoe n I'’kpéta, mou avdtepve peBobika Ki
€tpwye pe éva pikpd mpouvi 1o KEIK Agpoviou tg. “Niwbw pia
xapd”

“Exeiq unoyAuraipia;”

“Mropei”

To Bépa pe 1g WYelg eival mwg utotiBetat 6t dev mpémnel va
TG €xe1¢. ' H éotw av g €xe1g mweg opeilelg ypnyopa va tig Eepop-
TwBeig. O1 twelg eival avouoleg. Av €xelg yia KAt TUWELG, opei-
A€1¢ va kavelg kau pe Betikd mpdonpo yi' autd —ag mouvpe éva ta-
€161 oe 6Ao tov kdopo, akdun K1 av Sev embupeic kabBoAou otnv
nAkia cou va ta§i&éweig mavtov. H nAikia pov, oképinke. EEnv-
10 OKTW.

“Exw pia @iAn” eine otov T{OAlov Zéppav, Tiou néepe mwg dev
Tou Kaiyovtav kap@i yia tnv mpoowrmmkni tng {wn, n yla oudnro-
te AAAo. “Zel o éva vnoi kat ypagel oinon. Eival oAU emtuxn-
pévn Kal xapiopatikn. Mmnopei va oou eivar yvwotd to dvopa tng-
ZaxAiv Mapai; ‘Oxt. Aoindy, 6tav tnv nEepa oto oxoAeio ntav n
Zax1 Mnipdouv kai dev éAeye oté kouBévta. Htav evieAwg pouy-



Anthology_2022.gxp_Ulysses’ Shelter 31/8/22 1:2%%1& 28

28

‘Yes, now she’s the poet and you're the historian. I see’’

Shut up Jolyon, she wanted to say. [ haven't finished. ‘There
was this scholarship. A writing scholarship from the college.
One year’s salary to a recent graduate to simply write. Stories.
Novels. Poetry. Go, travel, and write. Of course, I applied. And
so did Jacqui, just because I did.’

‘And then she got it and you didn’t? Tough luck.’

‘No,” said Greta, slowly. ‘I did get it. They published the
names of the applicants in order and pinned it to the common
room noticeboard and I was the first choice.’

‘I see. And so you went?’

Greta shook her head. T'd been seeing someone. Someone
who I thought was quite nice, and he’d asked me to marry him.
He was a lawyer, and he already had a job waiting for him in
Birmingham. So I turned it down and Jacqui went instead. She
was second on the list. She went to France, Spain, Italy, Slove-
nia, Serbia, Croatia, Greece. She went and never came back.’

‘I didn’t know you were married,” said Jolyon.

‘T'm not”’

Greta glanced at Jolyon; he seemed a little disconcerted by
the outburst, alarmed even.

‘Sorry,” she said perfunctorily.

‘No use dwelling on it, though, is there?’ he said. ‘We’ve made
plenty of bad decisions.’

‘Oh? What are yours?’

Jolyon’s mouth thinned. ‘It’s late. The library closes early to-
day as it’s Saturday. I'd best be heading back.’

‘Yes. Good idea.” But Greta didn’t follow him. She continued
to sit in her favourite spot, overlooking the town and the sea,
thinking over her regret, rubbing at the scar.

Finally, she rose and returned to the Reading Room. She
passed the two young girls on the way out - the one with the
dark hair piled high on her head, the other with the long braids.



Anthology_2022.gxp_Ulysses’ Shelter 31/8/22 1:2%%1& 29

KN, oav movukdkl. Aképa épotale pe €va. ‘Hrav Aemtn xai eixe
exeivo 1o KoUpepa KameAdkl... TéAog maviwy, ev BéAw va akou-
OTW Kaxkevipexng. AmAwg €tol ntav. ' Hpaotav KaAég, kovtuvég ¢i-
Agg, 6Aa pag ta oxoAikd xpovia. Anogaoioape va mdpe padi mave-
rmothpo. [Thyape oto Kaipmpitd, kal ot §uo pag, pévo mou yia
exeivn ntav apeifodo av Ba ta Katapepve va PTel, Kat oto TéAog
v eixav oe Aiota avapovig kat ano@dotoe va to avaBaiAel kat
va gpyaotel yia éva xpdévo. TeAikd pe akoAouBnoe. X1o 1610 KoAé-
yio x1éAag. To Zawt Tove. Kdvape ta ndvta padill myape pad
oto [Tapiol. Zroudaio mpdypa, yia téte. Asv ntav nwe eixape kat
xpnpata. TéAog maviwy, TIAvTote NG AmotUxaive ot eCETAOELG
Kai éumaive oe prieAddeg pe toug kabnyntég. Ta €Bploke prnaotou-
via, Bupdpal. To va ouykevipwvetal, va mapadibel epyaoieg, va
diapdler BiBAia dev Ntav moté péoa ota evdiapépovia tng. Iloté
g dev éypawe pnte £vav otixo.’H éotw, noté tng dev pou 1o eire.
Ey fpouv mdviote pou Tontpld. Zuppeteixa oe 6Aoug toug ia-
ywviopoUg xal €8va ta Topata pou yia dnpoocieuon otov pa-
Bnuké tomo. Aképa SidBacav éva amnd ta nmonpata pou oto For-
mal Hall”

“Nai, xai twpa ekeivn eival n montpia K1 €0U n 10topikog. Ka-
tédAapa’

BovAwoe to T{6A10v, hBeAe va tou mel. Aegv éxw teAelwoel.
“Yrmpxe exeivn n umotpogia. Mia umotpopia tou KoAegyiou yia
v ouyypapn. Arnédidav oe évav mpdopato andPoito evog £Toug
emidopa anAwg yia va ypagel. Ainynpata. Mubiotopnpata. Ioi-
non. Avte, tafideye ka1 ypaye. duoikd ékava aitnon. Autd ékave
Kal n Zaki, ene1dn anAd eixa kavet k1 eyw”

“Kat téte eméAe€av exeivn K1 eoéva 6x1; Atuxia”

“Oxv”, eine n I'kpéta, apyd, “Me enéAe€av. Anpooieucav ta ové-
Hata twv artoUviwyv pe oglpd Kal ta Kappitowoav otov Tivaka
AVAaXOlVWOEWYV TOU pouaylé Kal NPouv n mpwin emAaxovoa”

“KatdAapa. K1 éto myeg;”

H I'kpéta kouvnoe 1o kePdAl tng. “EPAena kdmoiov tdte. Karor-

29
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On the library desk were the two shining, slim books they had
been reading. The child-librarian was about to put them away
when Greta said:

‘Excuse me. Do you mind if I have a look at those?’

The librarian handed them to her. One was by a poet she
hadn’t heard of; the other by Jacqueline Marais. ‘Can I read
these?’

‘Of course. Would you also like to see number eight slash
four..’

‘No thanks,” she said, taking the poetry volumes and heading
- not to the manuscript side - but to the little nook behind the
statue of Sir John. Away from the prying eyes of librarians and
Jolyon Sherman, where she could sit in an armchair and read
about islands and sunlight. Where she could hear the voice of
her changed, beautiful friend, calling to her from the page.
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ov Tou Bewpovoa apketd KaAd Kal pou gixe {ntnoel va tov Tav-
peutw. Hrtav diknyodpog, kat nén eixe pia douAeld va tov mepipié-
vel oto Mniéppivyxap. Omoéte anéppiya tnv npdraon kai n ZAaxl
mmye otn Béon pou. ‘Htav deltepn otn Aiota. [Inye otn T'aAAiq,
v Iomavia, tv ItaAia, tn ZAoBevia, tn ZepBia, tnv Kpoatia, tv
EAAGSa. [Tnye kat dev yupioe moté miow”.

“Aev yvwpila Twg hoouv Tiavipepévn’, eire o T¢OAL0v.

“Dev eipal”

H I'kpéta xoitae tov T¢OA10VK époiade Alyo apnxavog petd amd
autd to Efomaopa, BopuPnpuévog Ba prtopoloe va el Kaveic.

“Me ouyxwpeig”, eine ekeivn emmnéAaia.

“Aev éxel vonpa va pévouple oe autd opwg, €tol;” Eine ekeivog.
“Exoupie Tidpel OAAEC Kakég amopaoelg”

“A; Troieg eival o1 8ikég oou;”

To otépa tou T¢OAov palewe. “Eival apyd. H BifAioBnxn xAei-
Vel Vwpic onpepa kabwg eival Zdppato. KaAutepa va yupiow -
ow”

“Nat. KaAn 16éa” aAAd n I'kpéta dev tov akoAouBnoe. Luvéxioe
va KdBetail oto ayarnpévo tng onpelo, pe B£a tnv nméAn Kat tnv
BdAaooq, orkemtdépevn tnv AUTIN TNG, Uvovtag TG MANYEG TNG.

TéAog, onkwONnKe Kal eMEOTpeWPe 0TO avayvwotnplo. Xnv ££08o
TIPOOTIEPACE TIG SUO VeapéG KOTIEAEC — TN {id € Ta okoUpd paAAid
palepéva YnAd oto ke@dAl tng, Tnv AAAn pe TG paxplég nmAegou-
dec. TIavw oto ypageio tng BifAlobNKNG Bprokdtav ta Suo Aapre-
pd, Aertd BiBAia mou &idpalav. To maidi-pifAioBnkdapilog nrav
étolog va ta BdAel otn Béon toug 6tav n I'kpéta eine:

“Me ouyxwpeite. Zag elpadel va pifw pia patud oe autd;”

O BiBAoBnkdapiog NG ta é6woe. To éva Ntav evog TIOINTA TIOU
dev eixe akovoel avd: 1o dAAo ntav g ZakAiv Mapai. “Mrmopw
va ta diafdow; ”

“@uoikd. Oa BéAate emiong va Seite 10 voupepo oKTW KABeTOg
téooepa...”

“Ox1 guxaplotw,” eime, TMPE TOUG TOPOUG TIOINONG KAl KATEU-

31
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BUvBnke - 6x1 TIPOG TNV TAEUPA TwV Xelpoypdpwv — aAdd otnv 33
HiKpN Ywvid miow amd to dyaApa tou Xep Tlov. Makpid armd ta
adidrpita BAéppata twv BipAodBnkapiwv Kat tou T{6A10v Zéppav,
6rmou Ba propouoe va kabioel oe pia oAuBpdva kat va SiaBdoet

yla vnold xai yia to nAidgwc. Exel mou Ba prmopouvoe va akouoel

m Qwvn g aAAaypévng, dpopeng @iAng tng, ou tnv KaAouos

armoé t ogAiba.

(Metagppaon NikdéAag Koutooddvtng)
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Kdua I'kproitg / Katja Greié
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36 ALL OF THE PROBLEMS OF HUMANITY

All of the Problems of Humanity

Tout le malheur des hommes vient d'une seule chose,
qui est de ne savoir pas demeurer en repos,
dans une chambre.

- Blaise Pascal, Pensées

I move at regular intervals

I save words, money, and enthusiasm

it seems to me that it’s time for _
To demolish, to demolish!

All these museums of the pharaohs,

all these thrones of art.

the world is divided into:

those who carelessly drink aperol

those who don’t drink it

those who pretend to carelessly drink it
Millions are dying,

and Europe is lying.

Everything is becoming complex

except for the inflation

Lie, lie, lie.

the last time [ was carefree was three days before
the start of spring

2020

and perhaps that too was an illusion

for me, Ljubljana is:
office desk in Dane Zajc’s room (until 1 pm)
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OAA TA TIPOBAHMATA THZX ANOPQITOTHTAZ

‘OAa ta mpofAnpata tng avpwroétntag

Tout le malheur des hommes vient d'une seule chose,
qui est de ne savoir pas demeurer en repos,
dans une chambre.

— MriAeC TTaokdA, Pensées

Hetakivoupal avd taktd xpovikd Siaothpata
armobnkelw KOop0oUG, Xpnpata Kal evBouoiaopo
Hou qaivetal mwg givar wpa yia _ _ _ _ _

Na xatedapioovue, va katedapioovyue!

‘OAa tovta ta povoeia twv Papaw,

6Aou¢ avtou¢ toug Bpovouc Téxvng.

0 KOOpP0¢ elval Xwp1opévog oe:

autoug Tou arepiokertta mivouve AmepoA
autoug Tou 8ev To TTivouv

autoUg TIoU KAVouV TwG To Tivouv arepiokenta
Exatopuvpia nebaivovv

Kai n Evpwnn Aée1 Péuara.

ta nmavta yivovtal repimioxka

€KTOC art’ Tov MAnBwpiopd

Weéua, Péua, Yéua.

n teAeutaia popd Tou Npouv EEyvolaotn NTav TpeLg PEPES
npv v évapén g dvoing

2020

Kal mBavwg K1 autd va ntave Peudaiobnon

[Ma péva n AtouprAidva eivai:
10 tpanql ypagpeiou otou Ntdve Zaitg to Swpdtio (wg tn 1 m.11.)
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(from 1 pm) kitchen table
(after 6 pm) bed
regular walks

A woman in a sportswear store talks to me for more than half
an hour, about how her daughter travelled to Greece, about
how in Greece everyone was negative before takeoff, and when
they landed in Ljubljana they suddenly became positive. The s-
tory had some dramaturgical holes, yet I listened to it until the
end. Then she hugged me tightly for no particular reason.

Are a Result of the Fact

I can’t read poetry, I'm too distracted.

[ escape into adaptation and humor, I cook rice.
Rice calms me down.

I'm talking to Kosovel.

Everything is a poem.

DYNAMISM ACTIVITY BALKANS

Jan says order that tea and I trust him.

Shifts in the field of trust.

Internal affairs, stable.

In the building, everything is as usual in my life - a neighbor
upstairs is renovating the apartment, in the apartment next
door a small, hysterical dog is barking, children are screaming
on the playground under the window, there is a kindergarten
too, and a garbage truck is coming, it seems to me, a hundred
times daily (that’s the only difference).
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(amé ™ 1 .. tpamnédt xoudivag
(petd g 6 TLu.) Kpefdu
ouvnbiopéveg BOAteg

Mia yuvaika oe katdotnpa aBAntikwv e18wv pou piAd ndvw amnd
Hodwpo, ou n képn ¢ tafideye otnv EAAGSa, mou otnv EAAG-
8a 6Ao1 fitave apvnuikoi TPV v aroyeiwon kat étav mpooyel-
wBnkav o AloupmnAtdva §agvikd yivave Betikoi. H 10topia eixe
Kamola dpapatoupyikd Kevd, K1 Opwg v dKouod wg o TéAoG.
‘Enteita pe aykdAiaoe o@ixtd, Xwpi¢ cuyKekpipévo Adyo.

IInyader ané autd

Aev pmopw va diafdow moinon, eipal téoo apnpnpévn.
Amodpw otnv mpooappoyn Kat to x1oupop, payelpeiw pudl.
To pUQ pe npepei.

MiAdw otov KdooPeA.

Ta navta eivai éva moinua.

AYNAMIXMOX APAXTHPIOTHTA BAAKANIA

O Tav Aéel mapayyeiAe 1o todl ekeivo Kal Tov epmotevopal.
AAAayég oto mebio Tng epmotoovUvng.

Eowtepikég uttoBéoelg. Zrabepég.

Méoa oto Ktipio, 6Aa eival wg ouvnBwe otn Jwn pou — o aro Td-
vw yeitovag kavel oto Siapépiopa avakaivion, otng SimAavng
niéptag to Siapépiopa éva pkpd, votepikd okUAi yauyidel, maibia
oupAidlouv otov Taiddroro kdtw ar’ to napdbupo, umndpxel emi-
ong éva vnmaywyeio, K1 éva okouTid1dpiko épxetal, OTiwG 10U
Qaivetal gpéva, ekatd Qopég tn pépa (autn eival n pévn Sago-
pd).

39
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That One Is Not Able

to go to the spring every day
to ask the water what it sees
to believe

To Sit in Peace

isolation can be:

a) protection

b) vastness

c) anxiety

d) an opportunity for a reset
e) an opportunity for suicide
f) exciting

d) frightening

h) temporary

i) dangerous

j) beneficial

k) all of the above, and more

Alone With Oneself

a blister bleeding on the left foot

loss of appetite

an unbearable amount of tenderness in sleep

so big that waking up becomes an act of violence

desire and its projections

systematics of unevenness

they attribute abstraction to me

because they don’t understand the basics of mathematics
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Auté mou éva dtopo dev gival ikavo va kavet

va mmyaivel otnv nmyn kdbe pépa
va pwtdel 1o vepo T PAEmEL
va Tmotevel

Na kaBioel houxog

N arnopévwon propei va sivat:
a) Tpootaocia

B) anepavtoouvn

Y) ayxog

8) mia eukaipia emavekkivnong
€) yla eukaipia yia auvtoxelpia
{) ouvapmactkn

N) TPOPAXTIKN

8) mpoowpivn

1) emkivéuvn

K) w@éAun

A) 6Aa ta mapamndvw Kat repiocdtepa

Moévog pe tov eautd tou

Ha eAUKTalva patwpévn oto apiotepd moddapt
avope&ia

Hia avurd@opn mocdInta oTopyng otov Utvo

1600 peyaAn mou to va onkwBeic yivetar mpd&n Biag
ot emBupia k1 o1 TPoPoAEG TNG

0l CUOTNUATIKEG AVIOOTNTES

HOU TILOTWVOUV TO a@NPNHEVO

yiati 8ev katavoouve Baoikd pabnpatkd

41
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hunger, but not from this world
technology, travesty, tesla

where are we where are we

do we know the coordinates

we're driving at night to zagreb

the moon is full and benevolent
gasoline is cheaper

the highway is narrower

we're not singing, and we should be

*

the parts of the text that are in italics were
originally written in Slovenian
(Translated by Marija Dejanovi¢)
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neiva, pa 6x1 autou Tou KGoHoU
texvoloyia, mapwbia, TéoAa

Tiou eipaote mou eipaocte

PNnwe yvwpiloupe 11 ouvietaypéveg
ofnyoupe vUxta yia 1o ZAyKpeprt

o peyydpt eival yepdto kal kaAdéBouldo
n Bevdivn eivar pBnvétePn

N Aew@Opog 1o oTeEV

dev tpayoudaype, xai Ba énperte

*

Ta pépn mou kelpévou oe MAGyla ypdupata ntav
apxikd ypappéva ota oAoBevikd.

(Metdgppaon NikéAag Koutoodoving)

43
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®1Aia KaveAdomouAou / Filia Kanellopoulou
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Background

Late into the night

[ will open the balcony door silently

and as [ go out

the wind will lift me up high up like a raven’s feather
and I will become one

with the lights of your city

before

across the dark

they haunted my dreams

in a little while I will step on your roof tiles

[ will feel with my fingers the impressive pediments
the antennas in the domes,

the domes of the houses, I will caress

my tears may become drops on their windows,
my face, plaster relief, facade ornament

my body, -a former shooting range-

will become one with the ruins

[ will become an attraction

holding a sceptre, statue

or the adornment in a marble water fountain,
backstage, that is,

background

for photos

of your foreign visitors.

Stari Grad, 3/10/2021
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débvto

Apyd tn vUxta

v priaAkovoéropta 8’ avoifw abBdépufa

K1 O0Tw¢ ¢€w Ba Byw

YnAd o aépag Ba pe onkwoel oav Képaxka Pptepd

K1 éva twpa Ba yivw

He Ta pwta tng éANG oag

aUTd TIOU TIPONYOUPEVWG

0T0 0KOTad1

tov Urvo pou, tpépalav

oe Aiyo Ba natdw ta kepapidia otig otéyeg oag

10 EVIUTIWOIAKA agtopata Ba ynAag pe ta SaktuAa
TG Kepaieg otoug tpoUAoug,

touc BéAouc Twv orutiwy, Ba xdibevw

ta 8axpud pou {owg yivouv otaydveg ota t¢dpia toug,
10 IPGOWTIO Pov, YUW1IVo avayAu@o, otoAidl mpocoWews
0 KOpPOG pou, -aAAotivo medio foAng-,

éva Ba yivel pe ta xaAdopata

afloBéato Ba yivw

OKNTITPO Kpatwvtag, dyaiua

N nmAdtn Bpuong oe pappdpivo owvtplPavi,
Tapacknvio dnAadn,

[O%e}Vade}

yia TG pwtoypapieg

TWV EEVWV ETTIOKETITWV 0AG.

Stari Grad, 3/10/2021

47
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Note in the diary 1
5/10/2021, Kalemegdan

Reminder: to write a poem
about the confluence of rivers

Gradska pivnica terazije

he saw her in the crowd and asked her
“what are you doing here”

and everyone wondered why someone like her was
hanging out with them

and everyone said to her “you’re very fresh” or
“you’re too good to be here”

and she had no idea what she looked like

nor why everyone told her, all her life, something like that

everywhere

but much more within her

she always felt

too little
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Inpeiwon oto npepoAdyio 1
5/10/2021, Kalemegdan

YrievBupion: va ypdww éva moinpa
yld tTn CUHBOAN TWV TIOTApWV

Gradska pivnica terazije

v €ide peg oto MANBOC Kal TNV pwtd «eoU T KAVELG €8x
Kat 6Aot aropovoav mou kdroia oav ekeivn ouyxpwrtifétav
padi toug
Kal 6Aol tng Aéyave «oAU gpéokia eioal eoU» n
«yla €6w €0V TEPTELG TIOAU»
K1 autn Sev eixe 18¢€a oUte Tiwg €polade
oUte ylati tng éAeyav 6Ao1, oe dAn g tn {wn, KATL T€T010
autn mavtou
Ha o ToAU péoa g
éviwBe Tiavta
Alyn

49
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Note in the diary 1
7/10/2021

Beautiful old cities

- poems to be discovered
Monster new cities

- dystopic nightmares

Ode to my legs

My legs

Strong legs, you were my support

in the most difficult

in the biggest

in the first step of life

you walked me in the streets of my world
known and

unknown

my legs, we ran together

On SO Many pavers

we danced together all kinds of music
we travelled to cities on earth

we climbed hills

you swam, my legs

you gave the impetus for the first time
you climbed with me

in doors, in libraries

on simple stairs

you rose to the challenge

to land me on the descent

beautiful legs -as everyone is saying-
you opened at the sight of my lovers
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Inpeiwon oto npepoAdyto II 51
7/10/2021

‘Opopeeg TOAEIG TIAAIEG

- ToMpata mpog avakdAuyn
Tépata véeg moAelg

- Suotorukoi epldAteg

Q61 ota néda

[16861a pou

[1681a yepd, pe otnpi€ate

oto o §UokoAo

0To o peydalo

0to TpWTo Pripa tng {wng

He Tepratnoate otoug 5pdoug Tou KOOHoU [ouU
YVwotoUg Kat

0TOUG ayVWOoToug

pé€ape padi modia pou

og 160a MAakdéoTpwta

xopéyape paldi kabe €i60¢ PoOUOIKNG
taf16éwape oe TOAEIC TNG VNG
avefnkape Adpoug

KoAuprmoate édia pou

dwoate gogi¢ tTnv wBnon yia mpwtn opd
okap@aAwoate padi pou

oe Tiépteg, oe P1pAloBNKES

o€ OKAAeC amAég

otabnkate oto UYog oag

yla va PE TIPOCYELWOETE 0To Katéfaopa
opoppa média —6Aot o Aéve-

avoi€ate otn Béa TWV €PWTWV 110U
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you wrapped yourself around bodies and grasped waists
you supported me in my daily wage

you sat gracefully in chairs

you worked out with me and

you got a role, after that

“Do the candle pose while saying the words.”
O my feet you!

You endured all this,

to hurt, after the trip...

It figures!

How much can you endure

two years now inside

numb?
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TAxOnkate yUpw aré koppid xai opifate péoeg
pe otnpifate oto pepoxduato

KaBioate pe xdpn oe KapERAeG
yupvaobnkate padi pou kat

mmpate évav poAo, petd amno ekeivo 1o
«KAVe 11aG 10 KepAkl Aéyovtag Kat ta Adyia».
Q nédia povu eoeic!

Avté€ate 6Aa autd,

yla va TIoVAte, Petd ar’ to 0801mopiko...
NAoyixé!

[Téoa v’ avtéete K1 €0€ilg

duo xpovia twpa péoa

poubilaopéva;

53
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54 Note in the diary 111
9/10/2021

The animals of the cities

tell me a lot about the character of each one
Here I see everywhere

Cats

and Ravens

As if [ were performing in a play

of Edgar Allan Poe

With the paper

I hold the pen with one hand
And as I am about

to grab the notebook with the other hand,
-to write something about you-
I cut my finger with the paper

I stand and look at the blood
coming out of the small hole
And I do not understand

It is an omen or not to write this
poem

I put down the pen

And I write with blood

Only then can I

write something about you.

Belgrade, 11/10/2021
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Inpeiwon oto npepoAdyio 111
9/10/2021

Ta {wa twv méAewv

pou Aéve TIOAAA yla Tov xapaktnpa tng kabe piag
E8w BAéTiw Ttavtou

[ateg

kat Kopdaxia

Yav va maidw oe Beatpikod €pyo

tou Evtykap AAav [Tée

Me to pUAAO

Me 10 éva xépl TAvVw 10 0TUAG

Ki énwg pe T dAo,

ndw va mdow 1o terpdadio,

-va ypdyw xdu yia ecéva-

KéBw 10 8AxTUAS pou pe to puUAAo
Ytékopal xal Kolitw to aipa

Tou Byaivel am’ tnv [ukpn orm
Kai 6ev kataAafaivw

Eival nn éx1 01wv6g va ypdww autd to moinpa
Apnvw kdtw 10 oTUAS

Kat ypdow pe 1o aipa

Mévo étot ma propw

va ypdyw KAt yia €0éva.

BeAypaéu, 11/10/2021
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56 Note in the diary 1v
12/10/2021

Oblak means cloud
- as an old song says.

I am a cloud over the city!

Above and below the stage

After so long

[ finally saw a play

In a foreign language

[ wear my nice clothes

and lightly made up

I do not know what they say

But I laugh out loud

and I cry at times

for Sofka’s life

or for Ilija’s delusions,

who believed he was being followed by spies
[ understood the play from beginning to end
In all the languages of the world

People

Rejoice and suffer the same

and in the same way

Above and below the stage

They overcome the obstacles
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Inpeiwon oto npepoAdyio v
12/10/2021

Oblak onpaivel oUvvepo
-6mw¢ Agel K1 éva raAid tpayoud.

Eipai éva ovvvepo ndvw arm’ v moAn!

IMavw Kat Katw ar’ th oknvn

Metd amné téoov xaipd

Eida emtéAoug Béatpo

Ye pla &&vn yAwooa

®opdw ta KaAd pou

Kal eAappwg Bappévn

T1 Aéve &g yvwpilw

Ma 6uvatd yeAdw

Kal KAaiw avd otypég

yia tn {wn g ZégKra

N yia ug auvtardreg tou HAlq,

TIOU TTiOTEUE TIWG TOV TIaPaKoAouBoUVv KatdoKkoTiol
KatdAaBa to épyo ar’ tnv apxn wg to téAog
Ye 6Aeg ¢ YAWOoEeG Tou KOop0U

O1 dvBpwrtot

Xaipovtal kat rovouv 1o i81o

Kal pe tov 1610 1poro

[Tdvw ka1 kdtw ar’ th oknvn

Zemepvouv ta epnddia

57
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58 Note in the diary v
13/10/2021

At the red bar we met a Dragon
Apart from the fact that he kept telling myths
his name is Dragan

Infinite sequels

An amazing image in the city centre

Stole my gaze and thought

In a circular square

There are four benches in a semicircle

There are four people sitting on these benches
One in each

and everyone is talking on their phones

[ wonder

what they talk about

Four people, four stories

Have they recently lost a beloved one

or was a new member of the family born?

Was it a divorce

or a wedding?

Is the woman pregnant

or did she just have an abortion?

Are the gentlemen actually talking on the phone
or do they not know how to flirt with her and surround her?

Why are these people so lonely that each one sits on a bench?

Are they afraid?
We all are afraid of others lately
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Inpeiwon oto npepoAdyio v
13/10/2021

210 KOKKIVO prap yvwpioape évav Apdko
[Tépa am’ to 6l €Aeye ouvéxela puboug
10 6vopd tou eivar Dragan

Amielpeg OUVEXELEG

Mia tpopepn €1KOVA 0TO KEVIPO TNG TIOANG
‘ExAeye Tnv patid xat n okéYn pou

Ye pua kukAikn mAateia

Yridpxouv téooepa Taykdakia o€ NUIKUKAL0

Yta nmaykdxkia autd, kaBovial téooepeig AvBpwriol
‘Evac oto xdbe éva

Kal 6Aot piAoUv ota tTNAéPwVE Toug

Avapwtiépat

T va Aéve

Téooepeig avBpwriol, Téooepelg 10Topieg

Xdaoave mpoéopata Karoiov 81k Toug

N yevvnonke kdmoio véo péAog otnyv olkoyEvelg;
Yrnp&e kamoio d1aluyio

N KATo10¢ Yapog;

H yuvaika eivar éykuog
N PATIWG €Kave POAIG EKTpwoT;

O1 KUpto1l JAoUV 4VTwG 0To TNAEPWVO

n 6ev E€pouv Mwg va tv PAeptdpouv Kail tnv KUKAWoAv;

Aurtoi o1 avBpwrtot yiati eival téoo pévorl rou kaBovtat
oe éva TIayKaxl o xabévag;

59
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But after they got into trouble to get out of the house
or leave their jobs
at least they could sit down together to share these stories

Instead of writing a common one, they gave in again
to their loneliness

And you will tell me now without being entirely wrong
Why this story is interesting
so that [ start with the phrase “an amazing image”

I do not know

It’s that sometimes I think as a director
From this static frame

In front of us there are four

and therefore infinite

sequels
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Mnnw¢ pofouvray;
‘OAo1 poPdpacte toug dAAoug teAeutaia
Ma agou prmkave otov KoOmo, va Byouv é€w art’ to orit
N va eUyouv art’ ti¢ SouAel€g Toug
ag ka@Bovtav touAdxiotov padi va poipactolv autég TiG 10Topieg

Avti va ypawouv pia xowvn, napaddédnkav ndAt otn pova&ld toug

Kai Ba pou meite twpa xwpig va éxete evieAwg aSiko
Ti to evbiapépov eixe 6Ao autd
WOTE va EEKIVAOW LE TN PPACN «}1ld TPOUEPTL EIKOVA»

Aev Epw

Efval mou xapud gpopd oxéPropal wg oKNVoBETIC
Amné aut6 1o otatikd Kapé

Avoiyovtal prpootd pag téooepeig

Kal dpa dareipeg

OUVEXELEC

61
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62 Note in the diary vi
15/10/2021

Even though I do not admit it
[ am afraid of the dark

a little light is all [ want

a little light

(All translated by Thanos Chrysanthopoulos)
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Inpeiwon oto npepoAdyio vi
15/10/2021

Ac pnv 1o apadéxopat
poBdapar to okotadt
Alyo pw¢ BéAwW pévo
Alyo owg

63
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NikdéAac Koutoob6ving / Nikolas Koutsodontis
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Isolation: reality and consequences

Initially, there used to be workout exercises. Those focusing on
working with just your bodyweight. And search for complex di-
etary methods, catching up with world cinema, that one had
perhaps months or even years to follow. And books. That
bizarre sport of reading, by all appearances fitting to more po-
litically restless times. But really, in which environment did all
these opportunities for individual activity find us when the
pandemic broke out?

Gotta admit, at first we tried everything. Some - the luckier
ones - following all these improvement efforts, made their
plans. A friend of mine, Panagiotis, decided to be more of a
freelancer. Maybe do something of his own, without a boss
over his head. Return to the island, possibly. Open a glass fac-
tory, or a winery. It’s what he thought. Great numbers of peo-
ple, however, struggled with the agony of the unemployment
benefit.

Money was running out. George was thinking about Sweden,
and that position in the glass cleaning company that he had re-
jected. Then other stories reached our ears. A friend’s sister was
hospitalized, after her body was abused by her husband. She’s
firm and doesn’t want to abandon him, for her child’s own sake
(it's what she says). We sustain a fear. Femicide is a constant
topic in the Greek news for some time now. And there’s still
some other stories. Those of the LGBTIQQ children who were
forced into cohabitation with their abusive parents. Many more
such traumatic everyday life incidents.

There’s fear for the reality around us. And for the one inside
us. And what of human contact, what of love?

The touch cannot reach not even

the forecourt of randomness, I argue in one of my poems.

There were also those moments when reading the poems of
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Armopdévwon: TPAypatikOTNTa Kal CUVETIELES

YINV apXn Ntav aoknoei¢ yupvaotikng. Exeiveg pe to Bdpog tou
owpatog. Kar avalntnoeig nepindoxwv pebédwv Siatpopng, n
emavaouvdeon pe 1o TaykOoPlo olvepd, TIou KAToloG €ixe 10wg
pnveg n kat xpévia va dei. Kai fipAia. Auté to napd&evo omop tng
avayvwong, Katd ta ¢aivopeva taiplactd TePIocOTEPO HE TIO
avnouxeg ToAIKA emoxég. Ma aAnbela oe oo mepiBdAAov pag
Bprikav 6Aeg autég ol eukalpieg yia atopikn Spactnpiétnta étav
&éomaoe n nmavdnpia;

Aev Aéw, otnv apxn ta mpoorabnoape 6Aa. Kdaroiot —o1 o tu-
xepoi — Katdmyv dAwv autwVv Twv BEATIWTIKWV TIpooTtabelwv éka-
vav oxé8ia. O @ilog pou o ITavayiwing anopdocioe va eivai 1o
eAelBepog emayyeApatikd. Towg va kdvel xdu 8ikd tou, Xwpig
apeviké Tavw amd 1o KepdAl. Emotpopn oto vnoi, mbavaog.
Avorypa evdég ualoupyeiou, evédg ovortoleiou. 'Etol oképnke. Me-
yaAog apiBuédc avBpwrnwv , wotdoo, TIAAeUE e TNV aywvia tou
emddépartog avepyiag.

Ta xpnpata téAeiwvav. O Mwpyog oke@tdétav tn Loundia Tou
aepnoe, K1 exeivn v Béon otnv etaipia kabapiopol tapuwv.
“Yotepa épravav ki dAAeg 1otopieg ota autid pag. H abepen evog
¢ilou Thye voookopeio, petd and éva E€omaopa tou oulUyou NG
ndvw oto kopui tng. Eival apetdneiomn, ev BéAel va @uUyel va tov
rapatnoel, Adyw tou maidiov (étol 1oxupiletar). Epeic pofdpaote.
O1 yuvaikoktovieg eival pévipo Bépa otic eAANVIKEG €18N0€1G €60
Kal kaipd. Kar dAAeg 1o0topieg . Exeiveg twv LGBTQI maibiwv mou
avaykaotnkav o€ CUYKATOIKNON 1€ TOUG KAKOTIOINTIKOUG YOVELG
toug. [ToAAéG Tétoleg Tpaupatikég Kabnpeplvotnteg.

®6Bog yia tnv mpaypatikétnta yupw pag. Kat yia ekeivn péoa
pag. Kai n avBpwmvn enagn, o épwtag ;

Aev Aéer va gtdoel to dyylypa punte

Xtov nmpoavAio xwpo tov tuxaiov, urtootnpilw oe éva moinpa pou.

‘Htav x1 exeiveg o1 ouypég mou, 6iafddovtag ta mompata tou
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Peruvian Communist Caesar Vallejo that [ accepted the contra-
dictions of the people. All of us, Vallejo’s poetry whispers, are in
our prehistory, precisely because there is still man’s exploita-
tion of his fellow man.

there are desires to die, fought by two

opposing waters that have never isthmused*

Or even, there’s a shower of serpents

upon the virgin plenitude of I>.

Goes to say that this “plenitude of I”, meaning the state of be-
ing full to yourself, bears the battle of the two “opposing wa-
ters that have never isthmused”. That is to say that taking care
of yourself occurs simultaneously with the “shower of ser-
pents” and these serpents are none other than the specific so-
cial and political environment of today, that devastates indi-
viduality. It strikes as quite so funny, precisely because it’s
contradictory: exalting the individual and its private interest at
the same time that the environment, that invokes it as its pil-
lar, tears it up. The individual isolated, alienated, alone. The in-
dividual that supposedly is glorified, while at the same time
gets crushed when it’s separated from society and its need for
coexistence and configuration. The individual unnaturally and
violently off the social environment, secluded inside its own d-
ifficult and weary self. The individual into the forced quaran-
tine due to the pandemic and even before that, inside the invis-
ible alienated prison.

We, certainly, had plenty of time observing ourselves inside
out, into the four walls of our apartment. In the classic gay y-
oung adult novel of the British author Aidan Chambers “Dance
on My Grave” the hero says:

1 César Vallejo, Weary Wings, translated by Clayton Eshleman. «y hay ganas
de morir, combatido por dos/ aguas encontrdas que jamas han de istmarse»
(LOS ANILLOS FATIGADOS)

2 (César Vallejo, Absolute, Translated by Rebecca Seiferle. «hay un riego de
sierpes/ en la doncella plentitude del 1» (ABSOLUTA)
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[TepouPfravou koppouviotn Kaioapa BaAiéxo, amodexdpouv Tig
avtipdoelg twv avBpwriwv. ‘OAot pag, PiBupilel n oinon tou Ba-
A1€xo, Bprokdpacte otnv ipoiotopia pag, emnetdn akpifws umndpxet
aképa n ekpetdAAeuon avBpwriou amnd avBpwrio.

K1 vnapxovv emBupieg va nebavw,

XTunnuévog arné §vo avtibeta vepd mov moté e Ba evwBouv?

'H axépa: Yrdpxer pia Bpoxn amnd eprnetd

ot napbéva mAnpdétnta tov 12

[Tde1 va mel nw autn n “mAnpdtnta tou 17, o va eioat MANPnNg
OTOV €autd Oou, PEPEL TN Pdxn Twv “6Uo avtibBetwv vepwv ToU
8ev evwvovtar”. [Tdel va mel mwg n epovtida tou eautol oupPai-
vel tautdxpova pe tn “Bpoxn ard epretd” Kal ta epretd autd dev
eival AAAa amd 10 OUYKERPIPEVO KOVWVIKOG KAl TIOAITIKO Tiep1BAA-
Aov tou onpepa mou kataoxilel tnv atopukétnta. Paiveral téoo
aoteio enedn eivar avueatks: va ekBeldletal 1o dropo Kai to
ouppEépov Tou tTnv i81a wpa Tou to Tep1BaAAov, TIou To emmKaAei-
TAl WG TIUAWVA TOU, TO Xavtakwvel. To Atopo amopovwiévo, al-
Aotprwpévo, pévo. To dtopo mou dnbev ofdletal, v Tautoxpo-
va ouvtpifetat, 6tav akpifwg EekdBetal amd tnv Kowwvia kat tnv
avdaykn tou yia cuvurapén kai cuvsiapdépewon. To dropo aguot-
Ka xal Biaia extég tou KovwvikoU mepiBaAAovtog, amnokAelopévo
péoa otov 8UoKoAo Kal taAainwpnuévo tou eautd. To dtopo péoa
oty €§ avaykng xapavtiva Adyw g navdnpiag kai mpiv aképa
amo autny, otnv adpatn aAAoTPIWTIKNA PUAAKN.

Eixape, BéPaia, moAU xpdvo va Koitdpe tov eautd pag péoa Kat
¢€w, ota téooepa viouPdpia tou omitioU. X10 KAAOIKG gay young
adult pubiotépnpa tou Bpetavou Aidan Chambers “Dance on my
grave” o Npwag avagepet:

But that is not what I am anymore, because what I am now is

1 Kaioap BaAiéxo, OI KOYPATMENOI KYKAOL «y hay ganas de morir, combati-
do por dos/ aguas encontrdas que jamas han de istmarse» (LOS ANILLOS
FATIGADOS)

2 Kaioap BaAiéxo, ATIOAYTH. «hay un riego de sierpes/ en la doncella plenti-

tude del 1» (ABSOLUTA)
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But that is not what I am anymore, because what I am now is
someone who is making sure that he is no longer influenced by
what made him what he has become. The only important thing
is that somehow we all escape our history.?

[ was wandering how could I myself escape my history. How,
in the flux of my individual motion, what made me what I am
doesn’t influence me anymore. I observed each literary experi-
ence, plus the experiences of the people around me. Lots of dis-
coveries. They all look almost like a click on the head. To allow
yourself peace of mind. To allow time for yourself and time for
those around you. To identify yourself in the behavior of oth-
ers, and thus achieve not to be judgmental, not to get offended.
To develop your empathy. So many things. So much work with
one’s own self. I got to know these experiences of others
through my contact with them. Those experiences got mingled
with mine. I finally learned myself through others. I learned
myself socially.

[ wanna talk about a particular afternoon last February.
Right in the middle of the second quarantine in Athens I was
walking across the Dexameni square. It was normally the peri-
od of the carnival and little princesses in acrylic were running
around with family dogs. Most of all, though I observed it was
this tiny cranny that had been spotted by some other children,
who snuck that way into the area of the locked playground. So
here’s the reality. It occurs where the substantial need is im-
posed quite naturally. Where it becomes doubt. Athens has
been a city under excessive police presence for months. The
pandemic is managed by a bourgeois state, that is seemingly
protective. A state that actually violates our registered rights
to free and quality Health and Education. Ultimately yet, for it
to hide its incompetence in managing the health and financial
crisis, it also violates freedom itself. It becomes a repressing s-

3 Aidan Chambers, Dance on My Grave, pan horizons, 1986, page 252
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someone who is making sure that he is no longer influenced by
what made him what he has become. The only important thing
is that somehow we all escape our history?*.

AvapwTtiépouv K1 eyw TG va diapuyw, Aotrdv, tng 1otopiag
pou. [Twg, péoa otn pon tng ATOPIKNG Pou Kivnong, ekeivo mou pe
Slapdppwoe dev Ba pe ermnpedlel Aov. 'EBala kdtw ta Aoyote-
XVIKA Bropata, Kai ekeiva twv avlpwrwy Tou pe Teplotoixifouv.
[ToAAég avakaAuyelg. ‘OAeg poialouve 0xedév pe éva KAIK 01O Ke-
@At Na emtpéyelg tov eautd oou tnv nouxia. Na emrtpéyelg
xpdvo otov eautd Kal otoug YUpw ocou. Na avayvwpilelc tov eau-
16 oou péoa otnv oupTEePLPopd twv AAAWV K1 £€tol va pnv eloal
ETUKPITIKOG, va pnv Biyecal. Na avarti€elg tnv evouvaiobnon
oou. Téoa ToAAdG. Téon peydAn SouAeld pe tov eautd. Autd ta
Bipata twv dAAwV Ta yvwploa pe tnv enagn pou padi toud.
MnAéxtnkav pe ta 61kd pou. TeAikd pe épaba péoa amd toug dA-
Aoug. Me épaBa Kovwvikd.

O¢éAw va ANow yia éva CUYKEKPIIEVO andyeupd ToU Tepacié-
vou DAeBdapn. Axpipwg oto péco tng devtepng Kapavtivag otnv
ABnva mnepniatovoa otnv mAateia Ae€apevng. Eixape, kavovikd,
ATIOKpPIEG Kal IKPEG AKPIAIKEG TIPIYKITIOOEG €Tpexav oAdyupa pa-
{ pe oikoyevelakoUug oKUAOUG. ITio oAU dpwe ntav exeivn n eAd-
x1otn xapapdda mou evioérmioav dAAa maibid kai tpunwoav €10l
01OV XWpPOo NG KAelbwpévng nmatdikng xapdc. Na Aorév n mpay-
paukoétnta. XupPaivel ekei mou n ouclaotikn avaykn empdaAAetal
evieAwg puoikd. Exel mou yivetar apgpiofriitnon. H ABnva eivar
€8 Kal pnveg aotuvopokpatoupevn ToAn. H Siaxeipion tng mav-
dnpiag yivetal amnd éva aotikd KpAtog, PAlvopeVIKA TIPOOTATEUTL-
KO. At éva KpAtog TIou otnyv Tpaypatikétnta kataratd ta Kata-
xwpnpéva Sikaiwpata pag otny dwpedv xai mototikn Yyeia kai
[Tadeia. Axdépa téAog, yia va XxpUyel tTnv avikavotnia tou otn
Slaxeipion NG UYEIOVOIIKAG KAl OIKOVOIKNG Kpiong, kataratd
Kal v i8ia v eAeuBepia. Tivetal éva KpAtog KaATACTAATIKO.

1 Aidan Chambes, Dance on My Grave, pan horizons, 1986, page 252
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72 tate. That afternoon in February, a few tens of meters below
the square I mentioned, people were coming down to a demon-
stration in Syntagma.

Translated by Nikolas Koutsodontis
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Ekeivo to andyeupa tou DAeBdpn, Alya Sexddeg pétpa mo kdtw 73
amé v nAateia mou avépepa, KO6opog Katéfaive oe SiabnAwon
oto Luvtaypa.
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Arachovis street, Exarcheia

Between the avenue in the living room
and the little country road to the bathroom
shadows die in pileup with my chest.

When [ caressed the illuminated city of your hair

with your head a jancaea plant

in its steep rock

we displayed our verses like the broken faucet to the plumber.
Your mouth a teaching room with open windows

the eyes two male lakes

with corpses of cars

we forgot tomorrow when your father arrives
with the bells that fall

in the heat of November

a smooth sound I dare say it is

like a shaved cheek.

(Translated by Lena Kallergi)
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0686¢ Apaxwpng, E€apxeia

Meta&U tng Aewpdpou oto oalovi
Kal tou emapxiakou §popiokou wg to prdvio
oK1é¢ eBaivouv oe tpoxaia pe to otnbog pou.

‘Otav m pwtaywynuévn moAn twv parAiwv oou xdibeua

e To KeAAL oou yldvkea

otoVv arndékpnuvo g Bpdxo

Seixvape toug otixoug pag oav tn xaAaopévn Bpldon

otov USpauAIKo.

To otépa oou pia aiBouoa 618aockaAiag pe avoixta mapdbupa
duo Afpveg avipikég ta patia

HE Koupapia aUToKIVATWY

Eexdoape nmwg avpilo mou Qtdvel o Tatépag oou
HE T Kaprdveg Tou otn Zéotn

tou NoépBpn méptouv

Agiog xo¢ 6p010¢ Bappw

pe Euptopevo pdyoulo.
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It was no secret who Tim Drake was.

So many boys had the information.

[ didn’t usually trade toys or comic books,
I didn’t usually have friends

or that young, gloved hand

deviously pressing my abdomen -
violently and beautifully panting me

the dark tufts of hair in his eyes,

the clear lines of his muscles

sketch by sketch terrorizing my body.

[ nudged my mom -
I like him,
[ like this boy!
She kept drinking with the gang,

in Kefalari,
that night when I was ten years old
the first time I desired a body.

(Translated by Lena Kallergi)
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Pépmv 77

Aev itav puotiko oiog ntav o Tip NTéik.
Eixave tnhv mAnpogopia ndumnoAia aydpia.

Ae ouvnBila maixvidia v’ avtaAAdoow N KOIK
8e ouvnBila piloug

oUTe K1 €Keivo 1o veapd TOU yavioQOopePEVO XEPL
urouAa va médel tnv Ko1Ad pou —

Biaia k1 dpopea va pe Aaxavidlouv

o1 peAaxpivég touPeg ota pdatia tou

o1 KaBapég Ypappég oToug Jug

okitoo 1o okitoo va Tepvave 1o Koppi pou Ttpoépo.

Ykouvtné€a tn papd pou —
Hou apéoel
autd to ayoépl pou apgoel!
Yuvéxioe 6,11 €mmve pe TNy Tapéa
oto KepaAapt
10 Bpadu exeivo ToOU NoOUVA §eKAXPOVOG
Kal BéAnoa mpwtn popd Koppi.
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Holy bread

When the dictator’s iron sword
falls in the central square

two tourists’ heads split open
and a little sun lake shows

the good will existing

in the Employ of the Heavens.

And the nuns tall like socialist buildings
recall last year’s Christmas;

time to bless the cherries and the berries
and the hands of gas salesmen who trade
flower bouquets for the deceived Polish women.
Now we bend our knee

the metaphysical bell erases baby cries
like bread that vanishes in the mouth.

[ feel cursed

as if I played Jesus in a movie

and I am now ready to say

the big YES to Catholicism.

Warsaw, 8.7.2018 / 9.1.2019

(Translated by Lena Kallergi)
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‘Octia

‘Otav 1o o18epévio Eipog Tou Siktdtopa
OTNV KeVIpIKN TAateia mégtel

duo KepdaAia TouplotWV avoiyouv

Kal pua AipvouAa nAtou Seixvel

v KaAn 81éd6eon mou utdpxel

otnv Epyodooia twv Oupavov.

Kat o1 ynAég oav ktipia cootaAiotikd xaAdypieg
Bupouvtal epoivd Xpilotouyevva:

Kalpdg va euAoynoouv ta Kepdola Kat ta poupa
Kal ta xépia BevQvomwAwv Tou europevovtal
avBobéopeg yia Ti¢ TOAWVEG amatnpéveg.

Twpa oxkuPoupe ota yévata

1O PETAPUOIKG KouboUvl ofrnvel

KAQuata pwpoudiakd

oav ywpi mou xdvetal oto otéua.

Niwbw katapapévog

odunwce tov Incou va eixa mapaotnoel oe tawvia
K1 €T01110G €ipal ma va nw

1o péya NAI otov KaBoAikiopd.

Bapoofia, 8.7.2018 / 9.1.2019
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80 Stone marten

The living thing that frightened

the sleep of my first decade

walked with immense stature

on the rocks over my grandmother’s house.
It was bleak with hairy arms

and a desire to see me dead.

Shady despite the light of the streets above
with its smile filled with ready teeth

it was just a village marten

and all this for one time when it came

and ate our hens

sneakily in the winter.

So, a simple marten.

If you see it walking around

in your nightmares

shove it deep in the earth

deep-deep

before its nails pull you from your sheets
stark naked and rosy

like dead hens.

(Translated by Lena Kallergi)
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[Metpoxouvafo

To Zwvtavé mou @oPile

g TPWING pou Sexaetiag tov UTivo
Badile ' avdaotnua Bedpato

ota Bpdxia mdvw ar’ tng ylayldg to ot
‘Hrave opepd, pe pnpdtoa ipixwtd

Kal pia Aaxtdpa va pe 8et vekpo.

YK1ep6 TIapd 10 pwe Twv Mavw §pdpwv,
pe to xapdyeAo yepdro 6évtia étoipa
ntav anAd éva kouvdpt tou xwplou

Kal 6\’ autd yia pia popd Tou Prmke
K1 é@aye Ti¢ KOteG pag

UTIOUAQ TOV XEWVA.

To Aoimov éva Kouvdpt armio.

Apa 1o deite va yupva

0Toug eP1dATEG 0aG K1 €0€ig

natnote 1o Babid otn yng

Babid- Babia

Tpv oag tpaPnéel pe ta vuxia ar’ ta oeviovia
oAdyupvoug kat poSaioug

oav YoQieg KOTeG.

81
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NAéuvt Mdpxap / Lloyd Markham
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Grey mercy \ ‘L...

A warehouse. Whenever Louie is given a placement at the Mer-
cy Clinic for Assisted Dying it always strikes him how much it
looks like a warehouse. The only hint that the green- grey block
does not contain office supplies but dead and dying human bod-
ies is the fraying poster by the door which depicts a man knelt
by an elderly woman in bed. Beneath these figures a slogan in
blocky art deco font reads, ‘The Greatest Duty of The Young Is
To Help The Old Pass On’. It is an old advertisement from when
Mercy first cropped up - around the time the government pri-
vatised the NHS euthanasia services and relaxed the regula-
tions around palliative care, mental health treatment, and as-
sisted dying. Mercy’s unique selling point is the idea that young
people on benefits should provide comfort and assistance to the
more elderly who had decided to pass on but who had no rela-
tives or friends to support them. This has the added bonus of
allowing Mercy to cut nurses and rely on the CLA to provide
them with a heavy rotation of temps and one-off placements.

Louie steps through the door. It closes behind him

suddenly and silently as if in a hurry to move him along. In-
side is a windowless reception with off-white walls and brown
carpeting full of gum, grime and the occasional squashed
roach.

‘Can I help you?’ asks the receptionist. ‘Um. I'm here to do a
placement.” ‘Name?’

‘Louie Jones.’

‘Hmmm.” The receptionist puts down her knitting needles
and scowls over a register. She is a very short woman with a
crown of grey hair that spins upwards like the points on a star.
She ticks a box and draws in a long breath, the hairs under her
nostrils wobbling like insect feelers. ‘Go through to the prep
room and get your uniform from Kyle.’
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I'kpilo pepoi \ ‘eyw...’

Mia amoBnkn. ‘Omote napaxwpeital otov AoUt pia Béon ouvepya-
olag pe tnv KAwvikn Mépor yia YrofonBoupevo Odvato, mavia
ToV evtutiwolddel to mdéoo tou Bupilel amobnkn. H povadikn év-
8e1&n nw¢ autd to paiorpdoivo prAok dev xpnolponoieital yia
va otoifadovtal mpopnBeleg ypapeiou aAAd vekpd kal etoipoba-
vata avBpwriva koppud eival n pBappévn agioa SinmAa otnv nép-
Ta Tou arelkovidel évav dvipa yovatiopévo SimAa oe pia nAKiw-
Révn yuvaika oto kpefdtl. Katw amé autég tg gpryoupeg, éva ouv-
Bnua pe tetpdywvn art deco ypappatooelpd ypdget: “To Méyioto
Kabnkov Twv Néwv Eivar Na Bon6rhoouv Toug HAikiwpévoug Na
AmoBuwoouv”. Eival pia moAukaipiopévn Siagnpion arno ty ermo-
xn mou epUtpwoe 1o Mépol - mepinou tdte mou n KuBépvnon
181w tikomoinoe 11¢ utnpeoieg uttoponBoupevou Bavdatou oto EXY
Kal XaAdpwoe TOUG KavoviopoUG OXETIKA HE TNV TIAPNYOPNTIKN
@povtida, tn Bepareia tng PuxikNng uyeiag kal tnv eubavaoia. To
Mercy eixe w¢ 181aitepo epnopikd mpocdv tnv 18éa nwg ot emdo-
patouxot veapoi opeilouv va mapéxouv mapnyopid kai Bonbeia
0ToUG TTI0 NAIKIWHEVOUG Tou eixav anogaocioel va guyouv ard tn
Zwn, aAAd 8ev eixav ouyyeveic n pidoug yia va toug otnpiouv.
Autd éxe1 1o ip6obBeto TAsovEKTNHA 0Tl emitpérel oto Mépol va
aroAUel voonAeutég Kal va Baoiletal oto CLA yia va Toug mapéxel
urtepd@Boveg evaAdayég amd urmaAlAnAoug oe KaBeotw( EKTAKING
Kal TIPOOWPIVAG ATIaoXOANONG.

O AoUt praiver ard tnv mépta. Amnd miow tou autn KAeivel

arnétopa kai abdépuPa, oav va fraddétav va tov PETAKIVNOEL TId-
parépa. 210 e0WTEPIKO UTIApXEL pia peoePidv xwpic mapdbupa, pe
UTTOAEUKOUG TOIX0UG Kal Kapé HoKETeC yeRdteg ToixAeg, Bpwuid
Kal 1§ Xatd kaipoug cuvOAppéveg katoapideg.

“Mropw va oag Bonbnow; pwtd n peoeyioviot. “Ep. Elpat €6
yla va kaAuyw pia 8éon ouvepyaoiag”. “Ovopa;”

“Noun TZ6ouvc”.
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‘Thank you.’

‘You know your ‘placement’ used to be someone’s job.” The
woman spits out the word ‘placement’ as if it were a bit of rot-
ten fruit, and resumes her knitting.

Louie nods and continues down the hallway to the prep
room. Stepping inside, it is much the same as before - a long
windowless room with lime walls and no furniture. At its far
end is a counter not unlike the sort you'd see in a post office,
only the glass screen is grimy, almost opaque, and circular like
a submarine window. Beyond, Louie can just about make out
Kyle. In the hazy glass he appears as a thin ginger moustache
pasted onto a pallid oval smudge.

‘Hello. I need a uniform?’

‘Oh. Sure. Here you go.” Kyle slides him a blue outfit from un-
der the screen. It can almost pass for a nurse’s uniform if you
don’t pay close attention.

‘Um, this isn’'t my size.’

‘Sorry. New policy. One size fits all.’ ‘Okay.’

‘Do I recognise you from somewhere?’ ‘The CLA have placed
me here before.’

‘Oh. Guess that makes sense. You remember the drill then?’
‘Yeah. Go see Jen in recruitment and then go get changed?’

“Yup. No problem then.’

The smudge behind the counter falls quiet.

Clutching the crumpled uniform to his chest, Louie leaves
the prep room and rounds the corner. There, at the end of the
hallway, are two rooms and some stairs leading upward. One of
the rooms is a staff toilet. The other is Jen’s office.

He knocks on the door. ‘Come in,’ says a tiny voice.

Louie enters the room. It hasn’t changed. Sparse yet some-
how messy. A single desk on top of which a bulky grey desktop
PC, a printer, and stacks of printouts, are crammed, looking like
they might spill on to the floor at the slightest disturbance. A
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“Xppp”. H peoeyioviot apnvel kdtw tig BeAdveg nAegipatog xat
apxilel va e€etdlel okuBpwtd €va pntpwo. Ipdxeital yia pia mo-
AU xovtn yuvaixka pe éva otéppa and ykpila paAAid mnou omelpo-
€18w¢ otpépetal Tpo¢ ta dvw oav tig drpeg evog aotepiov. Ti-
Kdpel éva xoutdkl kal maipvel pia peydAn avdoa, ot tpixeg KAtw
amné ta pouBouvia tng Kouviouvtal oav aiodntnpeg evidpwy. “TIn-
yawe otnv ipatioBnkn Kat ndpe tn otoAn oou aréd tov Kai”

“Euxaplotw”

“Tvwpileig wg pe tnv ‘ouvepyaoia’ cou e8w mmpeg tn SouAeida
armo karmolov dAAo”. H yuvaika éptuce tn AéEn “ouvepyacia” oav
€va KOPPAtL odro gpouUTto K1 eméotpePe oto MAEEIH0 TNG.

O AouUt €kave €va veupa Kal Tpoxwpnoe otov diddpopo mpog
v 1patiobnkn. Mnaivovtag péoa napatnpei, (o oxeddév k1 ana-
pdAAakto, éva pakpu Swpdtio xwpic apdbupa pe toixoug ard
aoBéotn kat kaBéAou €mrmAa. Xtnv AAANn dxpn tou, UTIApXel €vag
Tidykog, 6x1 dAAog and exeivov mou iowg va éBAereg oe éva taxu-
8popeio, pévo n yudAvn npdoown tou nrav Ppwpikn, oxedov Bo-
AN, Kalt KUKAIKN oav mapdBupo umnoPpuxiou. ITiow amnd autd, o
Noun propel va diaxpiver tov KaiA. Méoa amnd to Bapmd tldap,
exeivog 6ivel pia aiobnon opordétntag pe éva Aemtd KOKKIVWIIO
Rouotdki, KoAAnpévo Tavw oe pia knAiba wxpn kat ofdA.

“KaAnomépa. Xperdlopal otoAn”

“A. duoikd. Opiote”. O KaiA apnvel ota xépia tou AouUt va Téoel
Hia priAe otoAn ard to apabupdxl tou. Mropel va Tiepdoel oxe-
86v yia otoAn voookoépag, av Sev tnv Tpooégelg KaAd.

“Ep, autdé bev eival to péyebog pou”

“Zuyvapn. Néot kavoviopoi.'Eva péyebog yia éAoug.” “Oxéu”

“Exoupe Eavayvwplotei kdmou;” “H CLA pe éxel tomnoBetnoel

” o«

€80 Kat oto TapeABoV”.
“0. Nopidw twpa katdAapa. Oa Bupdoai ontdte tnv Siadikaoia €;”
“Nat. [Tnyaivw va 8w tnv Tev oto tpnpa mpooAnPewy Ki €nel-
ta rmyaivw va aAAdgw;”
“Autd. Kavéva npéBAnpa Aorrév”
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wastepaper bin overflowing with crumpled sheets, tissues and
sweet packets. In the corner, a dusty model skeleton faces
away as if ashamed. And, at the back of the room, towering
over the desk, is a long, black cabinet.

‘Oh, hello, Louie. Another placement with us?’

He takes a moment to spot Jen amidst the detritus, idly jab-
bing an empty syringe into an injection training model over
and over again. Jen is very short and often sits so still that she
blends into the scenery. Her hair runs all the way to her back-
side. Louie thinks she looks a bit like Cousin It or something
out of a Jim Henson production. Then he thinks that he is cruel for
thinking that. Then he thinks that that kind of repression - the
constant second guessing and chastising of negative thoughts-
is exactly why he has been a doormat his entire life. Then he
thinks that that sort of comment is exactly the sort of thing his
father would say when he’d had a bit too much to drink. Then
he thinks again about whether he should shoot himself or his
dad or -

‘Hello? Earth to Louie.’

‘Oh. Yes. Sorry, Jen. Away with the fairies.’

‘Well, don't spend too much time with them,” she says, smil-
ing dryly, standing up. ‘Anyway, let me get you what you need.’
She opens the cupboard doors. Then, standing tiptoe on her of-
fice chair, reaches for a silver zip-lock bag on the top shelf.

Jen has taken off her shoes and socks. Seeing the bare arch of
her foot sends an odd twinge of desire through Louie. As he
feels an erection coming on, he wonders what the hell is wrong
with him.

‘Here’s what you need.’ Jen hands him the zip-lock bag. ‘Your
client is on the second floor - room 205B.’

Louie nods and darts next door to the bathroom.

He exhales and feels his heart rate steady and, eventually,
his erection wilts.
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H poutlouUpa mnou otexdtav miow ard tov TayKo OlWTINoE.

Zopiyyovtag tnv kouPBapiacpévn otoAn oto otnbog tou o AouUt
apnvel v ipatodnkn kat otpifer otn ywvia. Exei, oto téAog tou
diadpopou, untdpxouv Suo Swpdtia Kal pepikEG oKAAEG TTou obn-
youv 1ipog ta navw. To éva amd ta dwpdtia eival n touaAéta tou
npoowtikoU. To dAAo eivail to ypageio tng Tev.

Xwumnd v népta. “Tlepdote”, Aéel pia JIKPOOKOTIIKN PWVT.

O AoU1 praivel oto dwpdtio. Aev éxel 816Aou aAAdagel. Attd, al-
Ad ka1 kanwg dvw katw.’Eva pévo ypageio, mdvw oto ormoio eival
OTPUHWYHEVA évag oyKWONG YKpilog emtpamédiog UTIOAOYIOTNG,
€Vag EKTUTIWTNG Kal OToiEeG EKTUTIWOEWY, TIoU Po1ddouv oav £1o1-
Ha va xuBouv oto Tdtwpa pe ty rapapikpn diatdpa&n. Yotepa,
évag kadog amoppippdtwy mou EexelAilel and toaAarwpéveg oe-
Aibeg, xaptopdvtiAa Kal mepituAiypata YAUKwV. Zn ywvia, éva
oKoViopévo TpémAaopa avBpwrivou okeAetoU otpépel aAloU to
BAéupa tou oav va vipénetal. Kai, oto miow pépog tou dwpatiou,
Seondlovtag mavw amd to ypageio, éva paxpl pavpo VIOUAATIL.

“A, yela oou AouUt. AAAN pia ouvepyaoia cou padi pag;”

[Trhpe Aiyo xpdvo yia va evtortioel tnv T¢ev avdpeoa otn oafou-
pa, va xwvel xacopépika avd kar €avd pa ddeia ouplyya oe
évav 816axtikd okeAetd yia evéoelg. H TCev eival oAU pikpéowpn
Kal otéketal ouxvd akivnin, oe onpeio mou yivetal éva e to to-
riio. Ta paAAld tng gpravouv wg ta ormiobia tng. O AoUn Tiotevel
Tw¢ potddetl Aiyo pe tov Cousin It 1 pe kdu amnd mapaywyn tou
Tqp Xévoov. 'Enelta oképtetal nwg yiverat okKAnpdg e autég tou
¢ okéYelc. Emetta oképtetal mwe autou tou eiboug n katartieon-
N ouvexng avabewpnon Kal N KATAnviEn Twv apvntKkwy oKEYe-
wv- gival akp1fws o AGyog yia tov omoio oe 6An tou tn {wn otd-
Bnke énwe éva matdxt néptag. ‘Emelta okéPreTal mwg autou tou
eidoug ta oxéAa eival akpifwg autd mou Ba éAeye o Tatépag Tou
otn ¢aon mou Ba eixe mel napandvw. Enetta okéetetal ndAt Ba
€TIpETIE Va TTUPOPOANOEL TOV €AUTO TOU N TOV TIATEPC TOU N —

“XeAéou. I'm xaAei Aour”

89
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The staff bathroom of the Mercy Clinic is wastefully large.
Inside, Louie always feels like a trick of perspective is being
played on his eyes - as if he is peering into a funhouse reflec-
tion. He quickly unwraps and puts on his uniform. Reflexively
he checks himself in the mirror only to remember that there is-
n't one. He washes his hands and face in the sink and steps out
into the hallway - the silver zip-lock tucked under his arm.
Then he heads up the stairs to the second floor, holding on to
the railing as he does, feeling flecks of paint peel off in his
palms like dried glue.

At the top, Louie finds himself at the end of a long corridor
lined with numbered doors. He inspects the first one. 201A.
The next, 202A. And so on. He walks down the hall and counts
- 205A .. 208A ... 215A ... Just how long does he have to go un-
til he reaches the Bs? The longer he spends in the Mercy Clin-
ic the more he feels unsettled by it. What is with the lack of
furnishings and decoration? Would it really break the budget
to put up a picture? And what is it with this thick gooey car-
pet? The most unnerving thing, however, is the absence of
any human noise. Surely there should be speaking, whisper-
ing, crying, laughing. At the very least breathing?

205B.

Louie stands for a moment, hand resting on the door handle,
trying to compose himself, to summon up a smile.

Smile. Yes.

He should at least do that.

Then he steps through into a little room. A bleak little room
with a bare desk, a bed and a large window that offers only a
grey view of a concrete wall. Maybe if you stick your head out
and crane it up or down, left or right, you might be able to see
the sky, the ground, the road, but that is a moot point because
the window doesn’t open out or in and is barred with iron so
that no one can jump out to their non-state-approved deaths.
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“0. Nat. Zuyvaoun T¢ev. Xabnka yia Alyo otov NepdiSoéxoopo”

“Aordv, KOPe KATIWG TNV ToAU Tapéa padi toug”, amnokpibnke
exeivn, xapoyeAwvtag £epd, onkwpévn 6pbia. “Tédog maviwy, ag
oou mapadwooupe Twpa ta arapaitnta”. Avoiyel T1¢ oOPTEC TOU
vtouAariou. LIn ouvéxeld, OTEKETAl OTIG PUTEG TwV TOd1wV NG,
otnv KapékAa tou ypageiou tng Kat mdvel oto mavw paet pia
aonpévia oaxkoUAd pe gpeppoudp.

H Tlev éxe1 BydAel ta maroutola Kal 1i¢ KAAtoeg tng. BAémov-
TG TN yupvn xapdpa tou mnodiou tng, tov Aout Siatpéxel évag me-
piepyog onaopdg embupiag. Kabwg viwbel va épxetal oe otvon,
avapwtiétal T oto didoAo mdel AdBog pe tov eautd tou.

“Opiote 6,11 xpe1dlecar”. H T¢ev tou napadibel tn cakoUAd L€ 1o
peppoudp.

“O meAding oou Ppioketar otov Sevtepo dpogo - Swpdtio
205B”.

O AoUt kavel éva velpa Kal TpEXeL TIPog To Prtdvio otn SimAavn
népta.

Apnvel (ua avdoa xat viwdel toug Kapdiakoug Tou TaApous va
otaBeportoloUvial Kai, TeAIKE, N oTUoN Tou apxidel va TéQTeL.

H touaAéta mpoowtikoU tng KAvikNG Mépot eival ondtaAa pe-
yaAn. Evidg tng, o Aoui aioBavetal oav va nailetal éva téxvaopa
TIPOOTITIKNAG OTa PATia Tou- oav va Koitddel péoa o€ pia aviavd-
KAaon art’ to tpevdkl tou tpdpou. Taxiota etuliyel kal gopdel
™ otoAn tou. AvtavakAaotikd mdel va e€etdoel tov eautd tou
otov kaBpémn worou Bupdtar nwg Sev umdpxel KaBpémng.
[TAével ta xépla Kal 1o MpOowTIO TOU 01O VepPoxXUTn Kai Byaivel oto
81a6popo- 1o aonpévio Peppoudp Katw ard to Prpdtoo tou. Ln
ouvéxela aveBaivel TI¢ oKAAeg Tou §eUtepou 0pdPOU, KPATWVTAG
10 KAykeAo KaBw¢ to Kavel, viwbovtag pAoudeg proyidg va Ee-
KoAAGve otig TaAdpeg Tou oav ano&npapévn KOAAa.

dtavovtag otnv Kopupn, o AouUt Bpioketal oto téAog evdg pe-
yaAou diadpdpou pe apiBunpéves népteg. Embewpel tv mpwtn.
201A. Tnv emépevn, 202A. Kat oUtw kabegng. [epmataer oto did-
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‘Grim evening out, isn’t it?’

Louie turns to see his client sat in the far corner of the room,
arms cradled around her knees.

‘T couldn’t bear to look at it,” she continues chipperly. ‘And
this seems to be the only part of the room I can’t see it.” She
lets out a nervous laugh. The woman is younger than the other
clients Louie has assisted - surely no more than sixty. She is
white-haired, whisper-thin, dressed in a long polka-dot dress,
and has an anchor tattooed on her right shoulder.

‘Well, should we get started then?’ she says, standing up
then sitting on the corner of the bed, facing away from the
window.

Louie sits next to her. Up close he can see that there are scars
all along her wrists. He begins to wonder. Why the polka- dot
dress? It looks new. Did she pick it out especially for this occa-
sion? Why the anchor tattoo? Is it a drunken teenage dare turned
heirloom? What is her background? What led her to this place?

As he opens the zip-lock bag and pulls out the syringe, Louie
simultaneously feels two irreconcilable desires to at once know
everything about this woman and yet also know nothing, to be
wiped clean and left blank like a spotless white sheet.

‘As an employee of Mercy,” Louie begins, ‘I am obligated to
remind you at this moment of your rights..." And so on. Without
pause he emits a bureaucratic chant to ward off bad fortune,
lawsuits, etc, etc. After ten minutes he reaches his legally or-
dained anticlimax— °... if you would like to proceed please con-
firm one last time. If you have any doubts then we at Mercy
would urge you to reconsider, Madam.’

She forces a smile. ‘Yes, please go ahead, boy.” ‘Can I take
that as a confirmation, Madam?’ She sighs. ‘Yes.’

Louie holds up the syringe, lightly presses the plunger, and
inspects closely a tiny drop of clear fluid oozing from the tip. It
is working.
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Spopo kai petpdel — 205A ... 208A ... 215A ... [1600 axkpifw¢ Ba 93
TIPETIEL VA TIpoXwpnoel péxpl va gtdoel ota B; ‘Oco mepioodtepo
xpovo miepvdel otnv KAwvikn Mépol, téoo riepioadtepo viwbel kAt

va tov evoxAei. Tt oupBaivel pe tv éAAeiyn eminmAwong kai dia-
kéopnong; Oa empdpuve aAnbeia tdoo tov TipolmoAoyiopd va Ba-

Aouv pia kopvila; Kat tt oupBaivel pe autd to maxu, oixapévo xa-

Al; To wo ekveuplotikd, wotdoo, eival n aroucia omoloudnriote
avBpwrmivou BopuUfou. Ziyoupa Ba émperte va undpxel opAia, wi-
Bupog, KAdpua, yéAto. Znv teAikn, avarvon;

205B.

O AoU1 otéketal yia pia otypn He 1o Xépl AKOUHTTIONEVO OTO Xe-
poUAL Tn¢ Tiéptag, Tpoonabwvtag va npepiosl, va Katapépel éva
xapodyeAo.

Na xaloyeAdoel. Nat.

Oa émpere TOUAAXI0TOV Va T0 KAVel auto.

Téte praivel oe éva pikpd dwpdtio. ‘Eva pouvid dwpatidxl pe
éva yupvo ypageio, éva kpeBdt kat éva peydlo mapdBbupo tou
TIPOOPEPEL POVO pia YKpida arméxpwon evog TOIUEVTIEVIOU ToiXou.
Towg av BydAeig to xepdAl oou €€§w Kal To ONKWOELG TIPOG Ta Tid-
vw N Tpog ta Katw, apiotepd n &e€1d, va prnopéoeig va e1g tov
oupavo, to €dapog, 1o 6pdpo, aAdd autd eivar doxeto, enedn 1o
mnapdBupo dev avoiyel oUte pog ta é€w oUte TIpog ta péoa Kai &i-
val XAeiopévo pe oibepo, wote kaveic va pnv propei va mndnéet
€€w Kal va mebdvel xwpic tnv €ykpion tou Kpdtoug. “Zopepn Ppa-
B4 €€w, €tar Sev eivay;”

O AoUt yupilel ka1 BAémel Tnv eAdticoa tou Kabiopévn otnv
AAAn ywvia tou Swpatiou, pe ta xépia oAdyupa va aykaAiafouve
ta nédia tng.

“Aev dvtexa va 1o BAénw”, ouvexilel kepdta. “Kar auté ¢aive-
tatl va eival 1o pévo pépog tou Swpatiou mou dev propw va to
dw’. Apnvel éva veupiko yéAto. H yuvaika eival vedtepn amd toug
dAAoug meAdteg Tou €xel Bonbnoel o AoUl — oiyoupa 6x1 TIAVW
amé e€nvta. Eivar aompopdAAa, Aertn oav wiBupog, viupévn pe
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At the sight of the needle, the woman quickly looks away.
‘Alright,” he says. ‘I will begin.’

She nods, looking at her feet.

He holds on to her arm and sticks the needle in. She flinches.

He slowly pushes down on the plunger.

She winces. Then, as the last milligram of poison enters her
veins, her face un-tenses. She looks up at Louie. Her eyes are
clear blue and Louie cannot imagine how he must look in
them. Is he a cold, unpleasant comprehensive school cherub? A
disinterested devil? Some teenage summer job ferryman?

She opens her mouth to say something. ‘1.

And that is it. Her blue eyes roll upward as if to follow her
spirit’s ascent. Her body goes limp and slumps toward the floor.
Louie quickly catches, steadies it. He is surprised how heavy it
is, given how slight she appeared. Or maybe this is normal?
Maybe human bodies are heavier than he’'d thought? It is so
easy to forget, when you see them in motion, how much effort
goes into making them move, how much strength is needed to
carry them. A person might go their whole life only ever man-
aging to carry one - their own. A person might go their whole
life and not even manage that.

Louie is still holding on to his client’s arm.

He has been holding on to her arm for a while now. Maybe
ten minutes. Maybe fifteen.

Sitting next to her empty body as gravity tries to pull it
downwards.

The woman'’s arm is cold. His hand is cold.

He wonders which had been cold first, which had frozen the
other.

Standing up, he gently lays the body on the bed as neatly as
he can.

Then he stands up and walks back into the hallway.
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éva paxkpu moud (popepa Kat éxel tatoudd pia dykupa otov 8e€1o
¢ Wpo.

“Aomtév, propoUpe va apxiooupie tote;”, Aéel, onkwvetal €nelta
6pOia kat kéBetar otn ywvia tou KpePatiov, amnootpépoviag 1o
BA€upa amé to napdbupo.

O AoUt k@Betan 6imAa tng. Amd kovtd, tou eival eUkoAo va 8el
Tw¢ uttdpxouv onpddia xatd pnkog twv Kaprmwv tg. Apxilet va
avapwtiétal. Iati to moud @oépepa; Paiveral kawvoupyio. To 61d-
Ae€e 181ka yia autn v nepiotaon; [ati to tatoudd pe tnv dyku-
pa; [Ipdkrettal yia éva epnPikd tOApnpa os kxatdotaon pédng mou
petatpannke oe keyunAio; IToio eival to mapeAB6v tng; Ti tnv odn-
ynoe o€ autod 1o PéPog;

KaBw¢ avoiyel tn oakoUAa pe to gpeppoudp kat Bydlel tn ou-
pyya, o AoUt viwBel tnv idia ouypn &Uo ayepupwies embupieg
va pdlel ta mavta yi autn t yuvaika xai tavtdéxpova va pnv &¢-
pel tirota, va kaBapiotei Kal va rapapeivel avurortog, oav AoTil-
Ao Aeukd oevidvi.

“0Q¢ untdAAnAog tou Mépot”, apxilel o AoUl, “eipal umoxpewpé-
VOG aQutn tn otypn va oag unevBupiow ta Sikaiwpatd oag...”. Kat
oUtw kaBetng. Xwpic mavon apxilel va exméurel évav ypagel-
okpatiké YaApd yia va opkioel TNV KaKoTuXiq, TIC AywyEC, K.ATL
K.ATL Metd and &éxa Aertd gptdvel otn vopikda Kabopilopévn avti-
KAIPAKwOoN tou: “... av BéAete va Tpoxwpnoete apakaiw ermiPe-
Baiwote yia teAeutaia popd. Av éxete au@ifolieg, téte epeic oto
Mépot Ba oag mipotpénape va to avaokepteite, kupia”

Ekeivn exPiader éva xapodyedo. “Nai, og TapakaAw Tpoxwpa,
ayépt pou.” “Mrnopw va to ekAGBw autd wg empPePaiwon, kupia;”
Aopnvel évav avaotevaypé. “Nat”.

O AouUt xpatdel tn oUptyya, médel eAappd 1o éppoAo kal e€etd-
{el TIPOOEKTIKA ia PiKkpn otayova Siauyoug uypou tou Byaivel
aro v dkpn tou. Agitoupyei.

Zn B¢a tng BeAdvag, n yuvaika ypriyopa otpépel 1o BAEPpA TnG.

“Evtd&el”, Aéel. ‘Oa Eexivnow'.

95
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Exeivn yvépel, xortalovtag ta édia tng. 97
Kpatdet 1o xép1 tng Kat tng Badel tn BeAdva. Exeivn avatpixidlel.
Lrpwxvel apyd pe to §axtulo tou to €uPoAo Tpog ta Katw.

Exkeivn avaotevadel. ‘Eneita, kabwg 1o teAeutaio xiAootéypap-
po dnAntnpiou eloépxetal ot PAEREG g, To MPOowWTd TNG aro-
@optiletal. Koitdlel tov Aout. Ta pdruia tng eival kabapd prAe kat
o AoUt aduvatei va gavtaotei nwg Ba nipénel va gaivetar o i810g
péoa toug. Na poiader pe yuxpd, Suodpeoto xepouPeip ard eviaio
AUkelo0; Me adidqpopo Saipova; Me kamolov otnv epnpikn tou Ka-
Aokaipivin ouAeld wg TopBuéag;

Avotiyel To otépa tng yia va et kdu. “Eyw...”

Kat auté ntav éAo. Ta yaAdQia pdatia tng yupilouv mpog ta md-
vw oav va akoAouBoUv tnv avdfaon tou nvelpatdg tng. To owpa
¢ xaAapwvel Kal yAlotpd mpog to mdtwpa. O AoUt to mdavel
ypnyopa, to otaBeportoiei. EkmAnooetal pe to néoo Papu eivar, de-
dopévou tou éoo Aerrtn gpavétav.’H pnmwg auto eival gpuaotoAo-
Vik6; Towe ta avBpwmmva cwpata eival Bapltepa ar’ 6,11 unebete;
Efvai tédoo eUkoAo va Eexdoelg, kabwe ta BAénelg o kivnon, mé-
on nipoomdBela xpeldletal yia va ta Kaveig va xivnbouv, réon 6U-
vapn xpelddetal yia va ta petagpépelg. Kamoiog propei va nepdaoet
6An tou tn Jwn metuxaivovtag va KouBaAnoel pévo éva - to 81k
tou. Kdrolo¢ propei va nepdoetl éAn tou tn {wn Kat va pnv kata-
péper oUte auto.

O AoU1 Baotdel akdépa to xépt TG TIEAGTIo0AC ToU.

Kpatiétar amnd to xépt tng 8w Kat apKetn wpa.

Towg 6éxa Aemtd. Towc Kal Seramévrte.

KdbBetat 6imAa oto xou@io owpa tng kKabwe n Baputnta mpo-
omaBei va to tpaPnéel mpog ta Katw.

To xép1 tng yuvaikag eival xpvo. To xépt Tou eival xpuo.

AvapwTtiétal 1olo KpUwoe TIPWTO, TI010 TIAYwWoe To dAAo.

rnkwvetatl, torobetel amald to owpa oto kpeRdtt 6oo To ta-
Ktomoinpéva propet.

(Metagppaon NikdéAag Koutooddving)
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Moépyxav ‘Oouev / Morgan Owen
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Mljet: isolation and de-isolation

What I noticed that first morning, other than the silence, was
the smell of pine, earthy and bright, and the scent of the roads’
dust, like maple sap, somehow - sweet and darkly rich. And of
course, the smell of the sea, and the lack of city smog. The light
came through the window’s slats with an unexpected sudden-
ness; | watched the room become lighter by the second as the
rim of the sun rose over Pomena. The reddish stripes on the
wall didn’t last long; the new day had begun. Before I could
rouse myself fully from my sleep, it dawned on me that I was
abroad, alone, with time stretching ahead of me, and freedom
to use it how I wished. There was nobody else at my end of the
island, so I was truly apart in a way that I hadn’t been for a
long time. I looked over the water towards the European main-
land, and then I ventured into the trees.

This was my first travel abroad not only since the pandemic
but for many years, so the journey was doubly significant. As
one might have expected, there was excitement mingled with a
shadow of nervousness, but also an uncommon awareness of
the act of travelling itself. Everything was as though it were
new to me, from arriving at the airport, to flying, to being a-
mong languages other than Welsh or English, to setting foot in
a country I'd never visited before. I was reminded of a dream I
had at the beginning of my teenage years, which has stuck res-
olutely in my memory: [ was walking by myself along the main
street of some Central European city, which might have been
in Germany, or possibly Poland, and I felt in all its exaltation
the condition of the traveller, which is to be nobody. But it
must be remembered that ‘nobody’ in Welsh (neb) can mean



Anthology_2022.gxp_Ulysses’ Shelter 31/8/22 1:2;%%1& 101

MAiet: anopdvwon xat ano-aropévwon 101

Auté Tou Tapatnpnoa eKeivo 1o TPWTOo TIPwWIVE, TTEPA ato n olw-
T, NTav N pupwsid tou Tevkou, YNIvn Kai {wnpn, Kal N oopn tg
OKOVNG TwV §pdpwv, oav Xupog o@evbapou, KAnwe — YAUKLIA Kat
pe oxotevé mAouto. Kal puoikd, n pupwdid tng 8dAacoag, kat n
éAAelyn tou aotikoU vépoug. To pw¢ PMNKe ar’ ta 1nxdkia tou
mapdBupou pe pia avéArmotn opodpdtnta’ nmapatnpovod 1o Sw-
pduo va yivetar kGBe Aemtd K1 eAa@putepo KabBwe to xeiAog tou
nAlou avételde mavw and v [Mopéva. O1 KOKKIVWTIEG paBdwoelg
otoug Toixoug dev kpdtnoav yia ToAU" n Kaivoupla pépa eixe Ee-
kivnoel. [Ipv va mpoAdfw nmAnpwe va ouvéABw améd tov Umnvo, pe
KatéAaPfe n eniyvwon mwg Pploképouva oto e§wiepikd, povog
Hou, pe 6Ao tov XpOvo va armAwveTal Prpootd o, Kal TNy eAgu-
Bepia va tov Siabéow katd PouAnon. Aev urmpxe Puxn otnv S1KN
Hou TAgeupd tou vnaolou, €10l Npouv ot aAnBela amopovwpévog,
He tpoto Tou eixa kaipd va undpw. Epi€a to BAéupa pou mavw
ota vepd Tpog tnv Nrelpwtikn Eupwrn, K1 émelta toApnpd e1oni-
Ba ot ouotddeg Twv Sévipwv.

Auté ntav 1o mpwto pou tagidt oto e€wtepikd, 6x1 pdvo pe eraifi-
po tng navénpiag, aAAd 6w kat moAAd xpoévia, omdte to taidi
ntav SimAd onpavtiké. ‘Onwe Ba mepipeve kaveic, unmpxe evBou-
o1aopéG¢ avapelktog fe pia okid veupikétntag, aAAd emiong xat pe
Hia acuvnBiotn cuvelntdéinta tou i6lou tou tagidiol wg mpagn.
Ta névta Atav oav npwtdéyvwpa yia péva, arnoé v dei&n oto ae-
podpopio, to taibi, to va Bpiokeoal avapeoa oe yAwaooeg Siagpo-
PEUKEG amd Ta oUaAIKA Kal ta ayyAlkd, péxpl 10 va Kata@tavelg
0€ J1a Xwpa mou oudémnote eixeg emokePtei oto mapeAB6v. Mou
npBe oto puadd éva dvelpo mou €ida ota mpwta epnPikda pou xpo-
via, To oroio pe armo@aociotikétnta Kai meiopa éxel mapapeivel
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both ‘somebody’ and ‘nobody’. A useful word whose extreme
ambiguity is perfect for the traveller’s purposes, who is a s-
tranger but also an incarnation, to others, of somewhere else.
It’s difficult for me to explain the feeling I had in that dream
correctly, as talk of such strangeness — or stranger-ness - is
bound to suggest unpleasantness, but it was wonderful. You
have to feel that strangeness before you can draw near; you
must experience the space between yourself and others before
you can cross over to meet them truly. As I boarded the plane,
and as the familiar land receded into the distance and the
night, I had that feeling again, but I was not waking from the
dream: I woke to it.

I only had a few books with me, mainly because of the lack of
room in my case, but also by design, to an extent. My aim was
to respond to a new place with new words, to think differently.
For six months I hadn’t written as much as a single poem, feel-
ing like I was turning in circles by responding to the same
places and the same experiences in the same way. Better to say
nothing than to have your words turn to stone. But on the is-
land, as I walked through the groves and the villages, along the
lakes and the shore, over the hills and the crags, I would come
to a sudden stop to write down a poem - sometimes a few
lines, sometimes whole pages of untidy, charged writing. [ saw
plenty to inspire me, and as the act writing was coterminous
with the experience, there was no time to ruminate or
philosophise or lapse into the past: this was synchronous cre-
ation. Direct interpretation. I filled the pages in my notebook,
enough to for a whole volume, and all of it unified in time in
space. [t was a way for me to step out of my past, too, and not
temporarily, as though I were self-isolating from it. Mljet’s
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otn Bupnon pou: nepratovoa POVOG Pou Katd PAKOG TNG KEVIPL- 103
KNG 080U piag méAng tng Kevipikng Eupwnng, mou Ba propouoe
va efval otnv Feppavia h mbBavwg kar otnv [ToAwvia, k1 éviwoa,
oe 6An ¢ tnv ¢€ayn, tnv Katdotaon tou va eioal tafidiwng,
dnAadn va eioal o kavévag. AAAG Ba mpérel va umevBupiow mwg
10 «Kavévag» ota OuaAikd (neb) pmopel va onpaivel tautdéxpova
Kat «Kamoiog» xar «Kavévag». Mia xpnown Aé€n, n apgionpia
¢ omnoiag eival 18avikn yia tig nmpobéoeig tou taibeutn, o oroi-
o¢ eival évag &évog aAAd emiong pia evodpkrwon, yia toug AAAoug
N yla kdmou aAAoU. Mou eival §UokoAo va e§nynow pe mmotdtnta
v aioBnon mou eixa oe autd to 6velpo, kKabBwg n culntnon yia
a térowa napadofdinta -n napd- dofdtnta- eival mpoopiopévn
va onpatodothoel duoaveia, wotdoo ntav Baupdola aiobnon.
Oa mpérel va Viwoelg autn thy riapadofétnta mpiv tnv ripooeyyi-
oeicl Ba xperaotei va €xelg ouveidnon tou xwpou petafu tou eau-
10U 00U Kal TwVv AAAwv Tp1v tov Siaoxioelg yia va toug yvwpioelg
aAnBwd. Kabwg ermpipalépouva oto agpormAdvo, kat kabwg n ot-
Kela oe péva yn arooUpbnke péoa otnv arndéotaon Kat tn vixtda,
eixa a1 ekeivn tnv aioBnon, aAAd Sev épuya armd to dveipo: U-
vnoa og autd.

Eixa eAdxiota BifAia padi pou, 1o oAU Adyw éAAe1YNG Xwpou
OTIG amooKeUEG, aAAd Kat, Katd Karolov Tporo, Adyw oxediaopou.
Z16X0¢ 10U ATaV va avtarnokpiBw oe évav Kaivouplo ToTo e VEEG
Aé€e1g, va avuAngBbw Sapopetikd. Xe éva e€aunvo eixa ypayel
6Ao K1 6Ao éva Toinua, vidBovtag mwe {w pia AouTda, emdpwvtag
ota i8ia pépn kat otg i61eg epmelpieg pe napdpoio tpdmo. KaAute-
pa va olwrmoelg rapd va deig draprteg tig Aé€elg oou oav Kotpod-
veg. Ma wotdoo oto vnoi, kabwg Bddila péoa oe eAaiwveg Kal xw-
p1d, Katd pnkog AIvwV Kal aktwy, oe Adpouc Kal BouvorAayliég,
Ba ouvéBaive amdétopa va otaparovoa yla va ypdyw roinpa.-
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newness to me was the medium of observation - true observa-
tion. Everything is always in motion, and you have to breathe,
look and listen deeply at everything around you to understand
that. On the heap of stones, look: a capricious map of lichen;
see the lizards sunbathe, see the stones’ texture in the slant af-
ternoon sun, see the pine needles blown by the wind, see the
world’s reflection. And that’s only the stones.

Every day, [ had a particular destination, leaving early. More
often than not, the villages: Pomena, the nearest to Kulijer;
Babine Kuce, over the hill and through the Aleppo pines, where
I saw from the quay grey fish hunting small fry in the pellucid
blue water; Pristaniste, where I went to the post office to buy
postcards and stamps so that I could literally send word home;
Dovedari with its lemon and orange trees, and its sun-idling
cats; Polace, where I wandered through the ruins of the basili-
ca, and the old Roman palace which gives the village its name.
This part of the island - the national park - was relatively
empty as the tourists had not yet appeared, and so the villages
were also pretty empty. Yet I'd greet the people I'd see with do-
bro jutro and receive and invariably warm reply: a moment of
society, but enough to feel that I was partaking in an experi-
ence broader than my own wandering. Society sprung from un-
expected places: here and there, the soles of walls would e-
merge from the forest floor, or an old olive grove gone wild,
overgrown. There are remains in all directions among the trees
on this the most wooded island of the Adriatic. Inhabited and
uninhabited, depending on the angle of the light.
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aAAote Alyeg ypappég, dAAote oAdkAnpec oeAibeg akatdotatng, 105
poptiopévng ypapng. Eida moAAd mpdypata mou nitav i8avikd yia
va e epnvedoouv kal, kabwe n Siadikaoia tng ypapng cuvémrte
e v eumeipia, Sev ummpxe TeP1BWP10 va Pnpukdow n va QiAo-
copnow N va avaAwBw oto rapeABOV: autd ntav pia Snpuoupyia
ouyxpovikn. Epunveia pe apecdtnta. I'épioa tig oeAibeg tou on-
HEIWHATdplou 10U, apKETEC WOTE VA CUPTANPWoouve oAdKANpo
tépo, Kal oAdKANpo autd 1o UAIKG evoroinBnke oe xpdvo Kal XW-
po.'Htav évag tpdmog kat yia péva, emong, va arnopakpuvew ard
10 TapeABév pou, Kal 6x1 mpdoKalpa, oav vd autdariopovwvo-
pouv armé exkeivo. Ekeivo 1o Kawvouplo TOU QVTITIPOOWTIEUE TO
MA1et yia péva ntav 1o péco yia tnv mapatnpnon — tny ouolaoti-
kN napatinpnon. OAa Bpiokovtal Siaprwg oe kivnon, kKat xpe1dle-
tal va avarvéelg, va BA€nelc kat va akoug €1¢ Bébog to kdébe T
TIOU o€ TiepIKAgiel wate va to evvonoelg. I[Tdvw otov owpd twv Ai-
Bwv, Koita&e: évag 1816tporog xaptng Aeixnvwyv: 8e¢ T1¢ cavpeg va
AMdovtal, 8¢ tn Sopn tn TéTpag oto Aofd Ppwe Tou aroyevpatog,
8e¢ T1¢ BeAdveg TwV TTEUKwWV va Tapacupovtal ar’ tov dvepo, 8eg
v avtavakAaon tou kéopou. Ki edw piAdpe pévo yia g mérpeg.

KdBe pépa, eixa évav opiopévo mipoopiopd, Eekivwvtag arnéd vwpic.
To o ouxvd ota xwpild: n Pomena, to mo xovuvé oto Kulijer to
Babine Kuce, népa otov Aépo kat Katd Pnkog twv TeUKWV ToU
Aleppo, 610U Tapatipnoa otnv TPoBANTa ykpl Ydpla va Kuvn-
youv 1x8U81a péoa ota Siauyn yaAdQia vepdX to Pristaniste, 6mou
TmMya oto taxudpopeio yia va ayopdow Kapt MootdA Kal ypappa-
téonpa, WOote KUPLOAEKTIKA va Swow onpeia {wng Tiow oto ottt
poull to Dovedari pe 11¢ Agploviég Kal Ti¢ TIOPTOKAALEG TOU, KAl TIG
pdBupec otov nAlo yateg toull to Polace, 6mou mepimAavnOnka
avdapeoa ota xaAdopata tou BaciAikoU Kal oto TaAld Pwpdiké
naAdt, and to ormoio maipvel to dvopa tou To xXwpld. Auth n
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A February that was summer to me - that’s time shattered. My
departure for Dubrovnik had come, and I'd lost my grip on time
altogether. [ hadn'’t realised that my last full day on the island
had arrived, and the sun was already drawing in my last night
in Kulijer. Although the mainland was visible and relatively
close, it felt very far away, an other place. I could easily under-
stand how the myth that Odysseus had spent seven years on
this island in his confusion. Time moves differently here, softly
and with dignity, like a retired emissary from some old and
venerable civilisation. It arrives from elsewhere, or that is how
it felt to me.

I'm not sure why exactly, but the plane between Zagreb and
Dubrovnik has caught my imagination, and I find myself on it
still in my daydreams. It's a turboprop; that is, a plane with
propellers, one on each wing. To be specific, it is a De Havilland
Dash 8 go00q. This is a relatively small plane, compared to the
more familiar jets, and it’s different. The jet, for example, feels
as though it climbs slowly, almost - or at least in a gradual,
considered way. It takes longer to reach its the point at which
it feels like it’s really moving. On the other hand, the propellers
on the Dash generate their maximum thrust almost straight
away, so the ascent is much more vigorous and direct. It ad-
vances rapidly and nimbly along the runway almost from s-
tanding. You'll be pushed back into your seat, feeling a charge
of excitement. But before that, you'll have noticed the pro-
pellers starting up, and what a sound they make! A deep drone
that doesn’t sound altogether mechanical. From your seat y-
ou’ll think to yourself that this is how a plane should sound.
From Zagreb to Dubrovnik and back, the flight was smooth and
tranquil, but always to the accompaniment of that noise: it’s
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TAeupd tou vnolou - 1o €Bvikd TdpKo — Ntav oxetlka dela ka- 107
Bw¢ o1 toupioteg Sev eixav akdpa eppaviotei, omdte Kal ta Xxwpid
ntav apketd adeia e€ioou. MoAatauta yupw pou Ba xaipetovoa
Tov KOopo 1ou Ba €BAemna, Aéyovtag dobro jutro xai ave§aipétwg
Ba Adppava pia Beppn avtandvinon: €va KOWWVIKG OTIYRLOTUTIO,
TIOU WOoTO00 NTAV APKETO WOTE Va VIWOoW TWE malpva PéPog o€
Hia euputepn eprelpia amnd exkeivn tng SikNG pou mepimAdvnong.
H kowwvikétnta aveile and avéAmoteg o6oUG: €6w K1 ekei, ot
toixol eixav méApata mou avadivovtav ard 1o ndtwpa twv §acwy,
N évag tpeAdg YEPIKOG eAdlmvag, TIou aveCEAEYKIa YIYAvIwVE.
Yridpxouv aropevdpla avdpeoa ota 6évipa oe touto to o Sa-
owdec vnoi tng Abpratikng. Eival katoiknpévo 1 akatoiknto,
avaloya pe T ywvia tou pwtdc.

‘Evag PAeBdpng mou ntav yia péva Kalokaipli- autd ouviotd
Bpuppatiopd tou xpovou. ‘E@trace n pa tng avaxwpnong pou
amoé to Dubrovnik kai €ixa xdoel evieAw¢ v aicbnon tou xpo-
vou. Aev gixa ouvelbntomoinoel nwg éprace n teAeutaia 0AGKAN-
pn pépa pou oto vnoi Ki 0 nAlog eixe apxioel Nén va amooUpetat
yia Aoyapraopd tng vuxtag oto Kulijer. Ilapétt n nrelpwtikn xw-
pa NTav opatn Kail oXeTiKA Kovtd, tTnv aicfavdoouv evieAN pa-
Kpwn, évav dAAo témo. Mnopovoa eUKoAd va KATavonow Twg
Katd tov pubo o Obuocéag eixe mepdoel, péoa otn gUyXuon tou,
emtd xpovia oe autd to vnoi. [lepvderl o xpévog Siapopetikd 8w,
o paAakd xai pe aflompérela, oav amoouppévog ayyeAlopopog
Karmolou maAloy kat ogfdopiou moAttiopou. Katagrtaver and al-
Aou 1 étol 1o éviwBa ey.

Aev yvwpilw 1o yiati akpifwg, wotdoo to agpomAdvo petafu Zay-
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easier to connect such a noise with motion, even though turbo-
props are slower than jets. And that, maybe, is the fascination
of that plane to me: it makes motion and distance concrete,
and everything that comes in the wake of travelling. And it
looks nice too.

Along the tracks and the roads, two flowers captured my atten-
tion in particular, and I was taken aback to see them after leav-
ing a bare and sullen Wales. I first noticed them on the verges,
and from then on they were faithful companions. Vrtna Sumar-
ica - broad-leaved anemone. In the shady areas, I saw the
washed purple of their petals, closed and quiet in the morning.
Their colour didn’t shout especially loudly in my early morning
wanderings: between the remains of the dawn and the remains
of the darkness, everything took on a heathery hue. By midday,
they were more likely to have opened, bright and light. They
were to be seen in abundance around the shell of the basilica
and the damp vegetable gardens of Polace. Tenderness in hard
places. And then razgranjena preslic¢ica - grape hyacinth. There
was something familiar about of the sight of them, as they're
popular decorative flowers back home, but here on the island of
Mljet they grow wild. Dark blue flowers, like little bunches of
grapes, as its name will tell you. They keep close to the ground,
demure despite their beauty, and they like the rough, rocky
land. Past Babine Kuce, on the shore of Veliko Jezero, the path
itself was full of these flowers, and behind me were empty
boats. Few people had ventured along this particular path since
the summer. I was reminded of little beads, or shards of pot-
tery, their blue patterns faded.
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Kpepm kal Ntoupmpdpvik dvaye tn gaviacia pou Kai péoa ot 109
ovelpoTtoAnoelg pou PBpiokopal aképa evidg tou. ‘Exel eAikootpo-
Brhoxivntnpeck autd onpaivel agpomAdvo pe €AIkeg, €vav oe Kabe
¢tepd. [a v axpipela eivar éva De Havilland Dash 8 400q.
[Tpdéxeital yia éva oxetkd piKpO agpomAdvo, CUYKPLTIKA e Ta TTLo
oikela pag jet, xai efvar Siapopetikd. Me 1o jet, yia napaderypa,
€xe1g v aioBnon nwg okappaiwvel apyd, oxeddév — N éotw pe
éva mpooeypévo, otadiakéd tporo. Iaipvel mepioodtepo xpoévo va
¢tdoel oto onpeio ekeivo ToOU ViwBeLG ol Tipaypatikd Kiveitat.
Amé tnv AAAn, o1 éA1keg oto Dash mapdyouv tn péylotn wbnon
oxeb6v amneubeiag, omdte n dvobog eival MOAU o évtovn Kat aje-
on. Ipoxwpd taxutata kat oféAta kKatd pnkog tou Siadpdpou
oxebov amd 6pbia Béon. IMéptelg miow otn Béon cou, viwBovtag
éva qoptio evBouaoiaopou. AAAG Tipv amé autd, Ba mapatnpnoeig
ToUG €AIKEG Va eKKIVOUV, Kal T nxo napdyouv! ‘Evav Babu Béppo
mou 8ev akouyetal evieAws pnxavikég. Amoé tn Béon oou Ba ava-
Aoyioteic nwe €tol Ba mpérnel va akouyetal €va agporAdvo. Amé
10 Zaykpeprm oto Ntouprmpoéfvik Kal miow n mnon ntav npepn
Kal xaAapn, aAAd mévtote pe ouvodeia autou tou nxou: eival eu-
KoAo va ouvEéoelg tov nxo pe kivnon, mapdtt ot eAKootpoPiAokl-
vntnpeg efval mo apyoi amd ta jet. Kai autd iowg va amnotedet
yia péva tnyv yonteia tou agpomnAdvou autou: KAvel To ouprayn
v Kivnon kai v andotaon, K1 6Aa doa épxovial otov amdnxo
tou taf1diov. Kai emiong gaivetal wpaio.

Katd prikog twv ypappwv Kat twv dpépwyv, uo AouAoudia cuyKe-
Kpiaéva tpdpnav tnv mpoooxn pou ki éueiva €ékBapfog mou ta
€ida xatdmy ¢ avaxwpnong pou ard 1o YURve Kal oKuBpwrid
tortio tng OuaAiag. Apxikd Ta mapatnpnoa otg AKpeg Ki arnd téte
éywvav motoi ouvipogot. Vrtna Sumarica — mAatUQUAAN avepw-
vn. Lta oklepd onpeia, €ida to emAupévo pwp ota métada tng,
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Every day I'd go to watch the sea, think, smell, and simply be
aware of all that was around me. Despite the warmth and the
sunshine, [ could see from this spot the white-tipped moun-
tains of Bosnia in the distance. By sunset, I'd return to my
room, wait and watch the sky change colour. The sunset is al-
ways fraught with expectation, and there’s not much you can
do except watch it. The sense of time’s purpose and passing
will only return, temporarily, when the colours have settled,
when the night is a solid presence. Or that is how the sunset
feels when you're alone. Stillness of mind sharpens the senses,
though there is never true silence. The island’s restless birds,
the waves, the breezes in the pines were a reminder that the
world is moving, always. That is when Wales sometimes in-
truded upon my mind, a different country from afar. [ saw her
without me, and so I saw myself clearer, without her.

These are only a handful of impressions of the island of Mljet.
If I were to gather all of those impressions, [ could write until
the end of time, because what I did, essentially, was experi-
ence. To experience something as it is you must see that it has
no tidy end or obvious beginning, and that it’s bound up tightly
with everything else, though it speaks with its own voice, all
the same. I was in a certain solitude, in the literal sense, but I
wasn’t lonely. By the sea and among the pines, I awoke; I felt
communion. I left with a load of poems and a head full of this
beguiling place’s beauty. There’s still some Mljet dust in the
folds of my jacket and between the treads of my boots.
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KAgl10td Kal nouxa oto Tpwive. To xpwpa toug Sev ntav 1biaitepa 111
EKKWPAVTIKG KATA TIC TIPWIVEG 10U TIEPIMAAVNOELG: avapeoa ota
aropevépla g auyng Kat ota aropetvdpla tou epéBoug ta mav-
ta €nalpvav pia epelkwén andxpwon. Méxpl 1o peonpépt ntav
o mbavé va éxouv avoi&el, Aapmepd K1 eAappid. Mmnopouoeg va
ta arnavinoelg oe agbovia yUpw amé tov 1poUAo TG BaciAlKng
Kal Toug uypoucg Aaxavoxknroug tou Polace. EuaioBnoia oe dxap-
Soug témoug. Ki émeita 1o razgranjena preslic¢ica- pouokapt to
Botpuoeldég. Yrmpxe KAt oikeio otnv e1kOva toug, Kabwg eival
dnpo@iAn aven yia Siakdounon miow otov TéT0 poU, AAAd €8
oto vnoi tou MAit eivar ayproAoUAouda. ZxoUpa prAe AouAou-
81a, oav toaumd otaguAla, énwe to évoua toug Ba oag urodel-
Kvuel. Kpatouv xovuvn andotaon ard to £8agpog, ouveotaApéva
Tapd tnv opop@ld Toug, Kal TPOoTIHoUV Ta OKANPd, MeTpwon Xw-
pata. [Tépa ané to Babine Kuce, otnv axtn tou Veliko Jezero, to
povordul ekel Ntav Katdomapto e tétola AouAoudia kat ard Tii-
ow pou urnpxav adeieg Papkes. Amoé 1o kaAokaipt Aiyotr avBpw-
ol emxeipnoav va diaoxioouv autd 1o oUYKeEKPIPEVO HOVOTTATL.
Movu B0pioav pikpég xavipeg n Bpavopata ayyelomAactikng, ta
priAe toug potifa Eebwpralav.

Kd&Be pépa Ba kivouoa yia va dw tnv 6dAacoa, va oKePTw, va Ju-
plow Kal amAwg va éxw ouveibnon GAwv twv mpaypdiwy mou e
nepiotoixilav. [Tapd tnv B¢ppun tng nAlo@dvelag, pmopodoa va ev-
tormiow TG Aeukég dxpeg Twv Pouvwv g Booviag oto BaBog. Me
10 nAloBaciAena, Ba eméotpepa oto Swudtio pou, Ba mepipeva Kai
Ba xottovoa tov oupavé va aAraler xpwpa. To nAtopaociAepa eivar
ndvtote Katdgopto mpocodokia Kal dev éxelg AAAN evaAAaKTiKn
napd va to napatnpnoelg. H aioBnon tou oxormou kai tou mepa-
opatog tou xpévou propel povaxa va emotpéyel, mpdoralpd,
6tav ta xpwpata otabeportoinBoulyv, étav to Ppddu yiverar pa
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otépen mapouocia.’H éotw €to1 viwBelg étav BaoiAevel o NA1og Kal 113
eioal pévog. H axkivnoia tou puaAou ofuver ti¢ aiobnoelg, mapot

moté 6ev undpxel kaBapn olwmnn. Ta agikivnta vnolwtikd mouAid,

ta xupata, To ayldd ota mevka Ntav pia urevOupion mwe o Ko-

opog xiveital ndvrote. Téte efval mou n OuaAia eviote éunaive oto
HuaAd pou, pia aAAdtpla xwpa kamou pakpld. Tnv eiba xwpic
epéva ekel, omdte xat €ida kabapdtepa Tov eautd pou, XWPIg eXei-

VM.

Autd fitav povaxa pia ogelpd eviutioelg and to vnoi MAét. Edv
Ba émpeme va ouykevipwow OAEG TIG €VIUTIWOELG TIoU gixa Ba
éypaga €16 1o Sinvekég, emeldn autd mou ouolaotikd énpaa ntav
eumnelpiec. Iia va amoxtnoelg epmeipia evog mpaypatog 6mwes avtod
elvail Ba mpémnet va 8eig Twg Sev €xel éva poodiopiopévo téAog n
Hia popavn agetnpia, Kai mwe eivat appnkra depévo e 1o kabe
T yUpw, av Kal piAd pe v oAdS1kN tou Qwvn, TapdéAa autd.
Bpioképouv oe pia oplopévn armopévwon, He TNV KUPLOAEKTIKN
¢ onpaocia, wotdoo Sev npouva poévog. AimAa otn 6dAaccoa kai
avapeoa ota mevka UTvnoa: éviwoa emKkowvwvia. Amoxwpnoa
He pia otoifa mopata Ki éva KepdAl yepdto amd tn oaynveutikn
opop@1d autou tou térou. Yrdpxel aképa Atyn ard tn okévn tou
MAILET OTIG TITUX(WOELG TOU TCAKET PoU Kal avdpeoa ota xwpiopata
g o6Aag ard TG Préteg pou.

(Metagppaon NikdéAag Koutoodéving)
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MapiAéva IManaiwdavvou / Marilena Papaioannou
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THE TALE OF THE PANDEMIC

Waiting / In the Beginning

Yesterday we were the bare feet on a ship’s deck; the wings of a
bird; the lines of a notebook. We were living like a skirt hoop
that can’t find a sheltered place to unwind. We were leaves of
basil, scents of freshly-baked bread, the prerequisites of a
dream. We were what we were — anyway. Today we are the
drops of sweat that run down the forehead, a spring night be-
fore the tv screen; the blisters on the palms of the hands that
grab the handles of the buses; the marks on the faces of people
that spend their nights awake at brave intensive care units. We
don’t have a single body any more — we are just sums of s-
wollen eyes, scratched knees and wounded hands. And today
and yesterday and forever, we walk around upright, but deep
inside we find myriads of reasons why we should slouch. And
this is our most humane trait — we love it for it’s a part of us,
even though a painful one. Because it reminds us that out
dream will forever be to live like the birds, even though we
know that they live in clouds too. However, there is nothing we
demand, still we refuse to cry — it’s dark and we cannot see
beyond the end of our nose. We just keep waiting; living the
eternal struggle. We are the eternal struggle. But this will nev-
er be enough — we know that, someday we may even get to
admit it.

Unguarded Cliff / Somewhere in the Middle

The days will flow, the ferns will bend, the wheel will roll, the
dance will end. The summer will be lost, autumn will arrive,
the eyelids will get heavy from the rain. Then the winter will
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H IZTOPIA MIAXZ TTANAHMIAY 117
Ev avapovn / Zinv apxn

Xteg Npaotav ta yupva nédia o’ éva katdotpwpa mAoiou- o1 @te-
pouyeg evog TIOUALOU- o1 ypappécg evdg tetpadiou. Zovoape oav to
@oupd piag eouotag Tou Sev Bpiokel andvepn ywvid va epou-
okwoel. 'Hpaotav ta guUAAa evog BaotAikou, ol pupwdiés tou ppe-
okoynuévou Wwplou, ot mpolmobécelg evég oveipou. ‘Hpaotav
6,11 Npaotayv — téAog TAviwy. ZNpepa eipaote o1 otayoves 18pwta
TIOU TPEXOUV OTo PEtwrio, KAarmolo avol§ldtiko Bpddt pnpog otnv
TNA€6PAOT’ 01 POUOKAAEG OTIC TIAAQNEG TWV XEPLWV TIOU KPEPOV-
tal art’ g AaBég oto Aewopeio ta onpddia ota mpdowmna Twv
avBpwnwyv Tou Eevuxtouv kamolo Enpépwpa os pia yevvaia ev-
taukn. Aegv €xoupe mia eviaio owpa — eipaocte anAwg abBpoiopata
TIPNOPEVWV PATIWV, YOapPéVWY YOVATWY Kal TMANYWHEVWY XE-
plwv. Kal onpepa kai xteg xai ndvta, nepriatdpe subuteveig, pa
péoa pag avayvwpifoupe xiAtoug Adyoug yia va Kaprmoupidooupe.
Ki efv’ auté to o avBpwrmvo otoixeio pag — to ayandape yiati ei-
val pépog pag, £éotw oduvnpd. INati pag Bupiler éu v 6velpd pag
ndvta Ba 'vai va {oupe oav ta mouAid, Kt ag EEpoupe Twg K1 autd
péoa oe ouvvepa fouv. Qotdéoo dev {ntoupe timota, akoun Sev
Qwvdloupe - elvar vuxta kat dev BAémoupe ovte tn putn pac.
Movéxa mepipévoupe: {oUpe tnv alwvia mpoomndBeia. Eipaote n
aiwvia mipootidBeia. AAAG autd moté ev Ba 'vair apketd — 1o -
poupe, Kdmote Ba T opoAoynooupe Ki6Aag.

A@UAaxtog yrpepdg / Kamou ota piod

Oa nepdoouvv o1 uépeg, Ba kvAnoel o tpoxdg, Ba Avyioouvv o1 QTépeg
ka1 Ba Aeiel o xopdg. To kalokaipt Ba xabei, Ba 'pBer PBIVOTIWPO,
ta BAépapa Ba Bapuvouv arr’ tn Bpoxn. Yotepa o xewvag Ba ma-
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freeze everything - the leaves on the trees, the fingertips, the
nostrils, the house walls, the body, the hearts. And nothing will
be like you had imagined. The people will have changed, the
words will have lost their meaning. Nobody will be dreaming
of the spring, neither waiting for the summer. Everyone will be
afraid of the heat, pushing it away so that their insides won'’t
flare up. They will have ceased to care, to touch, to kiss other
lips. They will have forgotten the trembling of love, the white
birds of eternal youth. They won’t know where light can be
found. They will feel totally lost. Without a cause in their lives,
they won’t know how to fill their lonely hours. They will keep
saying: The days flow, the fern bends, the wheel rolls, the
dance ends. And that will be the place. Nowhere else to go.
Their heart will get dry, just like their land. The children will
be the only ones that may think of something. Maybe they will
remember - they may have even been able not to forget. But
they won't be able to change a lot of things - for they will be
just kids. Just singing and dancing, screaming: The days flowed,
the fern bended, the wheel rolled, the dance ended. And after-
wards they will start to fall off the cliff into the sea, one after
another, and you won’t be able to do anything about it.

Effort / Still in the Middle

Sometimes it’s cold at night, sometimes it isn’t. Sometimes you
wear a double sweater, some others just a t-shirt and summer
shoes. You gain and lose weight, just like you turn the bath-
room light on and off; and with the same pace you flit over your
phone. As if you were a serpent, shedding skin. Blinking your
eyes is enough for you to lift your spirits. You haven't experi-
enced such mood swings since you were a teen.

You constantly ask yourself — will it ever end? And then
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ywoel ta ndvta - ta UAAA twv SEvipwy, TIG Akpeg Twv SaxtUAwy 119
Hag, ta pouBouvia, TOUG TOIXOUG TWV OTITIWY, Ta 0WHATA, TIG Kap-
81£c. Kat timota 8ev Ba 'vai 6nwc to 'xe¢ pavtaotei. Ot dvBpwriot
Ba 'xouv aAAdgel, o1 Aé€eic Ba 'xouv xdoel o vonud toug. Kaveig
8ev Ba ovelpevetal tnv avoi&n, oute kaAokaipt Ba mpoopével. Oa
@ofouvtal éAot tn Z¢otn, Ba tnv anwboUv yla va pn (pouUVIWOEl
10 péoa toug. Oa 'xouv mayel va voitdlovtal, v’ ayyilouv, va @i-
AoUV oto otépa. Oa 'xouv ANCUoVNOEL To TPELIOUAD TOU épwia, td
Agukd mouAld tng atwviag vidtng. Aev Ba £€pouv Tou eival to
QWG yla va to douve. Oa vikwBouv TavieAws xapévol. Kal xwpig
okortto, ev Ba Bpiokouv 11 va kK&vouv T wpeg tng povaldg touc.
Oa Aéve: ITepvouv o1 uépeg, kuAder o tpoxdg, Avyilouv ot ptépeg
kat Aeirnel o xopdg. Ki exel Ba pévouv. IMapakdiw dev Ba 'xe1 va
méve. Zepn Ba 'vai n kapdid toug, Eepn OTIWE K1 N yn toug. Kai pé-
vo ta naidid iowg xdt okePtouv. Towg autd Bupunbouv - propei
Kai va 'xouv katagépel va pnv Eexdoouv. AAAG Sev Ba propouv v’
aAAa&ouv ToAAd ipdypata - yiati Ba 'var anAwg naidid. Mévo Ba
tpayoudouv xopevovtag, Ba oupAialouv: ITépaoav o1 uépeg, KUAN-
0e 0 TPox0G, AUyioav ot @tépeg K1 éAerPe o xopdg. Kat petd Ba mé-
QTOoUV €va éva arr’ tov YKpepd otn BdAaocoa, K1 eoU dev Ba pro-
peic va ta otapatnoelg pe tinota

Koérog / Aképun ota piod

AMote eival kpua ta Bpddia, dAAote (eotd. Kdmote popdg prou-
@av xat 8imAd TouAdBep, KATIOTE KOVTIOUAVIKO KAl KaAoKaipivd
narovtola. Badeig kat Byddeig xiAd, 6nwg avapBoofrvelg 1o pwg
0To prdvio: Kai pe tov idio pubpo mou mnyaivoépxeoal mavw ar’
10 tTNAEPWVS oou. Aeg K1 aAAdderg 8épua, oav epretd. [a v’ aAAa-
el 10 KEPL oou apkel v’ avolyokAeioeig ta pdua. Tétola evaAdayn
81d0eong éxelc va Bupdoar pévo art’ tv epnPeia oou.

Aapr®OG avapwtiéoal — Ba teAeiwoet; Ki Uotepa, t1; Tt owpa Ba
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what? What kind of body will people have, what eyes to look
the world with? Won't their hands be full of wounds? Will they
be able to listen or will they ears have been sealed? What will
they desire and what will they need? Will they be strong e-
nough to dream? And what about the children’s faces — how
will they seem? Will they be scarred by the years added to
their age, without them having really lived them?

Nobody knows.

One moment you need an answer, the next one all you want
is just to throw all the questions into a pot of oblivion that will
never bother you again.

You do hope, that’s true. But you don’t dream - and these t-
wo are vastly different.

You love, but never fall in love - no, that’s a lie, this is the
only thing you do. You fall in love, you keep falling in love - al-
ways and forever. This is your only trait, unalterable in time.
The dead soldiers are being identified by their military tags -
you, by the note you carry in the pocket of all your clothes, a
note that reads «died of lifelong/chronic love»

Well - it seems that you don’t only hope after all, but you
dream a bit as well. In this blur however, in this ever-present
doubt, you wonder if you had better not dream at all. Because
the inactivity of hope - you can stand this. The effort of the
dream - no.

Time / Always in the Middle

Time now constantly feels like the Day of the Dead. Counted in
repeated units. Slips like water through your fingers, you cannot
catch it. And more and more you realize that you really don’t
want to; you just want to let it glide over you as much gently as
possible — not getting scared by it, that’s your only desire.
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"Xouv ot avBpwriol, pe T pdtia Ba kortdlouv; Aev Ba 'vai ta xépla 121
Toug yepdta nAnyég; Oa propouv va ¢’ akouoouv 1 Ba 'xouv Bou-

Awoel T avtid toug; Ti Ba emBupolv xat 1 Ba xpeidlovial; Oa

'xouv SUvapn va ovelpeutouv; Kal ta mpdowma twv maibiov —

autd nwg Ba ‘vai, dpaye; MAmnwg Ba "xouv onpddia amd xpévia

TIOU TIPOOTEONKAV OTIC TaUTOTNTEG TOUG XWPIG va ta 'Xouv akéun

Thoet;

Kaveic 6ev Epel.

Tn pia ouypn emBupeic va pdbeig tnv andvinon, tnv dAAn va
pifeic dAec 11¢ epwtnoelg o’ éva kaldvi AnBng mou 6ev Ba o’ ara-
oxoAnoel Toté Eavd.

EAmideig, eiv’ aAnBela. AAAG Bev ovelpeUeoal — Ki éxouv peyain
Siagpopd autd ta dvo.

Ayarndg, pa dev epwieleoal — 6x1, Pépata, autd eival to pévo
mou Kavelg. Epwrteveoal, ouvexilelg va gpwteveoal — AAL Kal
mdvta. Auto eival to povadikd oou avaAloiwto oto xpdévo xapa-
ktnpiotuikd. Toug pavtapoug av rieBdvouy, Ba toug avayvwpioouv
ar’ tn petaAAIkn tavtétnta - ecéva art’ 1o onpeiwpa otny Toérnn,
autd ToU PETAPEPELG TIAVTIA OE OTIol0 PoUXo (PopAg, To onpeiwpa
TIou ypdoel «émeoe and 61a Biou épwtar.

Na - teAikd ovelpeUeoal, dev eAmileig pévo. Meg ¢’ autn t Ho-
AoUpa dpwg, kat peg otnv afeBardétnta nou Kavel aviov aiobntn
v Tapouoia tng, avapwtiéoal pnmwe teAikd Ba 'tav xaAldtepo
va pnv kaveig ovelpa. [ati tnv adpdvela tng eAnibag — tnv avié-
xe1g. Tov k610 ToU oveipou — 6x1.

Xpovog / ITavta ota piod

‘Exel pia Siaprn aicbnon MeydAng [Tapaokeung o xpdvog rmia.
Metpiétal oe enavaiapfavépeveg povadeg. [Atotpd e péo’ ar’ ta
xépla oou oa vepo, dev tov TipoAapaivelg. Kar oAoéva ouxvétepa
KataAaBaivelg 6t dev Beg va tov mpoAdBeig Be¢ amAwg va tov
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Or at least this is what you think.

Deep inside, you probably don’t want to remember it. Scars -
even if you get them, they will be minor. Memory however -
this is something you truly don’t want. Remembering hurts; re-
membering annoys. Not everything in this life is meant for
saving; most things should actually be forgotten. It's no use re-
membering joy when you can'’t experience it again. Neither the
scent of the clean spoon if you can’t eat again. And of course
there is absolutely no use in reminiscing love - it is a total dev-
astation, if you can’t feel the heat of a body around you.

And so you set a goal to change the scale of time. Such a
grandiose plan, you know that. But you have a burning desire
to change the counting standard. And if you can’t eliminate the
repeated units - seconds, minutes, hours, days, weeks, months,
years — you will try to change their core quality. You won't be
saying any more another minute passed, but another bird
passed flying to its freedom. You won’t be saying I'm meeting y-
ou in an hour, but I'm seeing you when the boat starts its return
trip from the other side.

You believe you can achieve that. But you also know you will
believe it only till time stops to matter that much to you. For
now, you keep counting, aiming to later undo this very count-
ing, then to dream that you don’t count and finally start again
from scratch.

Till -

Small Preparations/Towards the End

Just a few minutes remaining, the last miles that need to be
covered; that’s it, no more, the ship is almost here. Those who
had left are coming back, those who had stayed are getting pre-
pared. The ovens are on, the tables set, the bedrooms tidied, the
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agnoelg va mepdoel and mavw cou 600 To duvatdv mo avenai- 123
obnta - va pn oou agnoel onpddia, povaxa autd emobupeic.

"H auté vopileig 6u embBupeic.

Katd Babog, pdAdov Beg va pnv tov Bupdoat. Znpddia — ag cou
apnoel, 8ev Ba 'vai kat onoubaia. Mvipun, épwg - autnv 6xi, dev
n Beq. To va Bupdoai, movdel to va Bupdoal, evoxAei. Aev eiv’
6Aa yU' anoBnkeuon ¢’ autn tn {wn- Ta TePLoodTepa TIPETEL va Ee-
xviouvtal. Aev weelei va Bupdoal tn xapd étav dev propeic va
v Eavadnoelg. OUte T pupwdid tou kabapiopévou ToptokaAioy
é€xel vonpa va Bupdoarl av dev pnopeic va avapds. Kat puoikd
oe tinota &ev fonBd v’ avaroAeic tnv aioBnon tou épwta - autd
K1 av eival xataotpo@iko, av 6ev prnopeic va Eavaviwoeig cwpata
yUpw oou.

K1 éto1 1o Badeig okord v aAAdgelg tnv kAipaka tou xpovou.
MeyaAemifoAo oxéSio, 1o &€perc. Ma emBupeic Siakawg v’ aAla-
€e1¢ 1o mpodTuTio pétpnong tou. Ki av dev pmopeic va e€aleiyelg
¢ enavalapfavépeveg povadeg —SeutepdAerta, Aemtd, wpeg, pé-
peg, eBdonddeg, pnveg, xpovia-, Ba mpoorabnoelc v aAAGgeig moi-
0TIKA 1o Teplex6pevd toug. Aev Ba Aeg tia, mépaoe dAdo éva Ae-
ntd, aAAd, népaoe dAAo éva movAi mov @ptepovynoe mpog v eAev-
Bepia tov. Aev Ba Aeg, épxouat va oe ovvavinow oe pia wpa, alidg,
Ba oe Bpw 6tav n Bapka Eekwnoel to SpopoAdY10 TNG EMIOTPOPNG
anod anévavtl.

[Motevelg 6 propeic va tov Tetuxelg tov okord autd. Ma &€-
peig x16Aag éul Ba to motevelg povdxa péxpig 6Tou TAYelL Ta va
é€xel téon onpaocia yia eoéva o xpdvos. I'ia v wpa, petpds Kat
Eavapetpdg, pe okoTo V' avalpEoelg oTn oUVEXeld 1o pétpnud oou,
Uotepa va ovelpeuteic 6t Sev petpds, Kal oto téAog dAl v’ apxi-
o€1g arnd o éva.

Méxpt -
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sheets clean. Teeth are being brushed, the hair combed and
parted, the lips colored. Most hearts get warm.

The turbulent sea was now defeated, the storm had almost
ended — you can see. But be cautious. Waves can appear in our
country anytime out of the blue.

You, the tallest ones, save a spot in the port for the short
guys. Make some room for the weak, the small, those who op-
pose to the return of the emigrants because of fear. They want
to attend the show too, even though they don’t admit it. They
want to remember how the sea foam rises around the ship’s
prow; to hear again the sound of the ropes stretching. They
want to remember the memory of a return they struggle not to
forget.

But they’re scared.

Don’t reprimand them, be merciful. Tell them to do some-
thing simple at first. Let them wet their feet, let them put on
their Sunday clothes. And then they can open the gates, set the
animals free.

And don'’t forget to tell them to finally expel the dead; to
push them into the sea; they shouldn’t worry, some sailor will
find and lull them to sleep.

Keep only the kids around; kiss them, hug them; but like it is
your first time, and for them, the last one.

Let’s Agree on the Essentials / Is there an End?

Hustle in the street — finally. Children laughing, babies crying,
dogs barking, blackbirds chirping, broken exhaust pipes, stray
radio tunes, the neighbors in the opposite building making
love, the ones next door killing each other.

The town squares are full of dreams again. The girls in their
dresses, the boys with cigarettes through their fingers, dust



Anthology_2022.gxp_Ulysses’ Shelter 31/8/22 1:2;%%1& 125

Mikpég etopaoieg / ITpog 1o téAog 125

Aiya Aertd pévouy, ta teAeutaia pidia tg andotaong va davu-
Bouv- autd ntav, dev éxel dAAo, To KapdPt ptavel. ‘Epxovtal autoi
Tou eixav Quyel, etolpdlovial exeivol mou eixav peivel. Avdpouv
o1 goUpvol, oTpwvovtdl ta tparédia, kabapilovial ta unvodwud-
Ta, anAwvovtal kabapd oevtoévia. ITAévovtal 6vtia, xtevidovral
paAAld, Bagoviar xeiAn, @udxvovial xwpiotpes. Zeotaivovtal
TIOAAéC Kapdiég.

H avtapiaopévn BdAacoa éxel ma viknBei, n gouptouva €xel
oxedov mepdoel — 1o BAénete. AAAG va eiote mpoetopaopévol. Eu-
KoAa favaonkwvetal KUpa ota pépn Jag.

Eoeic o1 o ynAoi kpatnote oto Aipdvi pia B€on yia toug Kov-
toUGg. Kdvte Alyo XwWpo yia Toug pikpoug, toug aduvapoug, autoug
Tou aré eofo apvouvtal TNV €MOTPOPN TWV VAUTIKWV Kal TwV
Eevitepévwv. OéAouv K1 autoi va Souv to Béapa, K1 ag pnv T’ opo-
AoyouUv. O¢Aouv va BupnBouv nw¢ YnAwvel o appds tng BdAao-
0a¢ YUpw ar’ tnv MAWpn tou kapafiou- BéAouv v’ akouoouv Eavd
TOV X0 TIOU KAVOUV Td OKOWV1d 4Tav TeEVIWVovTal otoug Kapoug.
©¢éAouv va BupnBouv v avapvnon piag eMotpo@ng Tou Taoxi-
Couv va pnv Eexdoouv.

Ma gofouvtat.

Mnv toug amomndpete, paveite onmAaxvikoi. [1eite toug va xd-
vouv KAt amAd yia apxn. Ag Bpé€ouv ta Tiédia toug, ag popécouv
ta kKaAd toug pouxa. Ki Uotepa ag avoifouv tig mépteg, ag apn-
oouVv ta {wa eAelBepa.

Kai pnv &exdote va toug pwvaete va div§ouv emtéAoug toug
VEKPOUC va Toug ompwouV va méocouv otn BdAacca — KArmoiog
vautikég ofyoupa Ba Bpebel va toug vavoupioel, ag pnv avnou-
XOUV.

Eoeic povdxa ta maidid kpatnote kovid oag QiANOTe ta, ayka-
AMdote ta - oa va 'val dpwg N pWIn oag Ki n teAevtaia §1Kkn toug

popa.
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everywhere by the bike wheels. Fruit on the trees again, the
moisture on the roofs got swept out by the sun. Music all over
the place. The sky color changes, the day grew longer, new
flower scents in the air. The water got a bit warm, the skin
willing to touch. The hearts melted altogether, through the
walls, and some of them rose bravely up to the people’s eyes,
most of them however soon deflated — bravely as well.

And the dreams became dreams again.

The kids became kids again too — those were the ones that
came to us and asked for a deal.

That we will love again.

That we will give birth to sons and daughters; we will write
songs; we will build houses and create gardens. That we will
get flooded by plans. That we will learn everything again from
scratch; that we will live even though without measure, we
will walk even though without shoes.

But that without love, nothing will we ever do.

(Translated by Christos Armando Gezos)
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Na ocuppwvnooupe ota Baocikd / Yridpxel 1éAog; 127

AxouUyovial pwvég am’ tov 6pdpo — emitéAouc. ['EAla maidikdg,
KAduata pwpou, yapyiopata, o NXog¢ twv KOTOUPLWYV, XAAAOPEVES
eCatpioelg, okdpriieg peAwdieg am’ ta padidépwva, o1 aAmévavtl ou
ayarmouvtal Xat ot arnéd KAtw Mou 0KOTwVoVTal.

[émoav dA1 o1 mAateieg dvelpa. Popecav pouotdvia ol Kore-
Agg, éotpiyav toydpo T aydpia, onkwoav okévn ta modnAata
Twv nadiwv. Ta §évipa pavépwaoav Toug Kaproug Toug, 0 NAL0G
otéyvwoe tnv uypaoia otig tapdtoeg. Hxnoave avd ol PLOUOIKEC.
AAAGEave ta xpwpata T oupavou, peydAwoe n pépa, puplo’ o aé-
pag oopég AAAwv Aouloudiov. To vepd Atydxi (éotave, to déppa
éywve A1 6exktik6 oto xabi. Aubnkave palikd ol kapdiég, mépa-
oav péo’ amd toixoug, pepikéC onkwONkave yevvaia wg ta pdua
TWV avBpwTwy, ol ep1oodtepeg OwC otnv Topeia epolorkwoav
- yevvaia K1 autéc.

Kat ta évelpa éyvav ava évelpa.

Onwg kat ta natdid éywav avd nmadid - autd npbav xat pag
ghtnoav va kavoupe pia ouppwvia.

‘Ou 0’ ayarmooupe TdAL

‘Ou Ba yevviiooupe yloug Kal Kopeg 6t Ba ypdyoupe tpayou-
Sia- 6t Ba xticoupe omitia xat Ba eutéyoupe knmoug. Ot Ba
nAnupupicoupe oxédia. ‘Ot Ba ta pdboupe dAt 6Aa art’ Tnv apxn:
611 Ba Thooupe K1 ag eival xwpig pétpo, Ba mepratnooupe Ki ag ei-
val xwpic mamovtola.

AAAG 611 xwpic épwra, timota dev Ba k&vouype.
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Oupoc IMpax / Uros Prah
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Exposure
for Ulysses’ Shelter Larissa

There is no isolation.

Perched amid salvias,

parsley, dill, borage, and nettles,
between two large volunteer dandelions,
some alliums coming into flower,

the ever-prolific mint,

the corner astilbe,

rosemaries of course,

and lavender,

all the thymes,

and strawberries,

two tomatoes,

the lonely fern,

the aloe,

the rosebush,

violets, primulas, and corydalis

already inconspicuous,

clovers running through,

radishes, lupins,

bird’s foot, alfalfa, phacelia,

buckwheat, blueweed, rapeseed,

lettuce, rocket, and spinach,

some other salad greens,

the bowl of billowing sempervivums,
sprouting amaranth, poppy, corn- and sunflowers,
the tiny and the dwarf lemon, the fig, the bay tree,
in cracks mostly mosses,

with some grasses here and there,

the ones yet to come, planted,

planned, imagined, desired,
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"ExBeon
Ia to Katagvyio tov O8vooéa otnv Adpioa

Aev utidpxel armopévwon.

dwAlaopéva avapeoa oe odABieg

Raivtavoug kal dvnBoug, proupdvtla Kal T00UKVibeg

avapeoa oe duo eBeAovtég peydoug (6xoug,

Karowa dAAloupg mou avBilouve

v pévia mou gival yovipn 81aprwg

NV ywviakn aotiAfn

QUOIKA ta SevipoAifava,

Kal t Aefdvra,

6Aa ta Bupdpla

Kal TG pPAouAeg,

duo vropdreg,

TNV JOVAXIKIA TN PTéPN,

™Tv aAdn,

v Tpl1aviapuiiig,

BloAéteg, TipiouAeg, KopubaAég

pwipa agpaveig

TPIPUAAIG avapeoa va TpéXouy,

partdvia, AouTva,

Awtoi, aApdApa, pakéAieg

payorupa, Batdépoupa, eAatokpdppeg,

HapoUAL, poKa Kal omavdaxl,

Karoieg AAAeg Tpaoivddeg yia oaldra,

n youPa pe to pouckwuévo oemepPipo,

0l PUTPWNEVOL apdpavtol, Tanapouves, KaAapmoxia
xat nAiavBor,

10 100080UAL Kat pvidv Aepdvi Kat to oUKo, 1o dapvodevipo

0T1G pWYHEG KUpiwg ta Bpua,

Re Alya ypaoibia 6w x1 exei

autd mou péAAovtal, ta QuIEpéva,

131
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132 like plenty of basils, the odd pepper,
two zucchinis again, I guess,
some snow peas, runner beans,
and sweet potatoes for height,
a thornless blackberry bush,
a taller bush for dappled shade,
maybe a buddleja,
or an amelanchier,
an albizia,
elder,
or even a hazel,
under hastily moving strata,
revealing and hiding the late Aprils sun
on the narrow south-facing terrace
of our rooftop rental.
A gust of wind just separated
a thick cloud of pollen from the nearby spruce.
The surrounding maples are in bloom as well.
Tiny grains under my fingertips and on the screen.
The only writing [ still get done
is in full sun.

(Translated by the author)
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Tipoypappatiopéva, ovelpepéva, mobnuéva, 133
KaBw¢ owpd BaoiAikoi, 1o aAAdKoTo TITEPL,
8uo KoAokuBdaxkia TidAL, urtoBétw,
Kaurooa yAukoprileAa kal pacoAdkia Iomaviag,
Kal yAukoratdteg yia to avdotnua,
évag Bapvog Batépoupou avaykadbwrog,
évag Bduvog wnAdtepog yia tny mIolAwtn oKid,
{ow¢ pa prouvtAéiq,
N Karolo apeAdyxio,
mav aABidia,
o NAIKIWPEVN,
N Kal aképa KArola pouvIouKid,
KAtw ard otpwpata Kivntd eni taxéwg,
geokenddoviag Kal KpuPfoviag Tov NAlo Tou Tipoxwpnuévou Arpi-
An
otn otevepévn Pepdvta pe PETWTIO TIPOG TOV votld
NG VOLKIAOPEVNG OTEYNG LA,
Mia purth avépou péAig Siaxwploe
éva Aertd oUvvepo yupng art’ to tapadinia €Aato.
Ta opevdduia oAdyupa K1 autd eival oe Gvbnon.
MikpoUAika otéxia umd T anmotumwpata jou

K1 €MAvw otnv oBévn.
To pévo ypawipo mou axdépa npatiw
elval oe nAlogdvela mAnpn.

(Metagppaon NikdéAag Koutooddving)
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Mayia Poutogfitg / Maja Rucevié¢
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From stranding to changing clothes

[..]

In the midst of all the buzzing, moving and flaneuring, the
things for which artist residences are primarily made, of course
happened on Mljet too. To be clear: a person is, with all their
curiosity and openness, inevitably alone, excluded, and isolat-
ed. And during those days and hours, the island of Mljet is still,
or even more so, a generous friend. It is difficult to remain im-
mune to so much serenity, such impressive sights, to that ab-
solute calm that one feels when they come to a place like this.
It simply “forces” an inner transformation in the form of bring-
ing to consciousness some of the almost atrophied channels of
the soul, and creative work. Undoubtedly, one can also disen-
gage through “being with others”, and I say this from personal
experience where, like a sponge, one launches into an unknown
locality, and absorbs the environment with ferocity.

In such moments of solitude, you simply have to empty it
out somewhere, whether into the written word, a silent experi-
ence stored in memory, a photograph, a howl, a silence, or
something else. But when you stay like that, with yourself and
the moths that are crucified on the walls like filigree engraved
algae, dislocated like a lighthouse on the ridge of its own un-
spoken emotion, you come to navigate your thoughts like ships
in the distance. And then, if you set their course correctly, they
will come quite close and dock inside your filled being. I sup-
pose that what one makes of them is up to the individual. For
instance, I am a person who takes a longer time to process a
great emotional charge of any kind, and regarding creative
work, I ran aground on the island with an unfinished poetry
manuscript that was completed by Mljet itself.

While waiting for its completion, the manuscript -let’s put it
this way- matured like wine, and the island decanted it. I
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Ar6 tnv axivntomnoinon otnv aAAayn twv poUuxwv 137

[..]

Méoa, puoikd, oe 6An autn tn Pon, Tn HeTaKivnon Kai tnv repi-
mAdvnon, autd ta ipdypata yia ta omoia mpoopilovtal SnAadn ot
TETOL0U TUTIOU AOYOTEXVIKEG S1ApOVEC, TIpayRatonolndnke emiong
Kal oto MAiét. TIpog amopuynv mapeEnynoews - éva dtopo, pe
OANn tou TNV TIEPIEPYELA KAl AVOIXTOTNTA, TIAPAREVEL AVaATIOOoTIAoTA
P6Vo, armoKAEIOPEVO, ATIOPOVWIEVO. XE TETOEG WPEG Kal PEPEC, TO
vnoi tou MAiét eivai, mdAL, téte aképa, kat pdAtota téte €181kd, o
avoixtépuadog tou ¢idog. Eivar 8UokoAo peivelg avenmmnpéaotog
aré téon yaAnvn, ard ta eviuniwolakd aflobéata, tnv anéAuvtn
npepia mou Kaveic pmopei va viwoel étav épxetal o€ €va TET010
pépog. Autd amAd cou “avaykddel” tnv eowtepikn aAAayn, pe
popen g avaduong oto ouveldntd pepikwv ard ta oxedov atpo-
QKA avolypata tng Yuxng, Kai tng dnploupyikng epyaociag. Xw-
pic apeipoAia, propei kaveic kal péoa am’ tn “ouvunap&n pe dA-
Aoug” akdépa akdépa va arooraotei, To 1o0xupifopal autd ard nv
eumelpia pou 6mou, Kabwg éva opouyydapl, Aavodpeoal péoa o€
Hia ayvwotn toroBeoia kail armoppoddg pe peyaAutepn pavia.

Tig ouypég tng pova&ldg, amiwe mpémel va eomdoeig Karmou,
eite mpoxkeital yia ypartd Adyo , pia BouPn eprmeipia mou Ba Qu-
AdEelc otn pvnpn, a pwtoypagia, éva oupAiaxtd, nouxia n katu
aAAo. Ma dtav mapapévelg €tol, e ToV €auté 00U Kal ToUG OTau-
PWHEVOUG PNVEG 0TOUC TOiX0UG oav UKL Xapaypéva oe QiAty-
Kpav, e€apBpwpévog oav pAapog otnv Kopen twv idiwv tou twv
avopoAdyntwv aicfnpdtwy, Ba MAoNyNoelg T OKEWELG GOU OTIWG
ta kapdpia ota pdrpn. Kat téte, av xabopioeig tnv mopeia toug
owotd, Ba mpooeyyioouve apketd kal 6’ aykupoBoAnocouve otnv
MANpwon oou. YrmobBétw nwe 6,11 arokdpuoeg arod autd e€aptdtal
ar’ v atopikn emAoyn. @ep’ eineiv, eipal éva dtopo Tou xpel-
aletal meploodtepo XpOVo va apOPOlwaoel fia peyaAn cuvaiodn-
patikn aAAayn omoloubnrmote €idoug, K1 €yw, av JIANcoUpE yia
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know that I will be processing the experience of staying on the
island for a long time, until my impressions settle, and then al-
so probably write about them. During my stay, I was reading
and writing a bit, spontaneously - I was never able to do it on
schedule. Namely, a certain part of a manuscript is fractured
into maritime motives, and blue landscapes, which are for me,
personally, very important ambients and I wanted to, at least
in my writings, give them at least a prominent - if not the pre-
dominant - position. And somehow it happened spontaneously
that, after days in this southern region - for which I have been,
as a continental creature, yearning and longing my entire life -
it was where I finished my manuscript.

Thank you for your welcome, Mljet. Thank you. I am grateful,
first of all, to the organisers of Ulysses’ Shelter, Sandorf Pub-
lishing House, editor Ivan SrSen, and the team involved in the
EU-funded project Creative Europe, employees of the Mljet Na-
tional Park that provided accommodation, my hosts Anamarija
and Martina, and all of the islanders and those who were on
the island at the time I visited, and who and selflessly gave me
an insight into life on the enchanting planet of Mljet. In sup-
port of that gratitude, I offer two of the several poems that Ml-
jet and I wrote together, and completed.
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dnuoupyikn epyaocia, mpoodpafa oto vnoi pe éva nuiteAég mmor- 139
nukoé xe1pdypa@o Tou To teAeiwoe to 1610 1o MAET.

KaBw¢ avépeve tnv oAoxAnpwon tou, 1o xelpéypago, ag 1o
ovopdooupe €tol, wpipaoce, kal to vnoi to amotipnoes. I'vwpidw
emiong nwg Ba ene€epydlopal tnv eprnelpia NG Mapapovig pou
oto vnot yia oAU Kaipd, péxpl va KAToouv o1 eurelpieg, Ki émelta
mbavwg va ypdyw emniong. ¢ twpa, Katd tnv mapapovn pou,
81éBala x1 éypapa Aiyo, dtav pou epxdtav, Sev npouva Toté 1Ka-
vih va BdAw Tpdypappa oe autd.

LUYVKEKpIPEVA, €va Oplopévo HEPOG Tou Xxelpdypagou eival
Quaypévo pe vautkd potifa, pia yaAdQia tomoypapia, eneidn
TIPOCWTIIKA Yia péva eival éva mepiBdAAov peydAng onpaoiag kai
emBupovoa, TouAdxiotov ota ypartd Jou, va Tou anodwow €0tw
pia eAa@p®g emeavn, av 6xt tnv Kupiapxn Béon. Kal xatd kda-
molov tpdro aubdpunta ouvéPn ot Prwvovtag yia pépeg autn
TNV TEPLOXT TOU VOTOU Yid TNV oroia éXw UTtdpE&el, wg NTEPWTIKG
nAdopa, , vootaAyouoa kat Bpnvodca 6An pou tn {wn, oAoKAN-
PWOaA TO XEIPOYPAPO HOU arpipws e6w.

Eyw oe Pprika xaAUtepa, MAét. Xe euxaplotw. Euxapiotw,
pwta art’ 6Aa toug Siopyavwtés tou Kataguyiou tou O8uocéa,
tov exbotuikd oiko Sandorf, tov empeAntn Ivan SrSen kai tnv
opdda mou éxel avaAdpel to xpnuatodotovpevo ard tnv EE mpd-
téext Creative Europe, toug untaAAnAoug amé to €Bvik6 mdpko
tou Mljet mou mapeixav @iAogevia, toug oikodeomoteg pou Ana-
marija kat Martina, 6Aou¢ toug Katoikoug tou vnoloU Kat 6ooug
Bpiokovtav oto vnoi tnv €moxn mou 1o MoKEPONKA Kal pou €8w-
oav avidioteAw¢ pia eikova g {WNG otov payeutiké mAavnn
Mljet. [Tpog enippwon autng tng euyvwpoouvng, apnvw duo amnd
ta Alya tpayoudia mou ypdyape padi, oAokAnpwpéva, to Mljet
Kat eyw.

(Metagppaon NikdAag Koutooddving)
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140 Tondo

I fill the round heart of the moon

Tenderly, like a crystal pledge for the south

The tondo pours a slow and dense trace

Over the doorstep of a fish’'s home

This is unspeakably more important than all our
Attempts at calm in the shell of a vow

I can no longer hear the ship’s engine,
Tomorrow you will set sail towards a memory’s peak
Like a traveller going fishing

[ will not wish you luck,

It goes without saying -

You always come back safely from the night,
Your net squirming, overflowing

With my unsleeping scales
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Tévto 141

lepidw ™ otpoyyuAn kapdid tng mavoeAnvou

Yropyikd, kaBw¢ kpuotdAAvn uttéoxeon yia tov véto

To tévto xUvel 10 apyd, TIUKVS ToU 1Xvog

[Tdvw ar’ 1o kxatw@Al otou YapioU 1o ottt

Auté eiv’ aveinwta mo onpavuko am’ OAeg Tig

[TpoomndBeleg pag yia npepia evidg tou KeAUQOUG evOg 6pKOU

Aev @ptdvouv ot’ auti pou Tmia ol pnxavég Tou TAoiou,

Tnv enopévn ta navid cou Ba avoifelg wg tnv KopuPn
Hiag 6upnong

Yav taf1deutng yia wapepa

Aev Ba oou euxnBw xalotuxia

Exkppdletal uniéppnrta-

[Tavtote oou Ba emotpéPelg aopaAng amd tn vuxta,

Yto &ixtu oou oépvovtal aképun kai dpa moAAd aré ta

Aourviopéva Aémma pou.

Metdappaon NikéAag Kovtoo8oving



Anthology_2022.gxp_Ulysses’ Shelter 31/8/22 1:2;%%1& 142

142 Baton

You set sail into the open seas from the nucleus,
Into the weak spot and inborn wound,

Then you sank because you couldn’t maintain your course,
The narrow bay and salt levels

Screamed a high-pitched vowel

And a spacious, unfinished sentence

A paddle-stroke prevented exhalation,

The gills submerged the moon’s yawn,

While you needed an open, kind-hearted set of jaws
Prospectuses and shields ran aground one by one
Inside the souvenir shop of darkened ships,

A bitter, farmer’s thought before rainfall

You knew: only forgiveness and retreat

Warrant a dignified rest -

Survival is like a baton

Some unknown runner you didn’t count on

Hands it over to you and changes your route

The body sacrifices itself, but also fortifies,

Docks into that Kierkegaard saying:

~Memory has an advantage because it starts with a loss -
Therefore it is certain it has nothing to lose®,

Then it changes its aggregate state and becomes
An ancient time when from the mountain region
Before you, suddenly, the sea opens up,

And you turn into an endemic species,

A newly-discovered ringed bird,

An autochthonous variety of Eol’s wind,

The wine’s green eye and the patience of a sage

In the chalice of the same life

(All translated by Marija Dejanovi¢ and Vesna Mari¢)
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YKUTAANn 143

AT’ Tov upnva ta navid avoiyelg yia v avoixtm tn 6dAacoa
[a to xAnpovopikéd Yeyddi k1 €va euaiobnto onpeio
K1 énetta BuBileoal kabwg Sev NEepes MW va KPAtnoeig
v mopeia,
H otevétnta tou kK6ATOU Kai ta emineda tou dAatog
OupAiaZav éva ugnAdQwvo pwvnev
Kai pia eupeia, piooteAeiwpévn mpdraon
Tou xoutioU éva tpdPnypa epnédile tnv eknvon,
Ta Bpdyxia Bubilav tng oeAvNng to Xaocpoupnto,
Kai xperadbéoouv éva avoixtd, kahoouvdato oet ard oayovia
[Mpooméktoug Kal aotideg mpooapa&ave éva mpog éva
Meg oto katdotnpa TouploTiKWV €180V TwVv aviAlaywv kapafiov
H mmxpn, Tou aypdtn okéYn evoyel tng BPoxng
[vpilec: pévo n dgeon Ki n UTIOXWPNON
Eiv’ n eyyunon yia pia aflomnpern ekovpaon -
H empiwon eival oav pia okutdAn
Kdrmolog dyvwotog 8popéag mou dev tov uttoAdyileg
Ynv napabdidel kat tn Siadpopn oou aAdader
To owpa tov eautd tou Buoldlel, aAAd kat yivetal o 10xupd
Aével pe aut6 to Kipykeykapvuavéd agiopa:
“H pvnun éxel mAeovéKTNHA, KaBWS apxilel pe plav anwieia —
Omndre eivar BéPaio nwc timote dev €xel yia va xdoel”,
‘Emeita xdvel tn ouvoAlkn Katdotaon tng Kat yivetal
O maA1é¢ xaipdg TN OTIYRN TIOU ATT’ TNV OPELVN TIEPLOXT
Mrnpootd cou, Eapvikd, avoiyel n 8dAacoa,
Kat yiveoal éva ei8og evénpiko,
‘Eva mpoopdtws avakaAn@Bév mouAi pe SaxtuAioug,
Mia autéxBovn moikiAia tou avépou EGA,
‘Eva mpdoivo pdt tou KpaotoU Kal N UTIOROVI TOU TILo 00(poU,
¥’ éva 810komdTNPOo NG Piag Kt auting {wng.

(Metagppaon NikdéAag Koutooddving)
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Ndartaoa Zpvtitg / Natasa Srdi¢
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Neither old nor new

When the pandemic broke out, social media networks were
flooded with images of translators working before vs during
the pandemic - with no differences between them whatsoever:
hunched over their desks, coffee at hand, typing away at their
keyboards into the small hours. At first sight, they looked fun-
ny. As it would turn out, however, there was much more truth
to them than we would have readily granted. New old normali-
ty? Is it?

A few years before the pandemic era, I voluntarily gave up
teaching in a primary school and went on to work mainly, but
not exclusively, as a literary translator. I have never given up
teaching entirely, though, and back in May 2020, I was lucky e-
nough to be given an opportunity to work as an on-line English
teacher. Another voluntary decision, but a rather opportune
one, given the circumstances. No commute, no nine-to-five
jobs, no masks needed for working from home - just what the
doctor ordered, if you'll excuse the pun.

I must admit that, when it all started, I could often be seen
with a disinfectant in one hand and a cloth in another, franti-
cally moving about, washing and cleaning and scouring sur-
faces and floors and shoes and whatever came to hand. This
had to stop, I decided, otherwise I would completely go out of
my mind. And it did, in the hope that [ wouldn't kick the buck-
et if I ceased doing what was constantly being advised to do.
Joking aside, it wasn'’t pleasant at all to be locked down, even
for a sedentary translator I had somehow become in the mean-
time. Some of the first Covid 19 victims in Serbia were reported
in my town, in which a curfew was immediately imposed. I
will never forget, much as I would like to, a single police car
patrolling the streets and warning the citizens not to leave
their homes, unless they had to. A more striking image is of
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Mnte taAié pnte véo 147

‘Otav &omnaoce n mavénuia, ta Méoa Kovwvikng Aiktiwong eixav
mAnppupioer pe avurnapdBeon eikévwy amd tnv epyacia twv pe-
TAPPACTWV TIPIV Kal €V péow mavdnuiag — xwpic kapd diagopd
va evtorniletal avapeoa ota uo: oxuppévol mdvw ota ypageia,
0TO X€P1 KAPEC, OUVEXEG XTUTINHIA TWV TIANKTPWVY PEXPL TIG PIKPEG
wpeg. Me v mpwn paud épotalav aoteiol. ‘Omnwg TPOEKUYE,
wotd00, OTN OUVEXEIA UTNPXE TIEPLOOOTEPN aANBela oe autoug
aroé 6on Ba npactav mpoetolpacpévol va toug anodwooupe. [Ma-
Ald kaAn kavovikétnta, étol 8ev sivar;

Aiya xpdvia mpiv tnv emnoxn g navénpiag, eixa mapatnoel ot-
Ke100eAws tn 8ibaokaAia oe dnpotikd oxoAeio katl Eekivnoa va
epydlopal kupiwg, aAAd éx1 armoxkAelotikd, oav petagpdotpia Ao-
YOTEXVIKWV KEIPEVWV. Aev eyKatéAeiya moté teAeiwg tn 618aoka-
AMa, wotdoo, kat rnyaivovtag miow otov Mdan tou 2020, eixa tnv
Txn va pou_¢éxel 8oBei n eukaipia epyaciag wg daokdAa AyyAtl-
Kwv dradiktuakd. AAAN pia exovola arndé@aon, apKetd KalipooKo-
KN 6pwg, dedopévwv twv ouvBNKWV. Xwpic petakivnon, xwpic
evvid pe mévie SoulAeld, xwpic pdokeg anapaitnteg yia epyaocia
aro 1o omitl — anmAwg 6,T1 TIpooTage o y1atpog, av HoU OUYXWpELTE
10 Aoyotaiyvio.

Oa mpérel va mapadextw Twg, 6tav 6Ao autd Eekivnoe, pro-
pouoeg OUXVA Va He TTapatnpnoelg Pe aroAURavtikG oto éva xépt
K1 éva mavi oto dAAo, Kivoupevn pe pavia, mAévoviag kat kabapi-
{ovtag ka1 anoAinaivovtag em@pAaveleg Kal Matwpata Kat marou-
tola K1 oudnrote éme@te oto xépl. Autd, amopdoioa, EMPETE va
teAelwoel, aAAiwg Ba éxava evieAwg ta Aoyikd pou. Kat 6viwg
€101 €y1ve, pe v eAniba mwg Sev Ba ta tivala av émava va Kavw
6,11 NTav n MPoTPOoTIN va Kavoupe ouvexwg. [Tépa amd v mAdxka,
dev ntav kaBdéAou guxdpioto va eioal amokAelopévn, akdpa Kat
yla pia xabnpevn petagpdotpia, 61w pe karoiov tpdro eixa yi-
vel oto petafu. Kamola amd ta avagepbévta mpwta Bupata tou



Anthology_2022.gxp_Ulysses’ Shelter 31/8/22 1:2%%1& 148

148

elderly people being allowed outdoors at specific hours only,
when they couldn’t meet other (younger) people and thus po-
tentially infect each other. Discrimination was one of the
words that came to mind, unbidden.

Amid news stories about dying children, collapsing build-
ings, earthquakes, wildfires, migrations unprecedented in re-
cent history, to name just a few, were we to feel grateful, with
the virus on our doorsteps, as long as we were safely out of its
reach? Was fear so instilled in us that it totally deprived us of
our thinking capacities and directed our gaze towards nothing
but the virus itself? Instead of taking organised journeys into
space - this is the twenty-first century, after all - we were con-
stantly reminded to wash our hands with soap and water (an-
other famous ‘meme’)! Back to basic hygienel!

But what about the hygiene of the mind? The mind is its own
place, and in itself can make a heaven of hell... True enough. T-
wo books translated from Serbian into English, three from Eng-
lish into Serbian, hundreds of online classes, and, last but not
least, much more time spent with my family, which wouldn’t
have been possible, paradoxically enough, had it not been for
the virus - that was my way to make a heaven of the hell
wreaked upon us.

My residential stay in Larissa, Greece, offered some hope
that the so-called old normality would be resumed in the fore-
seeable future. Crowds of people milling about the streets,
idling their time away in the numerous cafés, drinking coffee
after coffee - this was enough to, at least for a while, forget
about anything virus-related and, still with your mask tucked
under your chin and a disinfectant handy, enjoy your where-
abouts to the fullest. Even there I spent much of the time in-
doors —once a translator, always a translator!- finalising anoth-
er lengthy translation. When the weather (there was a heat
wave lasting for a few days) and my commitments permitted, I
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COVID 19 otnv ZepPfia itav otnv néAN pou, otnv oroia empAn- 149
Bnke apéowc amayoépeuon KukAogopiag. Aev Ba Eexdow moté, 600
Kl av Ba to "BeAa, €va OoUYKeEKPIPEVO TIEPITIOALIKS va eToTtevel
Toug Spduoug Kat va mpoeidoriolel toug Katoikoug va pnv apn-
OOUV Ta OTIiTia ToUG, €KTOC KL av ntav anapaitnto. Mia o eviu-
TWOolaKN €1kéVaA NTav autn twv NAIKIWPEVWY Vad TOUG ETITPETIETAL
va Bpiokovtal €é€w ouykekppéveg wpeg povaxa, étav Sev Ba pro-
pouoav va ouvavinoouv dAAoug (vedtepoug) avBpwmTIoug Ki TT0-
pévwg Suvnukd va poAuvouv o évag tov dAAov. H mpoxatdAnyn
Atav a and g npwteg AEEEIg o, anpdoKANTN, Jou épxoviav
010 pUaAd.

Méoa oe e16noeig yia vekpd naibid, katappéovia Ktipia, oel-
OpoUG, TIUPKAYIEG, TIpWTOPAVEIG PeTavaoteloelg otny npdoPatn
lotopia, yia va ava@époupie pévo HEPIKEG armd autég, ETIPETIE va
viwBoupe, evéow 0 16¢ Ntav otnv e§WTOPTA PaAG, EUYVWHOVES 600
npaotav aképa acpaleic ektdg tng eppéAeiag toull pag eixe Sia-
rtotiogl 1600 TOAU 0 POPOC WOte pag otépnoe evieAws TG duvatd-
TNTEG TNG OKEWNG Pag Kal katnubuve 1o puaAd pag éxi aAAou ma-
pd otov 1810 tov 16; Avti va @povtifoupe yia tnv opydvwon tal-
d1wv oto Sidotnpa - autdg eival o €1KO0TOG TIPWTOG ALWVAG OTNV
TeAIKN — pag untevBupidoviav ouvexwe va TAEVOUpE ta Xépla pag
He oarouvt kat vepd (aAAo éva 6idonpo meme)! Tliow otn Bacikn
uylewn!

AAAG T yivetal pe Tnv uylewvn tou puaAou; O voug gival n oe-
autou katoikia Kai pévog tou propei va guiael mapadeloo n K6-
Aaon... Eivar aAnBela. Avo BifAia petagpacpéva amé ta oepPika
ota ayyAikd, pia and ta ayyAikd ota oepPikd, ekatoviddeg wiep-
VETIKA pabnpata, Kai, teAeutaio aAAd e€ioou onpavtikd, oAU Tie-
ploodtepog xpdvog e TNV OlKOoYEVELd, Tipdypa Tou ev Ba fitav
ePIKTO, apadofwe, av dev utnpxe o 16¢ — autdg Ntav o TPoTog
va pudafw évav mapadeioo péoa and v kéAaon mou EEomaoe
Tavw pag.

H mapapovn pou w¢ ¢prAogevoupevn otnv Adpioa tng EAAGSag
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took the time to stroll around the city, sometimes with a coffee
in one hand (not wishing to stand out), and it was on such oc-
casions that I fully realised the effects of the pandemic.

The word petagopd (or its derivative?) was written on almost
every other lorry I passed by. People were moving house. Were
they sick and tired of being (physically and mentally) confined?
Did they decide to have done with it and move away into the
countryside, back to nature? Another image comes to mind
now: that of Mother Nature being revived once man’s harmful
impact is greatly reduced as a consequence of travel restric-
tions and almost all humankind being locked down. It’s fair to
say that man has done irreparable damage to nature and is, oh,
getting his just deserts. No other species on earth would do
anything similar, yes, man is the greatest of all beasts, yes, we
are well aware of that. But give us metaphors - that’s what we
need, most of all in the original sense of the word. We want to
move, we want to be transferred from one place to another, if
you will, just not stay in the same place. If there is no move-
ment, there is no life, there is no freedom. There is neither new
nor old normality. Nothing is normal then. Everything is
askew.

Then again, another ‘meme’ crosses my mind (I have been
spending way too much time online lately): an encased dispos-
able mask which we glance at, almost wistfully, as we put on a
gas mask and go outside. An image from a not-so-distant fu-
ture. Let’s brace ourselves for whatever the future brings. Let’s
declutter our minds - the place we spend most our time in,
come hell or high water. Let’s keep it normal, neither in the old
nor new, but in our own way - the way that lets us grow and
create, no matter what.

(Translated by the author)
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Hou Tipocépepe pia kdmoia eAnida nmwg n maAid amokaloUpevn 151
Kavovikétnta Ba emavéABel oto dueco péAdov. TIANON avBpwnwv
opywvouv toug Spdpoug, xacopepouv ota ToAudpiBpa kagé, mi-
vovtag tov évav Kagé petd tov Ao, autd ntav apketd, £0Tw yia
Alyo, wote va Eexdoelg oudnrote oxet{dpevo e tov 16 Kal ako-
Ha, pe tn pdoka kdtw ard 1o mnyouvi 00U Kl €va aroAUpavtiko
TIPOXELPO, OTO £TIAKPO VA ATtoAAUOELg TO PUEPOC TIOU BPlOKOCOUV.
Axdépa K1 exel mépaoca tov meploodtePo Kaipd péoa oto ottt — pia
Qopd petappdotpia, mdavia petappdotpial - oAoKAnpwvovtag
aképa pia pakpookeAn petdgpaon. ‘Otav o kaipdg (ummpée évag
Kauowvag Tou S1NPKNOE PEPIKEG PEPEG) KAl Ol UTIOXPEWOELG 10U
10 €METPENAy, £mMaipva tov xpdévo Hou va Kadvw évav mepinato
otnv ToAN, kdroleg Qpopég P’ évav Kapé oto xépt (un BéAovtag va
Eexwpiow), Kal Nntav oe ekeiveg TG pAoelC TTOU ouveldntorolovoa
TIG OUVETIELEG TNG TTavONnpiac.

HA¢EnMeta@opa (kal ta napdywyd tng) Ntav ypappévn
oe K&Be éva goptnyo Tou mpooriepvouoa. AvBpwriol petakoudav.
MroUxtioav va Bpiokovial (Cwpatikd Kal Puxikd) armokAeiopé-
vot; Amopdoloav va teAelwvouv pe autd Kat va uUyouv paxkpla
otnv emnapxia, miow otn eUon; Mia AAANn e1k6va épxetal 0To pua-
Ad topa: autn tng Mntépag duong va avalwoyoveitar Kabwg n
BAaBepn emidpaon tou avBpwTIOU EAATTWVETAL ONUAVTIKA WG OU-
VETIEIQ TWV TIEPIOPIOPWV ota tagidia kar oxeS6v 0AGKANpNG tng
avBpwrétntag va PBpioketal kAeildwpévn omitl. Eivar &ikalo va
Toupe TwG 0 AvBpwriog éxel kavel avenavépbwtn {npid otn QU-
on kKat tou arnodoBouv, pa to vatl, o1 Sikaieg epniég ou TIPOKA-
Aeoe. Kavéva dAMo €pPio €idog otn I'm 6ev Ba éxkave xau napd-
po1o, vai, o AvBpwriog eival to omoudaidtepo améd dAa ta {wa, vai
10 yvwpifoupe oAU KaAd autd. Ma dwoe pag petagopés -autd
xpelalopacte, KUpiwg He TNV KUPLOAEKTIKN évvola Tng AéEng. O¢-
Aoupe va petaxivoupaote, BéAoupe va petapepépacte ard 1o éva
Hépog oto dAAo, edv BéAete, amAd va pnv pévoupe oto 1610 pépog.
Av 8ev umidpxel kivnon Sev unidpxel {wn, dev undpxel eAeuBepia.
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Aev unidpxel pnte maAld pnte véa kavovikétnta. Timote dev eivar 153
(QuoloAoY1KO tdte. ‘OAa eival otpeBAd.

Evtoutoig, aképa éva “meme” pou mepvd amnd to puadd (€xw
KatavaAwoel ndpa moAU xpdvo online teAeutaia) éva mepifAnpa
avaAwolpng pdoxkag oto oroio pixvoupe pia patid, oxedév vo-
otaAyikd, kabw¢ gopdpe pia pdoka agpiwv yia va Byoupe €€w.
Mia eik6va amnd €va -6x1 xai té6oo- paxpivé péAdov. Ag eipaote
€tolpol yia 6t pag emeuAdooel 1o péAAov. ACamooURLPOPNOOULIE
1O PUaAd pag — to pépog oto oroio Tepvapie Ttov Teploodtepo xpod-
Vo pag Bpéel xiovioel. AG To KpATNOOUPE (PUOIOAOYIKOG, PNTE PE
ToV TtaAtd pnte pe tov véo, aAAd pe tov 61k6 pag tpdro — tov tpd-
TIO TIOU HaG ETITPETIEL VA HEYAAWOOUE Kal va eijlaote Snpioupyl-
Koi téon Buoia.

(Metagppaon NikdéAag Koutooddvtng)



Anthology_2022.gxp_Ulysses’ Shelter 31/8/22 1:22—?@%1& 154



Anthology_2022.gxp_Ulysses’ Shelter 31/8/22 1:2%%1& 155
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The mediterranean and the mediterraneans_a note

What is the Mediterranean? A deep feeling is telling me it’s not
about mere geography. Yes, a lot of things revolve around the
sea. The Mediterranean, perhaps, is the fourth side of the sea. It
is that space from which one looks into the distance, hence, it’s
a space of openness, freedom, and, at last - being ready for
anything. But it is also a space turned towards itself, because
everyone who silently looks at the sea, looks inside of oneself,
too. Geographically, it’s the South. Therefore, it’s neither North
nor West, but the South - oftentimes - destitute South, that
manifests itself in its wind, the so-called ,Southern Wind*,
Sirocco, and we all, after all, know what that wind is - it re-
lates to land like the Moon relates to the sky - it rules over peo-
ple in a special way.

And those people, that folk - the Mediterraneans, they live in
their own way. It’s the way everyone would love to live. First of
all, they know how to slow down time, how to predominate it.
Then, they know how to eat and drink. They eat lightly and
drink the whole day. Here, where I am today, they drink t-
sipouro, 40% alcoholic beverage, made of vine, transparent,
served with ice, and you have to eat something with it. Ideally
- small fish, salad and fava. Furthermore, the Mediterraneans
live in public, not in private. Their houses are always half-open,
the curtains sway at night, and you can hear the voices and the
radio sounds coming from the rooms. During the day, they talk
loudly and wave their hands. The Mediterraneans, they are
hearty people.

During a long, snowless winter, which was threatening to s-
tay with us forever, over there on the North, I was thinking
about the Mediterranean. About the lightness, behind which
sometimes it is cruelty, but we, who are merely visiting, don’t
get to it. One should not idealize. The Mediterranean is lovely
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H Meodyelog ka1 o1 Meodyerol _pua onpeiwon 157

T1 eivar n Meodyelog; Mia aiocbnon Babid pou Aéel Tiwg Sev mpo-
Keltal aniAwg yia ntnpa yewypagpiag. Nat, moAAd éxouv va ka-
vouv pe tn 8dAacca. H Meobyelog, pdAAov, eival n tétaptn TAguU-
pd tng BdAaooac. Eival kat témog ar’ émou éva dropo koitddel ota
Rdrpn, Katd ouvénela, eival évag tomog tng avoixtdintag, tng
eAeuBepiag, Kal, otnv teAIkN -tou va eioal £€To110¢ yia to otidnrio-
te. Qotdoo akdua eival évag 1é1og eowotpePng, Kabwe o kabeig
Tou owwtnAd BAemer tn BdAaocoa, BAETer eniong to péoa tou. Amé
amoyn yewypagiag, piAdpe yia Néto. Zuvenwg, Sev eival pnte
Bopdc pnte Auon, pa o Nétog, ouxvdxig, o ptwxdg Notog, Tou ex-
dnAwvetal otov dvepo tou, o Aeydpevog “Notdg”, Zipdkog, Kat
6Aol pag, otnv teAikn, EEpoupe T eivar autdg o dvepog -o oroiog
ouVv1oTd yia to é8agog 6,T1 To Peyydapt yia ToV oupavo- Kal KuPep-
vd toug avBpwrioug, i’ évav Eexwplotd TpoTIo.

Kat autoi o1 dvBpwriol, autoi o1 viérmol- Meooyelakoi, {ouv pe
évav tpoémo oAd8iko toug. Eival o tpémog mou Ba ayarovoe o ka-
Bévag va el Tlpwta am’ 6Aa, yvwpilouv TwG va pixvouv Toug
pubpoug, wg va toug tiBacevouv. ‘Enelta, E€pouv nMwe va tpwve
Kal va mivouv. Tpve eAappd kat miivouv oAnpepic. E§w ou eipal
onpepa, Tivouv toimoupo, Totd 40% TIEPIEKTIKOTNTAG O AAKOOA,
QTIaypévo amo apréAl, Siapavég, oepPBipetal pe ayo, kai Ba mipé-
el va topnnoelg kdu padi. Idavikd, éva pukpd wapt, caldta kai
@aBa. EmrmAéov, o1 Meooyeiakoi éxouv énpdoia {wn, 6x1 amopo-
vwpévn. Ta omitia toug eival mévta piodvoixta, ol Kouptiveg ta-
AavievUovtal Tn vUXTa, KAl Propeic va akouoelg T pwvEéG Kal
TOUG NXou¢ tou padiopwvou va épxovtal and ta dwpdua. Méoa
otn pépa, mAdve duvatd kai Kouvave ta xépia toug. Meooyelaxoi,
avBpwriot eykdpdiot.

Méoa otov pakpy, axidvioto XEwva, Tou areiAoUoe va mapa-
peivel padl pag yia navea, exei otov Noto okeprépouv toug Me-
ooyelakoug. ['a tnv eAappodtnta, miow am’ v omoia KATIOEG po-
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under the sun, and Chekhov says: ,when the sun is shining,
even the graveyard is nice“. Earlier, maybe, the Mediterranean
was even more beautiful, because the sun wasn'’t scorching,
like today, and those people, too, tourists, weren’t so numerous
and weren't sticking their phones in every plate and every t-
sipouro. There is too much of everything in the world, especial-
ly of human arrogance and of trash. So that’s why I need a res-
idency. It is my Mediterranean. I shut my eyes and the blue
flickers inside. I open my eyes and it is still here. The sea.

(Translated by Marija Dejanovi¢)



Anthology_2022.gxp_Ulysses’ Shelter 31/8/22 1:2;%%1& 159

pEC uTiapxel n okAnpotnta, aAAd epeig, Tou eipaocte anAwg em- 159
oKemteg, dev 1o mdvoupe. Aegv Tipérel va e€i8avikevel kavelg. H
Meodyelog eival Bavpdola kdtw and tov nAto, xat o Toéxw Aget:
“b6tav o nAlog Adpurmel akdépa Kai to vekpotageio eival wpaio”. Ai-
yo xaipé mmo rpty, iowg, n Meodyelog va ntav opop@dtepn, yiati o
nAlo¢ 8ev katdkaiye 1o §éppa 6Twg onpepa, Kai ol AvBpwriotl au-
toi emiong, ol toupiotpieg, Sev Ntav téoo eudpiBuol Kat Sev €xw-
vav ta Kivntd toug o€ kaBe mmdto Kail kébe toimoupo. Yrdpxouv
otov kéopo amnd kdbe 1 ToAAd, e16ikd and avBpwrvn aAaloveia
Kat ané oxourtidia. EE ou ka1 pou eival amapaitntn pia tétoia
Siapovn. Eival n 61xn pou Meodyerog. KAeivw ta pduia pou xat to
yaAdQio tpeporailel péoa. Avoiyw ta pduia pou Kai Bpioketat
axépa e8w. H BdAaooa.

(Metagppaon NikdéAag Koutooddving)
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Bright graves

on my way this morning

[ have met a lot of jellyfish
they are swimming dead in shallow water
got cooked

that’s how ['ve been told

that the drought kills livestock
in our region

that’s far away from here
when [ jump into the sea

I say god thank you

that sea exists

and that it’s me who’s in it
what did I do to deserve this
my grandma was

a much better person than me
and she had never seen the sea
again I say thank you

that on my way

I saw jellyfish and the rest

and not just cows and sheep
like my folks

who were all on earth

so that I would end up in the sea.

(Translated by Marija Dejanovi¢)
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dwrewvoi tapot 161

Kabw¢ epxdpouva onpepa to mpwi
ouvavinoa nAnBog pédouoeg
KOAUUTIOUV VEKPEG Og pnxd vepd

NG €X0UV payelpePel

auto eival ou pou eimav

Tw¢ n avopPpia okotwvel ta {wa

otn Bpnoxkeia pag

elval paxkpid moAu autd amd Sw

Kabw¢ Boutw otn BdAacca

Aéw Ogé o’ euxaplotw

Tou uttdpxel n 8dAacoa

Kal Tou €ijial eyw mou UTIapxw Péoa NG
T ékava yia va to a&idw autd

n ylayld pou ntave

éva dtopo ToAU KaAutepo and péva

Kal Sev eixe moté avuxkpiosl tn BaAacoa
€avd Ba nw o’ euxaplotw

Tou kabwg epxdpouva

€ida pédouoeg kat ta Aotrtd

K1 6x1 pévo ayeAddeg xat apvoug

OTIW¢ o1 dvBpwriol plou

Tou oav otn I'n endvw

Wote va kataAnfw eyw péoa otn BdAacoa.

(Metagppaon NikdéAag Koutooddving)
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IAKOVOS ANYFANTAKIS was born in Heraklion, Crete in 1983. He lived
on the island until the age of eighteen, when he moved to Athens to
study. His first short stories came out through literary magazines and
anthologies in 2007 and dealt with depression, migration and youth
movements. He continued to publish short stories in magazines while
working as a translator for the Thessaloniki Festival and as a book re-
viewer for the newspaper “Journal of the Editors”. He did a Master’s de-
gree in Contemporary History at Panteion University, which developed
into a PhD with a scholarship from the State Scholarship Foundation,
on the relationship between history, literature and memory, focusing
on the Greek Civil War. He has published three books, of which the
third, the novel “Some Others”, published in 2019, was awarded the
Novel Prize of Anagnostis magazine.

ELUNED GRAMICH (1989) is a German-Welsh writer and translator. She
lived in Japan and Germany for several years before returning to Wales
to pursue her Creative Writing PhD at Aberystwyth University. Her
memoir about Hokkaido, Woman Who Brings the Rain (2015), won the
New Welsh Writing Awards, was shortlisted for a Wales Book of the
Year Award and selected for international promotion by Wales Litera-
ture Exchange in 2016. Her stories have appeared in various magazines
and anthologies, including Rarebit: New Welsh Fiction (Parthian, 2014),
New Welsh Short Stories (Seren, 2015), and anthology of young Welsh
and European authors Zero Hours on the Boulevard: Tales of Independ-
ence and Belonging (Parthian, 2019). Her non-fiction writing in English
has been published in Wales Arts Review, New Welsh Review, and World
Literature Online, and her writing in Welsh in Pedwar o’r Gwynt. Her
translation of a short story collection by the Swiss author Monique
Schwitter was published as Goldfish Memory (Parthian, 2015).

KATJA GRCIC (1982, Split) received an MA in English and German Lan-
guage and Literature at the University of Zadar. Within the Tempus
project, she was awarded a scholarship at the Centre for Translation S-
tudies in Vienna. At the Academy of Dramatic Arts in Zagreb, she re-
ceived an MA in Dramaturgy. She writes poetry, prose, drama texts, es-
says, reviews and scientific papers. Her early poetry collection Nosive
konstrukcije was published by Meandarmedia in 2015, followed by a
bilingual edition of poetry and short prose Ljeto / Summer in 2017, and



Anthology_2022.gxp_Ulysses’ Shelter 31/8/22 1:2%%1& 165

O IAKQBOXZ ANY®ANTAKHZ yevvnOnke oto HpdrAelo Kpntng to 1983. 165
‘Ednoe oto vnoi péxpl tnv nAikia twv 6eKA0XTW €TWV, OTIOTE KAl PETAKOL-
oe otnv ABnva yia omoudég. Ta mpwta tou Sinynpata Bynkav péoa and
Aoyotexvikd meplobikd kal cuAAoyikoug tépoug To 2007 Kal eixav Bépa
v KatdbAyn, tn petavdoteuon Kal ta veavikd Kivhpata. Luvéxios va
dnpooievel dinynpata oe meplodikd evey §oUAeue w¢ PETAPPACTAG Yid TO
DeoufdA Oeooalovikng kat wg kpitikdg BipAiou yia tnv «Epnpepida twv
Yuvtaktwvy. Exave petartuxiaké otn Xuyxpovn Iotopia oto Ilavteio
[Mavermotniuo, mou e€eAixBnke oe S16axtopikd pe umotpopia ard to
T8pupa Kpauxkwv Ymotpopiwy, mavw otn oxéon 1otopiag, Aoyotexviag
Kal pvnpng pe emikevipo tov eAAnviké epguito. ‘Exel exbwoel tpia Pi-
BAlq, ex twv omoiwv to tpito, to pubiotdpnpa «Kdmoiot dAAor» Tou Ku-
KAopdpnoe 1o 2019, TIpNOnke pe to BpaPeio Mubiotopnpatog tou mepio-
dikou Avayvwotng. Epyoypapia: BifAia: Kamoior dAAot, [Tatdkng, ABnva
2019. ‘Opopgot épwrteg, [Tatdrng, ABnva 2017. AAenoudeg otnv TAayld,
[MTatdxkng, ABnva 2013. Xuppetoxn oe oUAAOYIKOUG TOHOUG: «XdBpato
Lark» oto O mpwtog otabudg, Metaixpio, ABnva 2018. «Summertime in
Prague» oto Yné oxidv, Exddoeig twv ouvadéApwy, ABnva 2015. «O Zé-
vog» oto Eipaote ‘OAor Metavdorteg, ITatakng, ABnva 2007.

H EAOYNENT I’KPAMITE (1989) eival ['eppavoouaAn ouyypagéag Kat pe-
tappdotpia. ‘E¢noe apxretd xpoévia otnv Ianwvia xat tn eppavia npv
emotpéwel otnv Oualia, WOTe va TIPOXWPNOEL TIG OTIOUSEG TNG OF eTTiTE-
8o PhD ndvw otnv Anpoupyikn I'pagn oto ITavemotnuo Aberystwyth.
O1 avapvnoelg tng yia to Hokkaido, Woman Who Brings the Rain (I'v-
vaika mov @épvel t Ppoxn) 1o 2015, képdioav 1o Bpafeio New Welsh
Writing (Néa OuaAikn I'pagn), itav otnv Bpaxeia Alota yia to Bpaeio
Wales Book of the Year (OuaAiké BifAio tng Xpovidg) Kal emAéxfnkav
yia 8ieBvn mpowbnon amnéd to Wales Literature Exchange to 2016. Ain-
ynuata g éxouv ouprepiAngBei oe Sidpopa meplodikda kat avBoAoyieg,
ouprnepiAapfavopévwy twv Rarebit: New Welsh Fiction (Parthian,
2014), New Welsh Short Stories (Seren, 2015), kKal tnv avBoAoyia véwv
OuaAwv kal Eupwnaiwv ouyypapéwv Zero Hours on the Boulevard:
Tales of Independence and Belonging (Parthian, 2019). Mn puBomAaoti-
Kd épya g ota ayyAikd éxouv &npooieutei ota Wales Arts Review, New
Welsh Review, ka1 oto World Literature Online, ev avtiotoixa épya tng
ota OuaAikd oto Pedwar o'r Gwynt. H petdppaon g ouAdoyng Sinyn-
pdtwv tng EABetidac ouyypapéa Monique Schwitter (Movik ZBittep) ex-
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an experimental prose text Pisma Ziti in 2020. Her poetry was pub-
lished in various magazines in Croatia, like Quorum, Tema, Zarez,
Poezija, Mogucénosti, Vijenac, etc., as well as in some international ones
like Pobocza (Poland) and Signaturen (Germany). Some of her poetry
and dramas were broadcast on the Croatian Radio (HR3) in the
shows Poezija naglas, Rijeci i rije¢i, Metafora, Radio igra. Her drama
texts Molekule (2017), Smrtopis / Prekinuta veza (2018), Strah tijela od
poda (2019) are available at drame.hr. In 2017 her prose was shortlist-
ed for Sedmica Prize, an award announced by the Croatian literary
portal Kriticna masa. With Molekule, she made the shortlist of drame.
hr's adaptation-to-screenplay prize in 2018. In 2020 she won
the Marin DrZi¢ Prize (3rd place) for Strah tijela od poda. Her drama
monologue Proljeée naSe zlovolje premiered within the Monovid -
19 project at the ZKM theatre in Zagreb in July 2020 (dir. Anica Tomic).
She is a member of HDP and SPID.

FILIA KANELLOPOULOU, (born 18/08/1991) studied Philosophy at the
University of Athens and Acting at Delos Drama School. She has au-
thored the poetry collection Ta mesa mou (My Inner World) in 2019,
which has received Jean Moreas Newcomer Poet Award that same
year. The collection was also included in the shortlist of nominees for
the 2019 Giannis Varveris Newcomer Poet Award of the Hellenic Au-
thors’ Society. Her poems have been included in the poetry antholo-
gy The Poems of 2019, which is published by Koinonia ton (De)Katon
Editions. In addition, her poems from the collection Ta mesa mou have
been translated into Romanian and published in the Romanian maga-
zine Scriptor. Her first play, Women -Maybe Not- Alone in the City, July
at 4o C, was staged in June 2018 at Tempus Verum Theatre in Athens
by the independent theatre company NEKO, of which she is one of the
founding members. She has attended the Workshop for Young Play-
wrights at Michalis Kakogiannis Foundation (2017-2018). She is cur-
rently attending the Postgraduate Program “Greek and World Theater:
Drama, Performance, Education” at the University of Athens. She is
currently preparing the publication of her second poetry collection,
the publication of her first play in the form of a graphic novel, and is
experimenting with screenwriting and directing short films. Her po-
ems, articles and essays have been published in print and online mag-
azines and sites. She works as a theatre teacher and actress.
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866nxke pe tov titAo Goldfish Memory (MvApn xpuodyapou) amd UG ek- 167
8doe1c Parthian to 2015.

H KATIA TKPTEITE (1982, XrAit) éAafe 1o master’s degree tng otnv Ay-
YAikn xat Feppavikn I'Adooa kat Aoyotexvia oto ITavemothiyio tou Zav-
tap. Zta mnAaiola tou mpoypdupatog Tempus Tmpe utotpogia amd to
Kévipo Metagpaotikwv Znoudwv g Biévvng, eveo éAae emiong armo
v Akadnpia Apapauxkwv Texvdv éva master’s degree otnv Apapa-
toupyia. I'pdgel moinon, npdla, Beatpikd épya, Sokipia, KPITIKEG Kal €TL-
otnpovikd dpbpa. H mpdipn mointuikn tng cuAAoyn Nosive konstrukcije
exk660nke and tg ekddoeigc Meandarmedia 1o 2015, akoAouBoUpevn and
v SiyAwoon ék6oon moinong kair pukpou medoU Ljeto / KaAokaipt to
2017 K1 éva TElpapatiké nedoypapnpa pe 1o é6vopa Pisma Ziti to 2020. H
noinon g éxe1 Snpooieutei oe Sidapopa meplodikd tng Kpoatiag (Quo-
rum, Tema, Zarez, Poezija, Mogucénosti, Vijenac, KtA.), KaBw¢ kal oe Ka-
nowa 8iebvn, énwg to Pobocza (TloAwvia) kal to Signaturen (Feppavia).
Opiopéva améd ta mompata Kat ta Beatpikd g épya petaddbnkav arod
10 Kpoatikd padidpwvo (HR3) otigexnopnég Poezijanaglas, Rijeci i rijeci,
Metafora, Radio igra. Ta Beatpikd tng épya Molekule (2017), Smrtopis /
Prekinuta veza (2018), Strah tijela od poda (2019) eivar SiaBéoipa oto
drame.hr. To 2017 n nedoypapia g oupneplAneOnke otn Bpaxeia Aiota
yia to BpaPeio Sedmica, tou KpoatikoU Aoyotexvikou portal Kriticna
masa. Me 1o épyo tng Molekule, prmxke otn Bpaxeia Aiota tou BpaBeiou
tou drame.hr yia Siaokevaopévo oevdpio to 2018. To 2020 képdioe 10
BpaBeio Marin Drzi¢ (3n 6éon) y1a to épyo Strah tijela od poda. O &papa-
TKOG NG povoAoyog Proljece nase zlovolje éxave mpepiépa pe 1o Tpo-
t¢ext Monovid -19 oto Béatpo ZKM tou Zdaykpepmn tov [oUAl0 ToU 2020
(ZxnvoBeoia. Anica Tomié). Eival péAog tou HDP kai tou SPID.

H @1A1A KANEAAOIIOYAOY, (VeV. 18/08/1991) onoubaoce, ®1Aocopia oto
Kamobiotpiaxké INavemotipio ABnvav kal YMokpiukn otnv Apapatikn
oxoAn AnAog. AoxoAeital evepyd pe tn ouyypagn. ‘Exel ypdyel tnv mot-
nuxn ouAoyn «Ta péoa pou» n oroia KukAopdpnoe tov Mdio tou 2019
amnd g ekddoeilg Oporédio. Tov Aeképpio tou 2020, €éAafe to Bpafeio
[Mpwtoeppavifépevou/ng mointn/tpiag 2019, Jean Moréas, oto [TAaiolo
tou AteBvoug PeotiffdA Ioinong ITatpag yia tnv moinukn ouAdoyn «Ta
péoa pou» (e€ nuoeiag pe v nomtpia [InveAdénn Zapdouka yia to Pi-
BAilo Tng Awwpeiv), evd motpata tg éxouv petaypatei Kat ota poupd-
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NIKOLAS KOUTSODONTIS (1987) was born in Athens. He studied Soci-
ology at Panteion University of Social and Political Studies. In 2013
started following a two-year course of Neo-Hellenic and international
poetry in the Takis Sinopoulos Foundation. In 2017 he published his
first poetry collection “Decalcomania” (XaAkopavia) by Entypois publi-
cations, which was nominated for the Anagnostis Magazine award for
first time author in 2018. In the same year, he was awarded the first
prize (ex aecquo with Lenia Zafiropoulou) at the Panhellenic Poetry
Contest “George N. Carter”, held by

the Aikaterini Laskaridis Foundation. His second poetry col-
lection “Just Don’t Bring Anyone Home” (Mévo kavévav pun pou
@épelg omitl), was published by Thraca publications in 2021.
Various poems, essays and translations of his have been pub-
lished in online and printed magazines. They have also been
translated into Croatian, Slovenian and Albanian.

LLOYD MARKHAM was born in Johannesburg, South Africa. His family
then moved to Zimbabwe where he spent the majority of his child-
hood before political and economic strife made them move again -
this time to Wales, where they settled in 2003. His debut novel, Bad
Ideas\Chemicals, was published by Parthian Books in 2017. It is a fan-
tastical darkly humorous satire of small town Britain about a young
woman who believes she’s from outer space, a young man who ago-
nises between killing his father or himself, and a forest infested with
mysterious toxic insects. In 2018 it was both short listed for Wales
Book of The Year and won a Betty Trask Award for First Time Author
Under 35. He currently lives in Cardiff and operates synthesisers and
samplers in a psychedelic band called Deep Hum. He also uses these
instruments to score his increasingly theatrical readings. He and his
editor are currently putting the final touches on his next novel, Fox
Bites — a magic realist, cosmic horror, coming-of-age novel set in Zim-
babwe at the turn of the millennium.

MORGAN OWEN is a poet and writer from Merthyr Tydfil. His work is
regularly published in O’r Pedwar Gwynt, Barddas, and Y Stamp. In
2019 he published a pamphlet of poetry entitled moroedd/dwr (Cy-
hoeddiadau’'r Stamp), wich won the Michael Marks Prize for Poetry in
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vika and tov Vasile Igna. Autnv tnv mniepio8o, eival gpoitntpla tou Meta- 169
mrruxiakoU Ilpoypdppatog Xrmoubwv EAANVikG kat Tlaykdopio Ofatpo:
Apapatoupyia, TNapdotaon, Exnaibeuon, tou Tpnpatog OeatpikOdv
Xrnoubwv tou Karmobiotpiakou Ilavemotnpiou ABnvav. Tov teAeutaio
Kaipo, mpoetolpddel v ékdoon tng 6eUTEPNG TOINTIKAG TNG OUAAOYNG,
v ékdoon tou pwtou tng Beatpikou €pyou, «'uvaikeg “H kat 6x1— Mé-
veg otnv 16An, lovAlo prva pe 40 °C», oe popen Graphic Novel kat met-
papatiletal pe tn ouyypagn oevapiou Kat tn oknvoBeoia tavidv pikpou
pnxoug. ITompatd, dpBpa kat oxipid tng éxouv Snpooieubei oe évtuma
Kal nAexktpovikd meproikd kat sites. Epydletar wg Beatpo-naidaywydg
Kal w¢ nbortoide.

O NIKOAAE KOYTEOAONTHE yevvinOnke otnv ABnva to 1987. Lrnoudaoe
KowvwvioAoyia oto Ilavteio [Mavermotnpio Kowvwvikv kat [ToArukov
emotnpwv. To 2013 Eekivnoe va mapakoAoubei pabnpata veoeAANVIKNG
Kat 81eBvoug moinong oto i8pupa Tdxrng ZivémouAog yia uo xpdvia. To
2017 €§¢8woe TNV TPWTN ToU ToinTKN cuAAoyn “XaAkopavia”, (exddoeig
Evturnoig) n omoia fitav unoyngia yia to Bpafeio mpwrtoeppavidépevou
TIOINTA ToU TIeP1081KoU Avayvwotng to 2018. Tnv idia xpovid tou armove-
pnénke to mpwto PBpafeio otov mointuké Saywviopd «wpyog N. Kéap-
tep» tou I8pupatog Aikatepivng Aaokapién (e§ nuioeiag pe tnv Aévia
ZapeiporioUAou). H deltepn mointukn tou ouAdoyn «Mévo kavévav pun
Pou @épelg omit» ekd6Onke amnd ug ekddéoelg Opdka to 2021. [Topara,
KPITIKEG KAl PeTaPpdoelc Tou €xouv dnpooteutel oe eAANVIKA NAEKTPOVI-
K& kat évtuna neprodikd. INomnpatd tou éxouv petagpaotei ota Kpoati-
K4, ta ZAoBevikd kal ta AABavikd.

O AOYNT MAPKAM YevvnOnke oto Noxdveopmoupyk tng Néuag Agpt-
kNg. Emeita n oikoyévela tou petak6pios otn Ziprndprnoue, 4Tou Katl Ku-
piwg mépaoe ta Maidikd tou xpovia TIPIV Ol aAvaTapaxés oTny TOALTIKN Kat
OIKOVOUIKN {wn Toug wbnoouv va guyouv avd, autn t ¢opd yia tnv
OuaAia, otny omnoia eykataotddnkav to 2003. To Tipwto Tou pubiotdpn-
Ba, Kaxkég 18éeq/xnpuikd, exdéOnke améd ug exkbéoeig Parthian Books to
2017. [Ipdkettar yia oduipa gavtaoiag, pe évtovo pavpo x1oUpop, OXETIKA
HE [ia BpeTavikin KopwrioAn, pia veapn yuvaika opliopévn 6Tl Tipoépxetal
amné to Sidotnpa, évav veapd dvipa mou aywvid oto diAnppa va oAopo-
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Celtic Langugaes. The same year, he published a volume of poems,
Bedwen ar y lloer (Cyhoeddiadau’r Stamp), and won the Wales Litera-
ture Exchange / Wales PEN Cymru’s Her Gyfieithu (Translation Chal-
lenge) for his translation of poetry by Julia Fiedorczuk from Polish in-
to Welsh. He has twice won the D Gwyn Evans Memorial Prize (2017,
2018), which awards the best poem by a poet under 25, and in 2018
and 2019 was part of the Hay Festival Writers at Work scheme. In
2020, he published a short pamphlet of writings, Ymgloi, about his ex-
periences of the lockdown. He currently lives in Cardiff.

MARILENA PAPAIOANNOU was born in 1982 in Athens, where she grew
up. She studied Molecular Biology and Genetics in Alexandroupolis
and wrote her thesis in Geneva. Afterwards, she worked as a re-
searcher in New York, until 2013 when she returned to Greece, where
she has been editing and translating biology textbooks, pop science
books, and scientific articles. In 2013, she published her first novel,
Nikitas Delta (Estia Bookstore Publishing). The book was nominated
for the State Award for First-Time Author and the Anagnostis Maga-
zine Award for First-Time Author. She also received the Klepsidra/E-
nastron Award for Best Young Author from the literary magazine “K-
lepsidra”, along with Yannis Asteris. In 2016, she published her second
book, the novella “Kateveni o Kamouzas stous fournous” (Kamouzas
Coming at the Furnace), which was nominated for the Anagnostis
Magazine Award for Best Novella in 2017 and the Klepsidra Award for
Best Young Author the same year. She is currently looking for a pub-
lisher for her third book, the novel “To nou sou ston Meli” (Keep Melis
in Mind), while gathering material for her next work. She writes small
articles for Yustra magazine, where she explains basic biological phe-
nomena.

UROS PRAH (Maribor, 1988) is the author of three poetry collections in
Slovene: Cezse polze¢i (Ljubljana: CSK, 2012), Tisima (Ljubljana: CSK,
2015 - nominated for the Veronika and Jenko Awards) and Udor
(Ljubljana: SKUC, 2019). In 2018, he received the Exil Lyrikpreis Award
in Vienna for his investigative poem “Nostra Silva”, which was written
in German. In February 2019 he was a resident of the Slovenian Min-
istry of Culture in New York, in September 2019 he was a resident of
Traduki and the Romanian National Museum of Literature in
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VNoel Tov Tatépa N tov €autd tou, Kl éva poAuopévo pe puotnpiodn to- 171
&1xd évtopa 8aocog. To 2018 Bpébnke tautdxpova otnv Bpaxeia Aiota yia
10 OuaAikd BifAio tng Xpovidg katl képdioe to Bpafeio Betty Trask yia
npwtogppaviZépevo ouyypagéa Katw twv 35. AUt v emoxn (g1 oto
Képvuip kat aoxoAeitar pe SerypatoAnmieg kar nailer ZuvBeodilep otnv
YuxedeAikn pridvia Deep Hum. Emiong xpnowporotei autd ta épyava yia
va evioxuoel pouoikd tig otadiakd 6Ao kal o Beatpikég Tou avayvw-
oelg. Autn v enoxn, padi pe tov empeAntn Tou MPooBEétouv Tig TeAeu-
taieg mveAiég oto endpevo publotépnpa tou, Aaykwpata AAemoug- éva
payikopeaAiotikd, cosmic horror, coming-of-age pubiotépnua mou Aap-
Bavel témo otnv Zipndumnoue katd tnv aAAayn tou MiAévioup.

O MOPTKAN OOYEN &fval TIointig xai ouyypapéag arnd to Merthyr Tyd-
fil (MépBip TawvtgiA. ‘Epya tou dnpooievovtal TaKUKA ota meplodika
O’r Pedwar Gwynt, Barddas kat Y Stamp. To 2019 dnpooieuoe éva tot-
nukd QuAAdSdio pe tov titho moroedd/dwr (Cyhoeddiadau’r Stamp), to
oroio képSioe 1o BpaBeio IToinong Michael Marks yia 11¢ KEATIKEG YAWO-
oeq. Tnv i8ia xpovid e§¢6woe tn ouAdoyn Toinpdtwv Bedwen ar y llo-
er (Cyhoeddiadau’r Stamp) ka1 kép8ioe to Wales Literature Exchange /
Wales PEN Cymru’s Her Gyfieithu (Translation Challenge) yia tn peté-
gpaon ¢ rnoinong tng Julia Fiedorczuk armé ta moAwvika ota ouaAikd.
‘Exel axépa kepdioel 6uo popég 1o BpaBeio D Gwyn Evans Memorial
(2017, 2018), 10 omoio aPopd oto KaAUtepo moinpua arnoé montn Katw twv
25 €10V Kal Katd ta €tn 2018/2019 ouppeteixe oto npéypappa Hay Fes-
tival Writers at Work. To 2020 €§¢6woe éva kpd GuAAGSiIo pe keipeva
Tou, Ut Tov titho Ymgloi, oxeukd pe tnv eureipia g Kapavtivag. Autn
v enoxn Siapével oto Kapvti.

H MAPIAENA NMAMAIQANNOY yevvnOnke 1o 1982 otnv ABnva, 6mou Kat
peydAwoe. Znoudaoce Mopiaxn BioAoyia kat levetikn otnv AAe€avdpou-
ToAn kai mpaypatoroinoe tn dibaxtopikn tng Siatpipn otn [eveun. Zn
OUVEXELD epYAOTNKE WG epeuvnTpla otn Néa Yépkn, péxpl Tou eméotpeye
otnv EAAGSa to 2013. Extote empeAeital xat petappdlel ouyypappata
BroAoyiag, BiPAia exAdikeupévng emotnung, Kabwg Kat mpwtdtuma em-
otnpovikd dpBpa. To 2013 ek§6ONKe 1o TIPWTO NG pubiotdpnpa, to Nikn-
tag AéAta, amd 1 exbéoeig «BifAlonwAeiov tng Eotiag». To fifAio ntav
unoynelo ota Kpauxd Bpafeia xail ota Bpafeia tou Avayvaotn 2014
otnv katnyopia «IIpwtoeppavidépevor otnv nedoypagia». Hrav eniong



Anthology_2022.gxp_Ulysses’ Shelter 31/8/22 1:2%%1& 172

172

Bucharest, and in June 2020 he was the IHAG resident in Graz. Trans-
lations of his collections, poems and essays have been published in 17
countries. He was the co-founder and long-time editor-in-chief of
IDIOT magazine, the program director of the international festival
Literodrom, and the co-founder of the Museum of Madness, Trate. He
is currently living in Vienna.

MAJA RUCEVIC (1983, Zagreb) graduated from the Faculty of Humani-
ties and Social Sciences in Zagreb with majors in Croatian and French.
She works as a journalist and translator and is the winner of two po-
etry prizes. Her debut novel Je suis Jednoruki (Algoritam, 2016) was
short-listed for several awards. Her work has been published online
and in literary magazines. She is currently working on a new work of
fiction. Her translations from French into Croatian include Adeline
Dieudonné’s novel La vraie vie (Stvarni Zivot), Laetitia Colombani’s
novel La tresse (Pletenica), and Gilles Legardinier's Completement
cramé (Potpuno spaljen), all published by Znanje press.

NATASA sRDIC (née Miljkovi¢) was born in Smederevo, Serbia, in 1984.
She graduated from the Department of English Language and Litera-
ture, Faculty of Philology, University of Belgrade, where she also de-
fended her doctoral dissertation Scientific and Artistic Truth in John
Banville’s Fiction. She is a literary translator from Serbian into English
and vice versa. So far, she has translated more than a dozen books.
She also runs literary translation workshops in Belgrade. She lives in
Kikinda, Serbia, with her husband and daughter.

VITOMIRKA TREBOVAC (1980) was born at Novi Sad. Graduated from
the Faculty of Philosophy in the University of Novi Sad, department of
Serbian language and literature. She has published three poetry col-
lections Plavo u boji (Skart, Belgrade, 2012), Sve drvece, sva deca i svi
bicikli u meni (LOM, Belgrade, 2017) xat Dani punog meseca (LOM,
Belgrade, 2020.) Poems of hers have been translated into English, Ger-
man, Dutch, Slovenian, Albanian, Polish and Hungarian. In 2017 she
was awarded the BeFem Award for special artistic contribution for
her poetry collection Ovo nije dom. She’s the co-owner of the Novi Sad
bookstore of Boulevard publications, and co-organizer of Sofa literary
festival. Currently she’s working as an editor of Boulevard publica-
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uttoynoto yia to Bpafeio Néou Aoyotéxvn KAeyubpa / ‘Evaotpov 2014 173
Tou AoyotexvikoU TieplodikoU KAegubpa, to omoio kal améomaoce, arnd
Kowou pe tov [avvn Aotepn. To 2016 exk86Onke to Sevtepo PifAio tng,
pa vouBéAa pe titdo Katefaiver o Kapovldag otoug @oupvoug (ex8. «Bi-
BAloniwAeiov tng Eotiag»). 'Htav unownegto ota Bpafeia tou Avayvwotn
2017 otnv katnyopia «NouBéAa-Atnmynpa», aAAd kat yia to BpaBeio Néou
Noyotéxvn 2017 tou Aoyotexvikou Tieplodikou KAeyudpa. To tpito tng
BiBAio, éva pubiotdépnpa pe titdo Tov vov oov otov MeAn, avalntd mpog
10 tapdv ekboukn otéyn. [TapdAAnAa ouAAéyel UAIKS Yia To emdpevo ép-
yo tng. [papel oto mneprodixd Yusra mikpd dpbpa, ota onoia e§nyei faot-
Kd Brodoyikd gaivépeva uté to Tpiopa tng Kabnpepivig Jwng.

O ovpoz mPAX (Mdpwurop, 1988) €ival o ouyypag£ag Tplwv TOINTIKWYV
ouMoydv ota ohoPevikd. Cezse polzedi (AoupmAtava: CSK, 2012), Tisima
(AroupmAtdva: CSK, 20152015 - uttoyn@iétnta yiato BpaBelo Veronika and
Jenko) kat Udor (AtoupriAtéava: SKUC, 2019). To 2018 Tou amovepifnke
1o Bpafeio Exil Lyrikpreis otn Biévvn yia to Siepeuvnuké tou moinpa
“Nostra Silva,”to onoio ypd@tnke ota yeppavikd. Tov PAefdpn tou 2019
ouppeteixe oto ipdypappa diapovov tou ZAoBevikou Yroupyeiou IToAtti-
opou otn Néa Yépkn, tov Zemtépppn tou 2019 oto Traduki kat Poupdviko
EBviké Mouoeio Aoyotexviag otn BouSaréotn, kat tov IoUvio tou 2020
g IHAG oto Graz. Meta@pAdoelg Twv ToINTIKAWY ToU GUAAOY WV, HEPOVW-
pévwv momnpdtwyv Kat Sokipiwv tou €xouv dnpooieutel oe 17 XWPEC.
Yrnp&e o ouviBpuTg Kal paxpoxpoviog apxiouvidking tou Ileplobikou
IDIOT, o 81euBuvtig mpoypdppatog tou 81ebvoug peotfdA Literodrom
Kat o ouvidputng tou Mouoeiou tng TpéAag, tou Trate. Alapével otn Biévvn.

H MAria POYTZEBITE (1983, ZAyKpepm) arogoitnoe ard tn XxoAn Av-
Bpwmioukwv kat Kowwvwvikwv Emotnpov oto Zaykpepmn pe e18ikeuon
ota Kpoatikd xai ta F'aAAikd. EpydZetal w¢ §npooioypdpog kat petappd-
otpia xat éxel upnBei pe Suo PBpaBeia moinong. To mpwto tng pubiotdpn-
pa Je suis Jednoruki (Algoritam, 2016) ntav otn Bpaxeia Aiota moAAwv
Aoyotexvikwv Bpafeiwv. Epya tng éxouv dnpooieutel oe Siadiktuakd kat
évtutia Aoyotexvikd meplodikd. O1 petagpdoeig g amnd ta yaAAikd ota
Kpoatikd meptAapfdvouv to pubiotdépnpa tng Adeline Dieudonné, La
vraie vie (Stvarni Zivot), tng Laetitia Colombani, La tresse (Pletenica),
Kai tou Gilles Legardinier, Completement cramé (Potpuno spaljen), ta
oroia éxouv ek8oBei amné tig exbdoelg Znanje press.
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174 tions and participates in a number of artistic projects in Serbia and
abroad.
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H NATAZA EPNTITE (10 Yévog MiAkofitg) yevvnOnke oto Zpeviépefo tnG 175
YepPiag 1o 1984. Anogoitnoe amé to Tpnpa AyyAikng MAwooag kat MAo-
yotexviag, tng LxoAng didoAoyiag oto [Navemotnpio tou BeAypadiou,

6rou kat untootnpi§e tnv Sidaxtopikn tng Satpipn Scientific and Artis-

tic Truth in John Banville’s Fiction (Emotnuoviki kai kaAAitexvikn aAn-

Beia oto épyo tov T{ov Mmndvpid). Epyddetal wg petappdotpla Aoyote-

xviag amd ta ayyAikd ota oépPika Kair avuotpdpws. Méxpt onpepa éxel
petappdoel navw and §wdexka PiPAia. Ae€ayel emiong epyaotnpia Aoyo-
TeXVIKNG petdepaong oto BeAypadi. Arapéver oto Kikivta tng ZepBiag pe

Tov oUluyo Kat Tnv Képn Ing.

H BITOMIPKA TPEMIOBATE (1980) yevvnonke oto N6B1 Zavt. Amogoi-
oe ané to Ivotitouto ®iAocopiag tou ITavemotnpiou tou N6pt Zavr,
unpa ZépPkng yAwooag Kat Aoyotexviag. ‘Exel eK6WOEL TPEIG TIOINTIKEG
ouAAoyéc: Plavo u boji (Skart, Belgrade, 2012), Sve drvece, sva deca i svi
bicikli u meni (LOM, Belgrade, 2017) ka1 Dani punog meseca (LOM,
Belgrade , 2020.) [Toinpata g éxouv petagppaoctei ota AyyAikd, Feppa-
Vvikd OAAavika, ZAoBévika, AABavikd, [ToAwvikd xat Ouyypikd. To 2017
g aroddébnke to BpaPeio BeFem yia 18iaitepn KaAAltexvikn mpoopopd
yla tnv moinukn tg ouAAoyn Ovo nije dom. Eivar ouviioktntpia tou
BipAtoniwAeiou NGB Zavt, twv ekddoewv MmoUAefapvt, aAAd kal ouv-
Slopyavwtng tou AoyotexvikoU geoTBdA Loga. Autd to Sidotnpa epyd-
Zetal w¢ empeAnTpia TwVv ekdéoewv MMoUAeBapVT Kal OUPETEXEL ETTIONG
0€ J1a 0€1pd KAAAITEXVIKWV EYXEIPNPATWY otn XepPia Kal 1o e§wtepiko.
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