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1. IMTamoutole

TTotés eéadbdvioe Tobg dvbpaymoug
amd To Opbuo;

1o melodpdpta amépevay TATOUTIIA.
Amod guvnbela avtrypadouy v xivyon,
MEPTATAVE.

‘Odnyolvral otic defdoels,
otapatolv aTo davapt

xt Uorepa auveyilouv...

‘OXSxAnpy ToAN YpaT - xpoUT,
XPAT - YpPOUT...

xatamie ™ yAwooa Tis Pouis.

Kavelg d¢v elye Timote vé mel mpoyyoupéves.



1. Shoes

Who eliminated the people
from the street?

Shoes have remained on the
pavements

By habit, they copy

the movement, they walk
They are led to the pedestrian
crossings,

stop at the traffic lights

and then they keep on.

The entire city chrap-chroup
Chrap chroup
swallowed the language of noise.

No-one had anything to say beforehand.
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2. Zmjv é€opla

I[T#peg TOV xéap0

v& TOV poudnéels povoxdupata
xal Bpébnxes e&dpLaTog

W €va TaLyapo aTod UTAAXOVL.

"Ox1 2063, xaTw povaya,
oToVs Opdpous Toaxilel 1 eéopla.

T metpofdAnua dtv Tdpate Tis cuveldyaeLs.
Ol ypobigs ot méveoav, ueydiwoay To TEY0S.

~ 14 ¢ 4 14 \ 14
Eebwplacav of ddioes, mepipeves va Eedwvioou,
olite & cuvbiuatae Eedwvioay aTov Toiyo,
xaAudOnxay pé diadnuices.

Oi atixot ot yapaav,
puTiOa - puTida LETPdw TG TOUATA TOU.

[T#jpes Ta patia oov,
TQ EXAELTEG OTO XOUTAXL TGV YUaALGY.
[Tfjpes Ta xépla, T@ dimAwoeg
uall ug ™) onpale oTO CUPTApL.
[THjpeg T adTia gov xal Ta adpayloeg,

\ ) s 3 \ ’ ’
oy ¢opla, elmeg, dtv yperdovar moAAd.



13

2. In the exile

You took the world

to suck it in one piece

and found yourself exiled

with a cigarette in the balcony.

Not here, only there
in the streets the exile will smash you.

The stone throwing didn't move consciences
the fists hurt you, they enlarged the wall.

The posters faded, you expected them to scream
not even the signs did they yell on the wall,
they were covered by advertisements.

The verses engraved you
wrinkle by wrinkle I count your poems.

You took your eyes,

you kept them in the small box of your eyeglasses.
You took your hands you folded them

with the flag in the drawer.

You took your ears and you sealed them,

in the exile, you said, one does not need many.






ATd THY TToINTIKN CUAAOYY)
«NuyTeptvs EmimAoxés»

From the poetry collection
“Nocturnal complications”
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3. "Ayyeot dpoviades

"Ayyehot doviades, Tig vixTes Tol Epwta
~ A 3 1 \ 14
Tpafolv xatw amd T& médie gou

T meTapeva polya.

IioTpdive péoa Tous,
TXOTWVOUY TIC TEAEUTAIES TOV AVATES.

DAéyeaal xal AMWVeLS

TAVW QTO Ta VEXPA aou polya.
Stdleis ota pdtia mov ot xoitalouv
amo Ta pavixie

xal Ta dlappnypeva deppovdp.



3. Angels of murder

Angels of murder

in the nights of love,
pull the cast-off clothes
under your feet.

They slide inside them,
kill your last breaths.

You blaze and melt

over your dead clothes,

trickle into the eyes

that stare at you through the sleeves,
through the ruptured zippers.

17
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4. Kdxxvog xOxdog

Zav va ot PAénw,
Badels aTdv TOTY0 REXNIVO XXAO.

HexoAAdel 1 dypa,
YOVOVTAL TQ XPWUATE
LAR) A 1 \ 14 4 A
mol "yave Bdler ué ta ypbvia of voixapndes.

Péer amd Tov xdxdo
1 YAOUTOAIVY TH Al GdiooxdAAnong
xt 6Ao TO omépua mob yewoloe Tig 10€es.

Wayvews va xataldBelg
Tl ToU *xaveg Tol Tolyou,

7 loTopla YUVETAL TUVEXEL
o1d meodpbuio,
oV dodaATo.
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4. Red circle

As if T am watching you
staining a red circle on the wall.

The ochre is getting dislodged,

the colours

that the tenants had dyed on through the years
are spilling.

The adhesive of the old posting
is gushing out of the circle
along with all the sperm

which was giving birth to ideas.

You are trying to understand
what you have done to the wall;
history is constantly being poured
on the pavement,
on the asphalt.
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5. Zav yeploel 6 deyyapl

Sav yeploet T deyyapt, Ppioxet dpépo
xal YAoTpaeL a1y Y.

Meadvuyta Aov{eTat oTd ToTduL,
yUveTal xal xoAvumaet oty BdAacoa,
KUAAEL OTR OQXPUTUEVR UAYOUAQ
TGV xOpLTTLEY.

270 oTITL ooV, plYVELS VEPD OTA TXAAOTIATIL
y 2 4 1 A 3 \ b 4
Vv qvéel TO deyydpt wg TV EEdmopTa.

Yeg ut miipe pali Tou
oTig xopudis TGV Ppaywy, oTe MeTéwpa,
va cepylavicovpe ™y Kaaumaxa.
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5. When the moon is full

When the moon is full
it finds its way to slip on the Earth

In the midnight it washes its hair in the river
it pours itself in the sea and swims

it rolls on the tearful cheeks

of the girls.

At home

you pour water on your doorsteps
so as the moon can climb

till your front door.

Last night it took me
to the top of the rocks, called Meteora
to travel Kalampaka.
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6. ITiocw and to ITocetdwvio

Tig vOyTes 60nyolvrat idpwuévot
ol aiyuaiwtol Tol Epwta

4 b 1 1 !
miow amd 70 [logeldwvio.

Migdyvpvor mapadivovTat
OE OTEVAYUOUS X1 AYXAAIATUATA,
OTQ OXOTEWG GTOdUTHpLA.

Tig oTryues éxelves, exoldve

b 1 1 1 bl 1 \ 4

amd Tig oxigg GAdes oxiEs oL TpédovTal
amd T meptoTepaTa TV méhwv.

MeBolv ) povaéid toug g Yibupous,
uE xamoto TLYTO GLAL, ué wa mvoy Papia

N

i W &va tivaypa i Eang.



6. Behind the Neptunium

At nights
the captivated of love
are led behind the Neptunium.

Half naked

they surrender themselves
to sighs and cuddling

in the dark locker rooms

At those moments

some shadows detach themselves from others
and are nourished

by the leftovers of desire

They drug their loneliness with whispers
with a drowned sound of a kiss

with a heavy breath

or a jerk of excitement.

23
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7. Atv #0e)e v& ¢t ) Oadacoa

Adty ™) viyTa
0tV TpepodEyyel oTOV 00pavd
N wovagle Tév doTpwy.

AT’ o mpwt L 6 Aguxompyog
aTNV OpiXAY,
0tv %fe)e va dei T) Badacoa.

Byfixes yia taryapo
xal oTabnxes
dud dpeg wEg aTd xplo.

Iopw Houyla:

TEPLOYY) XUXAWUEV)

UE XPLOTOUYEWLATIX DWTEIVQ
CUPUATOTIAEYUQTA.

AppaPavidletal i 000N Tis vOxTas Epnuia
ToUG TXOPTILOUS TTIYOVG...

ToUg BAETeLS,

ualedTnxay ylpw amd T6 YAwud deyydpt

xt 8ho 70 Lahilouv,

76 nebive

xal Qodwvel.



7. It did not want to watch the sea

Tonight
the loneliness of the stars
does not flare into the sky.

Since this morning the White Tower
in the fog
does not want to watch the sea.

You stepped outside

to smoke a cigarette

but you stayed in the cold for
two hours.

Silence around;
Region surrounded

by Christmas luminous bobwires.

The maid of night, Solitude,

is getting engaged to the scattered verses...

you can see them

they gathered around the pale moon
they daze it

they drug it

and it blurs.

25






ATd THY TToINTIKN CUAAOYY)
«Xapuéves Yndldoes»

From the poetry collection
“Lost Tesserae”
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8. Z1d xaatpo Tol [Matapwva

"Efw amd Tig molepioTpes dxolyovtal Té clvveda,
duyolvrar melpatings quvdéels,

aiwpolvral xataxdxxva,

xaBpedtilovy 16 alpa mob elvar v xubei.

‘H Baracoa oxotelviace,
Exdee TO xplipa
amd 1o PAéppa ol Pryratopa.

H v,

TpoTol XPATHTEL THY QVaATa THG
-Alyeg aTlypeEs TpoTol TN naym-
rooyoforast plyavy,

dwvalel oy Yuy) Tod oTpaTITY

UTepaoTioou pe!
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8. In the castle of Platamonas

Outside the embrasures

the clouds are heard

they recount piratical gatherings

they suspended deep red as they are
reflecting the blood that is about to be spilled.

The sea has become dark
it stole the colour
from the look of the sentry.

The ground

before it holds its breath

-a few moments before the battle-
it smells origan

it shouts in the soul of the soldier,

Defend me!






ATo THY ToINTIXY CUAAOYY)
«ZETIypes amd 16 pemeptépto Tol BavaToux

From the poetry collection
“Moments from the repertoire of death”
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9. ApopoAdyla ut THY TaVoEANVO

BAémeig éxeivov ue TO TIOTOAL;
O¢et va mebavel.

Wdyvel oTig Toémeg Tou yia odaipes
Agg xal Yayvel yU' avamtrpa.

BAémeig 7oV @ANov;

Bdlel 6 xépt Tou o) uéoa Toémy Tol umouday
xal Tpafaet TV xapdid Tov.

Ty xortdlet mpooexTid oTd deyyapbddwTo,
TNV Tapadivel oToV daTudvAaxa

yi& va éaxpifwoel T& oTolyEi.
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9. Full moon routes

Can you see that man with the gun?
He means to die.

He looks for bullets in his pockets
as if he is looking for a lighter.

Can you see the other one?

He puts his hand into the inside pocket of his jacket
and he pulls his heart out.

He stares at it under the moonlight

and hands it over to the policeman

to verify the data.
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10. ‘O xéopog yMotpnoe oty &Pucoo

TAioTpyoe am)v &Buoco 6 xoopog
xL 6 HAL0G 0EV UTOPETE VA TOV YAITWOEL.

To mepiatépt Edepe
gva xoupéll axotadiod
xl €0 uwpol TO xAapa.



10. The world slipped into the abyss

The world slipped into the abyss

and the sun did not manage to save it.

The dove brought
a rag of darkness
and a baby’s cry.

35
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11. ®danée amd ™) pepre tiis Ialatotivng

Duonée and ™) pepia tiic adaiotivyg.
Ta abvveda Ebepav ToAENO

O VUOTQYWEVY) TOMTEIQ Kag.

[p&ta YrydAile ddxpua

xal Tope Ppéxet alua.

"Av T6 yupicel ot yald{,

6 Ocdg va durdet

TOUG VU TEPLVOLS OlaPaTes

moL 0¢ Bd *youv

aeblodatpes dumpées.



11. The wind blew from the direction of Palestine

The wind blew from the direction of Palestine.
The clouds brought war

into our drowsy state.

It drizzled tears first

but now it is pouring blood.

If it starts hailing,

God bless

the night walkers

who will not have

bulletproof umbrellas.

37
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12. Té pemeptdpio Tol favdTou

Kabe émoxy 6 bavatog
gxeL TO 016 TOU PETEPTOpLO.

Eivat xt of ddépovoot,
moV Eexwpllouv ) povaixn tiic xdbe adalpag.
TTob Eexwpilovy T wovadind éuBatyipto
Tol ool Toug BavdTou
uéoga Qo Tig YIMAJES, TIOTES
1 14 14
oTd oTéy0 Toug BoAides.

Eivat 1 of &A\\ot mod dvaatevalowy,
avaadalels yia ™ {wy Toug,

ggaptnuévol amd Tig dethés,

Tig doToxes adalpes,

éxelves mob mpotiunoay v éfoatpaxiaToly
TAVW 0TO AYuyo UTETOY,

Exeives Tig Tapadwves

odaipes Tol olxTov.



12. The repertoire of death

Every time, death
has its own repertoire.

There are the philharmonics,

who discern the music of each bullet.
Who discern the unique march

of their own death

among the thousands, loyal

to their target, bullets.

There are also the others who sigh,
insecure for their life,

depended on the coward,

the misguided bullets,

those which preferred to be ricocheted,

on the cold concrete,
those discordant
bullets of mercy.

39






ATo THY ToINTIXY CUAAOYY)
<Avidiveg»

From the poetry collection
“Anilines”
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13. Oi atilyot elvar odatpes

[a]

Meéoa pouv méAepos,

ol ToTapol daxplwy

xal % Yuyn Tavw o1’ dpuovt
uéxpt va pabet

Vv’ @uTéxel aTo adupl.

(8]

Ty uépa pixpalvels ués oo mAfibog,
uapaivesal xal yaveoat atd dpdpo
uE PAéupa yaunAs.

Ty viyta muptver T6 Lol
VTOVETQL HaYNTYS, AVYULEPOS AYEPAS,
ToU *XEL PAUUEVY] OTY) TYaict TOU
6Aaxepyn matpida amo TOLYUATA.

[¥']

‘I0¢eg TumwvovTatl ué dAdyes
oTols dpbuoug,

omabid oxilovy ™ pépa,
Aoyla adupla

TNV xapdbwVoVY aTO TAUPO.
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13. The verses are bullets
I

War inside me

the rivers of tears

and the soul on the anvil

until it learns

how to withstand the hammer.

I

During the day you shrink into the crowd,

you wither and as you look down

you get lost into the road.

At night your pencil burns-

you get dressed like a combatant, a severe wind
with a whole homeland of poems

sewn on its flag.

I

Ideas are printed by flames
in the streets,

swords tear the day,

words like hammers

nail it on the cross.
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[0']

Kamote &ypades mompata

xt oUte Bupdoat mol Ta Expuies.
M of atiyot elvar odaipes,

Tig Eexviis 8tav yupicels oy poutiva
s elphvng:

gedimlwvels xamoto poliyo

xal Eedelyovy aTd ThTWUA,
xoitalels TV xapdid cov

xal xapdbwvovTal oTa HATIeL ToV.

Tl viyTes ol cdalpeg
TPUTTWVOUY aTA GVELPA TOV
i 6tav daxpules,

6mAllel péoa oou

TO TMolNUQ ETOLUOTIOAEWO.
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1A%

Once you used to write poems

But now you do not even remember where you have hidden
them.

Nevertheless, the verses are bullets,

you forget them when you return to the routine

of peace;

when you unfold some cloth

they escape to the floor,

then you have a look at your heart

and they get nailed into your eyes.

At nights the bullets
sneak into your dreams
and when you tear

the on call poem

arms within.
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[€]

Puwrtéc Tl elvat T& adTodvooa.

Sriyot elval oxaAiopévol oTd xopd,
momuaTa ToL ypadTyxay pa voyTa,
xaxdPBoudes patiés, Aéeis payaipa
L GuepoaTpdfiiot Yuyi...

émawg éxelvog 6 Papdapys,

wiods Poprag,

RLaOS AVTAPTNG

ue Opaoxehis xatéfrxe T6 Xéty Zou.

Ty viyta palede 8,71 frav ve paléel
xal TO mpwl yupelayue Ta Gvelpa

XATW Qo T oxdpTie GUAAR pag

xal T oTaTuéva Hag xAaold.



A%

You ask what the autoimmune are.

They are verses carved onto the body,
poems written during a night

malicious glances, keen words like knives
and soul whirlwinds...

like that Vardaris wind,
half north,

half rebel
striding down the Seich Sou.

At night it wiped out everything one could wipe out
and in the morning we were looking for the dreams
under our scattered leaves
and our broken branches.

47
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[o7']
¢ vapt’lw OTPATIHTES,
Eépw amd dalayyes o1y
O€ VUXTEPLVES TIOPELES.
Tl viytes mavta vixolioe To Bouvd
-T& Pripatd pas xatavroloay Eéva,
4 3 1A A 14 14
1 qvaoa woptle dnpaopéva Ayl
xal Ta yaAixia
ylvovtay omacuéva xdxaia
7 5\ 5 ’
xatw amod T dpPuld pag.
"Av TUxatve
\ 5 ’ ¢ ’
va 0 dxovpTioel 6 OLTAQVSg Tou
ntav Bappeis
xal ¢ axovumolioe mebapuévos.



VI

I know you, soldiers,

I know of shadow phalanxes

on night marches.

At night, the mountain always won
-our steps became unfamiliar,

the breath smelled of thirsty words
and the gravels

became broken bones

under our boots.

If it happened

to be touched by the one next to you
it was as if

a dead one had touched you.

49
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[{]

Iplv W’ éxteléceTe

ué xortdlate oTd pdTIA.
[Tepipévate éva velipa pov
avemalohyro.

Eiyate avayxn amé wav €yxpiay.

M’ éva povaya velpa

Tol ueAdobavatou

¢ A < 14 ~ A
nouxalet » cuveidnoyn tod 60Ty,



Vil

Before you executed me

you were looking at me in the eye.
You were waiting for an impalpable
nod of mine.

You had the need of an approval.

By a single nod
of the goner

the sacrificer’s conscience is relieved.

51
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[n']

Mt & xpévia xOpTwoay T& ¥Aadld [Lov*
doPapat unv pbel pa pépa

mob Ba Ta dTavow ma,

YI& V& XPEUATOUY

NTTYUEVOUS TTPATIITES.

Doféipar Ta ypappata

OTIG TOETES TEY XPEUATUEVWY,

Tl vOxTes of Aékets Ha dplovtal,
Ba alvytolv yapoxauéves Epvies.
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VIII

Over the years my branches have bent;
I am afraid of the day

that they will be approachable enough,
so that they can hang

defeated soldiers.

I am afraid of the letters

in the pockets of the hanged ones,
at nights the words will howl,
bereaved Furies will bay.






ATo THY ToINTIXY CUAAOYY)
«Xapéves Yndides 2»

From the poetry collection
“Lost Tesserae II”
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14. Eidixés mepiotdoels

[Téte mére yperaleTar

V& OTAUATEUE V& YpadoulE,
Vv’ ddnvoupe TOV dpbpo

va yivet 0pbuog.

Xpetdletar v’ dyyilovpe

xal ™ xabnuepvotyta,

oi Gyxides ™5

V& LaTWYOUY T& OdXTUAG Wag.

Dofaypar Tig cupdopes
étav Bploxouv Tobg TolnTES
UE TO oAl Toug
avapeoa aTovg aTiyoUs
Y Gpa moL 6 OpdpLos
nalpvel dwTia.

Doféipal Tig cupdops,
amattoly amoAvTy adociway.



14. Special occasions

From time to time we need
to stop writing,

to let the way

become a road.

It is important that we also touch
everyday life,

so that its spikes

make our fingers bleed.

I'm scared of disasters
when they find poets
holding their pencil
among verses
on the point that the way
takes fire.

I’'m scared of disasters,
they demand absolute devotion.

57
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15. Ku ol {wvravol &eyvolv

Kal va mob xdmote of vexpot Bupolvrat
! Epyovtal
metaolides THg viyTag
YUpw ATO TH) Aauma
xt Epyovtal oTa dvelpa,
ot Gotyta mapabupa
Stav 6 dépas petatomilel THV xoupTiva.

Kal vd mob of {wvtavol geyvolv
YeAlilowv

yau TV ayavaxTyoy
i doetalouv TO puadd Toug
oTN Aexavy uE T amovepa.

‘H avola, % dvola cov Téaa xpovia
W Exave va Eexdow T xpotd Tis dwviic gou.
Movaya xdmotes Aékels oov Emapyl@TIXES
mpodépw yia va Bupdpal Ta Adyta cou
Apav’ T apav’
Adax pmovdax
Avtidepo.

‘H avoia aov &pytoe
VO XQTQTPWEL Xl Ta VELpA [LOU
xt éxel apinty Epxeaal.
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15. The alive forget, too

So a day comes that the dead remember
and approach

like butterflies of the night

around the light

enter the dreams,

through the open windows

when the wind blows the curtain aside.

And look how the alive forget;
they murmur

“fuck the dander”

and pour their brain

into the basin with the backwash.

Dementia, your dementia all these years
made me forget the tone of your voice.

Only some of your provincial words
I utter so as I can remember them
Aran’ t’ aran’
Alak bulaak
Holy Bread.

Your dementia has started
devouring my dreams
where you come speechless.
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16. "Avwva

T 1950 alavile Kidxioitina ywpddia
UE TO dloyo, oV Alwvdpa.

To *70 ahawvile T ooxdxia THg Zalovixng
3 1 \ 1A 3 1 1A
amo ta Kaotpa ws 0 Kamav.

-Tléve ypévia mob Eyw va uAnow

“Yoatve yahia otoév apyaletd s 6 *80
o’ éva maid Ymrotafavo ony "Avw T16Ay.

-TO XATAXOITO TaBdVL UE TTOLYELWVEL

Méyxpt 76’90 &dompile xal xououéTeve
omiTia xal omiTiaL.

-dompioa. To xpeldtt mAnydlet TO xopul pov.
Océ pov, motdg e vtuvetl, motds pe Tailet;

Aty Bupapat,

b4 AR 3 J

dvtpa, Taldd av eiya, Ogv...

"Epyovtat, dedyouve popdes,

nava e AEve,

Ava pg dwvdlouv.

Ta pailia pov,
Exw xpévia va dTIdEw TG padlid pov.
Aty Bupdpar Qv e Aéyav "Awva.



16. Anna

In 1950 she threshed Kilkisian fields
along with a horse, in Alonara.

In 1070s she was full of go in the alleys of Salonika
from the Castles to Kapani.

- It has been years since I last talked

She weaved rugs at her loom in 1980s
in an old high-ceiling room in Ano Polis.

- The bedridden ceiling haunts me

Up to 1990s she whitewashed houses
and did errands for numerous families.

- I have whitened. The bed ulcerates my body.
Dear God, who dresses me, who feeds me?

I do not remember

if I had a husband or children, I can’t...
Figures come and go

they call me Mum,

they name me Anna.

My hair,
it has been years since I last had my hair done.

I cannot remember whether my name was Anna.
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17. Eepiiwuds
Mmoyd{xiot 13 Touviov 1924

"Epafe va ypddet morjuata,

va oLy Todével Tovg aTixoug

oTis xopuéves piles THic yevidic Tov,
o1 oTepvd BupldTiopa ot pvnpaTta,
OTN YURVWUEVY ExxANald,

OTEY TTITIOV TIG TOPTES

xal ta mapafipla

moL Eyaoxav dphavoryta.

-Tlatépa, cav avrapwbolipe xamote
Ba ool mé yi& Tig xoupTives pag,
Eepaxpaivape xt qvéulay
am’ ta mapadupa
OTtG XOUVAEL TTYNY Tpoxupaia
0 XOTUOG T& HAVTAMA
1 1 14
YL xahd xaTeudoto.

To EedTiopévo xapti

Tol dvrarrdipov,

éxelvo T xopupd Tt ptlixod,
elval xaxid TAnyn

xal otdlel ioTopia.



17. Uprooting
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Bogazkioi, 13th June, 1924

He learnt to write poems,

to tighten the verses firmly

on the cut roots of his generation,
with the last incense at the graves,
in the empty church,

at the doors of the houses

at the windows

that stayed wide open.

-Father, when we meet some day

I will tell you all about our curtains,

while we were leaving

they were waving out of the window

in the way that people wave the handkerchiefs
at the sea front

wishing for a safe voyage.

The frayed paper
of the exchange,
that part of fate,

is a nasty wound
and it drips history.
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18. ’Ematpodn

Amoe qvti yia o deyyapt
avaa 10 TaAld xavTAAL Tol maTpixol.

Té tp{bvia Y1bvpilay &va xrdupa Poufd
oav Tig pavag
\ 7 \ \ b4 14 A
Tl vOxTES TOL 08V %Eepe Tl xdvw
xal mov Pploxoypat.

"Avoiga v égamopta xal Eéduye TO dydpt
ué & E0Ava omabid.

*Qpeg wpes N viyTa d¢v mepvi
XTUTIAEL Gypla O ThUYIOS TS,
TOVAEL
$mews oxiles ™y Yuyy)
yie ve Eebades ) Lwy) oov
$mws Eavayvpvés NTTNUEVOS
TOAAAKWUEVOS TILAL
xt amolntés T dvbpwmid.



18. The Return

Tonight instead of the moon
I lit the old vigil oil candle of my father’s house.

The grasshoppers whispered a mute cry

like Mother’s
at nights when she didn’t know what I was doing
or where I was.

I opened the front door and the boy
with the wooden swords slipped out.

Sometimes the night does not pass
its pulse beats wildly,
it aches
as you tear the soul
to dig up your life
as you return defeated
and crumpled
seeking for humanness.
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19. "Ayvwarol vexpol

Eiyav dxépa o dpPura
Eepapéva T& oTEPVE TOUS PrinaTa.

“Evag eixe 010 oTép TOLYdp0 RiToXaULUEVO,
gvas elye o) dolyTa éva udToo oTdyia
w1 &vag elye oTa paTia TO deyydpl
xal Tpelg aTiyous oTHY TaAaun
otv Euaba ot mody méAEpo
aiypawtiotyxa,
ToLds wdxms Elpat NTTNLEVOS.
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19. Unknown dead

They still had their last steps
dried out on their combat boots.

One had a half-burnt cigarette in his mouth,
other had a bunch of ears of corn in the flat of the hand
and another had the moon in his eyes
and three verses on the palm
I have never learnt during which war
I had been captivated,
what battle I am defeated by.
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20. ’EmlxAnom

"Q ZapatoloTpa,

TEG uag Y& T PAéppata TV xoupaouivwy,
Yl TS oTPaTIES

TGV dxpwpwy avbpwmwy.

Davépwat pag

Y& méowy apyvpapotPpév o yoloTto
xTloTyxe x1 7 O pag ToMTele
Tavw ot yxpepiopéva eldwla.



20. Invocation

Oh Zaratustra,

tell us about the looks of the tired,
about the field armies

of the colourless people.

Reveal to us

for how many moneychangers’ taste
our own state was built

on dejected idols.
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