And v TomTikn GLAAOYY AingyRoeic molewv, exddoels Keédpos ABnva 2016.
(eEAMVIKG — ayyAkd).

XYMBAN AIIPIAIOY

To pa&ihdpt, Wpopévn yn. H arhooid tov MAwov éva Bpdiopa eotidc. To tpdommo g eikOvVag
glvar 1otio pvnung pe kowotpo v apvnon Bavatov. [apdBvpo v avepilel n abavosio To Avo g
otV mAATELD.

Kat odvvepa vdpatudv, kabng avakov@ilovv éva maydevpévo e oto xBectvd Aoydviacpo.
Xethn mov Advouy 610 YO TANUUOPA GLyNnG. AvemaicOntn agn, Katd TAnpoeopies Eexaouévn.
Kot var, AdBog peydro- mpokeitor yio devdopootoryia, 6,1t katainyetl neicpo onpeiov otov opilovra.
Katdomba otov yeyodva kap@avel 1 dvoén toug oevidtacpovg ge. Eppovn dutikd tov Tpotvon
ta fotévia tov AéEemv.

APRIL EVENT

-From the collection of poems Auyyioeic nolewv, Kedros Publishers Athens 2016.

Pillow; perspiring earth. The spread of the sun a rustling. The icon's visage, a sail of memory with
death's denial as fuel. A window from which immortality winnows its linen.

And vapor clouds, as they relieve a trapped kiss in yesterday's panting. Lips that melt on the soil;
deluge of silence. Impalpable touch, forgotten according to information. And yes, a great mistake, it
is a hedgerow, whatever ends up the spite of a point on the horizon.

Spring spikes winter in the chest with her surprise attacks. Tenacity west of morn these herbs of
words.

Translated by Efthimios Tsiltopoulos



And v TomTikn GLAAOYY Me v mAdth oo mapodv, ekdocelg Kédpog ABfva 2014,
(EAMVIKG — oy yAMKA)

XTIF'MATYNAIKAX

I'éppo, mAnotdlo katd pETmmo

Zrrypaio aen xoAKkod ot poAvPiég g dvong

To @M tov gpdévov givar Gvo cHVOPL KoL TO
HOAALG YIVOVTOUL KOKKIVOXMUO T  OUPAVOD

EA@vov am’ o 0Evopa TEPTEL TO HEAAVL TNG VOYTOG
2T0yOVa-oTOYOVO, GTO VEPO, GOV GUVVEPX LEGO GTOV AVELO
Epnud tpuoverl oto 1icdysia

210G 0pOPOLG dladidovTal PNLeg emPimong

Ye Myo o opouog 0o potdlel oKoTOUEVO aipa
Mmnaive 6to pmap: Kol Ki\Tovg

AV 6" éva puBPd amd KLAOPEVO PHETAALO

H xivnon powdlet pe aotpomiaies fapdtnteg
[TAnpodve 10 ToTd pov, Katefaived 6TIC TOVOAETES,
oo o Katoapido amoPEVYOVTaS TNV TPOGEYYIoT
Kol TUPOoPoA® TO Aemidt TG povaid pov.

MARK OF A WOMAN

-From the collection of poems Me v midrny oto mapdov, Kedros Publishers Athens 2014.

Sundown, I approach straight on

The eastern strokes, a momentary touch of copper
The kiss of time, two borders and hair

becomes the red dust of the sky

Suddenly the ink of night falls from the trees,

drop by drop into the water, like clouds

in the wind

Wilderness creeps in the ground floor

Rumors of survival disseminate on the upper levels
In a while, the road will look like dead blood

I get into the bar; the belly of the sea monster
Diver in a rhythm of rolling metal

Movement looks like lightning gravities

I pay for my drink, descend to the toilet,

I save a cockroach avoiding all contact, and I shoot

the blade of my loneliness.
Translate by Lempessi Eleni



AT v TomTikr] cVAAOYN Atelég Koldal, exkddoelg Kovkrido AbMva 2020
(EAMVIKG — YEPLLOVIKA).

BYOOX EMIIIXTOXYNHX

IIpocoyn,

eni oKkMVNG 0eVv Exovpe xpdvo vo okePhov e 060 KpaTa
0 poAog,

N TAateio 0gv £yl LETPO VA Kpiver To mapdv

0G0 Kpatd

o OpiapPoc. Kivotepa n capnvela Tov amoAdtov,

1N T0 AmOAVTO TNG AGAPELOS, AVATOPEYOLV GUVONKES
TPOHOL. AAAGE Vo Kol KATL KOAD: OEV KATOVO® TAEOV
) BefardTa eKTOHS KL av d100€TEL O1dpKeELDL
aLPV1O1G LLOYD.

Méypt Tdpa pdvo ot ammAEleg umopoHv

Vo VTOAOYiGOVV

pe akpifela 1o KOGTOG TG YOVILOTNTOG.

MEERESGRUND DES VERTRAUENS
(Aus dem Gedichtband Unvollendete Collage, Koukkida Verlag, Athen 2020)

Achtung,

auf der Biihne haben wir keine Zeit nachzudenken solange

die Rolle

agiert, die Zuschauer haben keinen Mafstab die Gegenwart abzuschitzen
solange der

Triumph hélt. Und daraufhin reproduziert die Klarheit des Absoluten,
oder das Absolute der Unklarheit, Verhéltnisse des

Schreckens. Hierzu noch etwas Gutes: ich begreife nunmehr

die Gewissheit nicht, ausgenommen sie verfligt iiber die Dauer

der Uberraschung.

Bisweilen konnen nur die Verluste

mit Genauigkeit

die Kosten der Fertilitit berechnen.

Translate by Katharina Liatzoura



Azd v TomTIKT GLAAOYY ATddoon tomicwy, ekddoels I afpinlions Abmva 2012,
(EAMVIKG — 1TOAKEL).

METAPHORE II.

Beveria 2012
Avapovn. Ot damhevoelg kabovotepodv Tov puoud akoAovddVTAG o KON, ZTOUATNGOV GYXEOOV.
A6 kbto 1 0dhacca Bomevel Ta TOSIA LOG e TIG UTOVKAES TNG. ATO v 1 Bpoy| LAG mepikAeiet
ooV pio Kot LoVadIKT oToyOvo, KOTApPAKTY.
Aimho. pov éva amepiokento kopitol, oxeddvV YUUVO GTOVG OVTIKOTOTTIPICUOVS TNG VYPOOCiog,
yBvpilet: «Avotuydc pio 6Tdorn akoun Kt votepa Bo TOTOVCATE GTO YOUA...», Kol aveRalovtog
VTOUOVN] OTO UATI cLUTANpOVEL: «Agite, €d®d KOple Olo to Tpafdel M GPfvocog am’ TOLG
aoTPAyaAoVG: av otabeite TEPAV TOL AGPAAOVG o caG YOVEYEL TO VEPOY.
AvopoTtiépot olonmAd Tt Tov xpetdloviot 0m TG0 ¥POVO 0L VEKPOL.
«Ia va kaBvotepeite o1 {ovtavol...», LoV amovTd.

METAPHORE II.

Venezia 2012
(Raccolta di poesie Versioni di paesaggi, Edizioni Gavrilidis Atene 2012)

Attesa. Le traversate ritardano il ritmo seguendo la dipartita.

Si sono quasi fermate. Il mare di sotto accarezza con i suoi riccioli i nostri piedi. La pioggia di sopra
ci racchiude come goccia unica di cascata.

Accanto a me una ragazza imprudente, quasi nuda ai riflessi dell” umidita, bisbiglia: ‘Purtroppo una
sosta in piu e avrebbe messo il piede per terra ...” e facendo salire la pazienza agli occhi aggiunge:
“Vede signore, qui 'abisso tira tutto giu dalle caviglie- se si sofferma oltre 1’attendibile, verra
inghiottito dall’ acqua’.

Mi chiedo silenziosamente, ai morti cosa serve qui cosi tanto tempo.

‘Per far tardare voi vivi ...’

mi risponde.

Metaopaon Tliva KapBovvakn



