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Amy Lowell (1874-1925)

The Bath

The day is fresh-washed and fair, and there is a smell of tulips and narcissus in the air.

The sunshine pours in at the bath-room window and bores through the water in the
bath-tub in lathes and planes of greenish-white. It cleaves the water into flaws like a
jewel, and cracks it to bright light.

Little spots of sunshine lie on the surface of the water and dance, dance, and their
reflections wobble deliciously over the ceiling; a stir of my finger sets them whirring,
reeling. I move a foot and the planes of light in the water jar. I lie back and laugh, and let
the green-white water, the sun-flawed beryl water, flow over me. The day is almost too
bright to bear, the green water covers me from the too bright day. I will lie here awhile
and play with the water and the sun spots. The sky is blue and high. A crow flaps by the
window, and there is a whiff of tulips and narcissus in the air.

Aovto

H npeéopa eival oeonolovopévn nt wola, TOLAMTES 1Al VAOULOCOL, 7] ELWOLX
TOLG TAXVATOL GTOV AEQA.

To NMoyYwg Eeydvetal oto noeafboL ToL AOLTEOL %ot TELTWYVEL ATO TO
VEQO OTY] UTAVIEQN HE TOEVOLG XAl TAKVES YAWMUOL TEAGLVOL. Xyilel TO veo
ooy TOATLO TeTEadt pe Peyadia, uat 10 Quyilel GTO AXUTEO PWC.

Muwpeg nnhideg NAOPwTOg TAAYIRLOLY GTNV ETUPAVELX TOL VEQOL Mot
YOQELOLY, YOEELOLY, ol To ELOWAG TOLG TUEATXLIOLY ATOAXVOTIXG OTYY
00PN T BAYTLAL OV GUAELOLY KL XVLTA GTOLPOYLEVOLY, Yépvouv. Mia nivnom
TOL TOSLOL OV MUl T UOPATA TOL YWTOG TEePOTailovy aTo vepo. I'épvw Tiow
Nl YEAW, UL APNVW TO YAWKO TEACWVO, VEQO YUAXLOTQEAGVO GOy TNV
NAMoOnaphévy  Brovilo, vo nuAnoet mavew pov. H npépo elvar  oyedov
aBaotoyTor ALUTIEY], TO TEAGLYO VEQO AoTidN EVAVTIA OTNY ABAoToUY T AXUTOY
nuépx. Oua mAayow edw yroo AMyo xat B amoladow T0 vepd xat TG UNALOES
00 NMoYwtoc. O ovEavog elvat YyxAavog nt amepavtog. 'Bvo  xopoxt
ptepovyilel 610 MaEdbuEo, TOLAITEG XAl VAEXIGOOL, TO GEWUA TOLG TAXVATOL
OTOV XEQU.

Mertdpouon: Maopio ['alavonodiov



Anne Sexton (1928-1974)

From the Garden

Come, my beloved,

consider the lilies.

We are of little faith.

We talk too much.

Put your mouthtul of words away
and come with me to watch
the lilies open in such a field,
growing there like yachts,
slowly steering their petals
without nurses or clocks.

Let us consider the view:

a house where white clouds
decorate the muddy halls.

Oh, put away your good words
and your bad words. Spit out
your words like stones!

Come here! Come here!

Come eat my pleasant fruits.

A7o Tov Knmo

'Ela, ayann pov,

oLALOYLIGOL TOLG %ELVOLC.

[Tiotebovpe Alyo.

Dlvxpobye TOAD.

‘Apnoe oty anpn Tg Aéetg

not éhor pall var xorta€ove

T0UG 1Elvoug Tov avbilovy oe TéToLov KUyEO,
vae TAnOaivouy exet ooy Badapunyol,

vae nodnyodv apyd To TETAHAA TOVG
Sly WG VOGONOUES 7] QOAOYLA.

Ag ovMoytotodpe ) Heor

'Eva aompo omitt 0mov aonpa oLvvepa
StanoopoLy 1o Oapma Swpatia.

Mo dpnoe oty dxEn TIg HAAES

not TLG nonéc oov Aééetc. Ilétaée

ooy mETEES LG Agkelg oou!

To edw! 'Eia edo!
‘Bl xot pae T00g AMOAXLOTINOLS HXOTIOLG OV,

Metdpoauon: Baohun Adnno



Sylvia Plath (1932-1963)

The Applicant

First, are you our sort of a person?
Do you wear

A glass eye, false teeth or a crutch,
A brace or a hook,

Rubber breasts or a rubber crotch,

Stitches to show something's missing? No
no?

Then

How can we give you a thing?

Stop crying.

Open your hand.

Empty? Empty. Here is a hand

5

To fill it and willing

To bring teacups and roll away headaches
And do whatever you tell it.

Will you marry it?

It is guaranteed

To thumb shut your eyes at the end
And dissolve of sorrow.

We make new stock from the salt.

I notice you are stark naked.

How about this suit

Black and stiff, but not a bad fit.

Will you marry it?

It is waterproof, shatterproof, proof
Against fire and bombs through the roof.
Believe me, they'll bury you in it.

Now your head, excuse me, is empty.
I have the ticket for that.

Aty

Apywa, elote o TOnog avlpwnov mov Yayvoupe;
Dopdre

BEva yuddvo patt, Pedtina Sovtia 7 npatate dexavixnt,
Dopate enryovatidn 1 evay yavilo,

Aaotryévio ot)0n 7 évay xadho amd xaovtoovx,

Poppota yro vae Setéete ot ndt Aeimet; Oy; Tinota
Tote

ITeg vo cov dwoovpe €0Tw %ol TO TXEAUIXEO;
2TUUXTNOTE TO HAUUX.

Avoifte to yépLx g,

Adewa; Adeta. Oplote éva yept

I v t0 yepioete uon pokioto mEoOLpL

No pepet patlavio e Toa 1ot Vo Stwyvet Tov
TOVOUEPAAO

Ko vae naver 011 tov Intacte.

Oa 10 TAVTEELTELTE;

Eivo BéBato mwg

Oa #Aeloel e TOV AVTIYEIQX TA UATIX OUG
Ko O oog amakiover v OAL.
Driayvovpe veéo amobepo amd ahatt.
[Mapatnenoa Ot elote yuuvog.

Tt Ba Aéyate YU’ awTO TO #OLGTOOUL;

Moadpo xat dnapmto, ahhe EYEeL *UAY] EQUOULOYY).

Oua T0 TOVTEELTELTE;

Eivor adaooyo, abpavoto xat avteéyet

Tryv potd not 11¢ BopBeg Tov TEPTOLY ATO TNV OPOYY.
[Tiotédte pe, O oog Badouy pe avtod.

Twoa, cLYYWEESTE pe, AALX TO 1EPHAL COG Elvat AOELO.
'Eyw etotmoto y” awto.



Come here, sweetie, out of the closet.
Well, what do you think of that?
Naked as paper to start

But in twenty-five years she'll be silver,
In fifty, gold.

A living doll, everywhere you look.

It can sew, it can cook,

It can talk, talk, talk.

It works, there is nothing wrong with it.

You have a hole, it's a poultice.
You have an eye, it's an image.

My boy, it's your last resort.

Will you marry it, marry it, marry it.

EAa e, yAdxa, Byeg an’ 10 viovAamnt
Notndv, Twg cov Yaivetat avtod;

Topvo oav dypopo yaett ya vo yoaetg

A& oe etrootmévte ypovia auty) O etvo apyve?,
2e MEVNVTX, YQLOY).

Mio Lwvtavy) xobxha, OTOL 1oL Vo XOLTREELS.
Mmnopet vo paBet, pmoget vor poryetpevet,

Mmnopet ot phde, ke, A

Aovhedet, Sev éyetl xavévo TEOBANuA.
Eryetg pio tovma, eivot natdmAaopma.
Eryerg éva patt, etvar etnova.
Ayamnto pov ayogt, elvat 1) TEAELTALO GOV ELXALELX.
Oo 10 TAVTEELTELG, TAVTEEVTELS, TAVIQEVLTELS;

Metapoaoy: Xtélla Kapoapuilidov



Maya Angelou (1928-2014)

When Great Trees Fall

When great trees fall,

rocks on distant hills shudder,
lions hunker down

in tall grasses,

and even elephants

lumber after safety.

When great trees fall

in forests,

small things recoil into silence,
their senses

eroded beyond fear.

When great souls die,

the air around us becomes
light, rare, sterile.

We breathe, briefly.

Our eyes, briefly,

see with

a hurtful clarity.

Our memory, suddenly sharpened,
examines,

gnaws on kind words
unsaid,

promised walks

never taken.

Great souls die and
our reality, bound to
them, takes leave of us.
Our souls,

dependent upon their
nurture,
now shrink, wizened.

'Otov Aygpwya Aévtoa ITéptovy

Ortav ayépwyn devipa mépTouy,

o Byt GELOVTAL GTOLG ATIOUXNELOPEVOLG AOPOUG,

Toe AtovTaota oxdBoLY TaEASOUEVH
ot YMAa yopTaELa,

axOPY %L OL ENEPUVTEG

Badilovy Baptd mEOG TNV aopaAeta.

Otav ayepwyo Sevtoa mepTouvy
ota ddo,

n&fe T pnEo vTOYWEEL 0TY CLWTY,
ot atcBnoerg toug

nhoviopéveg mepa and ndbe pofo.

Ortav ayépwyeg Puyec nebaivouy,
0 AEQUG YLOW UG YIVETaL
eAxpEDG, 1EaLog, ENEog.
Avooaivovpe #0QTa.

To Bréppo pag loo Tov
avTintlet

e oduvre1 Stadyeta.

H pvipn poag Edepvou axoviopévn
e€etdlel,

Baoavileton pe #ovBevTeg YALXES,
AVEITWTEC,

LTOGYOPEVOLG TEQLTATOVG

nov dev naEbnray noté.



Ayeowyeg Yuyéc nebaivovy xat

7 TEAYUATIHOTNTE YOG, OEUEV

0" ALTEC, LOC XTTOYXULOETA.

Ot Yoyeg poag,

eEaQTOMUEVEG ATO 1)

pEOVTISA TOLG,

TOEX GLEEILVWLYOVTAL, LXEXLWYOLV.

Our minds, formed

and informed by their

radiance, fall away.

We are not so much maddened

as reduced to the unutterable ignorance
of

dark, cold

caves.

And when great souls die,
after a period peace blooms,
slowly and always
irregularly. Spaces fill

with a kind of

soothing electric vibration.
Our senses, restored, never
to be the same, whisper to us.
They existed. They existed.
We can be. Be and be
better. For they existed.

O voug pog, TAaouevog

Nl EVIEQOG ATIO TO {BLO

TOLG TO YwG, acbevel.

Aev ydoope To AOYIHE PG

ATAWG TUYLOELTNUXPUE OTNY ATEQLYQATTY] GLyVOLX
OV

O1OTEVGY, YUYWy

OTMAGLWY.

Ko 6tav aypwyeg Yuyég mebaivouy,

UETX ATO XALOO 7] ELONVY] AVATEAAEL,

XOYX AL TIOVTOL

atanto. To xevo yepilet

pe éva etdog

nafinovyaotinwy, NAenTEIopEVLY S0VNoEWY.
Ot aobnoetg pog avontnueveg,

Yo TVt Aoy peveg, pag Yrivpilovv.
Ynnoéav. Ynno€av.

Mrnogovpe va Lodpe. Na Lodue not v yivopaote
nohvtepot. [att exsiveg vmnpéav.

Metdapoaon: Tavie Awpavtn



Tracy K. Smith (1972-)

Don’t You Wonder, Sometimes?
1.

After dark, stars glisten like ice, and the distance they span
Hides something elemental. Not God, exactly. More like
Some thin-hipped glittering Bowie-being—a Starman

Or cosmic ace hovering, swaying, aching to make us see.
And what would we do, you and I, if we could know for sure

That someone was there squinting through the dust,

Saying nothing is lost, that everything lives on waiting only
To be wanted back badly enough? Would you go then,

Even for a few nights, into that other life where you

And that first she loved, blind to the future once, and happy?

Would I put on my coat and return to the kitchen where my
Mother and father sit waiting, dinner keeping warm on the stove?
Bowie will never die. Nothing will come for him in his sleep

Or charging through his veins. And he’ll never grow old,

Just like the woman you lost, who will always be dark-haired

And flush-faced, running toward an electronic screen

That clocks the minutes, the miles left to go. Just like the life

In which I'm forever a child looking out my window at the night sky
Thinking one day I’ll touch the world with bare hands

Even if it burns.

2.

He leaves no tracks. Slips past, quick as a cat. That’s Bowie
For you: the Pope of Pop, coy as Christ. Like a play



Within a play, he’s trademarked twice. The hours

Plink past like water from a window A/C. We sweat it out,
Teach ourselves to wait. Silently, lazily, collapse happens.
But not for Bowie. He cocks his head, grins that wicked grin.

Time never stops, but does it end? And how many lives
Before take-off, before we find ourselves
Beyond ourselves, all glam-glow, all twinkle and gold?

The future isn’t what it used to be. Even Bowie thirsts
For something good and cold. Jets blink across the sky
Like migratory souls.

3.

Bowie is among us. Right here

In New York City. In a baseball cap
And expensive jeans. Ducking into
A deli. Flashing all those teeth

At the doorman on his way back up.
Or he’s hailing a taxi on Lafayette
As the sky clouds over at dusk.

He’s in no rush. Doesn’t feel

The way you’d think he feels.
Doesn’t strut or gloat. Tells jokes.

I’ve lived here all these years

And never seen him. Like not knowing
A comet from a shooting star.

But I'll bet he burns bright,

Dragging a tail of white-hot matter
The way some of us track tissue

Back from the toilet stall. He’s got
The whole wotld under his foot,

And we are small alongside,

Though there are occasions

When a man his size can meet
Your eyes for just a blip of time
And send a thought like SHINE
SHINE SHINE SHINE SHINE
Straight to your mind. Bowie,
I want to believe you. Want to feel
Your will like the wind before rain.
The kind everything simply obeys,
Swept up in that hypnotic dance
As if something with the power to do so
Had looked its way and said:

Go ahead.



Meoweg Qopeg, bev avapwTiEaat;

210 o%01adt T aotEa PuyEd anTvoBOoAOLY KL 1] ATOCTAGY] TTOL StayhOLY

KobBet a1t 1o ototyetwdes. Oyt tov Ot anptBwc. Ileptocodtepo pua

Aentenidenty, exbopfotinn othovéta oav tov Mroout- évav Starman

'H évay ovpmavtind mhoto mov awelitat, Anviletot, Aoy THEAEL VO LaG XVOLEEL TO ALTLAL.
Ko 1t Oor ndvorpe, eyo nt eob, av Eépape pe aryovpla

[Twg xamotog etvar exet, Ao€oxortdet peg am’ T orovy,

Aéyovtag mwg timota Sev ydvetat, Twg O oLVeYI{OLY VAL LTIEEYOLY TEQLUEVOVTAG OV
No 1o Oedjoovy xpretd yro v yuploovy miow; Oa TNyaLveg TOTE,

'Eotw yu pepnég voyteg, oe aut v &AL (w1 Omov eah

Ko a1 mpwtoayamninrate, avnéepot yioa Tov ©amoTe T0 PEAAOV UXL YAQODUEVOL;

Oua &Bala 0 Tadto pov xat Ha yupvodoo 611y xovlive OTOL pe TEPLEVOLY
H unrtépa nt o mxtépag pov, pe 1o Seinvo v (eoTalveTtar 6Tov 9odEVo;

O Mnoout dev Oa nebaver mote. Tinota dev O tapaéet Tov Hvo tov.
Tinota dev B tov ahhotwaoet. Kat Sev Oa yepdoet mote,

oy T yuvaina mou éyaoeg, mov Oa eyet mavta eBevivor poAhia

Ko payovka podiopéva, 10€xovtag meog uta 066wy

[Tov petpda tor Aemtd, o pidtor TOL PEVOLY Var Stavboetg. 2o T {w)

‘Onov pévw yro mavta mondi va xortalw an’ 1o maeabupo Tov EvaoTEo 0LEAVO
2nentopevy Ot po pepa o ayyiéw Tov xOGUO [e To YOV OV YEQLX
Andpo nt oy pe xalet

2.

Aev agrvet tyvn. Beyhotodet yopyd oav yata. Avtog eivar o Mrdout
Av Oéhete va Eépete: o TTanag ¢ [Ton, oepvotugog oav tov Xptotd. Zav
BEva Oeatoind péoa 6™ éva Beatond, eig Stmhody youpauteLotinog. Ot weeg Teevouy,

KuAdve ooy 6TayOVEG GTOVG GWANVEG TOL HALUXTLOTINOD. AYWVIODUE,
Exnoudedovpe toug eavtode pag va vropevouv. H xatdppevon oyetar abopufa, voyehud.
A Oyt yroe Tov Mmoout. I'épvet 10 uepaht %ot YoOYEAGEL e VONPLA.

O y006vog dev oTapatdel TOTE, ko pNTwg otepevel; Kat mooeg Lweg
[Tow ™V anoyelwon, mEvy BEodpe TOLE EXVTOLE KOG
[Tépa amd awtoie, peyyoBoroby, atpaptakilovy YELoUPIES;

To pélhov Sev eivar avtod TOL NTay. Andpa nt 0 Mmoot Sudaet
TN waett wpaio not Spocepo. Ta et aotpantovta Staayilovy Tov oLEAVO
2oy anodnpnuneg Yuyec.

O Mmnoout eivat avdpeod pag. AxptBog edo
211 Néa Yooun. Gopwvtag axptBa v ut éva



Kaného tov unéilunol. Xwvetour péoa ae
Eva vielxatéooev. Xapoyehwviag Stamiato
2tov Bupweo Touv Peloxetat 6o SPOPO TOoL.
'H xaver vonpa oe poe xodpoa ot Aaparyet
Kabawg o ovpavodg ouvveyralet To codpouTo.
Aev Braletor. Aev viwbet Omwg

[Teptpeveg Ot Ha viwbet.

Aev nopralet, dev napopnvetl. Aotetebetat.

Zw 3w OO0 YOV

Kot dev tov éyw Set moTé. Xov var unv umoee va €eywplow
BEvav sopnm anod évay Stattovia aotépa

AMG otorynpatilw ot Oa naiyeton Aapmpa

DEPOVTAC YLt OLEG AELKNG, HAVTNG VAN

‘Opota pe ®AmoLovg amo eUaS TOL YEQOLY LY OLEX YAOTLVY]
2Tov Yuplopo am’ v Tovakéta. Olog o n0euog

Boptoxetat vmd Tov TOdLoL ToUL,

Kt epeig Simha tov pavouaaote melot,

‘Opwg uTaEYOLY TEQITTWOELS

‘Omov évag avbpwrog touv peyeboug tov ouvavta
To BAEPPE GOL YLor OV L GTLYUY

Kot petadidet po oxédn ooy AAMWYE
AAMYE AAMYE AAMYE AAMYWE
Koatevbelav 610 pooakod cov. Mnoout,

Ochw va motedw oe ova. OEhw va VKo

To Béhnpa cov cav Tov avepo v ™V Bpoy.
To eidog mov oTa TAVTX AYOYYLOTA LTAKOLVE
[Mapadopéva e avTOV TOV LIV TIGTINO GXOTO
2oy 74Tt e T7] SLVALPLY] VO UAVEL HXTL TETOLO
Koitage npog 10 pépog tou xat eime

Tpoyapa

Metdgpoaoy: Xtehoc Kopnoyidvwng



Claude McKay (1889-1948)

The Lynching

His spirit is smoke ascended to high heaven.

His father, by the cruelest way of pain,

Had bidden him to his bosom once again;

The awful sin remained still unforgiven.

All night a bright and solitary star

(Perchance the one that ever guided him,

Yet gave him up at last to Fate's wild whim)

Hung pitifully o'er the swinging char.

Day dawned, and soon the mixed crowds came to
view

The ghastly body swaying in the sun:

The women thronged to look, but never a one

Showed sorrow in her eyes of steely blue;

And little lads, lynchers that were to be,

Danced round the dreadful thing in fiendish glee.

To Awradiopo

To Ivebpa tov ooy xamvog Pnid otov TaEddetoo va alweeital.
O natépag tov, pe Tov 1o Bavanco TEOTO TOL EMPOXELTO VA TOVECEL,
2NV AyUAALR TOL Yot AUOUY] [LoL YOS TOV elye nohéoet:

H amotponoua apoption TuQEpeLve anomy] YwElg oo GLYYWEELTOL.
'Okn voyTar évar povaynd aoTépL ToL YuTilet

(Iowg excivo mov tov nabodnyodoe TonTina

‘Opwg tov eynatérerde otne Moipag ) oxnoy embupio tehind)
Koepdapevo OMBepa mavw an’ T anavboarwpévo aopa Tov
oTUpoyvEILeL.

Xapake, nat obvtopo Neboav va dovy o TAN0N Tor penta

To abéplo oopa va Tehavtedetat 6Tov NAto Se€id ut 0ptoTeEd
Ot yuvaineg ouvwoTIGTNHAY VO SOLY, OWG TOTE OE UKL

Aev @avnue O oo patiar, o yokdlro o Yoypa

Kot to e ayopler, Tob EMOOUELTO VX AVTGHQOLY UEAROVTIXG.

Xopevay yoow an’ 10 Powntd Oapo xat yaipoviay StrBoAnd.

Metagoaoy: Maprédia Ocopovidov



Langston Hughes (1901-1967)

I, Too
I, too, sing America.

I am the darker brother.

They send me to eat in the kitchen
When company comes,

But I laugh,

And eat well,

And grow strong,.

Tomorrow,

I'll be at the table
When company comes.
Nobody’ll dare

Say to me,

“Eat in the kitchen,”
Then.

Besides,
They’ll see how beautiful I am
And be ashamed—

I, too, am America.

Eyo, c€ioov
Eyo, ekicov, e€opve v Apeown.

Eipoat o mo pelavog aderpog.

Me otéhvouy va paw oty xouliva
‘Orav éM0ovy emtonemnteg,

A& ey0 YEA®,

Kou toépopat nala,

Kot Stxprwg duvapwvw.

Avbgto,

Ou elpat nt eyw 010 TEAMELL
'Otav éM0ovy emtonéntec.
Kavevag dev Oa dtoevonet
No pe Swtaéet

"Na pdo otmv xoulive”
Torte.

E&alov,
Ou xxtahdBovy TOCO OUOEYOC elpiat
Kot O vrpamoiv-

Eyo, e€ioov, sipot 1 Apepun).

Mertdpoaoy: Mopio Aenevioint



I, Too
I, too, sing America.

I am the darker brother.

They send me to eat in the kitchen
When company comes,

But I laugh,

And eat well,

And grow strong.

Tomorrow,

I’ll be at the table
When company comes.
Nobody’ll dare

Say to me,

“Eat in the kitchen,”
Then.

Besides,
They’ll see how beautiful I am

And be ashamed—

I, too, am America.

K:, Eyo
Kt eyo Paiiw yroo mv Apeonn.

Eipat o oxotetvog adelpog.
Me Exmootélouvy va paw oty xovliva
Orav épyovtat emonédetg,
Mo yehw,

Kot noahotpww,

Kot duvapwmve.

Abpro,

Ox’pot 610 TEATEC
Orav ¢pbovv emonedels.
Kaveig dev b todunoet
No pov met

«Dae o171V noulivor,
Torte.

AMworte,
O ovV TNV OROEYLA KOV
Kot O vipomody-

Ku ey elpat n Apepund).

Metdpoaon: Mapia I'akavonodiov



Langston Hughes (1901-1967)

Genius Child

This is a song for the genius child.
Sing it softly, for the song is wild.
Sing it softly as ever you can -
Lest the song get out of hand.

Nobody loves a genius child.

Can you love an eagle,
Tame or wild?

Can you love an eagle,
Wild or tame?

Can you love a monster
Of frightening name?

Nobody loves a genius child.

Kill him - and let his soul run wild.

IToudt Axpmo

Tobto eivon evar TEayobSL yLa evar matdt AxpmO.
ITeg 10 owyava, yott elvat TooyoLdt GyQLo.

ITeg 10 oyave OTWG PTOQEELS -

Mnrwg no Sev to Eavadelg.

Kaveig 6ev ayanda éva nadi Aapmo.

Mmnogeic va ayanioeLg evay eTo,
Eite Npepo eite ayoto;

Mmnogeic va ayanioeLg evay keTO,
Elte aypto eite Nuepo;

Mmnogeic va ayanioeLg Eva xTNVog
ITov’ yet Ovopar poBepo;

Kavelg dev ayana v modt Aapmo.

2nO0TWOE ToV- xat &oe TV Yoy Tov v TEEEEL Bl WS adELO.


https://genius.com/Langston-hughes-genius-child-annotated#note-3224568
https://genius.com/Langston-hughes-genius-child-annotated#note-3874382
https://genius.com/Langston-hughes-genius-child-annotated#note-3874382

Words Like Freedom

There are words like Freedom
Sweet and wonderful to say.

On my heartstrings freedom sings

All day everyday.

There are words like Liberty
That almost make me cry.

If you had known what I know
You would know why.”

Silhouette

Southern gentle lady,

Do not swoon.

They’ve just hung a black man
In the dark of the moon.

They’ve hung a black man
To a roadside tree

In the dark of the moon
For the wotld to see

How Dixie protects

Its white womanhood.

Southern gentle lady,
Be good!
Be good!

AgEeig omwg Elevbepin

Yrapyovy Aé€eig onwg EAsvbspia
I"Auntég xa vTEEOYES OTO dMovLOPA.

211 0EdES ¢ naEdLag pov 1 Elevbepla tporyouda

Adtdnono xabnpeptva.

Yrapyovv Aé€eig onwg EAsvbspiornra
ITov Saxpva oyedov yevwobv.

Edv nEepeg avtd mov Eépw

O pabotveg yrott xvAoLHVY.

Dryovpa

Ko7 nupa tou Notov,

Mn AryoBvpag.

ATADG HQEPXTUY EVALY LOUDEO GVOOA
2.T0 G1OTOG TOL PEYYAOLOD.

Koeépaooy évav padpo avdpr

2.t0v 8000 0 éva xhadt

2.T0 G1OTOG TOL PEYYXOLOL

‘Qaote 0 ®OGPOC va det

[Twe o Apepavinog Notog npootatebet
Ty yovauneio phon ™V Aevuy).

Kol nvpa touv Notov,

No oot peodviun!
No’ oot poodvipn!

Mertdpoaon: Eaviodia Znna



H.P. Lovecraft (1890-1937)

Nemesis

Thro’ the ghoul-guarded gateways of slumber,
Past the wan-moon’d abysses of night,
I have liv’d o’er my lives without number,
I have sounded all things with my sight;
And I struggle and shrick ere the daybreak, being driven to madness with fright.

I have whirl’d with the earth at the dawning,
When the sky was a vaporous flame;
I have seen the dark universe yawning,
Where the black planets roll without aim;
Where they roll in their horror unheeded, without knowledge or lustre or name.

I had drifted o’er seas without ending,
Under sinister grey-clouded skies
That the many-fork’d lightning is rending,
That resound with hysterical cries;
With the moans of invisible daemons that out of the green waters rise.

I have plung’d like a deer thro’ the arches
Of the hoary primordial grove,
Where the oaks feel the presence that marches
And stalks on where no spirit dares rove;
And I flee from a thing that surrounds me, and leers thro’ dead branches above.

I have stumbled by cave-ridden mountains
That rise barren and bleak from the plain,
I have drunk of the fog-foetid fountains
That ooze down to the marsh and the main;
And in hot cursed tarns I have seen things I care not to gaze on again.

I have scann’d the vast ivy-clad palace,
I have trod its untenanted hall,
Where the moon writhing up from the valleys
Shews the tapestried things on the wall;
Strange figures discordantly woven, which I cannot endure to recall.

I have peer’d from the casement in wonder
At the mouldering meadows around,
At the many-roof’d village laid under



The curse of a grave-girdled ground;
And from rows of white urn-carven marble I listen intently for sound.

I have haunted the tombs of the ages,
I have flown on the pinions of fear
Where the smoke-belching Erebus rages,
Where the jokulls loom snow-clad and drear:
And in realms where the sun of the desert consumes what it never can cheer.

I was old when the Pharaohs first mounted
The jewel-deck’d throne by the Nile;
I was old in those epochs uncounted
When I, and I only, was vile;
And Man, yet untainted and happy, dwelt in bliss on the far Arctic isle.

Oh, great was the sin of my spirit,
And great is the reach of its doom;
Not the pity of Heaven can cheer it,
Nor can respite be found in the tomb:
Down the infinite acons come beating the wings of unmerciful gloom.

Thro’ the ghonl-guarded gateways of slumber,
Past the wan-moon’d abysses of night,
I have liv'd o’er my lives without number,
I have sounded all things with my sight;
And I struggle and shriek ere the daybreafk, being driven to madness with fright.

Népeotg

Meéoa amd Tig TOAES TOL HTTVOL TIOL SAlLOVES PEOLEOLY,
[Tépa amd ™V &PBvoco g VOYTAG HE TO WY QO PYEYYLOL,
Tic Lwég pov eyw {noet avapiBurnteg,
Eyw apovyrpaotel o TaVTH PE T JATIL OV
Kot makedw nat ovpidlew mowy 1o yapapa, xabng o 9oBog ue 0dnyet oty napdvorla.

Eyw otpofihotel pe ™ yn oy avatodn] g,
Tote oL 0 OLEAVOS NTAY KLX PAOYX ATIO ATUO
BEyw et 10 oxotevd ovpmay vo v veryehnd,
Omnov ot povpot mhavnteg Siywg 6xond ®LAOLY
‘Omouv xwAoby Siywe v ELGAKOLYETAL O TEOPOS TOL, Sl WS YVWGY), Adpdr] 1 TALTOTNTA.

Eyw neptmhavnbet oe OBalaooeg Stywg opilovta,
Kdtew amd Suooiwvoug, GUYVEPLHGUEVOLG OLEAVOLS
ITov moAlég Sryohwtég aoTEames outlouvy,
[Tov pe voTEEIMES KEALYES AVTYYOLV"
Me 1o Boyunta adpatwy Satpdvwy Tov and T TEAove vepd EemEoBIAROLY.

2oy ehdupt ey Eeyvbel péoa anod tig adideg
Touv nalod, xpyéyovou dacoug,
Omnov ot Behavtdiég viwbouvv v mapovsia mov Badilet
Ko moxpapovedet exel mov navéva oToryeto dev ToApa var meptmhayy et
Kot Spanetedw amod #dTt TOL PE TEQUUUAWVEL XL UECK ATTO Ta VEXEX uAxdta pe xottd poybnod.



Eyw tyaio Boebel oe Opm yepata onnhieg
[Tov vdwvovtar ayova nat {opepa and ™y xothada,
Eyw met ano Boopepes mnyec pe Batpayoug
ITov otardlovy we Toug BAATOVS AL TOLG CWATVES®
Kot oe totonatdpateg Mpveg eyw det 0,1t Sev embupe vo avtinpiow Eova.

'Eyw e€etdoet 10 Bedpato nokdtt mvtypévo pe xoao,
Eyw nepnatnoet tov adetavd tou Stddpopo,
‘Omov 10 Yeyyapt 69adalovtag amd TOVO Tavw and TLg XOLAKOES,
Doavepwvel TI TATETOAQELEG GTOLE TOLYOLG"
[MapaEeveg ryobpeg TUEATALEES GTO LYAVTO, TOL dev EYw TO GOEVOC Var YEQW GTY UVHUY.

Eyw npvgonortdet and 1o mapabupopuilo dro déog
Ty pobyra ota MBadix Torybow,
To TUUVOAATOUNPLEVO YWELO HATAEAUEVO Vo PoloxeTat
[Tove oe edapog yepuato tapoug:
Kt and oetpég 1eppodoywy oplepévwy o8 HAQUAQO XPOLYXEXLOPAL TOOGENTING YO XV TAQAY Y.

'Eyw otoryetwoet Toug 1dpoug Twy eToywy,
Eyw netdée pe to deopd tov pdBov
Omnov, pe abdvvepa namvod, 1o 'Eeefog patvetat,
‘Omnov ot tayetwveg deonolovy yroviopevol xat {opeot:
Kot oe pépn Omov o NAtog g epNpov uxtanaict 0,1t dev pnopet va Bpedet.

Hp.ovv yépog otay or Dapaw mpwrtoavelnxay
2tov otoMopevo pe metpddix Opovo mhat oto Netho:
Huovy yepog 11 avapibpnteg exeiveg emoyég
Otav eyo, not povayo eyw, NIOLY EAEEVOS!
Kot o AvBpwnog, andpa ayvog ut eutuyng, {oboe pandoLog 610 naxevo Apxtind vnot.

Q, pofleen 1 apagtiar ™G Yyg pov,
Kot amdBpevo 1o Babog tou yapod pov:
Twv ovEavwV 7] GLUTOVOLX OEV UTOQEL VX L€ GOOEL,
Mnte avanawor otov tépo va Boebet:
Méoo amd Toug aTeAelwTOLg atwveg xatapbdvouy QTepovyilovtag o YTEQX TOL ASLEAOTYTOL GXOTOLG.

Méoa ard ¢ nodeg Tov Vrvov ov daluoves peovpoly,
I'lépa aro v dBvooo s voyrac ue o wypo peyydpt,
Tig Lwés pov éywm Gjost avaplGunreg,
‘Eyw apovyrpacte! ta mavra ye tn pard pov-
Rar rakebw nar ovohdlew mow to ydpaua, xald¢ o pofos us oonye! arny mapavora.

Mertdpouon: Mopio ['alavornodiov



Charles Bukowski (1920-1994)

Alone with Everybody

the flesh covers the bone
and they put a mind
in there and
sometimes a soul,

and the women break
vases against the walls
and the men drink too
much

and nobody finds the
one

but keep

looking

crawling in and out

of beds.

flesh covers

the bone and the

flesh searches

for more than

flesh.

there's no chance
at all:

we are all trapped
by a singular

fate.

nobody ever finds
the one.

the city dumps fill
the junkyards fill
the madhouses fill
the hospitals fill
the graveyards fill

nothing else
fills.

Moévog oto ITan0og

7 ooEUX OXETALEL T 0OTA
n exel

PLTEDOLY EVOL ULAAO AL
NI QOQGL futor Yy,

%L OL YOVOUIXEG OTIAVE

Balo oToug toiyoug

1L Ol QVTEEG TLVOLY
vmeEBoAd

not navelg dev Poloxet Tov
evar 1ot Lovadino

aAkd cuveyilouvv

vou Ydryvouv

VoL GEQVOVTaL

amo npelatt oe npefatt.
1 odpna oxenalet

0L OOTA UL 1)

odpona avalnTa

1ATL TEQLOCOTEQO ATO
ooOUA.

Sev LTTHEYEL UL

eAmido:

elpoote OAOL TarytdevpévoL
amoO TO Hovadino
TETEWWUEVO.

noté uavelg dev Bploxet
TOV V0L UL LOVASLHO.

Ol YWHATEQES Yepuilouvy
ot pavteeg yepilouvy

o0 Tpehonopela yepuilovy
o0 vosoropeto yepilovy
Toe vexpoTapela yepilooy

OMx T GOV,

Mertdpouon: Taviow Avopdvy



Sadakichi Hartmann (1867-1944)

Drifting Flowers of the Sea

Across the dunes, in the waning light,
The rising moon pours her amber rays,
Through the slumbrous air of the dim, brown night
The pungent smell of the seaweed strays—
From vast and trackless spaces
Where wind and water meet,
White flowers, that rise from the sleepless deep,
Come drifting to my feet.
They flutter the shore in a drowsy tune,
Unfurl their bloom to the lightlorn sky,
Allow a caress to the rising moon,
Then fall to slumber, and fade, and die.

White flowers, a-bloom on the vagrant deep,
Like dreams of love, rising out of sleep,
You are the songs, I dreamt but never sung,
Pale hopes my thoughts alone have known,
Vain words ne’er uttered, though on the tongue,
That winds to the sibilant seas have blown.
In you, I see the everlasting drift of years
That will endure all sorrows, smiles and tears;
For when the bell of time will ring the doom
To all the follies of the human race,
You still will rise in fugitive bloom
And garland the shores of ruined space.



IMTepimiavwpeva avin g Oahacong

Koatd pnrnog 1wy appoloywy, 610 pwe nouv céaabevel,
Trng avepyouevng oeAnvng €eydVOVTaL OL KEYOLUTXOEVIEG OXTIVEG,
O aépag XOLULOILOG 7] VDY T ALY VY| Mol HAPETL
Awgyuto tou ponov 1o apwpa taidee oe dSives-
Ao amépavta uot Siyws LOVOTIATL LEET
Omnob o agpag T0 HOWE cLVAVTA,
‘AvOr Aevud vpwvovTat ar’ TO AYELTVO GHOTADL,
[Tepimhavwpeva ota TOSLAL POV CLUA.
2 evay AMnbopyind ouomo aveptlovy oty anty,
2.TOV EYMATAAELULPLEVO ATO PG 0vEavO avbilouy, EeTuAlyovtal
Agrvouy yu éva yadt ) aeAnvn ™y Ynin,

Metd notpovvtat, Eebwptalovve xat ofnvoviat.

‘AvOn Aevnd, ot meptmAavepeva Badn Oho napaot,
2oty OVELQA EQWTX, TOVL DTVOL TO BAXGTAQL,
Eoeld’ ote T aopota, T 0ovelpedTua Slyws vo Tooyoudnow,
Ot onédetg povo 10’ Eepav ppondeg oL eAmideg,
Né€eig patateg mov dev etmwbnuay moté, 610 OELO Vo AANow,
ITov otig oyupryteg Tig Hdhaooeg ondpmioay ot yoepunndec.
2 eoog, PAETW TNV atowvia TOLR7 TV YOOVWY
Yropetvovta yapoyekwy, OAdewy not movev:
[Nttt Oty ToL YEOVOL Ot nWdWVES TO TElog pag B xpoLoovy
I OAeg T1¢ Tpavoleg g avbpwmyng YuAg,
To puyadepéva avbn oug 6” avateidovy, o povorwoouvy
Kot Ba evdvoouy tig antég puag Stelvpevng emoys.

Mertdpoauon: Xtehog Kopnoydvwng



Poems written and translated
by students attending the
School of English



I'noaopeveg mxpadoyesg
Avtovrng Kitotog

Koatontpmy cuvnbea

v phe TopoBaAAeLg

UE TNV WX TOL XVETWVEL

2xédou Twg Opola avatpeloot

TOLY AA& UXAK Pe OELg

Q2, oG EMECTOEPEC TWO

TIOL OAY T1] ROVIROTN T YHEERLOMAL TWY OCWY
ETLUEVOLY

Etot mov and epeinto nanwg vo oupBaierg
2 o Ve Topadoy )

lowg uavelg pog Oev Euye TeMu

7 av Beg

noVElg oG Sev appeBake amoun

Mo ooy oo ToEamovo

Withering reminiscences
Antonis Kitsios

Your mirroring habit

of comparing me

to the bending clock

Think that you similarly undo yourself
even before my eyes meet me

O, if only you returned right now,

when I collapse like the decisiveness of the
persistent ones

So that from a wreck you will somehow contribute
To a new confession

maybe none of us is gone after all

or if you like

none of us is yet in doubt

But like the grievance

avEUSOTWV €QUOTWY TOL exdwoany Ta BAéppata toug of clandestine lovers who unveiled their secret

ywolg Tpoonabela ag ehattwbovpe
evbupodpevol Twg #ATOLOG Vo g elYE CLOTNAL
St Baoet

Av pelvet vo xouta

lowg OeV OVOUACOLYE TOTE TO TENOG

let’s dwindle effortlessly

remembering that someone had silently
turned our pages

If he keeps staring

we may never reach that end

Metdpouon: Mapia 'odhavorodlov



The Blood- ties of Father and Son (2019)
Athena Papadopoulou

The sea reflects my blues
The ocean calls me free

But the pricks, the wall
Stained by my victims’ blood
Are the chains

To me, to thee.

| used to see only red

As | climbed the stair-case of education
With only ambition to bite the forbidden
Fruit, painted green as my keep

Though | tfried to change

To free myself from various chains
But society pins me down

And makes me kneel like

The son before me

My red tie

Does not

Undo

The past.

So many have bled for our freedom
Our education
Our lives

And yet we are full of lies.

| am a man of many lies, ties and guys
And like the Son of Man, | am your mass
| am your death
| have drown your
every breath.

Agopoi aiparog Marpog kai Yiod (2019)
AOnva MNamadomobAov

H 6GAacca kaBpEépTnG TNG HEAQYXOAIQG oL
O WKEAVOC KAAETUA TNG EAELOEPIAC

Ma Ta aykaBia, o ToiXoG

AEKIQOPEVA E TO QA TV BLPATWY POV,
Eival aAvoibeg

MNave pou, TTAvw ooV.

Kokkivo TTavi oTta pdatia pou KATTOoTE,

KaBwg okappaAwva oTny KAIUAKA TNG yvwong

Me povn piIAoSogia va yeLT® TOV ATTAYOPELUEVO

Kapttd, Bappévo TTpdoivo OTTWG TO PpoLPIO oL

MoAovOTI TTpooTTIAONCaA va AAAAED
TiIc aALCISEC ATTO TTAVE POL VA TTETAEW
Ma n Kolvavia pe akivnToTTolE

Kal pu'avaykadel va yovaTiow OTTwG

O LIOG EVRTTIOV oL

Ta moppLPA §ecUA oL

Agv

ANGCloLV

To TTapeABoOV.

TOoO TTOAL dipa éxel XLBEi yia TNV eAeLOEPIA Pag
Tnv maibeia pag
Tig CwEG pag

KI OpwG, €ipaoTe POLTNYUEVOI OTO WEUA.

Eiual avBpwT1rog ToL WPeLSOLG, TV SECUWY KAl
TWV AvSpPwV
KI 110G 0 YI0G ToL AvBp@TTOUL, N SIKN CAG
gipar Aeitovpyia
O 8IkOC oag gipal Xauog
H k&Be oag TTvor) £xel yivel TTVIYUOG.

Metagoaon: Mapia I'alovoroviov



A Guide to Self-Preservation (2019)
Maria Melpomeni Rainers

Mull it over./ Edit it over and over and over again./ Once it’s done the anxiety will pass./ Or you’ll
have drained it of meaning./ Remember that this is not what you have done to yourself./
Constructing an identity is a life-long process so wipe yourself clean over and over and over again./ It
is okay when there is nothing left./ Ignore the idea that thete is a hole inside you that needs to be
filled./ Say yes to as much as possible./ Unless it involves belonging./ Or love./ Remember your
place./ Do not make eye contact./ Do not linger when you hug your best friend./ Leave people
behind./ Be too busy to notice they cated./ Be too busy to notice you cared./ Think of relaxed as a
synonym for not trying hard enough./ Think of vulnerable as a synonym for pretentious./ Do not
linger long enough in the mirror to notice your own reflection cannot stand to look back at you. /
(Remember to smile.)

Inspired by René Magritte’s Not to Be Reproduced (1937)

"Evag O67yog Avtonpootaciag(2019)
Muapia Melmopevy) Patveog

Merétnot to./ Enelepydoou to Eovd now Eovd now Eovd./ MOALG teletwoet, to ayyog de Oo vrdpyst mot./
'H 1o vompa O eyt amootayyrytel./ Oupoon 6Tt autd ylo eceva Sev €yel toyL: EYELg axopa onpooto./
H rataoneun pag tavtomrag eivar pa St Blov Stadinactia, onote dayoade Tov exvto couv Eova not
Eavd no Zova./ o eivo evidler andpo not oV udmola oTtypy] 8ev LTEQEYEL Timoto amd oévae ./
Ayvonoe v 8o OTL LTEEYEL Evar xeVd Péco ooL ToL TEENEL udTwS Vo yeploet./ Tleg vou o 600 10
Suvatov TeptocoTepa TEdypRate./ Extog av apops v atobnon tov va avirerg xamov./ 'H v aydmn./
Bvunoov v 0éon cov./ Mnv xortag ota patia./ Mny ypovoteLfelc oe ayrahMeg e To IO KOVILVE GOV
atopa./ Agnoe dtopa mlow./ No éyeg t00e¢ TOMES 0oy OMeg mOL vor pnv ovveldntomotelc OTL
votdlovtav./ No €yelg 100eg TOMEG aoyoleg mov va 1 ovvetdnronotelg 6Tt vodotnues./ Xunédov v
EenoLpoon ©g ouvevLpo Yoo v edkerdn Tpoomabetag. / Exedov v TEOTOTNTN WG GLYMOVLO YL TNV
alaloveio.,/ Mnv yoovotpiBelc prnpootd otov xabpéptn yu voo i ovvetdntonomoelg 6T 1 idlr oouv 1
avtovarhao dev avteyet va oe avtxplost./ (Oupyoou v yapoyerds.)

Merétnot to./ Enelepydoou to Euvd now Eovd now Eova./ MOALG teletmoet, o dyyog de Oo vrdpyet mot./
'H 1o vompa Oo eyet amootayyrytel./ Oupioon 0Tt autod Yo eceva dev exel Loyb: EYELg axopo onpaoia./
H rataoneun pag tavtomrag sivar pa St Blov Stadiwactia, onote dwdyoode tov eavtd couv Euvd o
Eovd now Eova./ Oa elvor evidfer oxbdpor %ot oy Ao OTLYUY 08V LTAQEYEL TImoTo and oéva TLo./
Ayvomnoe y 1B OTL LTIAEYEL eV ®EVO PECH OOL TOL TEENEL AW vo yepioet./ Tleg vau oe 6oo 10
Suvatdv mepLocdtepa mpdypate./ Extdg av apoped v atobnon tov va avirerg xdmov./ 'H v aydnn./
Oupnoov v Béon cov./ Mny nottdg ota pdtia./ Mnv ypovototBeig Otay aynohdlerg 1@y waldtep@
oov QIM@./ Aynoe dtopa miow./ No eioat 1600 TOAAOYOME, TOL v PNV cLVEdNTOTOES OTL
vogaloviay./ No eloowt 1660 moAdoYOM@ Tov vor pn ocvvetdntonotelg Ot vodotnues./ Xxédov 1o
EenoVpaoT(@ og ouvevopo Yo Ty eAkewdrn mpoomabdetag. / Exédov 10 eLdAWT@ WS CLVOVLELO YL TO
emnopév@./ My yoovotpiBelc pnpootd otov xabpépt yow va ) cvvetdntonomoetg Ot 7] (8t Gov 7
avtavdxhoo dev avtéyet vo oe avitrploet./ (Oupnoou vo yapoyeldg.)

Epmnvevopévo ano 1o égyo Not to Be Reproduced tov René Magritte.

Metdpoaoy: Mdapbu Kopvrvod



Hiding (2019)
loannis Sakkoulis
Humanity's main problem is facing reality.
Our constant willing of faking
and hidirg our true selves
makes us personalities entrapped
in ALIEN embodiments.

We find it difficult to truly love someone,
and recall the phrase LOVE IS BLIND to justify our acts.
Is it love who's blind or is it just us who
blame all of our insecurities on someone?

e are afraid.
Afraid of the truth.
Afraid of us.

We focus on our appearance
rather than cultivating and reproducing
the magic within our hearts.

The real self is hiding under the mask we wear.
And yet, we don't get rid of it.
We hurt each other’s feelings

But most importantly,
we hurt ourselves in the most brutal way.

We should love what we are

Tame the monsgter we prefer to show
Appreciate ourselves
And be loved as purely as wanted.



Kobdov (2019)
Iwavvng Zaxxoving

H ovtauetwnion e alnbeiag givor 1o peyaidtepo Bacavo e avlpomdTToC.
[ToBovue 1650 va punBodue dtcara

Ve-POWOOHE- TOV 0ANO1VO €0VTO pLOg

OV TTAYIOEVOVLLE TO YOPUKTIPOL LOG

o€ AN KEI, capkikd doyeia.

AVGKOAELOLOGTE VO OYOTTI|COVLLE TTPOLY LOLTUKAL,

ko avapocsape noovika ) epdon H ATAITH EINAI TY®AH
Y10 VO OTKOLOAOYTCOVE TIC TPAEELS LLOG.

Eivou n aydmn toein 1 epeic amhag

(POPTOVOVLE GTOVE AALOVC TIC AVOCPAAELEG LOG?

doPBédpaorTe

DoPBépaoctTe Tnv aladera,

PoPBépaocorTe TOUVUE €AVTOUC U acg.

Nowlopaote 1660 Yo to patvesOat
7oL EeYVALLE VO PPOVTIGOVUE, VO PUVEPDGOVLE
N payeio oTig Koapotég pog.

O aAnBivog eauTog «puReFe-KaTw anod Tn JAoka nou Popaps
Ki 0pwg dev TNV Eepilwvouue anod navw Hag.
MAnywvouue o evag Tov dAAo.

Ma Kvpimg
TANYOVOVE TOVS E0VTOVS NOS LLE TOV TTLO PPLYTO TPOTO.

O £mpene va, ayomdue avtd TOv EILOOTE.
r 70 TEp
Noa dapdoovpe
No EKTIUNGOVE TOVG EAVTOVS LLOC

Kat va ayornBobpe 1660 ayvé 660 emtBupovpe.

og .
OV EMOEIKVOOLLLE

Metagpoaon: Maydainvy XS0



2tnv kpuPpwva (2019)
lwavvng ZakkoUANG

To Baolkd mpoBAnUa TG avOpwmnoTnNTag Elval va avTIKpIOEL TNV TTPAYUATIKOTNTA.
H ouvexnc npobupuia pog va mpoomoLloU LooTE

KOLL Wekpu3ebHe TOUG TTPOYUATIKOUC EAUTOUC LG

LOLC KAVEL TIPOOWTILKOTNTEC TIOYLOEUUEVEC

oe npoowneio EzQTHINA,

Mag gival BUOKOAO va ayatTtoupe EINIKPIVA,
Kal emikaAoupacTte T ¢pdon O EPQTAZ EINAI TYPAOZ yia va diIKaloOAOYACOUWE TIG
TTPALEIC NaG.
Eival TeEAIKG 0 £pwTag TUPAOG I aTTAWG EMEIG
TTPORAAANOUNE TIC AVACPAAEIEC JOG OE KATTOIOV;

QoBouaote.
QoBouacte TNV ainbela.
QoBouaocte EUAC.

Eotialoupe otnv gpdavion
avti va KOAALEPYOUHE KOl VO OVOTTOPAYOU UE
TN payeia otnv KapdLd pag.

O TpayuaTIKOG EQUTOC SFRV-KPUPIVE, KATW aTTO Tn HACKA.
Ki duwg, dgv ToV EEQOPTWVOUAOTE.
lMAnywvouue o évag rov GAAov

AMG KUPLWG,
TIANYWVOULLE TOV EQUTO LG ue TpoTTO0 KTNVWEN.

Oa EMPETIE VA AYATIOUUE QLUTO TIOU ELAOTE

Not SaLACOUE TO KTAVOC IOV MPOTLHOUUE va TtpoaAou e
Na EKTLLOULLE TOV EQUTO HOG

Kal va ayarmiopaote 1060 ayva 000 moBoUeE.

Metagpoaon: Mapio I'ahavonovlov



Love is a cult (2019)
Georgios Margaritis

Love is a cult
Of which the saints
Preach cries of promises unkept

And lured are they

Who’ve not not once assessed
Its so life-taking pains

Thus falling for its guise:

The shrouded scents
Of occidental spice
Its minty breath

Love is a prince

Of darkness

And despair

Who 1n 7#s kingly gowns
And pristine face

Hides that its essence
Is but pure disgrace

A poem inspired by René Magritte’s The Lovers
(1964)

Mertagpoaon: Aconowa Ayyehonodiov

H aydmny sivar wa Aatosio (2019)
I'ewpyrog Mapyapitng

H oyomn etvor pear Aoctpeto

YLt TNV OTOlo OL &yLoL
1NELTTOLY UPAVYES LTIOCYECEWY
LTIOGYECEWY TIOL O HEATNON UV

Kot ooy vavetiopevol etvat

OGOl Bgv £YOLY OLTE Pl POOX LTIOAOYIOEL
70V SLGRACTAYTO TOVO TOL 1| AYATY] TOOUXAEL
1L €T0L, TO TEOOWTELD TNG EQWTELOVTAL

Ot %ELULUEVES ULEWOLEG
™G QLTINS VOOTLULAG
1 avaoa TG va poptlet SLOGPO

H oyomn etvor evag Baotitag

TOL OUOTOVC

NAL TG ATOYVWONG

TOL PECK ATO TO BACIAUO 70U EVOLUAL
nat 10 aeyddlaTO TEOCWTO TOL
npLBet ™V ovaola ™G

TOL &V ElVAL THEX AYVY] OVELOOG

BEva noinpa epmvevouevo anod tov mivaxx tov Pevé Mayrpit

Or Epaotég (1964)



papers and brains (2019)
Lydia Makri

in a faceless scene
rules a packet dyed in green
the soul has long now been gone

and nothing good is to be done

standing there all alone
with the attention being drawn
on little things fragile like paper
that manage to turn red into redder
anger into rage

thoughts into a blank page

beware of this false entity
in a blink of an eye you lose your identity
so, ought it not to be reproduced

but instead wisely ignored or used

~for they are but papers and we are but brains



oot xat poaia (2019)
Avdia Moaxon

oc Pl ATEOCKWTY| GHNVY)
evo BAUEVO TTOAGIVO TAUETO
NVELXEYEL
1 duyn eyet amd naEo yabel

nol TimoTo ©ahO Oe peAREL vor oL el

OTEXOVTOG EXEL POV
UE T7] TPOCOY Y| VO EYEL ECTINOTEL
oe prpd evbpavota avTinelpeva OTWG TO YXETL
TIOL UATAPEQVOLY VO LETATREYPOLY TO HOUAIVO BTNV
OXUOWY| TILO KOUKLVY] TOL LOQYY
Tov Bupd oe opyN
TG onedelg oe oeMSo KEVT]

npoOCEYE LT TNV Peudn ovTOTNTX
O€ Lot TOCO O GTLYIY] YAVELS TY] OLKY] GOL TAVTOTY T

omote, Oo mpemnetl vau pnv avamopaybet
XAAX VT aLTOL Pe oLVEDT var ToeEaAbel 1) var yonotponon et

~eTEeLd?] AVTOL OEV EIVUL THOX YXOTLH XL EUELG TR LLOAS

'Eva moinpo spmvevapevo ano tov mivaxa tov Peve Mayxpit
Anecyogeveror H Avaropaywyn (1937)

Metagpoaon: Aconowa Ayyehonoviov



*To all of us You chocked
long before we had the chance to breath.

Voice of the precious

I
They have lived my life
breathed my desires
valued their poisonous gifts.
Vanished and then appeared again
and again.

My mind is broken.
Half is mine
The rest is Them.
Bearer and Sire
They constructed my body, piece by piece.

Where is I?
You find it, you keep it
You said.
I have left only with a crumb of opinion
and a spoonful of five letters.

The little doll in my old doll house,
a left-over of a distant muffled laugh.
I return to some old games- in the caveland.
Remember?

The dark sheets- playing hide-and-seck.
Slicing my mouth-to smile.
Sucking the life out of me-

Pushing while I am screaming

Three drops of blood.

I was just a kid.

II
You have stolen my soul.
Bandits and guardians.
For I am thy one and only.
Thy precious.

My self in pieces
The day I was born
The day I became

Thy precious.

*Y.e OMOVG EPAG TIOL YaG ETVIERY,
TIQLY HUAY -HUAYL UTTOQEGOVIE VU UVXGAVODUE.

H ®wvy g povaxetpng

I
Elnoav 1 Lw pov
edwoav Tvon atoug tobouvg pov
no okl o8 PUOPAUEQS WO
E&apaviovtay povo yio v eppovtatoby ave
woit Eava.

To pvadd pov xowvodyenoto.
To pod eyw
To vrnolotno Exeivor.
Xopo rat Xno0G.
2UVXQUOAOYNOAY TO GOMUA OV, XOUUKTL-HOUUATL.

ITob etoot, Eyw?
To Bonreg, 10 xp&TaC.
Eirec.
Amépeva pe éva évor Yiyovho YeUNG
ML L0 LUOVTUALX TIEVTE YOXUUATOV.

H xovxAiton 610 maAtd pov xouxkoomito
XTOMUELVEOL LOXQLVOL TIVLYTOL YEALOL
IMvpve oe makid oy vidia-oTy YwEA TV OTNAXI®Y.
Oupdoot?

2e OUOTEWVA GEVTOVIX-VO Ttatlw XELYTO.
Xopaoow 6T0 TEOCWTO UOL UELSLAUATX.
Pouyag ™ Lwn and péoa pov-
2TOWYVELS VL OLEALALW.
Toetc otdheg alpatod.

'Hpowv povo éva moudt.

II
KXiéate v Yoy pov
Anotég not pORareg
Toett elpon pioe

H povaxrpl3n oac.

O eavtog pov Stdvpeévog oe Opdpaiio
Ty pépa mouv yevwnOnuo
Ty pépa mov éytva
H povaxpn ooc.



II1

Love thy fellow man as yourself
Conceal You
Be what They want you to be

No!
Forget thy devotion to them!
Fallen!
That's who I am.

You have lived my life.
And I was just a kid.

III

Aydmo ToV TANGLOV GOV WG EXVTOV
Kobdov

T'ive avtd mouv Exetvor Bghovv

'Oyl
Eéyva v apooiwa oe exeivoug!
‘Exntom!
Avtd elpat.

Znoate ) LN pov.
Kot nuowvy povo éva modt.

Weritten and translated by: Maydainvy 2300



Poems written by
Greek poets
and translated by

students attending the
School of English



Maria Polydouri (1902-1930)

Movo yiati g’ ayannoeg

Aév Toaryovd®, mapd YTl p' dydmnnoeg
OTA& MEQAOUEVA XQOVIA.

Kat o€ fjA10, 0¢€ kaAokaQlov mMEopAvTEUX
kal o€ Booxn), o€ Xovia,

O&V ToaryOLOW TARA YIXTL 1" AYATINOEG.

Movo yati pé koatnoeg ota x€oLr oov

Hk voxta kal pé GiAnoeg 0to otoua,

HOVO YU a0TO el woala o&v KQIvo OAGVOLYTO
KL &€xw &va plyog otr)v Puxr| Hov dKoua,

HOVO YIXTL € KQATNOEG OTA X£QLX OOU.

Movo yatl & pdtio oov pé kvttalav
pé v poxn oto PAEuG,

niepr)Ppava oToAioTnia T VTTEQTATO
¢ UMAEENG oL OTEépUQ,

HOVO YLXTL T& HATIX OOV HE KUTTAEAV.

Movo vt i’ dyamnoeg yevvriOnia
YU avTo 1] Cwr) pov €000

otV axaon Cwr) TV AveKTANEWTN
péva 1 Cwr) mANEwON.

Movo yatt p' ayanmnoeg yevvrOnka.

Movaxa yiati t0oo woaia 1 dyamnoeg
élnoa, va mAnOaivw

T Ovelpatad oov, weate, ToL PaciAeeg
KL éTol YAUKA teBaivw

HOVAXa YAt TOOO woala 1 AyATINOEG.

Only Because You Loved Me

I sing only because you loved me
In the past years

Even when there was sun, in days shortly before summer,
Even when there was rain, even when there was snow,

I sing only because you loved me.

Only because you held me in your hands
One night and kissed me on the mouth,

Just because of this, I am beautiful like a perfectly open lily

And my soul still shivers
Only because you held me in your hands.

Only because your eyes looked at me

Like the soul was there in your stare,

I got myself up proudly

With the uttermost crown of my existence,
Only because your eyes looked at me.

Only because you loved me, I was born.
Because of this, life was given to me

In this charmless, unfulfilled life,

Mine was fulfilled.

Only because you loved me, I was born.

Only because you loved me so beautifully
I lived, in order to fuel your dreams,

My beautiful, now your gleam is set

And I am dying now in such a sweet way

Only because you loved me so beautifully.

Metadoaon: Xagd Apakov


http://ebooks.edu.gr/modules/ebook/show.php/DSGL-C132/638/4102,18803/index_1_08.html

Odysseus Elytis (1911-1996)

To Movoygoppa IV The Monogram, IV

Eivot vwplc axdpn peg atov ®0opo autov, P anog It is still soon in this world, do you hear me?

Aev éyouvv e€npepwbet to tépata, Y’ aoLg The beasts have not been tamed yet, do you hear me?
To yapévo pov alpo 1ot 10 puTeEod, P’ anolg My lost blood and the sharp knife,

Moaryaipt Do you hear me,

2oy #ELEQL TIOL TEEYEL PEG GTOLG OLEAVOLG Like a ram running in the skies,

Kot twv dotpwy toug shmvoug tooxilet, u axobg Bending the clones of the stars down, do you hear me?
Eiy’ eyw, p” anobg Itis I, do you hear me?

X ayom, g anobg I love you, do you hear me?

2 MOUTK ML OE TOW HAL GOV POO® I hold you and carry you and I put on you

To hevnd voyind g Oynhiag, i axodg Ophelia’s white wedding gown, do you hear me?

[Tov W apnvelg, mov Tag xat TOLOG, Y’ AnOLS Where are you leaving me, where are you going and who
2100 ®EUTEL TO YEQL TAVL AT TOLG UATAXAVGUOVG Is holding your hand over the cataclysms?

Do you hear me?

Ot mehwpteg Mdveg 1ot Twv 1NQatoTtelwv ot AxBeg There will come a day, do you hear me?

Ouo’ pbet pépa, p” anode When the huge climbing plants and the volcanic lava
No pag Oadouy, nt ot ythadeg dotepa ypOVOL Will buty us, and the upcoming thousand years
Aopmepd O pog xdvouvy metpwpote, U’ axong Will convert us into beaming rocks, do you hear me?
No yvadiost endvew TOuG 1 AoV, Y’ axog For the heartlessness of humanity to shine on them,
Tov avbowmwy Do you hear me?

Ko y1Atddeg noppatior vo pog ptéet And this day, will throw us into the water

2T veEa evar va, i anoLg

To mxd pov Botooha uetEw, kW axodq

Kt eivat 0 ypOvOog e peydr exsdnota, i anodg
Omnov namote ot Qryodeg

After breaking us into thousand little pieces, do you hear me?
I am counting my bitter pebbles, do you hear me?
And time is a large church, do you hear me?

Where now and then the figures

Tw'v Ayiwv' o , Of the Saints,
BydZouv ddunu ahnbivo, p” axoig Shed real tears, do you hear me?

Ot wopamrveg ovolyowy abmhd, i1 axot The bells open aloft, do you hear me?
Eva. TEQUOpX 5 o) vt Teuow ' ' A deep passage for me to cross
Heguucvouy o deyyehot e xepid o vexQootuons gahpods e angels are waiting with candles and funerary psalms.
Eou@ev'oc é'Sev noccg,' t omc?ug , . I won’t go anywhere, do you hear me?
wawvele 1) ot 850 padl, 1 axobe Either we go together or neither of us is going, do you hear me?



To Aovkoddt awTtd ™G Mot yldog nat, i anovg
Tng ayanng

Moyt vt 10 xOdorpe

Ko 8¢ yivetar v’ avbioet addiwg, p anodg

27 adAn Y1, 0 AAAO XOTEQL, U AUOLG

Aev LTEEYEL TO YOWL, OEV LTLEYEL O AEQOC
[Tov ayyikope, o idtog, W’ anodeg

Kot naveic unmovpog dev eutbynoe 6™ dAAOLG
notEoLG

Amo6 tdoov yetpwva xt and 1oooug Boptddeg, k. anolg
No tvdéet Aovhobdt, podvo epelg, i oxovg

Mec o1 péon g Bakaoooug

Amd povo 1o Oednpo g aydmng, K axodg
AveBaocopue 0AOXAEO Yat, Y anodg

Me onnhiég xan pe xaBoug nt avbiopévoug yupepoig
‘Axov, dxov

[Torog kel ot vepa not TOLOG nAiEL -a%OLG;

I[Totog yvpevet Tov dAro, motog uvalet -axong;

Eip’ eyo mov pwvdle nt el eyo mov xhaiw, i’ axode
2 oyamw, 67 oayanw, 1 auong.

We burnt it forever,

Do you hear me?

The flower of storm and love
And it is impossible for it to bloom differently, do you hear me?
On another earth, on another star, do you hear me
There is no soil, there is no air

That we touched the same, do you hear me?

And no gardener ever had the pleasure

Because of the cold winter and the numerous northerly winds
To cultivate a flower in other times, do you hear me?
Just us, do you hear me?

In the middle of the sea

Just from the will of love, do you hear me?

We built a whole island, do you hear me?

With caves and cordages and blooming cliffs

Listen, listen

Who is talking to the waters and who is crying — do you listen?
Who is looking for someone else, who is yelling — do you listen?
It is I who is yelling and it is I who is crying — do you hear me?
I love you, I love you, do you hear me?

Metapoaoy: Xapa Apdxov



