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0 Zwypagpog
Kat guyypagéag
MNdpyog MixeAakdkng

0 Kéopog dnpootielel o
ouvéxeleg, 1o BiBAio Tou
MNwpyou Mixehakdkn: «H
EAni6a o Kpion, KouAtolUpa
Kat Téxvn otnv €noxn tng
naykogpionoinong» nou
e€etdlel n Sladpopn Twv
EMAvVwV petavactav tng
Auctpaliag, otnv téxvn,
katd tnv nepiodo ané tov B’
Maykdapio MoéAepo péxpL tng
NpEPEG pag.

To BiBAio KukAopoépnoe

10 2017 ané g ekbooeLg
EOTHINON. Onotog emBupei
va napayyeilet to BiBAio
pnopei va enkowvwvAGeL He
tov ouyypagéa ota EMAIL
gmichelpaint@gmail.com

f eothinon@gmail.com.

MNa ox6Awa kat napatnpi-
o€l ynopeite va oteilete
email oTig NAEKTPOVIKEG
SleuBuvaoelg gmichelpaint@
gmail.com h kosmos@
kosmos.com.au h entgToAA
otnv ieGBuvon Kosmos
Newspaper, 654 New
Canterbury Road, Hurlstone
Park NSW 2193.
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H npoo@uyo-
nmoinon Kai n
petavaotevon,
€0Ttw KAl av
anoteAei pia
AUon yia ta
UMKA poBAn-
pata emPioong,
apnvel aivta
Ta Puxoloyikd
npofAnpata
tou {ep1{wpou.
“Emptiness”
Oa ypayse,
“Only the man
in black”, pe
oKotelva pdua
nou dev avta-
VAKAOUV TIC
emOupieg.

Mépog 1’

8 n taddvievon tou Eivai,
Onpioupyei v aiobnon ouUv-
Seong twv otoixeiwv tou. ITou
Bpioketar to «Eival»; oto po-
pavuxkéd koitaypa; “...at the window
/ looking at the sea / held in the
glowing sunset”; Bpioketal 0’ 6tu1 uno-
Oetikd N mpaypatikd voiwoape: ota
xép1a pag, mou Sivouv kail maipvouv;
“I brought out your clothes / began
to dress you in a hurry / you filled
out / and were very pleased / pressed
my hand warmly’. H pnnwg Bpioketai
otnv anmoiutn kabapotnta: oto «Eivai»
wq «Epei»; o' aut tnv katdotaon mou
am\®vetal péoa oto xpovo, Kai t dn-
ploupyei o xpovog kal n 1otopia; H
Kepadd étav mpo@épel 1o «Epeig», 10
viwbel wg owoiflo, wg aicOnon 611 n
S1dpxela pmopei pévo €ro1 va umdp-
€e1, wg ouddoyikn ouveidnon. Kai dev
nelpddel av auti n OUAAOYIKN OUVEi-
dnon otnv €§€A1nN tng péoa oto xpo-
vo 8ev ekmAnpwvel 11§ emOupieg twv
yeve®Vv tou mapedBévrog. X1o moinpa
Towards an Absolute present, mapou-
o1dletal oAU mapaotatikd, péoa amd
MV ATOPIKN €pmelpia ¢ mointpiag,
autn n aouvpperpia avapeoa oto ma-
peABdv, mapdv kai pérdov, n omoia
eival ka1 aouppetrpia peta&u tov Eyw,
tou Eou ka1 tou Epeig. ITapora autd
10 «Epeig», amotedei pia kardotaon
péoa omv omnoia Siaowdetalr axvd n
napouvoia tou «Eivai», ekei omou on-
pepa PBpioketalr ovotnpatikd Xapévo
amo v kuplapxia tou «Eyw». To ma-
pardvw moinpa Seixvel v di1agpopad
G Kepald amd diloug mointég, oto
0¢épa tng avnouxiag, yia tnv 10Xn g
MMO1NTIKNG mpoondBeiag péoa oto xpo-
vo. Xtov nmoint A. Toaloupd énwg 6a
doUpe mapakdtw, n mMointikn d1docwon
ouvdéetal pe v votepopnia 10U wg
datopo péoca oto xpovo, wg pia kaba-
pa atopikn uvmoBeon didowong. Evo
avtibeta omv Kepadld n Sidowon,
exAapfBaveral wg KAt mou pmopei va
IIpOKUYEel opadixd.
Ymnv emavékdoon g Amouoiag to
1998, 6mou nepirapPdavovral kai ve-
WTepa molinpata, voiwdel kaveig tov
AOYO NG molntplag va e§ediooeral pe
peyalUtepn oikovopia kal akpifeia.
To tpimtuxo moinpa Struggles, to
Story ka1 to teAeutaio dimruxo moinpa
pe tov titdo Consolations, amoomouv
181aitepa v npoocoxn pag, kabwg
arroteAouv éva €i80¢ mMTOPNg tou €p-
you tng. Ed® mépa éxoupe v kUpla
Bepatodoyia n omoia tnv amaoxdéAnos
Hia oAorAnpn {wn, kaBwg emiong kai
v €§0Xn OUVEIPPIKN XPNON TOU XPO-
VOou, ToV omoiov n pvApn avamiddel
yia va opOwoel Tnv KAAAITEXVIKA TIa-
pouoia ekei, mMou n anmovoia kapadoxei
Kal pag amelei.

STRUGGLES

I

This fear now

repetitive, docile

a lacklustre fear

a fear with no future

the night full of eyes suspended

in the ruins of houses over pits of white
ash then the bombs falling shaking the
place phosphorescent panic

out of green sky

and we running, running through
unknown cities unknown
neighbourhoods to reach the place.

IT

I was holding a baby in my arms the
roadside full of sand

blue flowers

highwire fences

the massive shapes of chimneys end
far away the sea.

Emptiness. Only the man in black, his
eyes

glass disks, dark mirrors cracked as he
turned

the splinters falling

on the sea wall, beyond it in the liquid
light

they were lying asleep side by side

on a bed of white pebbles.
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On top of a dark mountain talking to
a shadow

that comes out of me stands beside me
fluid, shimmering black. Indifferent as
I look out the other talks of going.

It finally divides from me slides down
rocks all the way

further and further down it falls in
silently

the heavy velvet surface closes with
no trace.

To moinpa ex@pdler 6Aa ta otoixeia
Kal TO OTIA TNG MOINTIKAG TEXVNG TNG

To £€pyo ¢ Avriyovne Kepalda

Kepald. Xto mp®to HEPOG avapeépo-
vial o1 aitieg Ing QUYNG amo Tov TOTo
rartaywyng. H moimntpia Qupdral ta Bi-
aia yeyovota tou B ITaykoopiou IToAé-
pou. Ta xOpata @oBou mou mpoKdle-
oe. Ta pevpata twv IPOOPUYWV TIOU
dnpioUpynoe. EikOveg ka1 pvnpeg mou
Emiplova €mavépxovial oav €eQldAteg,
Yla va OTOIXE€1WOoO0UV To Iapov, IIoU To
uniokeipevo mpoonaBei pe tnv moinon
va opkioel.

MiAd yia tov dvBpwrio mou epi{wve-
a1l and tov 1émo 10U yia va pi{woel
Kdmou aldoy, n S1adikaocia puyng kai
nepimAdvnong, MOU thv Tpokdieoav
aveinwtol xivbuvol kai Yuxikoi moé-
vol, €véxel map’ 6la autd v eimida
g owtnpiag. H Kepadd meprypdgel
1600 wpaia avtd 1o Ayylypa tng €AIi-
dag, evéow o avOpwriog Tpéxel, yia va
owBei oe dyvwota pépn, ota mépata
TOU KOOPOU pe pia Baditoa oto xépi1. “ 1
was holding a baby in my arms”.

H mpoo@uyonoinon kail n peravdoteu-
on, €0TwW Kal av amotedei pia Avon yia
Ta UAIKG mpoPAnpata emiBiwong, apn-
Vel dAuta ta Puxoloyikd mpofAnpata
tou §epr{wpov. “Emptiness” Oa ypad-
ye1, “Only the man in black”, pe oko-
1elvd pdtia mou 8ev aviavaklouv Tig
emOupie. 'Evag kOopog payiopévog,
mou {e1 péoa oti§ oupPdoeig ardd ovel-
pevetal Aeukd Potoara. H mointpia
€X€l OUOOWPEVOEL EUTIEIPIEG P1AG OAO-
KAnpng (wng, mOU yivovtal OKI€G Kail
v akolouBoUv mavtou, KAt peuoto,
yualiotepo, kai pavpo. Mia aioBnon
mévBoug mou Sdpwg kaveig Sev katala-
Baivel.

TeAikd o mévog tou mévBoug yAukaivel,
KaBw¢ o1 AvOpwIIo1 TOV NPEPWVOUV e
11G opadiKéG TEPITEXVEG TEAETEG TIEV-
Boug mmou emivoouv. H téxvn €ival pia
T€T01a €11VONON, N OII0ia €1pNVeUEel KAl
OUPPIM®VEL TO UTIOKEIPEVO € TNV €A~
mida, mou 6pw¢ mavta yAlotpd kai xd-
vetal miow amnd Papid maparmnerdaopara.

STORY

The distances I have to cross to meet
them. They watch me from afar, in
secretive ways. In their eyes, my angular
face caught in glass. They break under
the impact. Scattered chips over the
pavement.

The smell of fear for days.

Then they gather them slowly melt them
to make other bubbles which they slot
into place. Better than new, they all say,
rubbing their hands.

H oxéon g mointpiag pe tov UmdAo1no
KOOpo Oev €ival eGKoAn. Aev Tnv Kata-
AaBaivouv. To yovindeg tng mpdowiio
Bpupparidetal otnv emagn pe anpdoexta
xép1a. 'Eto1 mou ta Opavopata, mpénel
va §avda-koAAnoouv amo €pdg yia va dw-
OOUV TNV €1KOVA IOV €XOUHE avAyKI.



