TToinon: BayyéAnc EiAoc

TitAog épyou: MmaAdvra

Zroixeia Zuyypagéa

BayyéAnc &iAog

Kivnto: 6974549746

AieBuvon Karoikiac: Zrparnyol Anuntpiou Iwavvou 7, 45445, Iwavviva

Email: vfilos@gmail.com

BayyéAnc @ihoc. MevviBnke To 1954 ota Ayvavrta Aptag. Eivar dimAwpaTtoUxog
TToAITIk6¢ Mnxavikdg Tou EBvikoU MeTodpiou TToAuTexveiou. Zei kai epyd{eTal oTta
Twavviva. Exer ekdwoel mévte PipAia pe moifpata kar dinyAuara. Epya Tou éxouv
HeTappaoTei oTa yaAAIkd Kal ouyypikd. Eivar péAog Thg ZuvtakTikAg EmiTpomAc Tou
AoyoTexVikoU TrepiodikoU &nyoc.

TTepiAnyn

MraAavra. H aywvia Tou moinTh amévavTi otn véa eAmida Tou o id1o¢ dnpiolpynoe.



TTpoTaon Metappaonc andé Kacoavdpa AAoyookoU@i

(PAéne Proypagikd oTo avTtioToixo doc Tou HETAPYPAOHEVOU KEINEVOU)

TlpoTaon EmpéAciac and Zogia NikoAdidou

(PAéne Proypagikd oTo avrioToixo doc Tou HETAPPATHEVOU- EmIHEANHEVOU
KEIPEVOU)



TTpoTaon yia Ta €1KaoTika wou ©a ouvodelouv To £pyo «MmaAdvra»:

TTivakag amé Tnv kaAAiTéxvn Ment jouk.

Bioypa@iko

MENTJOUK. H ewkaotikog Mentjouk Zet kat epyaletat otnv ABrva. Eivat anddoitog AZKT Kot
10 2007 BpaBevtnke otov 7° MaveAhfivio Alaywviopd Képike tng EAEYOEPOTYMIAS Kat Tou
neplodikou “9” otnv katnyoplo Néwv KoAAttexvwv. Exel mapakoAouBrjosl padnuata
Nawdaywyikng, Wuxoloyiog, Wnodwtou kat Qwrtoypadiog. Exel ekBEoel Snuoupyieg Tng
oto «Epyootacio» tng AIKT, otn ykoaAepi «ATHENS ART SPACE» kot otn ykoAepi « MARY
ALEXIOU» oto KoAwvakl. Emtiong dpihofevnOnke otn «APOTHIKI ART GALLERY» tng Napou Kat
otov Xwpo Téxvng tng BapBakeiou Ayopdcg ABnvwv, omwg emiong oto «KOKKIVO ity oTnv
XaAkiba. H elkaotikog epyaletal otnv deutepofabuia ekmaibevon. Iuvepyaletal HE
AoyoTexVIKA TepLodIKA. (AUKOG, BakyLkov, AoyoTtexvikdo MTLoTpo Tng ZTEAAACG, K.a.)

TTepiypapn eikaoTikoU €pyou

Eikdva 1": O1 auAAAYEIC eVvOC dvTpa.

Emnikoivwyia

KaAMiTexviké Weudwvupo: Ment jouk
‘Ovopa Emwvupo: Mévtlou Euayyehia
AictBuvon: BioAéttac 4, EKAAH
TnAépwvo Emikoivwviag: 6946836092

e-mail: perhanxpower@hotmail.com



MraAavra

Ki ekei Tou amAwvel

n aydmn va ¢ ayyi€el,
xdveoai TdAl oTnv apxaia
CIWTIA OoU.

O¢Ael apeTh va d¢ig

0TO paylopuévo oou Kabpégtn
0,71 avopBwoeg.

Mmopei

wpaia epeima

va £€0Tnoeg TdAI

€KEi TTOVU emaipeoal.

T1 yUpeueg €0V edw

oThv ayopd

He povo epddio TIg AE€eig,
auTéc TToU oouv 'HaBe

n pova&id va keAandouv
TAAveC gowieg

KI aioOAuara e€opioTa;
TToU mAyec;

TTaAI nxoUve TévBiua

60a karapaypéva

d¢ pmopeic V' akoUoeIg.
KpUgpTnkeg;

TWwpa mouv éuabec va peUyeIg;
Aéve Twg eival auto deihia,
eyw mou Eépw ¢ oc adikw
0,T1 ¢ avdoTnoe

pTopei va og TeAgiwoel.
TToU mAYEC TrOINTA;

oV TAYEC;

BayyéAng &iAoc




Poetry: Vangelis Filos

Title: Ballad

Communication with the Poet

Vangelis Filos

Mobile: 6974549746

Address: Stratigou Dimitriou Ioannou 7, 45445, Toannina

Email: vfilos@gmail.com

BayyéAnc @ihog. TevviBnke 1o 1954 ota Ayvavra Aptac. Eivar dimAwpartouxog TToAITIKOG
Mnxavikdc Tou EBvikoU MeTodpiou TToAuTexveiou. Zeil kai epydletal ota Iwdavviva. Exel ekdwoel
mévre PipAia pe moifpata kar dinyAuara. Epya Tou éxouv peTappaoTei aTa YaAAIKA Kai ouyypiKd.
Eivai péAog Tng ZuvTakTIKAG ETITPOTIAG TOou AoyoTeXVIKoU Trepiodikol &nydc.

Vangelis Filos. Born in 1954 (Agnada of Arta, Greece). He has graduated as a civil engineer
of the National Technical University in Athens. He lives and works in the city of Ioannina.
Filos has published five books with poems and short stories. Some of his poems have been
translated in French and Hungarian. He is member of the editorial board of the literary
magazine “Figos".

TTepiAnyn

MmaAavra. H aywvia Tou oinTh amévavTi otn véa eAmida mou o id1o¢ dnpioUpynoe.

Abstract

Ballad is the agony of a poet for the young hope he created.



Visual Suggestion for the poem “Ballad”
We kindly suggest you a fine painting of the artist Mentjouk.
TIpoTaon yia Ta £1kaoTika wou Oa ouvodelouv To épyo «MmaAavra»:

TTivakag amé Tnv kaAAiTéxvn Ment jouk.

MENTJOUK. H ewkaotikdg Mentjouk el kat epyaletal otnv ABrva. Eival anddoitoq AZKT kal to 2007
BpaBevtnke otov 7° MaveAAfvio Ataywviopd Kopike tng EAEYOEPOTYNIAS kat Tou mepodikol “9” otnv
katnyopia Néwv KaAlitexvwv. Exel mapakohouBrosl pabnuata MNawdaywyikng, Wuxoloyiag, Wndpdbwtol
kot Qwtoypadiag. Exsl ekBEoel Snuioupyiec tng oto «Epyootdoio» tng AIKT, otn ykohepl «ATHENS ART
SPACE» kat otn ykohepl «MARY ALEXIOU» oto KoAwvakl Emiong ¢wofevnBnke otn «APOTHIKI ART
GALLERY» tng Mapou kat otov Xwpo TExvne tng BapPakeiou Ayopdg ABnvwy, omwg emniong oto «KOKKLVO
ity otnv XoAkida. H ewootikog epyaletal otnv deutepofdabuia  ekmaibevon. Zuvepydletol e
AoyoTeXVIKA TeEPLOSIKA. (AUKOG, BakyLkov, AoyoTexvikdo MTLoTpo Tng ZTEAAAG, K.a.)

C.V.

Mentjouk. The artist works and lives in Athens. She has graduated from the School of Fine
Arts in Athens. She has been praised from the Greek newspaper “Eleftherotupia” for her
comic series, which were published in the Scifi magazine "9". Mentjouk's artworks have been
displayed in high-class galleries of Greece (Galleries: "ATHENS ART SPACE", "MARY
ALEXTIOU", "Red House" in Chalkis, "Apothiki Art Gallery” in Paros island). She cooperates
with several literary magazines ("Likos", "Vakchikon", Stella's Literary Bistro, etc.).

TTepiypapn €IKAOTIKWY Epywv
Eikéva 1™ O1 cUAAYEIC evOg avTpa.
Abstract of the painting

Painting: The Conceptions of a man.

Personal Data of the visual artist Mentjouk
First and Last Name: Evaggelia Mentjou
Address: Violettas 4, Ekali, Athens, Greece
Mobile Phone: 6946836092

e-mail: perhanxpower@hotmail.com




TRANSLATION: Cassandra Alogoskoufi
Real Name: Maria-Artemis Gkolfi
Address: Thermopilon 6, Kallithea, Athens, 17673

Mobile Phone: 6987053949

Bloypadiko

Kaoodavdpa ANoyookoUdL. Zel otnv ABrva. Exel omoudaoel MAnpodopikr, evw MapAAAnAa KATOTLACTNKE
pe puBlotopnua, diynua kot mpola. To 2005 éAaPe unotpodio wg véo ouyypadlkd TaAévio amod To
E.KE.ME.A kat to 2007 urnotpodia doitnong oto 18pupa Tdkng Zwodmouvloc. To 2012 Byrke 2" otov
Mapadbwvio Fpadrc mou Sie€nxdn oto 18pupa Kakoytdvvng oto 1° @eotifdA Néwv Aoyotexvwv.
Exknpoownnoe tnv EAAGda otnv Biennale BICEM NEwv Anuloupywv (27 xwpeg, 7 téxveg, Zkoma 2009).
JUPPETEXEL 0 OUANOYLKOUC TOMouG Tmoinong- meloypadlag. AnpooleVel o eAANVIKA AOYOTEXVIKA
Teplodika. Mpadel kot petadpalel mpog ta ayyAkad. N'vwpilel mévte yAwWoOoEC.

C.v.

Cassandra Alogoskoufi is a Greek writer who lives in Athens. She has studied Informatics at the University
of Athens. She writes and translates prose and short stories in English. She was granted a Scholarship for
young talented writers (European Translation Centre - Literature and Human Sciences -EKEMEL, House of
Literature- Paros 2005). Takis Sinopoulos Institution granted her a poetry scholarship (Poetry & Translation
Seminars, 2007-2008). In 2012, she obtained the second place in the Writing Marathon (1* Festival of
Young Writers and Poets). She has also represented Greece in the domain of Literature (BJCEM Biennale,
27 coutries-7 arts- 700 artists, Scopje-2009). She publishes in many literary magazines. She writes and
translates towards English, and she speaks five languages.



Editorship & Advice: Sofia Nikolaidou
Address: Vasileos Georgiou 42 B, Chalandri of Athens
Mobile Phone: 6934107779

Email: sofia.nik_23@hotmail.com

C.V.

Sofia Nikolaidou. She lives and works in Athens as an English teacher. She has studied
Business Administration in Larissa. She has experimented with further studies in the field of
translation (Translation Seminars in the Hellenic-American Union). She has edited the
English version of prose and short stories in favor of many Greek writers and poets
("Exceptions”- Nestoras Poulakos, "Vakchikon" Editions -2012, etc.).

Bioypagiko

Zogia NikoAdidou. TevvBnke otnv ABAva, o6mou kai epydletai. Zmoudace Aioiknon
Emixeiphocwy otnv Adpioa. ‘Exel mapakoAouBnoer paBruara petdgpacnc othv EAAnvoapepikaviki
‘Evwon. Exel empeAnBei Tnv ayyAikA peTdgpaon épywv -mpola kai difynua- yvwoTtwy EAAAvwy
ouyypagpéwyv («E€aipéocic»- Néotopag TTouAdkog, yia Thv AyyAikh TAwooa Ekddoeic “Bakxikov”,
K.d. ).



Ballad

by

Vangelis Filos

There, where love reaches out

To touch you

There, where you disappear in your
Ancient silence

It needs virtue to discern

Through your cracked mirror
Everything you have raised:
Wonderful remains

You may have lifted up again there,
Where you boast with pride

What are you doing (t)-here?

In the mart

With words your only weapon

The same words, you were taught

By loneliness,

Sing out

Sponge words of seducers?
Or emotions in exile?
Where have you gone?
Gravely chiming again

All cursed things

You couldn’t listen.



Have you hidden yourself?

Now, that you have learned how to escape?
They say that is plain streak

Since | know, | don’t blame you

Everything that raised you up from the dead
It can deadly destroy you.

Where have you gone, Poet?

Where have you gone?

Translation: Cassandra Alogoskoufi

Editorship and Advice for the English Language: Sofia Nikolaidou



Tloinon-TTpéCa: BayyéAnc iAo

TirAog €pyou: Znelpoeidng (Ardoraopa)

Zroixeia Zuyypagéa

BayyéAnc &iAoc

Kivnté: 6974549746

AedBuvon Karoikiac: Zrparnyol Anuntpiou Iwavvou 7, 46445, Twavviva

Email: vfilos@gmail.com

BayyéAnc Eihog. MevvnOnke To 1954 ota Ayvavta Aptag. Eivar dimAwparouxog
TToAITIk6¢ Mnxavikdg Tou EBvikoU MeTodpiou TToAuTexveiou. Zei kai epyd{eTal ota
Twavviva. Exer ekdwoel mévte PipAia pe moifpata kar dinyAuara. Epya Tou éxouv
HeTappaoTei oTa yaAAIkd Kal ouyypikd. Eivar péAo¢ Thg ZuvtakTikAg EmiTpomAg Tou
AoyoTexVikoU TrepiodikoU &nyoc.

TlepiAnyn

Ireipoeidig: H urtap€iakh avalhtnon Tou avBpwou, pia oTeipoeldAC Kivnon amé To
TapeABov aTo péAAov, amd To undév aTo ATEIpo KAl avTioTpogd.



Tpéraon Metagpaong and Kacoavdpa AAoyookoU@i

(BAéne Proypag@iko aTo avrioToixo doc Tou HETAPPAOHEVOU KEIPEVOU)

Tpéraon EmpéAciac and Zopia NikoAdidou

(PAéme Proypagiké oTo avrioToixo doc Tou HETAPPAOHEVOU- ETTINEANUEVOU KEIHEVOU)



Tlporaon yia Ta €IKAoTIKA Tou Ba ouvodeUouv To £pyo <«ZmEIPOEIBNC:

AUo mivakeg amé Tnv kaAAiTéxvn Ment jouk.

Bioypayiko

MENTJOUK. H ewkaotikog Mentjouk Zet kat epydletat otnv ABrva. Eivat anddoitog AZKT Kot
10 2007 BpaBevtnke otov 7° MaveAhfivio Alaywviopd Képike tng EAEYOEPOTYMIAS Kat Tou
nieplodikov “9” otnv Kkatnyopia NEwv KaMitexvwv. Exel mapakoAloubnoel padnuota
Nawdaywyikng, Wuxoloyiag, Wnodwtou kat Qwroypadiog. Exel ekBEoel Snuoupyieg Tng
oto «Epyootacio» tng AIKT, otn ykoaAepi «ATHENS ART SPACE» kot otn ykoAepi « MARY
ALEXIOU» oto KoAwvakL. Emiong phofevrnBnke otn «APOTHIKI ART GALLERY» tng Ndpou kat
otov Xwpo Téxvng tng BapPakeiou Ayopdcg ABnvwv, omwg emiong oto «KOKKVO Ty oTnv
XaAkiba. H elkaotikog epyaletal otnv deutepofabula ekmaibevon. Iuvepyaletal HE
Aoyotexvika replodika. (AUkog, Bakyxikov, Aoyotexvikdo Mrmiotpod tng ITéAag, K.a.)

TTepiypa@n €IKAGTIKWY Epywv
Eikéva 1": A1Bépia Umapén oc KoITd.

Eikéva 2" 'Id1ec Tepodveg Kavouv Kouvid.

Emikoivwvia

KaAMiTexviko Weudwvupo: Ment jouk
Ovopa Emwvupo: Mévtlou Euayyehia
Ai0Buvon: BioAéttac 4, EKAAH
TnAépwvo Emikoivwviag: 6946836092

e-mail: perhanxpower@hotmail.com



BayyéAng ®iAog
ZnelpoeIdNG

(Ambéoraopa)

N

AkoAoUBnoa Ta ixvh pou. Kar kdBe gopd mou £6dcua évav KUKAo, peTamndoloa
oc dAAov opodkevTpo. Ki ATav mavTtou To mpéowTo pou deikTng. Kai n akTiva pikpuve
ouvexWwe, Watou dvw oThv KoUpaoh, Th Papid, tAnciaoa 1o amoAuto. Kai ekei ou
ATav va cuvBAIPW oTn vEvvNnon pou, Xépl adpato pe £oTelAe ato pwéAAov. Epoiale pe
Tov dmeipo KUKAo. Kai kaBw¢ éviwaa va avamavopdl aTo ampdoiTo, dpxioe TAAI auTh
n omeipoeIdA¢ Kivnan ou pe Anaiale ava ota eykoopia. ‘Hrav ekei o1 dpopot idiol.

Mévo Tou TWwpa KukhowopoUoav mapdfevor Tafidiwteg. Epoiale va cixav
amoPpiPpaocTei €8W, TPIV ATO TOV TPOYPAUUATIOUEVO EKTpoXIaopo. HTave Aéer adnpitn
avdykn, gia @opd oTI¢ TOoe¢ va fexaoTei autdc Tou éxel Thv emipéAEld ThG
KEVTPOHOAOU- TOONn emavdAnyn Beé pou, omoia TAKREN Bavatngoépog! Mdovo mou yia
oAa umthpxe h tpdPAeyn Tou vou. Kai 180U Tou Eévor Eéopnvav Ta ixvh pou, 100!

‘H pAntwe dev Atav évor; Kai sixape {exaotei othv aévan kivhon 6Aot o1 TtaAioi
@ihol kalr Twpa dev yvwpile Kaveic kavévav, Kar To mpéowmo cixe {eBwpidoer To



TPOOWTIO, KAPPWHEVO eKEI 0 OAEC TIC TpoXIEC. Opwe To Bupdpouv KaAd, amd ekeivn
Thv TaAid payiodarid.... ‘Hrav nAiopaciAepa 6tav pou épepav Tov KaBpéeTn Ki €ida
oThV TPOOHOVA Hou, BAiyn Ki euxABnka va avoifel pia pwyhn oTo XpOvo, HATTWG
HTopéow Kal Eexdow, OpwC, aAuTh oxnuartiotnke oto cidwAo pou. Kai amd 16TE
dAaa kaToTTpa TOAAd, eKEi N pWYHA.

XtUmnoa To koudoUvi. Mou dvoifav. MTAka OTo €0WTEPIKO Kal TipoxXWwphad.
‘Buoiale pe Cevwva autd 1o Kripro. Eixe dwudtia moAAd kai diadpdpouc, Ekaiyav
KePId 0TO Uipwg, opwe, 8 pe ouvedeue kaveic. «'ETol pémer va yivers, oKEPTNKA,
«poévo¢ va Pppw Thv Kduapn». Tn Pphka, cixe amé§w xapaypéva Ta apxika Tng, dimAa
Kal Ta 8ikd pou. Avoifa, Atav opOAR oTo TapaBupi: «yUploeg», pou eite. «Upiaal».
KaBuw¢ Ttpepomaife n apxaia AaxTtdpa, mAnciaca kair pou £€3eife auTth oTo dAAo
Tapabupi ekeivov: ‘Huouv eyw! «Océ pou pwvalal», «moéTe yUpioa avd;». «Asv
épuyec moTé», pou citme. ToTe katdAapa. Aev Atav auth. Kaveic dev Atav. Ki ey
padila, oe épnuo dpopo Padila. Ki Atave peanuépl avrikartonTpiopou. Kai améd Th pia
anmdrn Twv oOaApwy, oThv dAAn Tou oveipou, dev eixa eAmida va yaAnvéyw. Tnv
dapnoa ekei opbn kai pyhnka. Ekave va tpé€er o dAAog va ' akoAouBroel. Ma TTw¢ va
Tpé€el Tou ATave TAGOUA TOU Vou Kdl To HOVo Tou WEepe ATAV va He KoITAEl He Td
pdTia didmAaTa, we IKeaia.

TTAnciaoa otov iokio. KuhoUoe ekei éva pudki. Kar w¢ éviwoa va dpocilovtal Ta
pAoyiouéva pou, Eexdotnka. TTApa OUWC, HAVUHA HE TIC TOAIKEC OUVTETAYHEVEG TIC
Kivnong pou: AKTiva 0éka TmévTe, ywvia Tpidvra. ToTe KartdAaPpa mwe Ruouva oTov
0ékato TEUTITO XpoOvo KI HRuouva oc Béon avatoAikn. Movo mou de pmopoloa va
Eexwpiow oe moia emioTpo@h Ppiokdpouv. ‘Huouva dpwe oiyoupa oc €TIOTPOYR, YIATI
To «Thyaive, éAa» eixe apxioel Xpovia okTWw, amd ToTe. OQuudpal RTave Kupilakh.
2@Upile To Tpévo. AUTO To Tpévo ae OAeg TiIc (wéc Hou oeUpile oav emavaAnyn oe
Tpaywdia. KuAoUoe o xpovog WTpooTd, pa eyw mhyaiva miow. Ki auté ouvépaive
oxedov adidAeimra, womou émaye va éxel aia amoAutn. OAa Ta ocuppdvrta cixav
OIdpkela XpovIiKR peTaPaAAdpevn, avdhoyn Tou ouvTeAoUpevou omapaypou. ‘Hrav
POpPEC TTOU 01 VUXTEC NTav aiwvieg. TiaTi épxovrav ekei KATI TToUAId Kai Pe pdpgilav.
Kai yéAo mou dev eixa dUvapun va avrioTabw Ki ATave eUKOAo va pe TeAgiwoouy, autd
Tpwyave TIC 0dpKeC Hou PpacavioTikd, w¢ va RBeAav va pe £odéyouv oAoKAnpWTIKA
mpiv pe meOdvouv. Epoiale To pdugiopa va Siapkei amépavra. ‘Hrave pavupa Ta
TOUAIA {a, egixav @opéc, wopéc avOpwmou oyn. AX auTh n Taywpévn Pdoka Tou
epxoTave yia va ot diwel. Kar moU va mdag eoU, mou Tpiyupvoluoave mavtoU ol
avapvioeig; Quuduar pia gopd, éva TeTOUHEVO €iXe Th HOPYR AKoUuoTIKoU Ki éPpyaive
amd péoa ekeivog o NXoG amd Tov MUpoPoAiodd ThG dAANG dkpng. Ti RBeAa eyw Ki



emépeiva va axnuatiCw To @Aoyiouévo apiBud. ‘Hrav mouAi, palpo TouAi Tou eixe
KeAAndnpa vekpNg TNAEQWVIKAC YPAUUAG.

Kabw¢ kémaoce To modoPpoAnTod, €ida Tov maidikd Hou @iAo va pe KoIiTd amod Tnv
AahAn 6xOn. «TiaTi £épuyec Tov pwThoa», «dev épuya». «Ac pe Eeyehdc», emépeva Kal
TOTE ddKpuoe. «Eyw yupilw amd KOOHO TWV VEKPWV», Hou &iTte, «eoU TI YUpEUEIC,
CwvTtavog @ auth Th PvAUN, dev éxel eAida o yupiopdg, dev éxel AUTpwaon Kapid
matpida». ‘Oco va otoxaoTw dmAwoa xépi. Tov €ida va TpéxXel. ZTnV dkpn ThG
dnHoaIdg Tov Tepideve N vekpA Tou pnTépa. TTio Kel akoAouBolaoe yvéBovTag Kai h
OIKA pou Tou eixe xaBei o' auth Thv 81a0TOAR Tou Xpdvou Kai e BupdHouV TTOTE €ixe
meOdvel. TToté dev méBave. Movo Tou €kAeloe Ta pATIA €va TPWIVO TTAYWHEVO Kdl
{nTnoe va aAAd€el omiTi kalr amd T0Te dev Tnv €ida moTé Eavd. Aéve Twg ixe vivel
adparn kai pe @UAaye. MTopei Kal va UTAKE WEG OTN QwToypdyia, ekei YynAd oTo
TZdKI. ‘Hrav maidoUAa kar CUpwve ywyi. Kar o manmolUg kapdpwve. Ki eyw Bupduai



eyw, éva Koppdri {eoTd ywyi va apmdlw am' Tn wTId Kal va TpéXw TPIV YeEipel o
AAlo¢ va mpogTdow. Kai Tnv dAAn pépa dpxile Eavd to {Upwya Ki h ydotpd Kdi ToO
maiyvidi dev eixe xopTaon.

‘Ekava va onkwbw, &ida éva Kopdki va pe KoiTd amd tn dimAavh méTpa. «Ekei»,
Tou Aéw KdBovTal o1 @iAkol pou... pUye». TéAaoe, omwe dev cixa ava 18¢i Kopdki va
veAd: «dev éxeic @ihouc». «Koita T @épvel n {whi», HovoAdynoa Kai amogdoiod vd
ayvonow Tov BpacV emiokémTn. KAmoTe Ta Kopdkia meToUoav pakpid kai Tpoualav
oThv avBpwTivn Tapoudia kai dev gixav, TOTe, HIAIA Ta Kopdkid, Ttapd povo évav
KPWYHO HOVOTOVO TTOU ATAV XEIPOTEPOC aTd TO oUpAlaxTO Tou AUkou. KaBwe autd
oToxdoTnka onkwenka opBo6¢ via va To okidéw. Kavéva ¢Tepd Tou de Tpepomaie.
Kai oav va cixe diapdoel kaAd TIC OKEWEIC Kal va €ixe HeETphoel Tn dUvaun pHou,
HiAnoe, wg cowd ToUAi: «EdW eivar To PaciAeio Twv VEKPWY avapvAoewy, TAYAIVE
Tapamépa».



Poetry-Prose: Vangelis Filos
Title: Spiral (Extract)

Communication with the Poet

Vangelis Filos

Mobile: 6974549746

Address: Stratigou Dimitriou Toannou 7, 45445, Toannina

Email: vfilos@gmail.com

BayyéAnc Bihog. TevvABnke 1o 1954 ota Ayvavra Aptag. Eivar dimAwpartouxog
TToAiTikd6¢ Mnxavikdg Tou EBvikoU MeTodPiou TToAuTexveiou. Zei kar epydleTar ota
Twdvviva. Exel ekdwoel mévre PiPpAia pe moihpara kai dinyauara. Epya Ttou éxouv
HeTappaoTei aTa yaAAikd Kai ouyypikd. Eivar yéAo¢ ThG ZUvVTakTIKAG EmITpoTAG Tou
AoyoTexVikoU TrepiodikoU &nyoc.

Vangelis Filos. Born in 1954 (Agnada of Arta, Greece). He has graduated as a civil
engineer of the National Technical University in Athens. He lives and works in
the city of Toannina. Filos has published five books with poems and short stories.
Some of his poems have been franslated in French and Hungarian. He is member
of the editorial board of the literary magazine "Figos".

Abstract

Spiral is the existential frip to the unknown land of the human behavior. It's a
spiral motion from the past to the future and a fatal transmission from the zero
point towards infinity and conversely.

Ireipoeidig: H urtapgiakh avalhtnon Tou avBpwou, pia oeipoeldAC Kivnan amé To
TapeABoOv aTo HéAAov, amod To Undév aTo ATEIPO KAl AvTioTpogd.



Visual Suggestion for the prose “Spiral”
We kindly suggest you two paintings of the artist Mentjouk.

Tlporaon yia Ta €IKaoTIKA Tou Ba ouvodeUouv To £pyo <«ZmEIPOEIBNC:

Alo Tivakeg amé Tnv KaAAiITEXvn Ment jouk.

Bioypayiko

MENTJOUK. H ewkaotikog Mentjouk Zet kat epydletat otnv ABrva. Eivat anddottog AZKT Kot
10 2007 BpaBevtnke otov 7° MaveAhfivio Alaywviopd Képike tng EAEYOEPOTYMIAS Kat Tou
neplodikov “9” otnv katnyopia NEwv KaMitexvwv. Exel mapakoAloubnoel padnuota
Nawdaywyikng, Wuxoloyioag, Wnodwtou kat Qwroypadiog. Exel ekBEoel Snuoupyieg Tng
oto «Epyootacio» tng AIKT, otn ykoaAepi «ATHENS ART SPACE» kot otn ykoAepi « MARY
ALEXIOU» oto KoAwvakL. Emiong phofevrnBnke otn «APOTHIKI ART GALLERY» tng Ndpou ka
otov Xwpo Téxvng tng BapPakeiou Ayopdc ABnvwv, omwg emiong oto «KOKKVO ity oTnv
XaAkida. H elkaotikog epyaletal otnv desutepofabuia ekmaibevon. Iuvepyaletal HE
Aoyotexvika replodika. (AUkog, Bakyikov, Aoyotexvikdo Mmiotpod tng ITéAag, K.a.)

CVv.

Mentjouk. The artist works and lives in Athens. She has graduated from the
School of Fine Arts in Athens. She has been praised from the Greek newspaper
"Eleftherotupia” for her comic series, which were published in the Scifi
magazine "9". Mentjouk's artworks have been displayed in high-class galleries of
Greece (Galleries: "TATHENS ART SPACE", "MARY ALEXIOU", "Red House" in
Chalkis, "Apothiki Art Gallery” in Paros island). She cooperates with several
literary magazines ("Likos", "Vakchikon”, Stella's Literary Bistro, etc.)

TTepiypa@n €IKAGTIKWY Epywv

Eikéva 1": A1Bépia Umtapén oc KoITd.
Eikdva 2" ‘Idiec mepadveg kKdvouv Kouvid.
Abstract of the paintings

1°" Painting: Ethereal beauty watching you

2" Painting: Self-same personalities swing their legs



Personal Data of the visual artist Mentjouk
First and Last Name: Evaggelia Mentjou
Address: Violettas 4, Bkali, Athens, Greece
Mobile Phone: 6946836092

e-mail: perhanxpower@hotmail.com




TRANSLATION: Cassandra Alogoskoufi
Real Name: Maria-Artemis Gkolfi
Address: Thermopilon 6, Kallithea, Athens, 17673

Mobile Phone: 6987053949

Bloypadiko

Kaoodvdpa AAoyookoUoL. Zet otnv ABrva. Exel omoubdoel MAnpodopikr, evw mapdAAnia
KOTATLAOTNKE HE HuBlotopnua, Suynua kot mpola. To 2005 éAafe umotpodia wg VéEo
ouyypadko TtaAévro amo to E.KE.ME.A kat to 2007 unotpodia dpoitnong oto 16pupa TAKNg
Iwoénovloc. To 2012 Bynke 2" otov Mapabwvio Tpadrc mou Se€ixdn oto 16pupa
Kakoytavvng oto 1° PeotiBdA Néwv Aoyotexvwy. Ekmpoowrinoe tnv EAMGSa otnv Biennale
BJICEM Néwv Anuioupywv (27 xwpeg, 7 té€Xveg, Ikomia 2009). JUMPETEXEL 08 GUAAOYLKOUG
TOpouG oinonc- neloypadiag. Anpootelel o eAANVIKA AOYOTEXVIKA TIEPLOSIKA. MpadeL Kall
petadpalel mpog ta ayyAlkd. N'vwpilel mévte YAWOOEC.

C.v.

Cassandra Alogoskoufi is a Greek writer who lives in Athens. She has studied Informatics at
the University of Athens. She writes and translates prose and short stories in English. She
was granted a Scholarship for young talented writers (European Translation Centre -
Literature and Human Sciences -EKEMEL, House of Literature- Paros 2005). Takis Sinopoulos
Institution granted her a poetry scholarship (Poetry & Translation Seminars, 2007-2008). In
2012, she obtained the second place in the Writing Marathon (1** Festival of Young Writers
and Poets). She has also represented Greece in the domain of Literature (BJCEM Biennale,
27 coutries-7 arts- 700 artists, Scopje-2009). She publishes in many literary magazines. She
writes and translates towards English, and she speaks five languages.



Editorship & Advice: Sofia Nikolaidou
Address: Vasileos Georgiou 42 B, Chalandri of Athens
Mobile Phone: 6934107779

Email: sofia.nik_23@hotmail.com

CVv.

Sofia Nikolaidou. She lives and works in Athens as an English teacher. She has
studied Business Administration in Larissa. She has experimented with further
studies in the field of translation (Translation Seminars in the Hellenic-
American Union). She has edited the English version of prose and short stories
in favor of many Greek writers and poets ("Exceptions”- Nestoras Poulakos,
"Vakchikon" Editions -2012, etc.).

Bioypagiko

Zopia NikoAdidou. TevvABnke oThv ABhAva, 6mou Kai gpydletal. Zmoudaoce Aloiknon
Emixeiphocswv otnv Adpioa. Exel mapakoAouBhoel paBAuata petdgpaocng orthv
EAAnvoapepikaviki Evwon. Exel emipeAnBei Tnv ayyAikh petdgpaoch épywv -mpola
kai diIfynua- yvwotwyv EAMAvwy ouyypapéwy («EEaipéocic»- Néotopag TTouAdkog,
via Thv AyyAikh TAwooa Ekddoeic "Bakxikov”, K.a. ).



Spiral
-Extract-

By Vangelis Filos

I followed my own trails. And every time I had gone through a circle, I
was changing over fo another one concentric. And my face was everywhere as a
forefinger of an arrow. And the face sweep was continuously reducing, fill I
reached the absolute in a moment of heavy weariness. And when I was ready to
be crushed under my birth wheel, an invisible hand sent me to the future. It
resembled the infinite circle. And when I felt like resting to the
unapproachable, it started again that spiral movement that was bringing me
close to the world. There, the streets were the same.

Only that now, odd travelers were moving. They seemed as though they
have gone off here on this place before the scheduled derailment. They say it
was dire necessity, for Him, who was responsible for the centripetal force, to be
forgotten all for once. So much repetition, Oh God; and much more of fatal
ennuil Strangers were erasing my trails, behold, and in wise anticipation for all.

Or maybe it wasn't for strangers? And have we -we, the old friends- been

forgotten in such perpetual movement that nobody now could recognize each
other? And my face had faded away, staring at all these orbits. But I
remembered it very well, from that old rift..It was sunset when they brought
me the mirror and I red distress between the lines of my expectancy, and I
wished to open a crack in time, so that I could manage to forget, but the chine
was shaped in my own reflection. And since then, I have changed many mirrors,
and the crack is always there.

I ringed the bell. They opened the door. I entered and I walked inside.
The building looked like a hostel. It had many rooms and corridors, candles were
burning in the gloom, but nobody accompanied me. "It must be done this way', I
thought, “alone to search for the chamber’. So, I found it. Her initials were
carved on the door near my own. She was standing still by the window, when I
opened the door: ''Have you returned?' She asked. “Yes, I have!" While the
ancient craving flared, I approached her and she showed me him on the next
window: It was me. "My Lord!' T cried out. " When did I come back again?' * You
have never gone away", she told me. Then, I understood. It wasn't her. There
was nobody. And I was stepping, walking on an empty road. It was midday of
mirage. On one side was the visual deception and on the other the deception of a
dream. There was no hope to lull. Still standing on her feet, I left the place. The



other self of me tried to reach me. But how could it run when it was just a
creature of the mind? The only thing it knew was to goggle me with a look of
plea.

I approached the shade. There, was a flowing brook. And I forgot myself
as I felt my fiery side cooling down. But, I received the message with the polar
co-ordinates of my motion. Radius fifteen and angle thirty. Then I understood
that I was in my fifteenth year and my position was in the East. But I couldn't
discern the retrace I belonged fo. Certainly, I was in some retrace, because it
was eight years ago, when I have started this back-and-forth route. As I
remember it was Sunday. The train was whistling. The same train was whistling
in all my lives in a tragedy of repetition. The fime was flowing ahead, but I was
moving backwards. And this was happening almost constantly, till it didn't matter
anymore. All events had duration with temporal changes, proportional to the
happening distress. On rare occasions, nights were eternal, because some birds
came to give pecks at me. And although I didn't have any strength to resist and
it was easy for them to destroy me, they ate my agonizing flesh, as though they
wanted to totally go through my body before they knocked me off. The jabs of
the birds seemed to me everlasting. The birds were black and sometimes they
had a human shape. Oh, that frozen mask that was coming to furn you away. And
where can you go? Since, memories wandered around the place. I remember
once, a bird of the air had the shape of an earpiece and from the phone was
coming up the sound of a shot from the other side. For what reason I insisted on
dialing the fiery number, I do not know.. I+ was bird, an ebony black bird that
had the singing of a dead telephone line.

When the clop simmered down, I saw my childhood friend looking at me
from the other bank. " Why did you leave?”, T asked him. “I didn’t leave." " You
can't fool me', I insisted and tears flowed from his eyes. "I am returning from
the world of dead', he said, " What are you looking for, alive in that memory,
there is no hope returning home, there is no salvation to any of the
fatherlands?' T reached out for him while I was trying to contemplate free. I
saw him running. His dead mother was waiting for him at the end of the public
way. Nearby was standing my mother spinning wool. She had been lost in the
time dilation and I didn't remember when she died. She never died... She only
closed her eyes one freezing morning and asked to move out from our home and
since then I have never seen her again. They say, she had become invisible and
that she looked after me. Maybe she got into that photograph that is hung over
the fireplace. She was a little girl kneading bread, and grandfather was proud of
her. And T remember myself clutching a warm piece of bread from the fire and



trying to make it, I was running before the sun droops. And the next day all
started again. All that kneading and the belly and the very games I couldn't
satiate.

I tried to rise on my own feet, and I saw a raven looking at me intensively
from a nearby rock. " There", T told him, “is the place for my friends.. go away".
It laughed out so loud as I had never before seen a raven doing. " You don't have
friends". “Look what comes out of /ife', T told myself and I decided to look
through my audacious visitor. Once, all ravens glided away and took fright at the
sight of human and -then- they weren't able to speak. They could only caw
colorlessly and this was worse than the howl of a wolf. Bethinking all these, I
rose fo my feet and I tried to frighten it away. Not a single feather did it
flicked. It was as if it had read pretty well my notions, my thoughts. It had
measured my corn with its own bushel. It spoke as a wise bird does: "Here is the
kingdom of dead recollection, go further away.."

Translation: Cassandra Alogoskoufi

Editorship and Advice for the English Language: Sofia Nikolaidou



