What is it that contains me?

What is it that contains me?

A licked pebble

on timeless shores,

I wait for light but become time
What is it that contains me?
The white on my palms

I offer to the world

which neither ponders nor yields
but returns it as an echo,

water on water,

but I am not white

the light falls on conscience,
it’s not me, but creation kneels
before the opposite

which now contains me,

in the endless flow

flowing in me, I static

am not light, am not time

a cupful

What is it that contains me?

T ue ovveyey

T pe ovveye;

Mwoppévo Botoaro

OTA TTAPAALA TOV AYPOVOU,
TEPIUEVM TO PWG LA Yivoual XpOvog
T pe ovveye;

AgUKO 0TI TTAAAUES OV

TO AtoBeTw OTOV KOGUO,

Sev ouAoyleTal Unte Avyidet

WG NX® TO EMOTPEPEL,

VEPO TTAV® OTO VEPO,

ua Sev eipan Aevko

TO (W 0TI ovveidnon, meprtel,

Sev elpal eyw, pa 1 tAdon yovartidel
UITPOOTA OTO ATTEVAVTL

IOV TTAEOV L€ OUVEYEL,

0TIV ATEAEVTI TN POT)

IOV YUVETAL EVTOG U0V, EY® OTATIKOC
Sev elpal 1o Pwg, Sev elpatl o Xpovog
LA KOUITA JTOL Yepidel



T1 pe ovveyet ;

Words

Words sculpture things
sculptures not defined
but transformed

as words change,

with the passage of time
images that swell

and are never possessed,
burst and words

and things hang

rolled into a ball

AgEerg

O1 Ag€eig Aageovy ta mpayuata
yAvmta tov Sev opidovtat
petafaiiovrat

KaBwg o1 AeEeig aAalovv,

LLE TO TTEPACUA TV XPOVWV
el8wAa IOV POVOKWVOLV

Kal 7TOTE 8V KATEYOVTAL,

OKAVE Kol KpEUOVTAL

o1 Ag€elg Ta mpayuata
kovfaplacueva

Sandpaper

Poems happen with sandpaper

I rub the paper and greens sprout

I made myself comfortable on my back
and now float on the ground

dreaming

I tear up towns gather marble pieces
up in the sky

and with a tricycle I go round

Cardboards are falling all about me
just cardboards



To yvaioyapto

Ta omuata ocvpPaivovy pe yvahoxapto
1w TO XYapTi kau Bydadel xopta
avaokeAa foAevTnka

KOl TTAEOV TIAE® OTO XWUA

Kat ovelpegvouat

oX1{w TIg TTOAEIG papuapa palevw

PYNnAQ 0ToV ovpavo

Kal Y Eva TPIKUKAO yupidw yOpw-yOpw

Bpéyxel xaptovia yOpwm Hov avTov
UOVO XapTOVIa

Bowels

I'm enjoying my bowels tonight

all organs are in top-notch condition
they slide coordinated like on silk,
and my legs in their place take me
to Thessaloniki by night

I am the mystery, we are

as we stood in the space vertically

apart, our shadows like cypress trees

light temporarily condensed again tonight

our eyes flickered they too disperse
you too disperse
and only night remains

TmAayva

Xaipouatl Ta OTAGKVA OV ATTOWE

KL OAQL TAL OPYAVA WPAia AEITOVPYOVV
OUVTOVIOUEVA KUAOUV 0V 08 UETAEL,
Ta todia pov ot Beon Toug pe ave
VUXTEPIVI] OECCAAOVIKT

Ey® ’uatl To puotnplo eueig

OTIWC OTAONKAUE OTOV XOPO Ol ATTOOTACELG
KAOeTO1 eUEIC TAV KLTTAPIOO1A O1 OKIEG
PG TTOV TUKVOONKE TPOCHPIVA KL ATTOWPE

Ta patia tpeposmaidovve StaAvovtal
Stalveoat k1 €0V



Kat povo voyta

(Translated from the Greek by Y. Goumas)





