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Evag and Toug kupLovg 0TOX0UG Hag wg
KOAeKTIBa, eival va SNULOLPYCOLLE TO XWPO Yia
KaAArtexvikr ékppaot). Evag tétotog xpog eivat
nohvenineda amapaitnTog, OXt HOVO yla TOvG
KaAATEXVEG Kat TN SnptovpytkdTNTa TOVG, aAXd
Kat yto To kowvo. Avaykaiog, Ao tov mpoloyo,
SnAadn}, Tn SnpovpytkdTNTA TOL KAAATEXVH WG
mv katdAndn dnhadn v aodntikdtnTa Tov
Kowvov. Xe auth ) Sadpour| OpwG, Kivodvtal
TAVTOXPOVWG OL SLACTACELG TOV HECOL KAl TOV
(OLOHATOG, amd TO ToiNUA TOL EVEPYOTIOLEITAL
povo otav SaPactei wg T QwTOypaPia OV
EVEPYOTIOLEITAL ATTOKAELTTIKA OTAV «EUPAVIOTED,
1| EVOWUATWOT| TOVG 0 XWPLKEG TOANATAOTNTEG
kabiotatal avaykaia. Xtn poper evog dwpatiov,
uiag 000vng, oe éva PiPhio n o€ pia epnpepida.

H  dwdkacia  ovvappordynong
TETOLWV XWPWV OHWG, KABIOTA LIapKTH fua
éykpttn avaoTohn.'Av AaPoupe €va yn@lako
épyo, mota eivar 1 Stadlkacia (ETATPOTNG TOV
0g PUOIKT VAN; Av avtiingBovue to Piphio wg
éva SWHATIO, TG KATAVEUETAL O XWDPOG Yia
kaBe épyo; ITota eivat n Mo KatdAAnAn oetpd
yla va Tapovotactovy avtd ta épya; ITotog Oa
N&Pet auTég TIG AMOPATELG KAl [LE TTOLL KPLTAPLaL
eTAOYNG;

H 8w pag PAéyn  eivae
eykabidpvoovpe éva VAKO apxeio TOTUKAG
QWVNG. Xe ovVAPTNON AOLTOV He AVTO pag TOV
0TOX0, 0TO TPWTO AVTO TOHO Bétovpe oav
otoxaopd TNV ovvrafn kar avamtuén evog
anpoPrentov Staldyov petakd twv dvo péowy
onov 1 Sadikacia ovlevfewv petaly ekovag
Kal Toinong a@nvetar oty TOXN. AVt 7|
npOoKANon Aowmdv amevBhvetal oe VTOTOVG
KAAALTEXVEG [e OKOTIO TNV €MITEVEN HLAG PEVOTHG
Kat tohvmoikiAng TomikotnTag.

va

XORKO Collective

A principal aim of the collective
is the production of space(s) wherein local
expression will be facilitated. The composi-
tion of such spaces is of a manifold
essence. From the prolegomenon: the artist’s
creativity, to the epilogue:the public’s sensi-
bility, the regularities of space run adjacent
to the formations of scale and medium, the
poem: activated when it’s read, the photo-
graph: enabled when it’s viewed, all have
been integrated in such spatial multiplici-
ties: a room, a screen, the printed book the
newspaper.

The process of assembling such
spaces, renders a certain inhibition; how
does one analogue digital-data, what's the
process of translating it into physical mat-
ter? If we conceptualise the book as a room,
how does one allocate the space each piece
occupies? What is the most meticulous or-
der for the presentation of the pieces? Who
is to make the decisions and what are the
criteria of choice?

Our aim: the inauguration of a
physical archive of local voice,
and in our attempt, this volume seeks to
procure and facilitate an unpredictable
dialogue among idioms, letting chance de-
cide what goes where. This invitation,an
open call for poems and photographs is
addressed to locals for the attainment of a
miscellaneous and fluid locality.



Kintsugi

‘EAa va opifovpe Tig mAiveg oTiypég pag pe ta xpuod vadip pag
KL DOTEPA ATTOKAPWEVOL ATTO TT) KOTILAOTIKT] €TOVTNV gpyaciay,
AYKAALAOUEVOL 0§ ATTOAAVTOVEV [tat KOVTIAL AEVKO Kpaoi,

Ao TNV KATOTE OTAGHEVT KOUTIA TNG (WG pag.

“Kintsugi is the Japanese art of repairing broken pottery with gold, the idea being that
the piece becomes more beautiful and valuable because it was broken”

Nuwodrag [Maotedhdomoviog

Petros Constantinou



Velvet Rose

Velvet rose,
Created in vigilance,
Of the danger it posed,

To the heart of her suitors.

Yet never did they,
Cease her blossoming,
Just as she,

Never ceased to amaze.

Ali Neobhan

Rebecca Pericleous



Falling

There’s always someone who tries

To catch you with a broken net...

But that poor person is blind, completely

Oblivious to that hole in their net.

They think they’ve caught you, saved you from your doom
But they can't see that you're still falling.

You fall straight through the hole and keep

Falling and falling. Falling and falling...

They tried their best but they are all just oblivious

To the extent of the negativity that surrounds your soul,

The deep, dark depression that drags you below to the point of no return.

So now you are falling. Falling faster and faster.
Trying with all your might to stop in midair,

Catch your breath and work your way back to the top.
But you're crashing fast to the ground.

The impact of collision is soon to be felt

Pounding every body part,

Shattering you into pieces.

But do you care? Do you really care?

Why is it such a struggle every day?

A constant fight in the dark,

A tragic drowning in the ocean...

Flying through the air,

Giving all your power to keep your wings from faltering...
But that’s what they seem to be best at; faltering.

Ali Neobhan

Kathy Kattashi
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KaBioe
Oev {ag €XEL APTIOEL AKOLO TO AMOYEV LA

“TIdw SovAeld”,
anavtag pe VYOG AmAd, KOLTAG TO TPOCWTO HOL He EKPPACT] TIVIYHEVTG ATTOYOT TEVOT|G.

To pépog yvwoTo.

O1 wpeg ayvwoTeg

Omwg kat o obag,

aAnhévdeta,

apyaio MAekTévn

Eexaopévn ma

OKOVPLAOHEVT) OE KITPLVIOHEVA XAPTIAL.

Yrepaia tnv Aéve ota Pifria mov SaPaca.

Kat KATL YL TaEn Hovpprovpd o voug Hov,
kabwg o Tapatnp@ va xaveoal oe TANO0G ATOAITIKOTIOUEVWY TIPOAETAPLWY.

Avtovng IMaotelhdmovhog

Penelope Vasquez Hadjilyra



Who are we?

We are our yawns in the morning, our morning coffee just before work; we are our
hugs and our kisses. We are our 11 o clock late night thoughts, the sweat dripping
down our chin in the gym. We are the fire in our eyes and the sorrow in our hearts.

We are our little trivial thoughts and we are the last thought in our head just before we
fall asleep.

We are the small sips of water during the day and the small sips of wine during the
night.

We are the enthusiasm of our friends, the love of our relatives and the hate of ourselves.
We are the long phone conversations at night; we are our warm socks and the taste of

sweet hot chocolate.

We are the golden leaves spiraling down on earth, and the first drops of rain dripping
down our cheek in autumn.

We are our colds during winter and the warm hugs under the bed sheet covers.

We are the smell of fresh wild flowers and the cycling route we frequently take. The
long walks with friends and the waves crushing the beach at spring.

We are the hot summer weather and the enjoyment of a falling star.

We are our hot showers after a tiring day and our hangovers after a wild night.
We are all the love we gave and all the sorrows we received.

We are all of what we want to be.

We are us...

Nuwdrag [aotedhdomoviog

Penelope Vasquez Hadjilyra



Xapager

YeAidec kevég

YAUNPEVEG YPapES

g ot Eévol va “vai Tooo Ttio {eotoi arm’ To (£07T0. ..
Ki 611 ékatye va gAéyetal o€ 0TAXTEG

Zav @apuakt Tov apynoe moAd va eEamhwbei

ITov okoTwvel pia pia k&dBe avaca kat wvi...

Y& OKOTELVA OOKAKLA YAXVW EXVOG TTapnyopLdc
Atyooto 10 Qwg,

YOpw OV KaVELG Kal TTOLOG;

2a0TIOHEVEG etkOVeg apeiMkTeg, PovPeg

Movo kottdve peg Ta Bpadia Tig XAUEVES Hag Woyég
EAntida kaptd. Advaun télog.

Zhyxvon kat X4og, popog kat TpOHog

OKOTADL KL 1] oy AT, Ty wpEVT), VEKPT]. ..

Aovita Aaldoov

Clio Ha



Atitdo

0pe pe yLé Hov uav padkiay, pia péoa 6To Kopiv Lov,
Qo peke to PeddvL cov, TTov péca oo Phavtli pov.
Pagke mopéoa Evpagke, pagke va atdooet E0dL,

Qe oVpve Ta KoppaBKLa pov, aTov Adn To KapivL.
Zhpve Ta TG TO TATWUA, TN Y1) Va Ty Tooxilovy,

Va avvoiovy TPUTIEG LIAAEG VVa , TOVG KATW Vo QTi{ouv.
Kavtilt va 0 kdpovoty, oOMny 0 povagia pov,

va kdpovov moAla tliepka, Tov Séppav TG KApKLAG Hov.

[TépKt KOWELG TO TEPTLV OV, VAKKOV TPLY VAl XapaeL,

npwv otethet 0 Adng T Zkid, TGovAAovg evva pag odet.

tedlhet tov Xdpovta modd, otng I1ig To pavpo xwua,
oTéAeL Tov VUXTa TTiooev), Tov EeayiAd TO cwpa.

Aope Xdpe va Xapeig, va okayw Hovaxog Hov,
OVAAO TO PVHHA HOV VLW, GTO XPOVOV TOV OLKO [Lov.
Awope tliat ot OKEWELG OV AV AETOL OTO TITAOWAY,

appwvouy tlat avtakovvovoty tiat PaAlovy pe oTo xwua.

Arcueil E.

Clio Ha



MK

Days grouped into weeks
grouped into months

and then a year;

a lifetime; in a year.

small pieces of paper,
colourful post-its, receipts

and supermarket lists,

“my birthday”
amongst all these.

Kathy Kattashis




Carmine Lullabies

A farewell adds something to this world. It frees up a room
in your heart of four rooms:
three for them, one for you, one

in which you store small nothings. A farewell adds something:
a celebration dressed in carmine lullabies.

A farewell adds something to this world. It sprinkles on us sawdust.
In the fullness of time, we will seek nothing magical.

We must learn that home is where the front door is.

Every creak is true. Every bent planned.
Every step moves selves closer.

We must learn to carve out the past
and leave imprints

as we hollow.

There lights a scar-show

for whoever enters; faint as murmur,
there happiness can grow rhino-strong
telemarketer persistent.

Marilena Zackheos

~ NOIIMO NEPD
POTABLE WATER
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YKOTEIVIATE TIPWLVIATLKA OT)EPQL.
Eekovpadelg 0To anépavto TNV TEPLTTH GOV VTV

Ta kOpata Tpayovdody 6To poaid cov

oav epwpéveg o€ Eéva kpefatia

Eeloytdlovrag éva éva kbTtapo.

Tt kOpaTa, Tt Kpipata, OAa TElVOLY TIPOG TO ATTELPO.

AvapwTiépal pe Tt Kpigata @ileyeg
ndoa VeKpd owpata Todnoeg

noteg Tpaywdieg oe maifave

yia va Eeyupvwoeig Tig avtoxég cov
o€ auTn TN pavpn Balacoa.

Agkid oov pa paia okotwvel YAdpovg
HNV TLXOV KAl AKOVOTOVV TTPOWPaA vavovpiopata
Kat amokotun0el To akpoatrpto ot pHEon TG MTAPACTAONS.

ApLoTepd GOV Uia AYEAN APTIAKTIKWY
TPWEL O,TL ATTEUELVE ATIO TO AKPWTNPLACHEVO

Koppi evog epriov.

Oupdpat 0Tt pediooeg HmpooTd
01O Tavopapa mov EPAemeg
Kat pov vtooxédnkeg yiBvplotd mooeg popég Ba mebdvw

o€ autr| TN pavpn Bdlacoa.
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Avovupo

Rebecca Pericleous
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Oé\w va okoTWowW Ta atoBnpata,
Na unv pmop€covv Eavda v aKoLUTHoovY TNV YuxT} Hov

Na yivw povvtog

Kat va Eexdow ) yvawon mov égpepe 1000 OVO,
TIG aAnBeteg oL piat fict CAKATEVOAY TOV APeENT} EAVTO OV

Ma

Ta xapéva PAéppata, avBpwnwy mov koitaga ota patia,
Ta oVPALATA avBpwTWY TTOL aydmnoa,

Kat 1 elpwveia,

pe kavouv va efopyilopar,

KO [L€ TNV O€LpA Hov va Tpeaivopat 0To meiopa fov,
va [ow, va oms)m[(opat,

kat va eAmtilw Eava.
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Aviovng TMaotehhomoviog

Petros Constantinou






