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Koppatt Thg Snpovpyiag avtod Tov FipAiov. H avtidnymn pov yia thv Stadikacia
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Introduction

PICTURE THIS: an evening somewhere north of Athens, a cosy living
room, two women, one ironing, the other sitting on the couch in front
of a computer, words of poetry exchanged between them—Greek
words for English, koxkwvo for red, mBavétnra for possibility. That’s how
the first preliminary translations were made. I translated and Becky
did the ironing I am always so loath to do. There was magic in the air, a
womanly mix of art and domesticity, an entwining of languages and
cultures that we both found so satisfying.

Becky has been my friend for a long time and this is what I know:
She doesn’t set out to write poems about Greece, but it is so much part
of her that her poetry resonates with its landscapes and its people. She
has a profound love and understanding of this country which is
evident throughout.

This is what she told me: “I feel privileged to have lived and worked
for so long in this world that isn’t mine. This book is a way of giving
something back, of saying thank you.”

What I see is that the book is a direct translation of her love for
Greece and her desire to share some essential part of herself, to deepen
the bond. I am glad to have been part of the process. I1ook forward to
sharing the gift of these poems with those who have previously had no

access to them.
—IRENE THEOTOKATOU

GANTAZOY AYTO. Amdyevpa, kamov Bopeta twv ABnvav, o’ éva
avamavTtikéd oaddvy, §0o yvvaikes, n pia odepwvet, 1) dAn kablopévy

oTOV Kavaré Kortdlel Tov vToAoYLo T, Aoyt Toinong avtaAdoovTat
petakd Tovg—eMnvikés Aéewg maipvovy Ty Béom ayylikwy, KOkKvo

avti yia red, mBavétyra avti yia possibility. Etot §exivnoay ot mpwreg
uetappaoels. Eyw petéppala v n Maékv o18épwve, KTt o0 £y0 TdvTa
amoevyw. Xtov aépa 1 payeia ftav SidyvTy, éva yovaikeio peiypa téxvng
KaL VOLKOKVPoohvhg, £va cuvovBvevpa YAwoowv Kat TOAITIOUWY TOV

kavoTovoe Pabid kat Tig Svo pag.
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Me v Mrékv eipaocte gileg 3¢ kat ToMd xpdvia kat avté Eépw yia
ekeivn: Sev Eextvd pe okomd va ypaet Torpata yia Ty ENMaSa, ad\d eivar
1600 Sepévn pali tng oL Tt ToTiA Katt oL AVOPWITOL THG TTOLXELIVOLY Tat
nopatd the. H Babid aydmy kat yvoon mov éxet yia avth THY Xwpa eivan
eppaveig oe 6o To BiPAio.

Avté pov eime 1) iSta: «NuwBw peyddn Tiur mov pndpeoa va {ow kat
va SovAéyw Yt Té00 peydAo xpovikd SIaoTNpa o€ AVTO TOV TOTO TTOL Sev
pe yévynoe. Me to Bifdio avto mpoomadw va avtamoddow Thy xapt, va mw
EVXAPLOTW>.

Avté Tov BAénw £y eivan 6L T0 BiAio avtd, «H ITibavdTnTa Tov
Koxkvov>, eival pia dpeon petdpact thg aydmng ts i tv ENMada kot g
emBopiag Tng va porpaoTei pali Tng éva ovo1aoTIKG KOPPATL TOV EAVTOD TH,
npokelpévo va epPadiver to Seopd pali te. Eipar yapoduevn mov pmépeoa
va amoTeAEow PéPOg avThg THG Stadikaciag. AVUTOHOV® Vo HOLpATTd To Spo
avTO pe aAVTODG OV PEYPL TPOTIVOG Sev eiyav TpooPact oTa ToWpaTd THS.

—EIPHNH @EOTOKATOY
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The Possibility of Red
H MBavoétnta tou KékKivou



20V va aKouve

Zlovéteg pe padpo mepiypappa
Stagaivovtal otov ovpavoé

TOV VUYTWVEL

apvySadiég pe KOPTOUG
TOPYWTA KAadid
Sraoyifovy Tov opilovra

xeMdovia otpoPidilovy, Povtave, TiriPilovy

advowrntn GEotn, thrlixia,
padepévol Tpdotvol kvKAoL
oTaOALa, EMEG, oOKa

To Séppa pov vYpo

Katoikeg TOL VoLV aAatiopévo adacotvd vepo
T0 Kpéag eivar o Voo Tio

YAdporvywvovtar  Pobilovrar oo Sikd Tovg dverpo

éva koppi oyedacpévo pe kapPovvo
Ypapués mov Saoxilovv Tov yo@d  TIg ydpmeg

To payopévo Tapdduvpo PINTpdpeL To Pwg

xépla avdpeoa ota TOdia ov

KotpovvTal

oav amald kovPapracpéva {oa

Bpnvw To padaxod koidwpa

dmov Ta SéyTUAG Tov TTApATOVCAV

o0V VoL AKOVVE

To TpadAopa

™G xavTpag mepacpévng oo otridog pov
OL YPAUUES OTIG TANAYEG TWV XEPLWY UAG
yvpilovv  otpoPidifovv

oav va SwPalovv 1 pia otny dNn
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As if listening

Cutouts outlined in black

against the coming
night sky

knobbed almond trees
castellated branches

criss-cross the horizon

swallows wheeling, diving, cheeping

unrelenting heat, cicadas,
gathered green rounds
grapes, olives, figs

my skin wet

goats who drink salted sea water
the meat is tastier

gullsrise  plunge into their own dream

abody charcoaled in lines
across the hip  the calf
light filtered from the cracked window

hands between my legs
asleep

like soft curled animals

I mourn the soft indentation
where your fingers paused

as if listening

to the lisp
of beads draped over my breast

the lines in the palms of our hands
turn  spin

as if reading to each other
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Ti1Oa gival n kpavyn pov;
Idoa oap€ eivar ydprog.
—Hoaiag M: 6

Qxpd pOMNa T0 Xpwpa
Yoxpwv XelAdv, andxpwor) ProleTid

otMpwvovy ) pilwpévn eOwonwpwvy Ppoxr,

Séppa atepnuévo am’ o§uydvo.

Avti ) @opd, oxt x16vt. Oxt dompo.

Mobvo 0 avoTNPOG KAPETHG YELUWVAG

OV Yl Xapy Tov yOpioa omiti:

avtd o Qodd Teprypappara,

dxpwpo Bpvo kovhovplacuévo yopw

oe TevBolhvTeg Koppovs Sévtpwy,

£vag oVPAVOG TTOV TIEPLPEPETAL AOKOTIAL
0TOVG aypols Xwpis Pavedpes.

‘OMo tov Noépfpn ta dévtpa dinyovvtal totopieg.

Ovetpedopat éva xdAkvo @eyydpt

o€ TepdoTia TETPIVA TPiywva

7oV TTPOPAAOVY TTOV ALY VTTTLO OVPAVO.

Dddawveg kétw a6 T dupo Vadpuwdobdv to Pudo tovg,

éva Siapavo pOMo Taydedeta o evaiodrto mayo.

Emotpépw, favd xat avd.



What Shall I Cry?

All flesh is grass.
—Isaiah 40:6

Pale leaves the violet-hued

color of cold lips,

glaze the rooted autumn rain,

oxygen-deprived skin.

This time, no snow. No white.

Just the stern brown winter

that I have come home for:

those blurred edges,

colorless moss coiled around

grieving tree trunks,

a sky that drifts
into the fields without fanfare.

All November, the trees tell stories.

I dream of a copper moon

straddling great stone triangles

that jut into an Egyptian sky.

Whales below the sand intone their depth,

a translucent leaf gets caught in briefice.

I return, over and over.



