NOIHMATA AIAAZKAAOY

Requiem

POvoTTwpIATIKN OAIpEVN,

Aoe Tov HOAUBEVIO Gou oupavod

Tov oipouva, TNV PTTopa va ¢eXUotel,
MNarti yia ayarrn amoye ¢ewuxda.
OAOya Y’ adUVANES AVOAQUTTEG

Mou APBe N wpa TNG va oBACEI.

Tov TTapadépvouv AvEPOIl KOl AOTPOTTEAEKIQ,
Oupola pe Tn dIKA cou KaTtalyida

Kal oTwv paTiwv Tnv akpn

21ahage n Bpoxn,

Mou B¢’ va ofnoel yéoa Tou

OMippéva oveipaTa kal EATTIOA.

2TOU TTOVOU TO HaTORPEXTO KPERPATI

Tov Bdavarto Y’ atréyvwaon Koitd

Kai Tou ¢nTa Aiyeg OTIYUEG va TOU XAPIOEl,
21N BoAA oKEéWn TOU va QEPEI

Ooa o6 rpopTace va {No«l.

Bidoou vuxta kai gival Bapid n oKoTeIVIG OOU KAl JE TTVIYEL.
MéBave n aydrrn pou

Kai o1o TTAeUpd TOU Avaye TO TTEVOIPNO KAVTHAL.

Bidoou vixta kai gival Bapid n OKOTEIVIA OOU KOl JE TTVIYEL.

Requiem

Autumnal woebegone

Allow from your leaden sky

The tempest, the storm to pour out
Because a love tonight is expiring
Flame with weakly sparkles

Its time has come to cease.

Helplessly by winds and thunders beaten
A storm alike yours my storm

And at the corners of the eye

Raindrops linger to be born



Seeking to quench within
Sorrowful dreams and hope that's flown.

Blood-ridden on pain's horrid bed

He faces death ahead

Desperately asking to be spared some time
In his blurred thought

The days of roses and of wine

Live that he would not.

Hasten night! Thy gloom is weighty and it stifles!
My love is dead

And at his side lies a mourning candle

For all the tears to be shed.

Hasten night! Thy gloom is weighty and it stifles!

LoveSonnet

Eipal yia ayarn atrépavtn
MaAGdia oav Tov oupavo,

Mou ‘vai dIkA Tou kai dIkA oou
Kal 6Aou Tou KO6OHOU aydTrn Pou.

Eipal kai pia aydtn o pikpn

Kokkivn oav @Adya, ocav neaioTteiou AdBa,
Mou eivan diIkry Tou Kai dIKA Jou

Kai TravtoTiva dIKA cou

AydaTtrn pou.

Love sonnet

A love of infinite proportions | am
Bluish like the glorious sky,

It's His and yours

And all the world’s

This love, my love, | am.

A lesser love | also am
Blazing red, volcanic lava like,
It's His and mine

And always yours

This love,my love, | am.



EgAsi...

Ti va ‘kava TG XapéG Tou TTapadeioou

Av d¢gv gival PTTOPETO va TEG Xapw Padi 2ou.
Mia wpa Ta KopuIid pag Ba TeBdvouv

Kal o1 yux€ég, av Tnv KOAaon TTPoTIUAG,
Madi 20u ueg TNV KOAAON O1 YUXEG HAG
Mia@AGyaagkavouy.

Aeternum

Grant me paradise with all its joys
What would they give to me?

If I could not with you, my love,

These joys share and be.

Our bodies will expireat some point
And our souls, if hell it is you choose,
With You in hell

Let them unite and form a single flame.

Core 'ngrato

Totreioua,

Aypia aykaBid

Tnv 1éTIdeg Pe aipa.
MAARYwveg pia kapdid Babid
Mou 'Aeyeg TTWG TNV ayaTrdg
T wépa...

Ki n aykaBid peydAwoe
2€ Baro ayplo, YopePO.
H kapdid Tov 1TéTICE TTOU JATWOEG
Tou 'dive aipa yia vepo.

Core 'ngrato - Ungrateful Heart

Obstinacy,

A thorny bush

Watering it you kept with blood.
Extensively wounding the heart
You claimed you loved

A lie indeed it was...



The bush grew taller day by day
Into a fierce shrub it turned

This heart you hurt

Nurtured the bush

Not giving water but its blood.

Ta Aven Tng Kapdidag

2TNG KAPdIAG TO BEPPOKATTI

Na Ta Kpiva TNG Xapdg.

Na kai n Tooukvida - Maupn AUTIN
MapdoiTo Katolag oTopdag.

Na kal o KlIoodg - MeAayxoAia
Mou ouxva poag TTEPICWVEL.
Na 10 @OUAI - H @IAia.
OveipotréAnua; - H avepwvn!

To pbddo;

P6d0 pupwddro, 1o 1o KaAd atr’ 6Aa 1T aven,
AAAG OTO pioxo atravw

NdaTo kai NG ¢rAelag To aykaon!

Blossoms of the heart

In the nursery of the heart

Joyous lilies can be found.

There’s the nettle — blackest sorrow
Parasite of olden sowing.

There’s the ivy - Melancholia
Oftentimescircling around us.

For strong friendship there’s plumeria.
The anemone for daydreaming!

And the rose?

Sweet-scented rose, the fairest of all flowers,
But on the stem lo! and behold

Thorns of Jealousy are pointing!



Ev Oc16TnTI

Kave O¢gé pou kai Martépa pou

To BAuQ pou péoa oTov dpOuo TNG CWNGS

Na 'vai avalagpo,

Mn ka1 KOV ONKWOEI

Kai kavel péma 7 adeA@ou pou va dakpuoouv
Kal Tov Kavouv va Bupwocel

Kai Bpioel kal og€va Kal egEva.

Kdave O¢€ pou kai MNartépa pou

Tnv kapdid TTou PJou ‘DwoEg

KpuoTaAAIVO KaBpEégpTn

N’ avTavakAd Tnv ay4aTrn Zou, aydrn pou.
Kav’ Tnv kapdid pyou aydaTrn Pou
KaBpépTtn TNG aydrtng Zou

Na 8idel oToug avBpwTTOUG TNV Xapd.

Sanctus

Dearest Lord and Father mine
Make my pacing in this life
Feather light

Lest it might

Cause my brethren’s eyes to cry
From the dust

And make him cross

Angry words force him to say
Against You and against .

Dearest Lord and Father mine

Make the heart you gave me

A crystal mirror

That it may reflect Your love, my love.
Make my heart, my love,

A mirror of Thy love

That it may joy give to man.



OKétoipog

‘Evag KOTOIpOGOQPTOG OTNV QUAN aKOUN axVicel
Kal oav oTékeTal opBOG W euwdIEG Pag TTANPUUPICEL.
Kal pia KOTa oTPOUPTIOUAN A€l ax TI €ival JUPWOATO
Kal Tov KOTOIpO PE MIAGKOUKOUPA TOV PATOV-QATOV.

MapaAnpnua
XpIOTE Pou, paxaipia oTrv Kapdid pou
XWOAVE Kl QyplaTAV TTANywaoave
auToi, TToU ATTOAAAOUGTTIO TTOAU AydTTnoa
Kai 1" ayatr®.

XpIoTé you péo” TV kapdid pou EicarEay,
givaikiaUToi, OTABNKES PTTPOCTA
KIEoEva Z€ TTANYyWOoavE.

XPIOTE JOU Z€ TTAPAKOAD
TTPOPUAAEE Toug PAVITANYWOoTvKiaUToi
aTTé TiC MaxaIPIEG TTOU OWOAVE.
XpIoTE pou péoa o€ TToId Kapdid
2¢ ExwévOpovioel,

Mi& kapdid TToU aigoppayeIATTOAVETTOUAWTES
TANYEG;

KiEou, valEoupuétroid xépia ¢ntdg
VATAVYIATPEWYNG;

M aUTA TTOU Z€ OTAUPWOOAVE;

M aUTA TTOU dkOuaaigoppayolvaT” Td
Kap@Id auT@V TToU AyoTTioauE
Kai TTavta 8° ayatrdye;

MEtToid xépia Ayarrn pou ¢nTagva
TAVYIOTPEWNG;



Delirium

My Lord, knives in my heart they stabbed
And wounded it so badly
Those whom |, more than others, loved
And still love.

My Lord, Thou art in my heart,
But them as well,
Thou stood in front
And likewise you got hurt.
My Lord, | beg Thee
Do protect them
Lest they be hurt
By their own stabbings.
My Lord, in which heart
Have | enthroned you?
In the one that is bleeding
From my unhealing wounds?

Thou Lord, yes You, with which hands
Dost Thou seek to heal it?
With Thine own hands
That Thouou were crossed?
The ones that are still bleeding
From the nails of those whom
Then and always we shall love
With which hands dost, my Love, Thou seek to heel it?



