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12 poems. Kiki Dimoula

To dAAoOL

KaBe mou o' emiokéntopat

pHovaxa o Kalpog mou pecoAafnoe

oo tn pla popd otnv AAAn €xeL aAAAEEL.
Kata ta aAha, onwg mavta

TPEXEL OO TA LATLAL LOU TIOTAL

B0A0 TO YapayHEVO OVOUA 00U

— avadoxog TN UKpOoUAQG mavAag
ovAUECA 0TI SUO XPOVOAOYIEC

va N vouilel o kéopog otL mebave
afamtiotn n Stdpkela tng {wng cou.

Ev ocuvexeia okoumilw TIG HAPOAEVEG
KOUTOOUALEG TwV AouAoudLwv mpocBEtovtag
Alyo KOKKIVOXWUO EKEL TTOU €TEON pavpo

KL aAAGlw TEAOC TO TTOTHPL OTO KOVTAAL

pe aAAo kaBapo mou dpépvw.

Ap€owc HOALS yuplow oTitt

oxoAaoTika Ba MAUVW To Aepd

QIOAU LaLllvovTag e XAWPLVEG

Kall KauoTkoUG adpolg dpikng mou Byalw
kabw¢ avatapalopat Suvatd.

Me yavTio TAvTa Kol KpOTWVvTaG TO CWUa
Hou

0€ YeyAAn anodotaon and To VUTTNPAKL

Va N UE TUTOWAAVE Ta VEKPA VEPQL.

Me oUppa okAnpn¢ anootpodns ELVw

TO KOAANUEVA Al oTou motnpLloL ta XeiAn
KOl OTOV OUPAVIOKO TNG oBNoUévng dAdyag
evw opyn ocuvOAiBeL Tov mapdvopuo mepimato
KATIOLOU COALYKAPLOU, KOTOTOTNTH

NG yeitovog akwvnotlag.

ZemMAévw PETA EeMAévw e (epaTioTr) pavia
KoXAQleL n mpoomnabela va d£pw TO MOTHPL
oTNV MPWTN

TN XapoUpevn TN PpuCLKA TOU Xpron

v Eedupaotiki.

Kat yivetat o ohokaBapo, Aaprmet

TO OGO UTtoXOVopLa 6 BEAW va meBavw
OKPLBE pou — mAPTOo KL AAALWG:

note 6 dpoPotave to BAvato n ayann;

(Evog Aentou uali, 1998)

Selection by Lluisa Merino Montes

The alibi

Whenever | come to visit you

only the time that’s intervened

from one visit to the next has changed.

As for the rest, as always

from my eyes runs a river

your engraved name blurred

— godfather to the little hyphen

between the two dates

so people won’t think the length

of your life died unbaptised.

Next | clean the flowers’

withered droppings adding

some red earth where black had been laid
and finally | change the glass in the oil-lamp
for another a clean one | bring.

As soon as | get home

| diligently wash the dirty one

disinfecting it with chlorine

and the caustic foam of disgust | emit

as | shake vigorously.

Always with gloves and keeping my body
well away from the tiny basin

so the dead water won’t splash me.

With strong aversion’s wire wool | scour
the ingrained grease on the glass’ rim

and on the palate of the doused flame
while rage crushes the illicit stroll

of a snail, trespasser

in the neighbouring stillness.

| rinse it then rinse with scalding fury

a boiling effort to bring the glass to its prime
its happy normal use

for quenching thirst.

And at last it becomes crystal clear

how hypochondriacal my wish is not to die.
dearest — look at it this way:

when wasn’t love afraid of death?

(One Minute's Together, 1998)

Translation: https://www.poetryinternational.com/en/poets-poems/poems/poem/103-2554 The-alibi/



https://www.poetryinternational.com/en/poets-poems/poems/poem/103-2554_The-alibi/
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Adnoa va pnv E€Epw

Ao Tov KOGUO TwV Ypidwv

devyw nouxn.

Aev €xw BAaPeL otn {wn Hou aiviyua:
bev éAuoa kavéva.

OUte KL autd ou B€Aav va neBavouv
TAQL OTA TTALS LKA LoU XpovLa:

Exw Eva BapeAakt mou ‘yet Suo Aoyiwv
KpOOGKL .

To kpATNoO WG TWPL

axaAooto aveénynto,

ylati ws Twpa

V0 AoyLwV KpaoaKL

€XOUV AUEVA KL GAUTO TTIOU LOU TUXOVOUV.

JupuBiwoa okAnpad

U évav YnAo kadoyepo rou kokada Sev Exel
Kot &€V TOV pWTNOO TOTE

ToLag wTLAG yLog elvad,

o€ ToLo Be0 avePaivel kat pou devyeL.

2

Agv tou Alyootea TOU KOGUOU

Ta MPoownidodopa MAACHATA TOU,

TOU avaBpea Tou KOGUOU TO HUOTHPLO
pe Buola kal pe otépnon.

Me Tto aipa mouv pou 666nke

yla va tov €€nynow.

O,TL NpBOe pe depéva patia

KOl OKETIAOUEVN TIPpOBEDN

£T0L TO SEXTNKA

KL ETOL T amoxwploTnKa:

pe Sepéva HATLa KOl OKETIAOUEVN TIpOBean.

Alviypa daveiotnka,

aiviypa eméotpea.

Adnoa va punv E€pw

Ttwg AUveTalL éva yUec,

éva eéapraral,

TO QVIYLO TWV 0LOUUTITWTWV.
Adnoa va punv E€pw Tl ayyilw,
€va mpoowro N éva Bialoual.

OUte KL e0€va o€ TTAPECUPA OTO WG
va o€ dlakpivw.

ZtdOnka Mnvelomnn

0T OKOTELVH OAlywpla cou.

Selection by Lluisa Merino Montes

I let myself not know

From the world of riddles

| quietly leave.

| did no harm to my life’s enigma:

did not solve a single one.

Neither did those that wanted to die

next to my childhood years:

I’'ve got a keg that’s got two kinds of wines.*
| kept it until now.

unspoilt unexplained,

For until now

two kinds of wine

have resolved and unresolved what happens
to me.

A tough relationship

with a tall monk who has no spine?

And | never asked him

of what fire he was the son,

to which god he ascends, and he leaves me.

The world did not spare him

From his masked creatures,

the world’s mystery nurtured him
with sacrifices and privation.

With the blood he gave me

so that | may explain him.
Whatever came with masked eyes
and covered intent

that | accepted

And so | separated from him:
With masked eyes and covered intent.

The enigma | borrowed,

the enigma | returned.

I let myself not know.

how a yesterday is solved

a dependence,

The enigma of the asymptotes.

| let myself not know what I’'m touching,
a face or an urgency.

Nor did I lure you into the light
to figure you out.

Penelope | stood

in your dark neglect.
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Kt av pwtnoa kaptd ¢popd nwg Auveoal,
minyn av eloat ) kpAvn,

Ba 'Tav KAmoLo KAKAOKALPLATIKN NUEPQ
mou, MnveAOmeC KaL OxL,

HOG KUPLEVEL AUTOG O Saipwv Tou vepou
yla va So€aletal To aiviypa

w¢ pévouue atedipaotol.

Amo Tov KOOUO TwV Ypidwv
deLyw nouxn.
Avopaptntn:

afedbipaotn.

210 aiviypa tou Bavatou
AW PUXWUEVN.

(To Aiyo tou koouou, 1971)

1, 2 madika awiypata. Ot AUoeLg ival avtioToya To auyo Kat 0

KOV oG,

Selection by Lluisa Merino Montes

And if | asked sometimes how you loosen,

if you are a spring or a fountain,

It would be some summer day

where, Penelope or not,

we are possessed by the demon of the water
to glorify the enigma

that we may remain unthirsty?

From the world of puzzles
| quietly leave.

Sinless:

thirstless.

In the enigma of death

| coolly go.

(The little of the world, 1971)

1, 2 Children's riddles. The solutions are respectively the egg and the

smoke.

https://www.ainigmata.gr/ainigmata.php?pageNum_ainigmata=1011&totalRows ainigmata=1016&ainigma=#stoxos

Translation:

‘https://thegeby.wordpress.com/2022/11/14/kikni-8npould-kiki-dimoula-ddnoa-va-pnv-£€pw-i-let-myself-not-know/

dwrtoypadia 1948

Kpatw AouAoUdL paAAov
MNapdtevo.

Qaivet ar’ tn {wn pou
TEPAOE KATIOG KATIOTE.

210 AAAO XEpL

KpaTw TETPA.

Me xapn Ko €Emapon.

Yrévola Kapd

otL tpoeLdomotlovpal yU' aAAOLWOELS,
T(POYEVUOMAL QLLUVEG.

Qaivet ar’ tn {wn pou
TIEPOOE AyvoLla KATIOTE.
XapoyeAw.

H kapurtuAn tou xapoyeou,

TO KoiAo autn¢ tn¢ Sltabéoewg,
HOLALEL PE TOEO KOAQ TEVTWHEVO,
£TOLlO.

Qaivet ar’ tn {wn pou
TIEPOLOE OTOXOG KATIOTE.

Kat mpoSiaBeon vikng.

To BAéppa BuBlopévo

OTO TIPOTIOTOPLKO AUAPTN AL

Photograph 1948

I’'m probably holding a flower.
Strange.

A garden must have gone
through my life once.

In my other hand,

i hold a stone.

with grace and defiance.

No hint whatsoever

No forewarning of changes,
No foretaste of defences.
Ignorance must have gone
through my life once.

I’'m smiling.

The curve of the smile,

the hollowness of this mood,
resembles a well-stretched bow,
ready.

A target must have gone
through my life once.

And a penchant for victory.
My gaze, sunk deep

in original sin:


https://www.ainigmata.gr/ainigmata.php?pageNum_ainigmata=1011&totalRows_ainigmata=1016&ainigma=#stoxos
https://thegeby.wordpress.com/2022/11/14/κική-δημουλά-kiki-dimoula-άφησα-να-μην-ξέρω-i-let-myself-not-know/
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TOV QTOYOPEUEVO KOPTIO

¢ mpoodokiag yeveTal.

Qaivet ar’ tn {wn pou

TIEPACE TOTN KATIOTE.

H okld pou, mayvidt tou nAtou povo.
®opdel otoAn Slotaypou.

Agv €xel akopa npodpOAceL va eivat
ouvtpod oG Hou 1 katadoTn .
Qaivet ar’ tn {wn pou

TEPAC’ ETMAPKELN KATIOTE.

Yu Sev daiveoal.

OuWwG yla va UTAPXEL YKPEUOG OTO TOTtiO,
yla va ‘xw otaBel otnv dkpn Tou
KpaTtwvtag AouAoUL L

KOLL XOLLLOYEAWVTOLC,

Ba el Tw¢ Omou va ‘val £pxeocal.
Qaivet art’ T {wn pou

{wn TEPAOE KATIOTE.

(To Aiyo tou koouou, 1971)

Selection by Lluisa Merino Montes

tastes the forbidden fruit

of expectation.

Faith must have gone

through my life once.

My shadow, the sun’s mere toy,
wears hesitation’s uniform.

It hasn’t yet had time to become
My companion or my traitor.
Sufficiency must have gone
through my life once.

You are not there.

But since there’s a cliff in the landscape,
and I'm standing at its edge,
holding a flower

and smiling,

you must be coming soon.

A life must have gone

through my life once.

(The little of the world, 1971)

https://books.google.es/books?id=zJKzZAWAAQBAJ&printsec=copyright&redir_esc=y#v=onepage&qg&f=false

Ayyeligg

AlatiBeTal Amoyvwolg

eic aplotnv katdaotaoty,
Kal eUpUxwpov adLE€odov.
Y€ TIUEG eVKaLpLaC.

AvekpUeTAAAeUTOV Kal eUKaprov
€6adog nwAeltat

ENeleL TUXNG Kal SlaBEéoewc.

Kal xpovog
AueTaxeiplotog EVieADC.

MAnpodopiat: AdiE€odov.
“Qpa: Naoa.

(Epriunv, 1958)

Translation: https://lyricstranslate.com/en/angeli%CC%81es-ads.html

Ads

Despair is available

in excellent condition,
and a spacious dead-end.
Bargain prices.

Unexploited and fertile
soil for sale

due to lack of luck and mood.

And a totally
unused time.

For further information: Deadlock
Time: Any.

(In absentia, 1958)


https://books.google.es/books?id=zJKzAwAAQBAJ&printsec=copyright&redir_esc=y#v=onepage&q&f=false
https://lyricstranslate.com/en/angeli%CC%81es-ads.html

12 poems. Kiki Dimoula

‘EpePog

ZKUBovtag mavw

art’ ¢ Yuxfc Lou Tr) cUCKOTLON

otiyouc toxvolg Ba émubeifw
QATOKAELOUEVOUC ATIO ATIPOCUEVN KOKOKALPLO
o0 mARywoe Bavaoipa

KATIOLo S€IAO LOU AUKQUYEG.

MoAAd B6a Agv ol otixoL auTol,

Ba 6¢€lte, Ba SlaPaoete.

‘O teAevtalog Hovo oTixog

Timote 6&v B Aéel.

Kottwvtag BABepd ToUG mponyoU LEVOUG
Ba kAaieL.

(EpeBoc, 1956)

Selection by Lluisa Merino Montes

Erebus (Darkness)

Stooped over

the darkest hour of my soul

| shall present thin verses

cordoned off by an unexpected tempest
that fatally wounded

my once timid sunrise.

these verses will tell a lot

you’ll see, you’ll read them

only the last one

won’t say much

though upon seeing the verses above it
it will lament.

(Erebus, 1956)

Translation: https://thehighwindowpress.com/2019/12/09/modern-greek-poetry/

O MAnBuVTIKOG apPLOpOG

‘0 épwrag,

OVOLO OUGLACTLKOV,

TTOAU 00 GLALOTLKOV,

€vikoO aplBuod,

yévoug oUte BnAukol, olte dpoevikol,
YEVOUG AVUTIEPACTILOTOU.

MANBUVTIKOC ApLOUOG

ol AvuTEpAOTILOTOL EPWTEC.

'0 ¢6Bog,

Ovopa oUCLAOTIKOV

OTHV ApXN EVIKOC ApLOUOG
Kol LETA TANBUVTLKOG

ol dpoBol.

Ot poBot

YL O\ Ao 6@ Kal mépa..

H pviun,

KUpLO Bvoua TV BAlYewy,
€vikoD aplBpod

povov evikoD aplBuod

Kol AKALTN.

'H pvApn, A pvApn, A pvRpn.

The plural

Love:

noun, substantive,

extremely substantive,

singular in number;

gender not feminine, not masculine,
gender defenceless.

Plural the number

of defenceless loves.

Fear:

substantive,

singular to start with

plural afterward:

fears.

Fears of everything from now on.

Memory:

noun, proper name for sorrows,
singular in number,

singular only,

and indeclinable.

Memory, memory, memory.


https://thehighwindowpress.com/2019/12/09/modern-greek-poetry/
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H vixTa,

Ovopa oUCLACTIKOV,
yévoug BnAukoU,

EVIKOG ApLlOuOC.
MANBUVTIKOG ApLOUOC

ol vuytec.

Ot vUyxteg amo &G kal mépa..

(To Aiyo tou koouou, 1971)

Selection by Lluisa Merino Montes

Night:

substantive,

gender feminine,
number singular.

Plural in number:

the nights.

The nights from now on.

(The little of the world, 1971)

Translation: https://www.poetryinternational.com/en/poets-poems/poets/poet/102-2455 Dimoula

Népaca

Mepmotd Kal VUXTWVEL
Anodoaoilw Kal VUXTWVEL.
"OxL, 6&v glpat Aumtnpevn.

‘Yrfjp€a meplepyn Kal HeAETNPN.

Zépw art’ 0Aa. Alyo art’ OAa.

Ta ovopata T@v AouAoudLv étav
papaivovral,

TOTe mpaocwvilouv ol A&€eLg kal ToOTe
KPUWVOUE.

MNooo e0koAa yupilel 1) kKAedapLa TV
aloBnuatwy

W €va omolodnmote KAeLSL ¢ AnoUOVLAG.

"OxL 8€V eLoL AUTTNEVN.

Mepaoa pepeg pe Ppoxn,
évtabnka miow &’ auto

TO CUPUATOTAEYHA TO USATIVO
UTTIOMOVETIKA KL ATtapatpenTa,
OTWC O TIOVOC TWV SEVTPpWVY

otav 10 Uotato GpUANO Toug pelyeL
KL OTIwG 6 HOPBOC TWV yevvaiwv.
"Oxt, 8&v elpat AuTtnpévn.

Mépaoa Anod KAMOUG, otadnka o€
ouvtpLavia

kol €160 TIOAA dyaApatiSio va yehodv
ot aBcata altia xopac.

Kal pkpoU¢ £pwTIElg, Kauxnolapndec.
Ta TeviwpEva Toa Toug

Bynkave poodEyyapo o€ VOXTEG LoU Kol
péupaoca.

| went through

| walk and it gets dark.
| make up my mind and it gets dark.
No, | am not sad.

| have been curious and studious.

| know of everything. A bit of everything.
The names of flowers when they shrivel,
when the words become green and when we
become cold.

How easy the feelings’ lock turns

with any of oblivion’s keys.

No, | am not sad.

| went through rainy days,

| joined in behind that

liquid barbwire

patiently and unnoticed,

like the trees’ pain

when their last leaf departs

and like the fear of those who are brave.
No, | am not sad.

| went through gardens, stood next to
fountains

and saw many statuettes that were laughing
at invisible motives of joy.

And little cupid-likes, braggers.

Their outstretched bows

appeared like half moons at my nights and |
begun musing.

| had many and beautiful dreams


https://www.poetryinternational.com/en/poets-poems/poets/poet/102-2455_Dimoula
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Eida moA& kal wpaia dvelpa
kol €160 VA EexviEpat.
"Oxt, 6&v elpat AuTtnpévn.

Mepmatnoa mMoAL ota aicBnuarta,

TA SIKA pou Kol TV GAAWY,

KL ELEVE TTAVTA XWPOC AVAUECA TOUG

Va TIEPACEL O TAATUG XPOVOG.

MNépaoa anod taxudpoueia kal Eavanépaoca.
"Eypala ypappata kat Eavagypada

Kal oTo B0 T ¢ AMavVTAoEWC TPooeuXnOnka
akora.

"EAaBo KAPTEG CUVTOUEG:

€yKAapSL0 ATOXALPETLOTAPLO ATIO TNV MNaTtpa

Kol KATL Xapetiopata

amnod tov Mupyo tii¢ Milag mou yépvel.

"OxL, &V €lpat AUTINHEVN TIOU VEPVEL 1) MEPA.

MiAnoa moAU. Ztou¢ dvBpwmoug,
0TOUG GOVOOTATEC, OTLG dwToypadied.
Kat moAU otic aluoidec.

"EpaBa va Stafalw xépla

Kol v xavw XEpLa.

"OxL, &V elpat AUTtNHéVN.

TatidePpa paiiota.

MAya KL aro €6, miya kol Ao €kel...
MNavtol £tolog va yepAoeL O KOGHOG.
"Exaoa KL Ao €6, €xaoa KL Ao Kel.
Kt &mo tv mpoooxn Hou péoa £xaoa
KL &mo TRV anpooefia pou.

Miya kal otr) 6GAaooa.

Mo0U ddelhotav Eva MAAToG. MEG MAC TO
niipa.

®oBnbnka T povaLla

Kal pavraotnka avOpwmouc.

ToUG €80 va édTouv

QIO TO XEPL ULAG NOUXNG OKOVNC,

TIoU SLETPEXE ML AALaTida

KL GAAOUC IO TOV AXO MBS KAUTIAVOG
€\axLotng.

Kai AxRonka! o kwSwvokpouoieg
0pB0660EN¢ EpnULAG.

"OxL, &V €lpat AUTtNHEVN.

"Emiooa Kot Gwtld Kal olyokanka.

Selection by Lluisa Merino Montes

and had dreams of being forgotten.
No, | am not sad.

| walked a lot through feelings,

mine and others,

and there was always enough space left
between them

for the wide time to pass through.

| went through post offices again and went
through again.

| wrote letters again and wrote again

and prayed in vain to the god of the answer.

| received brief cards:

A heartfelt goodbye from Patras

and some greetings

from the leaning Tower of Pisa.

No, | am not sad that the day is leaning.

I've talked a lot. To people,

to lampposts, to photographs.
And to chains a lot.

| learned how to read palms
and to lose palms.

No, | am not sad.

| travelled for sure.

| went a bit to here, and a bit to there...
Everywhere, the world was ready to age.

| lost a bit from here, and | lost a bit from
there.

| lost when being cautious

and when being careless.

| went to the sea as well.

| was due something wide. Let’s say | received
it.

| was afraid of loneliness

and imagined people.

| saw them falling

from the hand of a quiet dust particle
that run through a sun ray

and others from the sound of a slight bell.
And | was rung! through the chimes

of an orthodox barrenness.

No, | am not sad.
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Kal 6&v pol élewpe olte TV Peyyaplidv n
Telpa.

‘H xdon tolg mavw anod BAAACoEG KL Ao
HaTLOL,

OKOTELVI), LE AKOVLOE.

"OxL, 8£V €lpat AUTtNUEVN.

“Oc0 unopeoa £dpep’ dvtiotaon ¢’ alTO TO
TIOTAL

dtav €ixe vepd TOAY, VAL N E TIAPEL,

KL 600 ATaV SuVATOV GAVTAGTNKA VEPO
ota {eponotapa

Kol mapacuplnka.

"OxL, &V elpat AUTtpévn.
I€ OWOoTN WPA VUXTWVEL

(To Aiyo tou koouou, 1971)

Selection by Lluisa Merino Montes

| touched fire and got slightly burned.
And | did not even miss the moons’ know-
how.

Their cast over the seas and the eyes,
dark, it ground me.

No, | am not sad.

As much as | could, | resisted this river
when it had a lot of water, not to drag me,
and as much as possible | imagined water
in dry riverbeds

and drifted away.

No, | am not sad.
It’s getting dark at the right time.

(The Little of the world, 1971)

1.  Invented verb form corresponding to the Aorist passive of the intransitive verb nxw: "to sound, to resound".

Translation: http://kikidimoula.blogspot.com/2012/

Zag adpnoa pvupa

EUTPOG EUnpPOg Ye akolte; Epmpog
Ao pokpld tnAedwv®. Agv AkoUyouaL
i, éedoptiotnke ) Andotaon;

Ao Kwvnto Sldotnua WAATE;

Na avamatiow t0 undév; Ku aAAo;

Me akolte Twpa;

Nai po0 divete odg mapakaA® TN HAUA HOU;
Tl &pBuo niipa; Tov oupavo

aUTOV pol Exouv SWoeL. Agv glval KeT;
Mrmop® va Tt oUpALdEw Eva punvuua;
Etva peydAn dvadykn mette Tne

€160 0TOV UTVO HOU OTL TEBQVE KL EYw
HLKPO Tadl KatoupnuEVO YoEPQ
poloKepa 6 $OPOG WE AMAvVwW

KL AKOUOL VAL OTEYVWOEL.

Na& ‘pBel va TOV AAAAEEL.

"Av 8€v umopéEoel, Thig Aéte akopa OTL
wplpooe ékeivn N maAld poPEpa tng

TIwG BA HE PaeL O YEPOG Av SEV TEAELWOW
TO ¢aynTo Hou.

| left you a message

Hello hello can you hear me? Hello

| am calling from far away. | can't hear
what, the distance has run out of battery?
You are speaking from a mobile space?
Press zero again? And again?

Can you hear me now?

Yes, can | please speak to my mother?
What number have | dialled? The sky

this is the number they gave me. She is not
there?

Can | please scream a message for her?
Tell her there is a great need

| saw in my sleep that she had died and |,
a little child, wet myself wailingly

the fear soaked high up there

and it still hasn't dried off.

She should come and change it.

If she can't, can you tell her as well
that it has matured that scare of hers
of the old man who will devour me

if I don't finish eating my food.


http://kikidimoula.blogspot.com/2012/
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‘Qpipooe €ywva yedpa ynpartoc.

"OxL o€ TaBepvakL Oveipou.

Y€ KATIOLO AXiKO HayEPLKO TIOU AvoLEE
0 KaBpedtng.

(Hxoc amouakpuvoewv, 2001)

Selection by Lluisa Merino Montes

It has matured | have become senescence's
meal.

Not at a dream's tavern.

At some local soup kitchen run

by the mirror.

(Departure's Sound, 2001)

Translation: http://kikidimoula.blogspot.com/2013/09/i-left-you-message.html

"AtitAo

Bpéxel e amoAutn eNkpivela.

Apa Sev eival pnun

0 OUPAVOG UTTAPXEL

Kot 6ev gival To Ywpa Aowmov n povn Avon
OMw¢ Loyupiletal o kAOe TEUMEANG VEKPOG.

(MetapepUrkaue napanievpwg, 2007)

Translation: https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/untitled-1287/

Evog Aenttol padi

l'ettovomouAo T oUpavold To oTitL.

Tooo YnAd xtlopévn TH¢ Mpooéyylong n taon
Emdvw o€ kopdiig Tig dvolyteg ptepolyeg
oav dvaAoylo v’ dvaylyvwokel i EkBauBwon
TO dvatéAlov 10 pecoupavoiv to dliov
evayyEALO TG MEPOG.

Byaivw otnv avAn. ME mepluével
AMOOTPATITOUCA UE YKEULO OEAQ XAUOUPA 1)
aypla éAeuBepia tol opilovta v’ avéBw kal
kaAralovtag tnv EénainBevon tng va
Sapdow.’A, uévo to PAEUU Kal TO dpapa
Katadepav va inmevouv tnv A0AN €toutn
atiBaon katdaktnon.

Ot Unepdiadeg amoPelg TV aibepwyv
néptouve toakilovrat SLOTL EAdxLoTa SLopKel
TO AveumnodioTto.

1600 G okovtadtel 0£ pio orbapn
CUPUATOMAEYHO YUPW QIO TO XTFUAL.
XapnAo, NUEPO KL OUWE GV TO KAAOKOLTAEELG

Untitled

It rains with absolute candour.

So the sky is not a rumour

it does exist

and therefore earth is not the sole solution as
each lazy dead person pretends.

(We moved next door, 2007)

A minute’s licence

The house a tiny neighbour to the sky.
Nearness’ tendency built so high

on a peak’s open wings like a lectern that
splendour might read the dawning

the meridian the setting gospel of the day.

| go out into the yard. Waiting for me
sparkling with reins saddle harness is the
horizon’s wild freedom that | might mount
and galloping tame its verification.

Ah, only gaze and vision managed to ride
this immaterial untamed conquest.

The heavens’ overweening views tumble are
dashed for the unhindered is of the briefest
duration.

See how it catches on a stretch of barbed
wire round the property. Low, tame and yet
if you look carefully consider it carefully it


http://kikidimoula.blogspot.com/2013/09/i-left-you-message.html
https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/untitled-1287/

12 poems. Kiki Dimoula

TO KaAoaloBavOels Slatpel T Sk pHou
KaAnuépa amo tol yeitova oAnuepic cuvopa
davartilel owwnnpa émAilovtog Eepoxopta
évavtiov adeAdp v Toug.

To Bpadu pnovo, 1 Evwtikn eLwdLA Tol
vuxtoAoUAoudou 10 PaALdilel ToOUC TOTOUG
Kol Ttepva OO TO apddpov dEyyog TV
TuyoAauTidwv - KWAODWTLEG TIG Aéyape OTav
{ovoaye.

"Ax, npwlopol €éBelovtiv ovelpwv adotol.
Tl wdpeAel va katamnatnoelg Sud mMOVToug
dbeyyapookovn Akopa KAnpovouLd mou
adnoe 1o B€pog otn duyn Tou.

"Ace va TNpRoouv €vog Aemttod padl
KATL AYPAUUATEG XPEG TOPATACELG
TIOU S&V TIC TLAVEL O VOUOG

av kal kavelg 6&v E€pel

Tl ToUG €mupuAldooel akopa f EAmida.

KaAokaipt, MAdtavog AlylaAeiag.

(Evoc Aemtou padi, 1998)

Selection by Lluisa Merino Montes

divides my good morning from the
neighbour’s all day long fanaticising borders
quietly arming the weeds against their
brothers.

At night alone the unifying fragrance of night
flowers cuts through it in places and passes
in the demented glow of the fireflies

— glowbums we called them when alive.

Oh, inglorious heroics by volunteer dreams.
What'’s the point in encroaching on two
inches more of moondust inheritance left by
the summer to its passing.

Let them observe a minute’s licence
those few illiterate widow extensions
that the law doesn’t cover though no one

knows what hope still holds in store for them.

Summer, Platanos-Aigialeia.

(One Minute's Together, 1998)

Translation: https://www.poetryinternational.com/en/poets-poems/poets/poet/102-2455 Dimoula

Anoyeupa

“EVa KOUUATL GVELOC TIOU ETtECE OTO SPOUO
KaBloe ki Emate

otd cuppata tod AAekTpkol

pio pedwdia oyavn

adlepwpévn otn dtabeon pou.

AUTH ya pia otypn povaxa avaonkwonke
Kal koitoge

0oTeEpA AUETATIELOTN KAl Adladopn
EavaBubiotnke £vtog pou.

(EpeBoc, 1956)

Afternoon

A bit of wind that stumbled in the street
sat down and played

the cables of the subway line

a silent melody

suited to my mood.

It for a single moment rose up and looked
then transient and indifferent

It buried itself in me again.

(Erebus, 1956)

Translation: https://thegeby.wordpress.com/2018/12/08/kiki-dimoula- amoyéuua-afternoon/
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12 poems. Kiki Dimoula Selection by Lluisa Merino Montes

Kuplakn Anoysupa Sunday Afternoon
MoAAEG dopég o€ IATNOE TO AMOYEU AL Many times the afternoon asked for you:
Otav pe Bprke miow art’ to mapabupo When it found me by the window
VoL TIPOPNTEVW TLG CUVEXELG OLWTIEG COU. Trying to prophesise your constant silences.
Otav pia Blatn oknvr eKTUAXTNKE When a violent scene unfolded
0’ €PEVO OVAEDQ KOL OTO TETEAEGUEVO. between me and the fait accompli.
Otav npoxwpnoa oto SmAavo SwHATLo When | went to the next room
KL OUTO TO eKAAECA «DUYN». and | called this “escape.”
KL @AAeg emipoveg popég o€ pwvate And other times, persistently it called you
HED’ amo €€L Aaikd Tpayoudia in the middle of six folk songs
yla Tavo for piano
KoL yia SUoKoAo amdysupa. and for a difficult afternoon.
KL akOun Tpelg BpnvnTikég hopég And three other mournful times
otav ta BEpata coupolmwoay, when matters got dark,
KL OVOMOLOQ. TOL LATLOL OOV and | named your eyes
«KaBnuepva amoysvpoTa» “afternoons of everyday”
Kol OAov ec€va Kuplakn and all of you Sunday
Tov eival mavta SUoKoAn. always difficult.
(Mowpara, 1952) (Poems, 1952)

Translation: https://thegeby.wordpress.com/2020/12/18/kwni-8npould-kiki-dimoula- kuplakn-amoysvpa-sunday-afternoon/

Auo MLKPA TIOLALOTOL YLOL VAL QLiVIYLOL KO Two short poems for a riddle and a street
é€va dpopo

MNa oéva otig émbupieg pou My desires were never

AOyog 6&v Eylve MOTE. Told about you.

Agv o€ poEPAePav note You were never predicted

TA OVELPA poU. by my dreams.

Ot mpoacBnoelg pou My premonitions

6&v o€ ouvavtnoav. haven’t met you.

OUte n pavrtacia pou. Nor has my imagination.

Kt Opwg And yet

HLa avefakpiPwtn otyun for an indeterminate moment
o’ é€akplBwvw péoa pou | determine that you’re inside me:
£€va ETOLUO KLOAOG aiicOnpua. A feeling already ready.

| |

MAatd moU Atav f Etadiou So vast was Stadiou Street
KaBw¢ xwpoloe with room enough
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12 poems. Kiki Dimoula

TO HECNMEPL TO eUXUO,
TOV AvdpLouo oou,

Kal péva

Babdilovtag mAdL cou
O£ anootaon

HLAG OAOKANPNG BALPNC.

(&mi T iyvn, 1963)

Selection by Lluisa Merino Montes

for succulent noon,
your virility,

and me

walking beside you
one whole sadness
apart.

(On the trail, 1963)

Translation and other poems: https://books.google.es/books?id=zJKzAWAAQBAJ&printsec=copyright&redir esc=y#v=onepage&q&f=false
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