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Lena Kallergi

FLAME VERSION

Who said that hope is a bird
humble and small-bodied,
that it nests in hearts and sings sweetly

without asking for food?

Hope is a dragon who exhales fire

who howls for presence, who is hungry for muscle
who navigates mythic distances

for an epiphany, a faint flicker.

With her snake-like tail she trashes

the gabled rooftops, sanctuary.

She mesmerises the young and romantic
with the green flame in her eyes.
With wild fingernails she guards

the treasure of unknowingness.

She was never educated in the manners of people.
She is not frightened by heroes.

She survives in the rough environments

of old folktales.

They know, the civilisations of east and west,

that the dragon is a legendary being

with centurial wisdom.

She sleeps in the deep caves of the most familiar hills
and when she wakes, she’s a searing threat

to the facts.
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¢ Avty xortalet am’ v dAAn Avtog v meptepydletar Ynd
™y niean Tov BAEUUATOS TOL ALTY] Alyo Alyo GLEEXVEVEVTAL
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Patricia Kolaiti

THE CAUSE OF THE WASTING

She is thin, very thin He is next to her far too close
to her He looks fixedly into her eyes She avoids his
gaze She is thin, so thin, that next to her he looks
bulky and clumsy He looks big She is very small
They have the same eyes He is her father She looks
the other way He stares at her Under the pressure of
his gaze she is shrinking bit by bit She will, sometime
later, remain a dot on the edge of the chair The dot
and her father He brings her something to drink She
doesn’t even turn to look He insists He searches for
her gaze The approval of her gaze She denies him this
He pushes the glass closer to her He says something
She neither looks nor responds A little later they will
leave Dot ahead, father behind The glass untouched
See?
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