ol

["aia, yevvirpa tov Bemv Kol tov Bvntov avlporwny,
YIyévTov Kot Tov COVIovoy ToV OVTMV TOL KIVOUVTOL
amd Yyouyng to Kivnuo, Oeiog Cong to Tvedua,

KOl GEPVOVTOL KO TEPTETAV, TPEYOVVE Kol TNOAVE.

A6 T0 YOU TO YOI KL Ot TO UOGTO TO YA,
Bulaivovv, dtoGTEAOVTAL, LOPOOVOVTAL TEAEIMC.
AdCovtat e Tov MO 6oV, GTO Piyog Gov Prydve,
Amnpiin Cevyapavouve, ['evapn Eeyoyave!

Bynkav and tov k6p@po cov, cav Appoditng unia,
OTO QPEYYOC KOl AAUTOKOTTAV, COAEDOVVE GT  aYEPL,
KOl KOPTEPOVV EPMTIKO VO TOL YAUIOEWYEL YEPL

Beo0 peydiov yio pikpov, Baplopolpov avlpomov.

Me cvvepyo tov Epmta tng A@poditng yapn

Oa Toug Bepudivel TV Kapdd, XApo vo TOAEUCOUV.
[Ipotov meBdvouve Ko purovv e kpvag I'mg tov tdeo,
™ Mdva toug o ppmBovv kot Ba yevvooArcovv.

Ewodveg, oporopata, avtiypoga Tpotinmy

KoAd Oa katabécovve, mpv KateBovv otov Aon.
dYOTpo amd TN EUTPO TOVE, TVOT) O’ TNV TTVOT] TOLG,
wWiopa kot yépes Tove Bo LETAdMGOVY TAAL

Ociov 100V HETAANYT 6TO KUKAMLLO TOVL XPOVOU,
ooV Kowvmvia Tov Ovntav petd tov abavatoy,
AOEAPOUEVO TTPOYDPAV, CLVAPUOAOYNLEVO,
QmTOC avTipeyyiopata, INaiog Mntépag dmpa.



AT’ OAa To yEVVILOTA LOVOG O VOUG T  avBpdmov
M [Noio cuAAoyiletat, momuota TG TAEKEL,
avTidmPO GTO OMPU TNG, Y10 TNV TPOPN TPOPELa,
gvyaplotnpa Oepud yo yevvarodwpia.

Adyia, yYAvkoAnuato, tpayovola, LopoAdyia,
Le tov ToAvTpomo pvbuod, pe Beieg pehmdieg,

LLE GTOYAGLOV TO GTOYUCLLOL, PTEPWLLO POVTIAGIOC,
LE OKEYMC TOALOIdUANG K1 evancOnciog maboc.

“EuAoynTtoc 0 KOATTOC GOV, 1) KAPTEPT) YOOTEPQ,
EPYOTIKT GOV LEAIGCO YOVIUNG VIOC KOWEANC,

ue 0€pun Ba vrodeytel TOL TVELULATOC TO CTEPLLAL,
®odv Tov emPnropa opada mov {ntdet!”



Gala

Gaia, mother of immortal gods and mortal men,
Of giants and other living creatures that move,
With soul’s movement and life’s divine spirit,
As they crawl, walk, run, jump and dance.

They suckle juice from soil and milk from breast,
Grow and develop shaping themselves to perfection.
They sunbathe in the sun and shiver in the cold,

In April they mate and by January they are dead!

Emerged from thy bosom, as Aphrodite’s apples,
In the light they shine and shake in the freeze,
Waiting for the erotic hand to caress them

Either of a great god or of an ill-fated mortal.

In synergy with Eros, the grace of Aphrodite
Will warm up their heart to fight the Charon.
Before they die and return to Earth’s cold tomb,
They shall imitate Mother Gaia and give birth.

Icons, likenesses, copies of original prototypes,
They shall faithfully make before descend to Hades,
An off-soot of their root, a breath of their life-breath,
Their idiom, or grace, they shall reproduce again,



As if taking divine communion of the eternal ideas,
A mingling of mortals and immortals in time’s turn.
They advance harmoniously together, like brothers,
Like reflections of light and like Gaia’s divine gifts.

Of all the earthly creatures, only man’s mind
Thinks of Mother Earth and makes her poems,
Gifts in return for her gifts, the payment of debt,
A great gratitude for her divine generosity.

Words, sweet phrases, dancing or mourning songs,
With the poly-tropic rhythm and divine melodies,

With stochastic conjunctures and flights of fantasy,
With meandering thought and sensibility’s pathos.

“Blessed be thy womb and thy fertile belly busy,
Like the buzzing bee of a productive beehive,
May it welcome, with warmth, the seed of spirit,
As a mare in heat receives the mounting stallion!”

Christos C. Evangeliou
Professor of Philosophy
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