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IkAnpdTNTO KOI TPUPEPSTNTA
oTtnv moinon Tou Miktou Zayroupn

H rtoinon Tou Miktou Zaxtoupn eivat 6rwg ekeiva Ta pikpd xpuod Papdkia mou Kaive
péoa oe pavpa pAtZavia. H roinon tou eival oav Pdpia, ou étav ta Byaelg ot otepid Te-
Baivouy, yiati dev propolv va avacdvouv kai moté dev MAave. H piAdve pévo pe v avaoca
Toug, oe éva TePIBAMOV T600 OKANPG Kat TPUPePS Tou xaidelel Ta ndvra Kat Ta navia To
nAny®vouv. Eva nepiBaMov 1600 anald kai EUGAWTO Tou dev Exelg avaykn and 1o naiEipo
TwV BAEPAP®WV (QUTG TO EVOTIKTO QUTOOUVINPNONG) Kal KOAoal pe pata navia avolxta
(aypunvdg).

Miktog ZaxTolpng, 0 MoMTHG TIoU KApPWVeL oTaupolq oe pvipata, dev Ypdget yia
QUTGV 1) TOV GAAO KOOMO, Yia GAAOUG KGOHOUG, aMG Snutoupyel To SikG Tou KGOHO, ToV UdAG-
TIVO, TNG MEONG YNG — OUTE TE00 OTEYVGG GO0 0 KAUTOG agPAg MOU avanveoupe 1 Puxpog 6-
00 0 aépag Tou maydvel ota poubBouvia pag” oute T6oo Aentdg, 600 0 alBépag Karmou Yyn-
Ad — 10 YaAGZio Tou' aMG évag AANOG YaAGZiog KGOHOG, auTtdg TwV USATWVY TPV Ta XWPIOEL
n &npd ota duo.

Sndvia ouvavtde nofnon oty ornoia To KaAd Kat To ayabd va odnyouvral oty o
UPNAY Toug ékppaon (kahokayadia). O oG, o onolog eivat anAd pia okia navw oTov Tol-
X0 (Bappeic uNpPooTd oe eKTEAEOTIKG andonacua), ouvexiZel va gridxvel va VAo ortt yia
10 Bnplo kal BAémel To SpdKo oav €va KAwvapdki avBlopgvng apuydalids.

Ol oT{XOl TOU OTO HEYAAUTEPO HEPOG TOUG HOLAZOUV HE OUVEXELQ TNG ATIOKAAUYNG TOU
lwdvvn i HE TIq TapaBoAég Tou Xplotou. Aev Ba Toug ovépaia ooupealloTikoug, aAA HAA-
AOV QIvViypaTiKoUg — amokaAUgels, yia Tig omoieq € oAokAripou toxUet n BiBAkn prion: «O
gxwv (OTA akoUelV akouéTw». Kal efval anokaAuyelg, yiari mpogépxovral ané évav «kabapd
kGopO» Tou Adyou Tiplv ané tn Beopornoinon Tou. «Ta Baduara yivovrat povo oTiq OoTolXElw-
HEVEQ EKKANOIEG», Aéet 0 oG, ‘000 ouxva Kal va xpnotuoTolel AEEelg Onwg AyyeAog Kat
dafpovag, Oedg kal Bdvarog, afua kal paxaipt, MePIoTEPL Kat apvi, Aouhoudia kat avaotaon
(BaOIKEG ONUEIWTIKEG BUGDEG TNG EKKANCIAOTIKAG XPIOTIAVIKNG [EPOUPYIag), OAEG QUTEG OL
AEEEIC 0N BIKN TOU TIO(NoN AMOKTOUV Kavoupyla onpacia — METAve HEXPL TIOU Ta KEPIVA PTE-
pa ToUC va Nloouv, YBUVOVTAG Teg art’ To oUpBOAIoHS Yia va peivel To OUMBOAO oty Tio Ka-
fapr Tou pop@ry. EXel 6rmou Ta mpdypata anokrouv vonua pe To Hovadiké Tpéro Tou eival
Kavée va avtiotadel oty adpdvela, oto pelpa (akdpa Kal oe auté Tou agpa), CuvdEOVTaq

1 OKEYPN HE TV Kivnon, and To nétaypa péxpt v mroon.

a H OQNH TON TPIQN OAAASIQN

H tpugpepdtnta kat n okAnedtnta otnv mnoinon Tou Zaxtoupn Bplokovral akpipme
oTnV arnoguyn g adpdvelag, rou yiverat duvard uévo av meprardg endvw oty KOy tou
fupaglou. H kéyn, n xapakid, To oUvopo avdueoa oe dUo KATaoTACEIG KOOUOUG KaTnyopi-
£G 1 6,1t AMN\o, elval ekeivn n ypapur mdvw otnv oroia Kivelral o monTtig — nuaricel apyd,
MPooeXTIKA (Téoo oAU CuyiCel kaBe AEEN poToU TNV evIAEEL HEOQ OTO OT(XO TOU) Kal HE pa-
OTOpPId, TOU BUWG dev EXEL TN OlyoupLd OTO TOETAKL TNG (TN Olyoupld Tou o Kpartdel ar' T
{1€on), To dedtepo oxouvi). MoTe dev €xel T oLtyouptd Tou ePNouxXAlel o TIOINTAGS TIoU 1] Yuxh
rou elval «kdtt eTkivouva Koppdria xdog». Kal mpoxwpdel avdueoa o' autoug toug dUo Ko-
OpoUG Aeg Kat elval évag — pe Tov (B1o TPATo Tou 0 agpag EMAv® Kat KAtw ar’ To okowv( &f-
val o dlog. O Zaxroupng 6pwg dev xwpilel Evav kdopo ota duo, aA\d avtiBera evmvel duo
KOOHOUG — ekel TTou oL SlapopEg avaueoa ota npdyuata dev apxifouv, aAd TEAEIHVOUV.
Onwg n kaAn kat n avanodn evog pouxou, ou oxt ndvra dlagépouyv. Onwg o névoe Kal o
£pWTAg — TIOU TOUG dEXeal oav TIG dUO OYELG Tou (Blou poUxou.

Mepikég Ppopeg ota pwpd, anAd yuplloupe To poUxo He TIG Pageés Mpog Ta £Em yia
Va PNV MANYWVETal To TPUPePS Toug dEPUA.

Epelg To popdue and v KaAr] Tou.

O Miktog Zaxtoupng to popdet kat art’ Tig duo.

Ortav

Orav kAelvw Ta pdrtia
Eekivdel and pakplda
n ayannuévn €pxetat
Kal pe Koltadel

otav oprvem To pwag
€pxetal o Bdavarog kat
HOoU QNG Ta xEpLa.

ToBetrdvka EAévkofa
Metdppaon and ta BouAyapikd Anuritpng AAog
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Toughness and Tenderness in Miltos Sahtouris’ Poetry

Miltos Sahtouris’ poetry is like those small goldfish that burn in small black cups. His
poetry is like fish, which die out of water because they can’t breathe and never speak. Or they
speak only with their breathing in an environment so tender and tough that it strokes every-
thing, is cut by everything. An environment so soft and fragile you don't need to blink (that
instinct of self-preservation) and you can sleep with your eyes always open (as in a vigil).

Miltos Sahtouris’ the poet who sticks crosses in graves, doesn’t write about this or
that world, about other worlds, he creates his own world, a middle world of water — neither
as dry as the hot air we breathe, nor as harsh as the frozen air in our nostrils; nor as fine
as the ether somewhere up above, its blue; but another blue world, of the waters before they
separated from the dry land.

It's rare to come across poetry in which virtue is taken to its highest expression and
in the end linked with beauty (kaAé kat ayafd). The poet, who is just a shadow cast on the
wall (as before a firing squad), still makes a wooden house for the beast and sees the drag-
on like the branch of an almond in blossom.

Most of his poems are like a continuation of Revelation, like the parables of Christ. |
wouldn't call them surrealist, but rather enigmatic — revelations for which the biblical truth
“Let anyone with ears listen!” is absolutely valid. They are revelations because they come
from a pure world of the Word before its institutionalization. “Miracles happen only in
enchanted churches”, says the poet. And no matter how often he uses words like angel and
demon, God and death, blood and knife, dove and lamb, flowers and resurrection (the basic
semiotic pairs of Church ritual), for him they all acquire new meaning — they fly till their wax
wings melt; they are stripped of their symbolism, leaving only the symbol in its purest form.
There, where things take on meaning in the only possible way to resist inertia, the current
(even that of air), linking thought with movement, with falling.

Toughness and tenderness in Sahtouris’ poetry consist precisely in his escape from
inertia, which is possible only if you're a blade runner or are clear-sighted. The edge, the
furrow, the border between two conditions, worlds, categories or anything else, is the line
on which he moves — treading cautiously (so careful before putting each word, before tak-
ing each step in the poem), with mastery that never has pride in its pocket (safety for the
waist — the second rope). He never has safety in his pocket, the poet whose soul is “some

dangerous pieces of chaos”, as he describes them. And he walks between these two worlds
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as if they were one — in the same way as the air above and beneath the rope is one. But
Sahtouris doesn’t divide one world in two, he joins two worlds — there, where the difference
between things doesn’t begin, but rather ends. Like the reverse and face of a garment,
which aren’t always different. Like pain and love, which you can see as two sides of a sin-
(le garment.

Sometimes we just reverse the garment, as for newborn babies, with the seams on
the outside to avoid teasing their tender skin.

We wear it face out.

Miltos Sahtouris wears it both sides out.

When

When | close my eyes
my beloved starts
comes from afar

and looks at me

when | switch off the light
death comes
and kisses my hands.

Tsvetanka Elenkova
Translated by Zdravka Mihailova and Jonathan Dunne



