UNORTHODOX




To xeipevo




I<UQLocm’]. Ewid 10 mpwi. Emupoatel dmvowr oty mOAn pe éva nmio
ovvveponappa. Iatpvovpe 10 ehapons Bowpino tlimant, e T0 OTOLo *dvoLpE
okeg 1ig e€opunoetg pag not apyilovpe va xatevbuvopaote avatoimd. Topd
TNV EENUE TG TEQLOYNG, TALEVOVTHG TNV o0TEOYY TEOG x&tw [Tulaio
EOYOMAOTE AVTIHETWTOL Ye To Tmapuo véag EABetiac 1o omolo mpooelnbel
minOwoa avbpownwy. ITaporo mov 1o Breppa twv avbponwy eotalet oe avtod
10 daotnt, 1 Swn pag mEocoyy xatevbdvetar oTig aAdveg YDow AmO ALTO
yepateg pe EeyopBalwpéva xoLYOUATE, OTACoHEVR TavTi{oLELX, YLUALGTEQS
UGOUAQ0, CXOLELUCHUEVY GLOEQA X0l TEAMXQLOWEVY ovToxivyTa. XTeiBovye
deid otov SO0 ToL 081 YEl TNV Odopn. XT0 AELETEED Lo YEQL EXTELVETAL
Lo OELES VWY ToALXaTOwLGY, navels Do Eleye "vulouvdteg". To BAéppor pog
Opwg otEepetat oo Selld Pog, OOV extelveTal Eva TEAWELO TEAGLVO MBSt pe
TI¢ mopotnpeves amobnueg Alkotivy, TAgov v ToLBAVO EEEITO GTOY YMEO.
Xvveyiloviag otov Spopo mpog Oéour, apyilovv va ndvovy owcbnty g
TLEOLGLL TOVG PEYHAEC AAVGLOEG COVTIEQ PAOHUET UE TLC YLYAVTLEG TUUTELES TOUG.
H mopovoio )¢ ahdvog rhipronmveTot not YivETon TLo EVTovy] ey oL Tov TeMxd
(PTUVOLE GTOV TPOOQLGPO UG

Nexpotaygein Oecookovinng - Avaotacews touv Kopiov. [lepimomnpévor
Oapvor, évag peydAog poeoxoBapievog Tolyog, piar HETAAMUT] HXYUEAOTOQTA
now peoe oetpd apaéloy Tov otpifer aptotepa. Axolovbobue amd miow, not
nepvape v peyadr modn. H aicOnon adddler. Beyvipe ot éyer ooppel
vwoltepa. Ot vTdEyEL uTEOCTH pag eivat To ToEov. Eivar 1o moupov; Entpatet
anoluty novyla. Kieivovpe 10 padtogwvo. To povo mov axovyetat eivat o

agpag, 10 Bpotopa Twv YOAAWY xot o TovAtd. Kivodpaote apyd pe 1o tlimdon
%0l TO UPYVOVULE GTNV TILO ATOUXXQVOHUEVY] YWVIX TOL VEXQOTHUPELOV.

Benwape va nepmyovuaote. [lepnatovtag oe avtov tov yweo eonalovue
TIOAD TIEQLOGOTEQO GTO TTWGS AXOLYOVTOL T BNUATE LG 2OVOEOUROTE HAADTEQX
ue 10 owpo pog. Amogedyovpe vo pudape modd. Nwwbovpe pro “Bopdrntae’”,
elpoote hoveg, adda dev atcovopaote poves. H peydhn mdAn eivo 10 6pto mou
Srarywpilet Tig avapvnoetg mov Bélovpe va #patcovpe amd ToV €W XOGPO TOL
Baletou. O pdryte npatder péoa 1g avauvioes. To Epovue mwg 7 Lo
npénet vo cuveyloet adkd Belovpe to Bupopacte. Lo avTO LTREYEL AVTOG O
ywpoc. Ilooeg oOleg éyet 7n pwnun? O ypdvog ndvet mOANE Toyvidto.
Mmnhéxovpe TOLG YEOVOLG HAC PE TOLG YOOVOLG GAAWY.

H Spopot twv vexpwv os pio 0opuBadn moAyn elvan pio avior novyiog. Xty
amOALTY Novyix 1] Yoo powalet va “ovphalet’.

Tttt #dmotor tépor Eyovy TAmAEOLYEG %ol GANOL GTAYLY, EVER EYOLY TO (BLO
yopo? ot oe xdmoltovg YuTE®VOLY AOVAOLSLY %ot oe aAlouvg yeaotdt? It
eonialovPe OTO YWPA uxL OYl OTO UAEUKEO, 6T0 @hoppévo xat Oyt oTo
novovpyto? Lt ot dvBpwmor edw eivar mo evyevinol? Eivow ooy v éyouvy
YMTOOEL ATO TNV AVAYXY] VO THELGTAVOLY TOLG ToALAayolovs. H eyybdtnta pe
tov 0dvato ndver pepmodg avlpwmnovg avalapEoug. Agotpel To TEQLTTA.
SUUUETEYOLILE UL ATEYOLUE. AV VIOCOLILE ROy VU0 TQOYWOEBAIE KL PEVYOLLE.
Av 7] TeQUy”07] TETOYEL ENWPEAODUATTE. 2TOV €W KOO0 OEV EQUTVEVOLPE TaL
TEAYPRATH OTWG TEAYUaTnd elvat. ES® tor Stapopa TEayhotor haaivouy oTig
aAnBvég toug Sraotdoelc.

Eivor 1 opa va goyovpe. Tt vrdpyet yoow and avtdv tov t0no? O voug
Eavabopatar Tig akdvec. Emhéyovpe toyaiec Stadpopéc. Mrnaivovpe oe ahdveg
not avol{nrodpe petahior xo oxoumidte. YTaEyEL POBOC Yo TO TL LTAEYEL TEEX
and v pavtea. Tt eidoug avlpwmor {ovv edw? O pag dwoovy avtd TOL
Qayvovpe? Tt Boionodpaote edo efupyne? Ta mopumpil twv opafiov
AVTUVOUAOLY TOV MO oe onpeio mov toglwvel. H ondvy amd 1o noppéva
pepoEa Suanolebel Ty avamvoy). Evag Stanepaotindg 1y0g evoylet o0 quTLd.
Eivor to pnydvnpa o€uyovordiineong oto Simhavo otdepddto. Ot Brrpiveg edo
Sev vrapyouvy. O WSront g Sev nadpapst tiow and eva tLapt, ototBalet.



H ¢bon Setoddet pe Srapopetnd tpdmo edw. O Nhog, 1 oxdvy, T0 vepo, 1
YOO, 1 6%oLELE ATOUXADTTOLY 1Y POXETOTY T ¢ VANG. Extdg twv pnavtphv
XQUSLLOUEVE OHOLTILSLO GTEXOLY TAEATAELEX TOL ALTOXYYTOSEOKOL. Eivar
amoxpovotno. Mupilet.

[Tepnatape mopddinioe g 0800 Mouvdaviwy. 'Evag Spopog yepdtog pe
onoumidlar Tov TEonakel andia, mo potalet vor Eyet pia yonreion. O pinpog
SpOPOG TToL extelveTtal UTEOOTA pag dev eyet xadoiov xivnon. ITowog O N0eke
GAMWOTE Vo TEQROEL AT ALTOV TOV TOTO; Opadeg SlapoETU®Y GHOLTLSLKY
eppaviCovtor  pmpoots pog. Eepeuvobupe 1 vmdpysl %ol TRQOQUYTIHG
veptlovpe v conodra pe mpdyupota mouv Belorouvpe. Towg vo eipaocte ot
npwtol Tov poaleLovpe xdTt oL eyouv aynoet exel. H ocoxobia yepilel
otadlond. XTUOPEVH  YOWRATLOTE  mAoxan  Trg  oexaetiog  tou 70,
onovELICPEV GL8EE, YPAOIdES COBM, OULOUEVE QOLY O, TUQATYUEVES HXQENAES,
paytopévor xalpépteg, Opvppatiopeve yoodtd, xopevo . Kow oo awtd oe
evae meptBdAlov mov 1 oo opywlet, uor mWOL Y YryavVTI TVoxiSe TOL
AATOOTRATOS A0 OlmAc potalet mow wdEATY.

[Towo eivor t0 Ocapo eddv; Tt Snpovpyeiton edw; Tt yavetar; Tt nepdileto; Tt
UETOROEYPROVETAL GTOV YEOVO; T1 pavtalopaote wg ovtomuod; Tt onpaivet iyvog;
To aoynpo eivor pépog g avtiAndng poag otay 0hovpe va S7pLovEyNooLpE;
Tt pog portvetor adtdpoEo na YLotl;

Mnnwg ev Télet eppnvebOLPE %UAVTEQX T TEAYHXTH OTav To BAEmovpe
QOULOVTING;




The text




S unday. Nine in the morning. The city is calm, with barely a breeze and a
light veil of clouds. We take the slightly dirty jeep we use for all our
excursions and start heading east. Despite the desolation of the area, as we
take the turn toward Kato Pylaia, we come across the Nea Elvetia park,
which attracts plenty of people. While most people’s eyes are fixed on the
small forest, our attention is drawn to the open lots around it, full of broken
window frames, shattered shutters, shiny marbles, rusted iron, and crashed
cars.

We turn right onto the road leading to Thermi. On our left stretches a row
of new apartment buildings, one might call them “design diamonds”. But
our gaze shifts to the right, where a vast green field unfolds, home to the
abandoned Allatini watrehouses, now a brick ruin in the landscape.
Continuing on the road toward Thermi, large supermarket chains begin to
make their presence felt with their giant signs. The presence of open lots
becomes more frequent and more striking until we finally reach our
destination.

Cemeteries of Thessaloniki — **Anastaseos tou Kyriou** (Resurrection of
the Lord). Well-kept bushes, a large freshly painted wall, a metal gate, and a
line of cars turning left. We follow behind and pass through the great gate.
The feeling changes. We forget everything that happened before. What lies
before us is the present. Is it the present? Absolute silence prevails. We turn
off the radio. The only sounds are the wind, the rustling of leaves, and the
birds. We move slowly in the jeep and leave it in the most remote corner of

the cemetery.

We begin to wander. Walking through this place, we focus much more on
how our footsteps sound. We feel more connected to our bodies. We avoid
talking too much. We feel a certain “weight”; we are alone, yet we don’t feel
alone. The great gate is the boundary that separates the memories we wish to
keep from the outside world that is always in a hurry. The fence holds the
memories within. We know that life must go on, but we want to remember.
That is why this place exists. How many faces does memory have? Time plays
many games. We intertwine our time with the time of others.

The roads of the dead, in a noisy city, are a breath of silence. In absolute quiet,
nature seems to “scream.”

Why do some graves have poppies and others have wheat, when they share
the same soil? Why do flowers grow on some and grass on others? Why do
we focus on the soil and not on the marble, on what is worn rather than what
is new? Why are people here kinder? It’s as if they’ve escaped the need to
pretend to be busy. Proximity to death makes some people lighter. It strips
away the unnecessary. We both participate and keep our distance. If we begin
to feel uneasy, we move on and leave. If the walk succeeds, we gain something
from it. In the outside world, we don’t interpret things as they truly are. Here,
things take on their real proportions.

It’s time to leave. What lies around this place? The mind recalls the empty
lots. We choose random routes. We enter the lots, searching for scraps and
debris. There’s a fear of what might lie beyond the fence. What kind of people
live here? Will they give us what we’re looking for? Why are we here in the
first place? The windshields of the cars reflect the sun to the point of blinding.
The dust from the cut marble makes breathing difficult. A piercing sound
irritates the ears — it’s the welding machine in the nearby metal workshop.
There are no shop windows here. The owner doesn’t frame his goods behind
glass; he piles them up.

Nature seeps in differently here. The sun, the dust, the water, the pollen, the
rust, all reveal the perishability of matter. Outside the fences, scattered



garbage lines the highway. It’s repulsive. It smells.

We are walking parallel to Moudanion Street. A road full of disgusting
garbage, yet it now seems to have a certain charm. The small road stretching
out before us has no traffic at all. Who, after all, would want to pass through
this place? Groups of different kinds of trash appear before us. We explore
what's there and impulsively fill the bag with things we find. Perhaps we are
the first to collect something that has been left there. The bag fills up
gradually. Broken colored tiles from the 70s, rusty iron pieces, plaster flakes,
torn clothes, abandoned chairs, cracked mirrors, shattered glass, burnt wood.
And all this in an environment where nature runs wild, and where the giant
sign of the shop next door now seems invisible.

What is the spectacle here?

What is being created here? What is lost? What is gained? What is
transformed in time?

What do we imagine as utopian? What does trace mean?
Is the “ugly” part of our perception when we want to create?
What seems indifferent to us and why?

Perhaps in the end, we interpret things better when we see them romantically?
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