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The text
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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 warehouses, 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
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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?


