Twpa, otn Bapka omou Kt av pnelg adeia Ba ptacel
Eyw amoBAénw: o' évav pokpl Balacoivo Kepapelko
Me Kopeg METPLVEG KAl TTOU KpaTtoUV AouAoudLa.

Oa 'val vuyta Kat AUyouoTog

Tote mou aAAAoUV TWV ACTEPLOUWYV OL BApSLEC.

Kat ta Bouva ehadpa

MMOUATO OKOTELVOV A€PA OTEKOUV AlyO TILO TTAVW AT’ TN VPO TOU
opilovta

OouEG ebw N eKel Kapévou xOpTou. Kat pia AUTN AyvwoTng YEVEAG
Mo amnod PnAa

KAVEL pUAKL TTAVW OTNV QTTOKOLULOUEVN BAAacoa

AQUMEL H€OQ POV KELVO TTOU ayvow. Ma wotdoo AAumeL

Obuocéag EAUTNG, Ta EAsyeia tn¢ Oéwnetpac (1991)

Now, to the boat that should you get in will come empty
| turn my gaze; to a long marine cemetery

With Maidens of stone bearing flowers.

It will be night time and August

The hour constellations change their watch.

And weightless mountains

Filled with dark air float just above the line of the

horizon

Smells here or there of burnt grass. And a sorrow of unknown lineage
That from above

forms a stream over the slumbering sea

What | know not glows within me. And yet it glows
Odysseus Elytis, The Oxopetra Elegies (1991)
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