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YNMNOBAOPA :
AUTH TN YPAULN OTO XAPTN, TNV TOPELa pLag embupiag, To povomdtt mou odnyet Babulaia anod

Vv UTtaBpo otnv MOAN Ba emiyeLPOOUUE va Katavonoou e, Nwpig To mpwi, kabwg o Bapug Nxog
amno TI¢ GwVEC pLag xopwdiag éopfnoe miow pag. And Toug xapunAoug Addoug Kat TIG KAAALEPYELEG,
TOUG aSLOPATOUG NXOUG LECA OTLG CUOTASEG TwV 6EVEpWY, TNV PUXPA TOU TIPpWIivoL oV TEPACE,
TOUC OUVTOMOUC SLAAOYOUC, TIC OTAOELC TIPLV TO LECALWVIKA Ywpld. H OAwpevtiviy AucTomia pog
UToSEXTNKE TtapouaLalovtag To Blalo MPOcwo tnE. Ta TANBN, To OKLEPA OLUVTIKA OTEVA, TLG
ALWPNOELG KAl TNV SUVTPLPN TwV UTIOBECEWV KOOWE AVIXVEUOULE [La TTOPELa TTOU 08nyel oTo
BpPNOKEUTLKO KEVTPO TNG. KaBw¢ e€€xoupe oTto oTAUPOSPOUL, N TPOUEPH HOoPdN EVOG OLKOSOUNUOTOC
TIOU UTTEPACTILOTNKE YA ALWVEC TNV LO€a TNG ouTomiag cupmiLElel adopnta to cwpa. Wnlo, 6co note
bev xpeldotnke, Bapl woTe va MelBeL yLla TNV andoTtaor Tou anod TV eAadpoTnTa KoL TNV Xopruoouvn
™¢ W€ag mou unepaoTile. Mia amelAn MAVW OO TOL CWLATA KL TLG OKEWELS TTOU CUCCWPEVOVTAL
YUpw tou. DoBLopevol amo auth Tnv moapdéevn (E0TN TOU LECNEPLOU, EMLOTPEPOULE YpHYOpPQ, OTO
vnol pog. MNpootatevpévol anod tn 6alaccoa Twv GUAAWUATWY Kal TnG XAONC.

BACKGROUNDS

This line on the map, the orientation of desire. This path leading gradualy from countryside to the city
needs to be comprehended. Early in the morning as the heavy sound from a distand choir is fading
away. From the low hills and the cultivations, the indiscernible sounds within the clusters of trees, the
breeze of the passing morning, the brief dialogues, the stasis just before the mideval villages.

The Florentine Dystopia is welcoming us dressed in it’s most violent face. The crowds, the shadowy
deffensive passes, the swinging and the collapse of all assumptions as we detect a cource towards

it’s spiritual center. As we stand on the crossroad, the fierce appearance of a building which defend
for centuries the idea of a Utopia, crush miserably our bodies. High, as it never needed to be, heavy
enough to persuade that it’s standing far away from the elegancy and joyfulness of the defending
idea. A menace. Over the bodies and thoughts gathering around. Affraid of the strange miday heat we
return fast to our island. Safe from the surrounding sea of the canopies and the grass.




