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Acry

I shout so loud,
but no one comes out.
Hey, there! Can you help me?
| want to go home.
Please, don’t reject me.

Please, return,
| want a friend.
| don’t understand why you left me back,
| can’t be like that.

Come on, let’s play!

Let’s enjoy my day!
| can’t be here all the year.

Stella Karaiskou, Class A2
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A lonely person changes

| feel alone in a world with a million people.
| haven’t got someone to talk to, someone to trust,
so I’'m alone in this big world.

In this big school I’'m alone.

| feel darkness in my heart.
| don’t want to leave my room,
| don’t want to talk to anyone,

| want to turn to myself.

Until one a day a child talks to me.
It floods my heart with hope,
| feel joy and happiness,

not hanging in a thin white rope.

Since then | love school, | feel confident.
| found someone to talk, someone to trust.
| am not alone, goodbye loneliness
| found a friend and that is enough.

Magda Papoudi, Class A3
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A lovely fairy tale

[ am happy,
[ am excited.
A new school year begins.
In a new school,
with new friends,
[ feel as if 'm in a different world.
[ have hope
and [ am worried
if the girls will accept me.
[ will be brave,
[ am on cloud number eight.
[ feel that it is a fairytale,
[ am a girl who wants to be mermaid
and she is looking for the tail.
Or I am a detective
who wants to look into the crime of friendship?
But I am in panic,
[ am in agony.
[tis so tragic.

Can I have a pick?



 MINUS jy
U8 I
Iy Uy,

My parents say:
"Don’t stop believing, have faith,
we are always on your side,
If something happens everything will be alright”.
So the story begins,
I'm getting in,
[ am nervous.
What will happen to me?
[ am alone,
alone in the corner,
against the wall.
[ see a girl,
far away from others.
[ come near to meet her
and

[ think this fairytale will have a happy end!

Errica Nianiakoudi-Cohen, Class A3
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Afraid of YOU

She’s studying these without a move.
She’s so afraid, afraid of YOU.
You call her loser, you call her a fool,
and now is this, without a move.
At the break she’s crying again
and you do nothing, you just yell.
She doesn’t talk about that
‘cause you say not to.

You call her loser again and again.
She starts believing it,
she thinks she’s a freak and nothing else.
Are you happy with yourself?
Now YOU feel stronger, ask yourself!
Are you happy when you see her?
Ask yourself: Is that right?

Is it good to make her cry?

In every break she tells herself:
“Please just don’t find me” again and again.
She means you, YOU do all that.

It is a joke without the fun.
| go to her and just say: Hi!

Then she smiles for the first time.

Irene Stathopoulou, Class A4



He is sitting alone in the corner.
He weeps,
nobody wants to play with him.

He patiently takes the kid’s kidding.

Arriving at home,
"What’s your problem"?
his parents will ask in despair.
He’ll just go to study,

but that’s not at all fair.

Dimitris Naltsias, Class A3



 MINUS jy
U8 I
Iy Uy,

Anger and Fear

Anger and Fear, Fury and Terror,

Full of Frustration, that’s my situation.

| am being chased by a black wave
and nothing can push it away.
| am surrounded by this black cloud,
| want to scream, to shout out loud.
Anger and Fear, Panic and Sorrow,
| am sinking in a world
where there’s no tomorrow.
| can’t wake up from this nightmare that haunts me,
a merciless face that looks at me and taunts me.
All calling me names. What should | do?
I’'ve never hurt anyone.

It could happen to you!

Anger and Fear, Fury and Terror,

Full of Frustration, that’s my situation.

Elia Koukoutsi, Class A2
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Bullied

There was a girl who was feeling bad
as she was bullied, so she was sad.
She was bullied every day at school

and everyone was saying she wasn’t cool.

No one understood her,
she was on her own.
Everyone was saying she was fat

and she was the one everyone was pointing at.

One of those days

a boy came closer.

She wasn’t a loser, he told her.

He helped her to take a stand.

Maria Xanthopoulou, Class A3
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Courage

| always felt nervous before | went to school.
Do you think it was because I’'m not so cool?
My mum got worried when she saw me crying.
But what could | do about it?

| didn’t want to try.

When | tried to make new friends,
| always felt dead tired
And when | was in class,

| felt as if | was fired.

But if | had some friends, | wouldn’t be scared of Danny.
If 1 wasn’t alone, he wouldn’t make me look funny.
May one day come | dare say no.

Maybe | could yell: stop killing my feelings.

Suddenly | decided! | told myself quietly:

“Stop playing the victim. Be brave. Contradict him”

There | was in the centre, yelling at Danny and trembling:

“You are a bully. That makes you look really funny”.

11
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He kicked me.

That’s all he could do, and he knew.

Never again did he hurt me,

| promised myself not to let it.

Stephanie Danae, Class A3

Inspired by a short story from the book “Kosmodromion”
by Helen Katsama, Pataki Publications.
In this story Danny is responsible for a serious case of bullying in a UK school.
The poem was started in class A3 during the English lesson

and students were free to continue the way they chose.

12
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Danny

If | had some friends,

| wouldn’t be afraid of Danny.

I’d never be alone

and nervous next to Danny.

Help me please,
| need a friend,

to put an end.

John Papoudis, Class A3

13
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Danny and Errica

| always feel nervous before | go to school.
Do you think it is “‘cause I’'m not cool?

My mum gets worried when she sees me crying
But what can | do about it? | really don’t want to try.

When | try to make friends | feel dead tired
and when I’'m in class | feel as if I'm fired.

Come on, teachers! Help me now!
| feel so unhappy, I'm always out.

Every day is a new day, | will do my best.
Let’s wait for the rest

| am sad, is it bad?
| cry in my arms, what if Danny comes?

But | will fight; | will hold my courage tight,
| will not be an easy prey, | will make him pay.

But if | had some friends, | wouldn’t be afraid of Danny
I’d never be alone, he wouldn’t make me look funny.

Errica Nianiakoudi -Cohen, Class A3

14



If I had some friends,
| wouldn’t be afraid of Danny,
I’d never be alone,

he wouldn’t make me look so funny.

| need a friend,

| need some help,

| have to put an end.

| feel nervous when I’'m next to Danny at school,

because | think he makes me feel less cool.

John Paschalidis, Class A3
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| saw him sitting away.
| went to talk to him, but he sent me away.
| asked him: “What happened today”?

And he told me: “Some bullies are destroying my day”.

Come on, it’ s happiness day!

Have fun with us and put fear away!

Remember your friends are near,

your life is full of beauty,

Don’t be afraid, dear!

Remember, my friend, all of us are here.

John Karabasis, Class A2

16



s MINUS By
oM "’l\

| can’t understand

| feel fear with their threats.

They make me shy away,

without me being able to understand,

Why this to a heart which doesn’t fail,

To love

To support

To mean well

And do even better.

The bystanders don’t seem to understand.

This mockery is a sealed letter to them..

They don’t care

| hate every day to go to school,

each day waiting for something new

to make me feel bad and unhappy.

I’'m looking forward to the bell,

to go back in the classroom and stop all this hell,

the breaks.

I’'m not saying that everything can be fixed on the spot,

I’'m just saying that they never stop.

But maybe they will

when a boy reaches his limits and something tragic happens.

John Papoudis, Class A3
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Out.

Like fish out of water.
What can | do?
If | had some friends, | wouldn’t mind.

| wouldn’t be stressed, I’ d feel so fine.

Out.
With shame at heart,
closed again,
in a small world without friends,

that’s how it ends.

Anastasia Orfanoudaki, Class A3

18
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My school life with Danny

My school life is tiring and I’'m always alone,
| can’t keep doing everything on my own.
| want a friend to help me with my sadness,

| want a partner to be here when | face shyness.

But when | try to make friends,
| feel dead tired.
And when | am in class,
| feel as if I'm fired.

Come on teachers, help me now!

| feel so unhappy if I'm always out.
My greatest fear is being made to look funny

and I'm always in panic when around there’s Danny.

He always bothers me and | get disappointed,

after him | am constantly annoyed.

But | made a decision: to seize the day!
I'll talk to Danny without delay.
I’'m ready to face my fears.

I’'m ready to stop the tears.

Maria Xanthopoulou, Class A3

19
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No shame

When | pass the doors of school,
| feel again good.
The shame I'll try to send away,

friends are not always cool.

The heart of child is innately warm.
In it there’s nothing wrong.
Shame is unjustified,

shame is harmful and useless.

When | pass the doors of the school,

| feel again good.

The shame I'll try to send away,

and find friends who stay.

Anastasia Orfanoudaki, Class A3

20



Peace

Peace
Equals
Acceptance
Charity
Equality

Fight for you
Respect you
Include you
Encourage you
Need you
Deserve you
Stand by you

See
Miracles
In

Life
Everyday

Dimitris Papageorgiou, Class B3
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School

Going to school is a pain in the neck.
Homework, projects, and tests in a row
make me feel really low.

What can | do about it?

| really don’t know.

Hara Plata, Class A3

22
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Solidarity
I’m going to tell you a story about solidarity.
Please listen carefully, it might be reality.
A school trip was going to take place.
Everyone would go except for Grace.
Her family couldn’t afford it,
her friends had to support it.
They organised a school bazaar.
Many people came from afar.
All items were sold,
even those which were old.
They raised a lot of money,
thank God, they were lucky.
They gave it to Grace the next day.

She started to cry, she didn’t know what to say.
They all went on the school trip,
together like a team.

Best friends are forever,

Always together.

Georgia Papadopoulou, Class A3

23



School, a place to learn.
Beating is not for me.
Mocking and grief out and away.

School is a challenge but also to play.

When someone hurts me,
to the teacher | go,
| voice my troubles,
so should you, you know!
Don’t hide it inside you,

say it loud and proud.

Even shaking from fear,
feel better and go near,
speak to an oldie,
do not depress,
the bully might follow you

but the teacher will do the rest.

Angelos Bakitzopoulos, Class A3
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That’s what | am

When | try to make friends | feel dead tired,
and when I'min class | feel as if I'm fired.
Come on, teachers, help me now,
| feel so unhappy if I'm always out.

I’'m trying to be happy and seem to be cool
but | make myself look funny, that’s the best | can do.
And then | am crying and seem like a fool,
that’s what | am-what can | do?

Help me children, let me join you.
That’s what | am-I will not try to be cool.
So help me children and show me what to do,
or just let me be one of you.

Nefeli Oikonomou, Class A3

The poem was started in class A3 during the English lesson and students were free to
continue the way they chose.
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The girl
Alone in a corner,
she is supposed to be at school.
Bending over, holding her knees,
and her mind is full.
“Don’t find me, please!”
Alone in pain,
her mind travelling far away.
She is supposed to be at school,
but it’s only her body,
her heart is flying and her mind, too.
Is she a victim?
Here is the voice of her “friend”:
“The photo was uploaded”...
Sadness is overwhelming her,
embarrassment is coming again and again.
Footsteps approaching.

Raising her eyes, she sees a smile.
Somebody found her-a boy from the club!
“Stand up, it’'s EMB time!

We are not in school, we are on cloud number nine”!
By (EMB CLUB members): Cleopatra, George, llectra, llia, Irini, Katerina,

Marianthi,Panagiotis. Inspired by the painting “The girl” by J.Moralis, exhibited in
the Greek National Gallery
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The sky is blue and | flew up,
in the clouds where there isn’t any crowd

because | like to be alone like a bird | know.

It’s sweet up here.
Come and feel how easy it is to be like me.

When I'm in the sky | don’t need any right.

When the world is so black | need to take a map

to see which way | should follow to break loose and go.

People say I’'m not smart and treat me like a dummy.
| hope that this is not true
but you, that you are reading this right now,

you have to tell me if I'm a fool

Helen Lagos, Class A2

Inspired by “Adam” of Michelangelo. The image of God and Adam touching hands
has become iconic of humanity.
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Time for a change

When | try to make friends | feel dead tired
and when I’'m in class | feel a bit like fired.
Come on, teachers, help me now.

| feel so unhappy if I'm always out.

| need a hero to save me from sorrow,
‘cause I’'m in a big hollow.
But now I'm thinking: It’s time to act,

To show all that | react.

llia Poriki, Class A3

The poem was started in class A3 during the English lesson and students were free to
continue the way they chose.

28
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Together

Why are you standing there crying?
We are in school so don’t be shy.
Take my hand and carry on,

| will be your friend from now on.

You are strong

and don’t forget:

no one can tell you something else.

Stand up for your rights.

Be brave and start flying.

Don’t forget you are the best,

so ignore them all the rest.

You and me will fly the world,

let them say any bad word.

Katerina Barakou, Class A3

29
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Years go by

He tries to speak but nobody listens.
He goes home and cries for days.
Months get by and weeks and days,

with him alone without a clue.

Years get by

and leave him alone.

Christina Orfanou, Class A3

30
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Avapvnon

‘Eva ouyyvwn o€ 0moLov mMANywoa,
OTNV OLKOYEVELA OV Kal 0 OO0UG
QoyonTevoQ.

OxL ot dwTtLa,
oUTA UE €Kave Kal pwiAnoa.

210 mopeABOV Koltouoa TLG AVAUVAOELG,
po 6ev noouv eKel.
Oa ‘pot anwv,
WOoTou va oBnoeL n mAnyn.

210 MopOV HOoU HOLALELS TOOO POKPLVN,
TIOU QTIOPW OV ELYOUE TTIOTE cuvavtnO«L.

1p1¢ Kadoypavn - EAévn Aoukakn
Té€n B1
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Memory

An apology for those | hurt,
to my family and to those | failed.
Not to fire,
it was it, that made me speak.

In the past memories | stared,
but you weren’t there.
I’ll be missing,
till the wound heals.

In my present you look so distant,
| really wonder if we’ve ever met.

Iris Kalograni-Heleni Doukaki
Class B1
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AUTEG OL HEPEG

Otav oc €BAemna, éviwba ¢popo.
‘Huouv poévog pe tov movo.
Egayva pa aykaAld Sixwg Kako,
HOVO Xapda.

Ma o0 va BpELG TETOLEG AYKAALEG,

0€ UEPEC OOV KL OUTEG;

MiAtog Bakeptlng Tagn Bl

These days

Fearful at your sight.
Alone with pain.
| was looking for a hug without harm,
just joy.
But how can you find a hug to cherish,

in days like these?

Miltos Vakertzis, Class B1

32
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AsUtepn guKalpia

O uovog tou diAog elval To KOUKAAKL.

To KpATAEL PE ayarmn oTov TEAeUTALO TOU
unvo.

Tou 1o €dwoe n Untépa,
KaBwg EePuyxouoe otnVv KopEKAa.

Qupadrtal Ta TTaALd, To AoXNUA KoL TA KOKAL.

KpUog 0 XElLWvAG 0TV TIOAN.
JTEKOVTOG TO QyOpL O€ EEVO KATWAL,

Bupadrtal Ta MaALd, T AoYNUO KoL T KAKA.

TeAevtaia okéPn, emBupia,
va €xeL To Taldi deutepn gukalpia,
va un {noet, 8g BéAey,
adou eival OAa Kakd.

AvoAynota.

Ytn pava tou va EavaBpebel kovra.
Eutuyia.

Katepiva KaAaitoién, Ta§nAl
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A second chance

A ragdoll his only toy.

Holding it in his last sleep.

His mother’s gift,
while she was gasping her last breath.

His memories old and nasty.

Cold the winter in town.
Him sitting at a stranger’s threshold,

his memories old and nasty.

Last thought, last wish,

a second chance the boy could have,

not to livein this world full of frustration.

To be back on his mother’s lap.

Elation.

Katerina Kalaitsidi, Class A2
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Awadopetikn

AladopeTikn lpal, To E€pw.
KaBnuepva 1o {w,

OTOV OTOV KABPEMTN KOLTW.
Agv eipal oav T aAa kopitola
LE TIAEYEVA TOL KOTOLSLA.
To npoonabw
va yivw oov TG AAAEG.

To BéA\w, To avalntw,
oAAG 6tav oto ynmnedo natw,
N UMAaAo pou pwvalet:
-'EAa va naiéoupe, mopakoAw!

Ag pe volalel ia, Ba slpot 6w ipot
Kal Ba KAvw TapEa pe Omolov BEAw.
Twpa sipat eyw! Eyw! EFQ!

Agv kAaiw Lo 0TO OTTiTL Hou.
KaBe pépa ta paAALd pou kotoidla
Sev Ta KAVW.

'H TouAdyLoto Sev npoomnabw.

Elpat eyw! Movov eyw!
Kal pavtéyre...
KaBe pépa peyalwvw

KoL YopoyeAw!

rewpyia Xapavyn, Tagn A4
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Different

Different  am and | know it.
| daily live with this,
when into the mirror I look.
I’'m not like the other girls.
| don’t wear my hair in plaits.
I try
to be like the others.
| want it, | yearn for it,
but when in the pitch | step,
the ball to me is speaking:
- Come on, start kicking!

| really don’t bother to say,
I'll be who | am.
And to whom | give time will be
my decision and mine only.
Now it’s me. Only me!
And my hair | do not want to wear in a
plait.
| do not even try.

It is me. Only me!

| grow every day, and guess what...
| smile!

Georgia Haravgi, Class A4
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‘Eva otpafornatnuoa

Mepmatdel LOVo Xxwpig va AAEL.
Agv €XeLTL VA TTEL.
2€ TOLOV;

H puépa kKuAd xwpic va otapata.
Agev pumopel va tnv MEPLUEVEL
oUTe pLa popa.

ZTou oxXoA&iou To MPOoaUALO TIEPTIOTA.

Ao Ta poUpa KOKKLVIOUEVO PATLaL
otalel vepo.
Ta médla pumpoota Kouta,
otpaformnara.

Xoxovntd moAAd.

To koudouvL XTUTa.
Mepmatd mpog tnv nopta.
Baowka tpéxet amn’ ta dewva.
Ipriyopa to vEPO KUAQ
QO TOL KOKKLWVLIOPEVA PATLO

oTo okoUpo &épua.

NeukoBéa Taton, Tagn A4

A stumble

She only walks.
Not a word from her mouth.
To say what, to whom and why?

The days goes on, an incessant relay.
It will never for her wait.
In the schoolyard she walks.

From her red eyes water is dripping.
Her feet in a line,
her look on the ground,
she stumbles.

Chuckles.
Then the bell, there it rings,
and she briskly to the exit is walking.
Let’s say running instead,
to avoid the hell or the mobbing.
Fast the water with her eyes is parting.

On her darkish skin it is glimmering.

Lefkothea Tatsi, Class A4
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H ayann kat n Avnn

Ayarnn

Otav dakpulelg, eyw KAalw.
Otav nmovag, eyw nebaivw.
Otav yeAdg, eyw METAW.
Kat 6tav Ba pe xpelaoTelg,

eyw Ba 0’ ayandw.

Aumn

Ovelpa KOppATLAL.
Alpveg amno dakpua.
Martia Boupkwpéva.

Kapdid kopudria,

HOL YEUATN TtEpndAvELQL.

MatOaiog Koiptoidng, Tagn B1

Love and sorrow

Love

When your tears well up, | cry.
When you feel pain, | die.
When you laugh, | fly.
And when you need me,

I'll be there to love you.

Sorrow

Dreams in pieces.

Lakes of tears.

Wet my eyes.

And broken my heart,

still full of pride.

Mateo Koemtsidis, Class B1
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looppomia

Aikalog va eloat otn {wn oou,
Xwpig urtepPoAEg.
ylati ot aAot Ba og kpivouv
OTtO AUTA TTOU AEG.

Na ‘cal xapoUEeVOG KAl XOLOYEAQOTOG,
OTOTE UMOPELS,
WOTE VA ‘XELG TTAAL OOV
omnolov eMBUELG.

Mn Bupwvelg eUKOAA Kal pn TapeEnyeic.

Na eloal Pe TOV KOGUO
000 TIPETEL ETUELKNAG.

Kopiva ApBavitn, Tagn B1
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Balance

Be fair in your life and moderate.
Don’t exaggerate,
‘cause the others will judge your word.

Be gay and smiling,
whenever you can,
so that people around you feel happy.

Don’t see red or bear grudges.
Don’ t misunderstand.
Be good with the people around you.
Lenient as possible.

Corina Arvaniti, Class B1
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Mn doBacar va AROELG

‘Eva matdakt aduvapo Kal Ukpo,
HE VA TIPOOWTIAKL TIOAU YAOUO,
ue éva BAEPpa TG00 AuTtnuévo,

mou Bappeig
NwG elvat mavra BoupkwuEévo.

‘Eva madakL aduvapo Kot AuTtnUEVO
bev Bele va maeL kaBoOAou oto oxoAeio,
ylati moAAd madld to evoxAovoav
Kot TTOAAEG DOpPEG
T0 daynTo TOoUu METOVCAV.

Mapéa SeV TO €KAVE TIOTE KAVEVOC
KalL QUTO aVaPWTLOTAV
ylati va pnv to BéAeL oUTe €vag.
210 StaAelppa OAa ta adLd yeAovoay,
oAAQ ekelvo TAvta To apapeAovoay.

MoAAEG dopécg Ta maldla To anslovoayv
nwg av Sev Toug €8ve Ta Asdtaq,
Ba to ytumovuoav.
Kt dtav Ta xprApato autd onataAovoay,
OO KoL TEPLOCOTEPA TOU {NTOUCAV.

Otav oTo oTiTL ToU YUpVvoUOoE,
Oev €Aeye TIOTE TL TOV ATIOLOXOAOUCE.
H untépa tou anopouaos,
apxtle Kal avnouxXoUOE.

TeAwa anodaoilel
vaL TIEL UTO Ttou To Bacavilel.
To Bapog anod navw tou EedopTwVveTal
Kol Le 6Aou¢ cuUPALWVETAL.

MuydaAng ®paykog, Tagn A4
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Don’t hesitate to speak

A weak and pale child,
with a white face of sheet,
with such a sad smile,
you’d say hewas always
just about to cry.

A weak, unhappy child,
to school he didn’t feel like going,
'cause other kids were teasers,
Even his food away they were throwing.

Company wasn’t offered.
Healways wondered:
“Am | not enough”?
In breaks the mates were smiling to him,
though, so indifferent.

There were times threats were launched
for money or for kicks.
And when it all was spent,
They then came back for more.

Back home his lips were sealed.
His secrets all concealed.
His mother’s heart was pounding.
She found that silence frightening.

Then, one day comes the decision,
with clarity, precision,
to say what was the trouble,

and put it off like saddle.

He makes friends!

Michalis Frangos, Class A4



AINUS.
U

by,
Yy

Movn

Mou ApECE TIOU NLOUV UOVN.
‘HUouv ekeivn mou kpatoloe
™G {WNG KOV TO TLUOVL.

Juxva pe dakpua YEULZav To HATLAL.
Yotepa to Eemepvolioa Kal yupvaya
ota S1KA Hou ovVoTaTLoL
Movouoa va TEPUTAQVLIEUAL AOKOTIO
oto oritL ta Bpadia.

Mou éAeurtav Kat efxo avaykn
Qo ayarmnn Kot xasdia.

Néykv OpavtloAakn, Tagn A4
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Alone

| liked it when | was alone.
| was the one
with a steering wheel of my own.
Often tears welled up my eyes.
But then | confronted them,
to my paths | would run in disguise.

Painful to aimlessly wander, | admit.
Love | needed, a hug and a kiss.

Peggy Frantzolaki, Class A4
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Na {avapBel to xapoyeho The smile should come back

Kottaw €€w amnod 1o mapabupo. Staring out of the window,
Avtikpilw éva KOO0 AYVWoTo , | see an indifferent world.
ad\ogevo, okAnpo, adladopo. Unfamiliar, harsh, inhospitable.
Pixvw to PAEUO pou aAloU, | glimpse elsewhere,
npoomnabw va Bpw KATL aolodolo, in vain for a trace of optimism.
OAAQ TimoTa.

O¢Aw €va Koopo opopdo, I need a world with a quaint beauty,
XWPLG adLKieg KaL TOAEOUG, without wars and unfairness,
Sixwg mpooduyLd Kat mviypEva otdLd. without refugees and drowning children.
N£ol 6AoL Tou KOGHOoU, Youth of the world unite,

oG vpwooupe TN pwvn pog raise your voice
yla elprivn kat xopad! for peace and joy!
KAeondatpa Kapavikou,Tagn B1 Cleopatra Karanikou, Class B1
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Nikn

NwBelL avanopaoiotog.

NaAgvouv

0 aunXovog KL 0 BappaA€éog EUTOC TOU.

Ta mavta yupw ayvwota

KOl KAVEVAG OUUUOXOC TOU.

Kaveig dev E€peL TL Ba yivel
oTnV MAAN autn,

av Ba to untopelvel ) Ba apuvOEt.

Exeivn tn otyun EempoBariet n EAmtida,

ta ptepd ¢ Nikng kat n EAeuBepia.

2to té€Aog TNV Nikn Stadéxetal n Xapda,

YLOTL e KOUpOON Kal TiioTn

KEPOLOE TIPAYUATLKAL.

‘IAwa Mopikn, Tagn A3

Eunveuopévo amo to apyaio yAuntd

H Nikn tng ZapoBpakng

41

Victory

He feels uncertain.
His embarrassed and courageous self
are in fight.
Everything around unknown

and nobody on his side.

Who knows what becomes in this fight?

Will he be patient or will he defend?

Then Hope arises,
Victory’s wings in tandem with Freedom.
And Joy succeeds Victory’s time

‘cause labour and faith the prize define.

llia Poriki, Class A3

Inspired by the sculpture of Victory

(Niki of Samothraki)
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NwOw

Yniapxouv ¢opég mou viwbw
EUTUXLOMEVN, alolodoén, yepatn eAmnida
Yl TOV KOGHO TIOU UG TtEPLBAMAEL.
Kt dAAeg dopég,
doBapal TIG MEPLOOOTEPEG,
viwBbw amoyonteupévn, SUoTLoTh,
analolodon
yla TToAAG oo auTd tou cupPaivouv
yUpWw Hou.

NwBw xopévn
o’ évav koopo mou bev E€pw,

Lol OVUTIOHOVW Kol BEAw va yvwpiow
Kot oav modi viwbw eAntida, atolodotia
yla To avplo ou Ba ‘pOeL.

Kat dev Ba emutpeéPw o€ Kavevay,
va Ue epmodioel va ovelpevopat yU auto!

Ztabwa Zupapn-Ipig Kapapavn
Téén B1
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| feel

There are times
happiness exudes my pores.
Optimism, hope | wear and carry.
There are others, frustrating and gloomy.
Devastation,
distrust and despair is my clothing
for what is happening around.

| feel lost in a world | don’t know about
but I’'m willing and eager to learn.
Like a child with hopes and dreams,
| paint pictures of future encounters.

And I'll never, oh, never permit
To prevent me from using my colours!

Stathia Zymari-Iris Karamani
Class B1
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Zvnvnoa

Eomvnoa o pépa kKo nAmiia
g oV Ba elvan ekel,
po LOAIG TYa, e TEPIUEVAV.
[Ipoomadnca va tovg amopvym,
aALG pe Tpdrafav.

Me éBpioav, pe KAdtoncav,
He EpEaY KAt
Kot £EQUYV YEADVTOG.

Evmvnoa o pépa kot nAmla
g 0ev Ba elvan exel,
po. LOALG T Ya e TEPILEVAV.
Me ayovia tpoctabnca va Uy,
po pe TpoAaPay.

M pé€pa Opmg T ya EKEL, OVIIGUYOG EYQ,
Kot LOMG pe Eompaiay,

TOVG PMOTNGO YIOTL.

Kot to yuati pov avtod
TOVG EgKovpaivel axkopa!

Agv gival o ekel!

Anpirpns Hanayewpyiov, Taén B3

43

Awakenings

| woke up one day with the hope
not to see them.
They were waiting for me, though.
| tried to foresee that and run away
but they reached me.

They swore, and kicked,
and put my back on the ground.
And they left laughing.

| woke up one day with the hope
not to see them.
They were waiting for me, though.
In despair was my try to escape them
but they reached me.

One different day,
| was there again, with a startle.
But with this and with that after punches
| asked: WHY?

This why is deafening them
They are not there any more!

Dimitris Papageorgiou, Class B3
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NopopBL pe nepiepyo TENOG

YTapXw Kot €lpaL OKTW XPOoVwyY
Kall 8EV €A OTUTLKO.
ATIOKTN OO YETA OTLTL, PLo YWVLA,
KOl YOVEIG, UNTEPA KoL TATEPQL.

Kt autol otnv idla ywvid kabdévtouoay,
Ae¢ Kal elpaotav KAt EUALVO Kal TAQOTIKO.
Agv pag ayyuav.

Karmola pépa Opwg xabnkay,

OV VO TOUG TINPE TO TPEVO
) LAAAoV Lo Bapka LE TOV XAPO.

Y10 oxoAeio Sev giya dihoug,
oAAG Bupdpal OTL pe ayylav.
Ouwe auta Ta ayylyuota movoloav
KoL £Tpexe aipa.
MaM\ov yiati pe ayylav
HE polepévn TNV MOAAUN TOUG, GOV TIUYUAXOL,
1 HE Ta todLa Toug, oav moSoodalpLoTEC.

KaBe ¢popa mou mAyawva omitt
TPOCEUXOOUVA
Lo 0TO XpLoTo Kot pia ot pntépa Tou
™ pavpodopa,
VO OTAPOTAOEL QUTO TO HOPTUPLO,
QUTO TO KaKOYoUOTo aoTteio.

Mia pépa EUTVNOA KL LOUV VTUHEVN
ota Aeuka, pe ohdAeuka dtepd.
MTpooTtd pou £vag KUPLog,

KL aUTOC PTEPA, KL UTOG AEUKAL.
Movu £6woe To XépL,

LE pwtnoe av B£Aw va tov akoAouBnow
010 pwe.

Aev E€pw av BEAW.

AUTO TO XEPL QV [IE XTUTINOEL,

To ¢pwg av pe tupAwoel;

Alae€a to dwc.
Kat cuyxwpeoo to xépL otav W ayyLEe,
Sev Atav yLo KoKO...
Aev £tpexe aipa oUTE KAV TOVOUCE...
H Twn pou Atav cav mapapvot
LLE TtEpiepyo TENOC.

Zédpla Taton, Tuua A4

44

Tale with a weird ending

| exist and I’'m eight years old.
And | didn’t have a home.

Then | had one, a cosy little corner
with a father, a mother, let’s say parents...
Never touching us, what were we made of?

Wood or plastic?
They were quietly sitting in the corner.
Then a day came and they disappeared.
By train or death’s boat | can’t say.

No friends at school,
but | remember their touching.
It was painful and cutting to bleed.
Their hand, a clenched fist like a wrestler’s,
their feet those of a footballer.

Every time on the way back | would pray
To Christ or His black-dressed mother,
| can’t say,
for this torture to cease, this blunt joke.

One day there | woke in my white gown.
White my wings, with a white Sir in my front.
White his wings, white his hands,
white his light,
he was asking me if | would follow.

What should | know?
Light and hand, a gripping fear.
A hand to beat
and a light not to let me see clear.

| chose light.
And the hand sent forgiveness.
No bad feeling, no blood and no fear
no pain and my tale’s end was near.

Sefia Tatsi, Class A4
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Noévog Pain

Karmnoleg popég viwbeLg povoc. Sometimes you feel lonely.
‘EMELTa O€ TUAVEL TTOVOC, And then the pain starts
XWPLG va urtapxeL AOYoG. and its reason is difficult to find.

AuTO EemépaoE To. Just get over it.
Jtdoou oto LY oG cou. Stand tall, at your height.
Meive pe tov ¢pido cou. Stand by.

Navaywwtng KaAAivikog, Tagn B1 Panagiotis Kallinikos, Class B1
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ZkotadL-Dwg

MavtoUu uTtapxEL oKOTASL
Tiou B€AeL va pe Kavel va dofnbw.
Ma péoa oto Babog dwtilel Eva onuadt,
pou Seixvel To Spoo Kal To akoAouBw.

MAnowalw OAo Kal TLo KovTa,
TOOO KOVTA TTOU UImopw TAEOV va dw.
BAETW OTL elval éva pwTakL
KL AIMAWVW TO XEPL LE §€0G Kat SloTayuo.

Kat Eadvou o tomog mAnupupilet pe dwc.

'OAa amoKToUV Xpwua Kot popdn
Tote 10 vonua GTAVEL 0TO LUAAO HOU,
va €xw mavta eAntida otn {wn.

Oavog AaovAag, Tagn B1
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Darkness-Light

Bleak darkness around
to scare me, | bet.
But a light in the distance is dimming.
It shows me the way and | follow its glow
Its beaming.

Closer | get,
to see | need much,
and a light | discern now more clearly.
It lends me a hand and | do so with mine,
in awe and with some hesitation.

Flood of light, all is bright
and the colour is shedding its shadows.
Then the meaning reveals,
and my brain from fears is careless!
Life needs hope.

Thanos Daoulas, Class B1



Itpecitda

TukLav viwBelc avia,
va dapalels lotopia;
Ouwg mpénel va oTpwOEelg,
aua Bgg va mpoayBeic.

KL av urtapyxeL T0o0 Ayxog otnv Kapdla
TOAU oto Babog,

HABe mpoypappa va Balelg,
OAa av B¢ va ta tpoAdBeLg.
KL adpa Beg va xaAapwoeLg,
OTOV KOKOpPQ NV Tt pOPTWOELG.
3T aAnBela Ba pe BupnOeig,
OTaV OTLG EEETAOELC
pnootouvia Ba ta BpeL.
‘Exelg té0oNn aywvia
ylo TO TEOT otn BloAoyia;
Metadppalelgc AyyAka
po oou Aéve MaAAKa;

TNng oTPeCITIO0C CUUTMTTWHATA ElVaL QUTA
niioteP€ pe, Sev UTIAPXEL YLATPELAL.

‘H uAmwc umapyxey;

Av BéAeLg va owbelg,
OTNV ApPWOTLA VO ALUVOELC,
Bepameia dev v’ GAAn,
LNV TO OKUBELC TO KEPAAL.
Kt GAAN pia cupBouln,
umeuBuvoTnTa TTOAAN.

AUTO eilval mou Bela va nw,
OTpEG loov TOAU KOKO.
Mepilete onupakia
KoL TtalpveTe KIAAKLAL.
Mévete E0mvioL OAN tn vuxTa
KoLl TNV AAAN pépa vuota.

M auto, Aoutody, cog cupBoulelw,
0TO QYOG Telte: « ¥’ anodpelyw».
BaAte taén oto pUaAO oag
Kol Ba eV’ yla To KaAd oag.

AAegavépa Npayia, Tagn B3
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Stressitis

What if boredom hits
with a history study?
If you want to be good and continue,
you suffer.

And if the fears in your heart struggle,
just programme yourself,
if you want to make haste
and a difference.

If by chance you need sleep
and away to be from your lessons,
remember to say no,

‘cause exams will come soon
and the torture will be with no end.
Are you freaking with Biology?
Translating English
and listening to French?

It's stressitis’ the symptoms
and believe me there isn’t a way out.

Or, maybe, is there?

If you want to be saved
and the stress to dispose,
just remember:
Level head up,
responsibility is my advice,
If you want Edelweiss.
That was all I had to say.
Stress is evil so to speak.
It will fill your face with pimples.
Let us not speak of kilos,
insomnia an add
and the next day
a fad of exhaustion.
Say no to stress.
Take my advice and rest.
Say “I'm leaving».

A little order in your mind
and all will be fine.

Alexandra Praya, Class B3
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ZUpUaONTEG

Edv Beg Toug cuppaBONTEG oL va €XELG,
TA CUVOLOBAUATA TOUG VO TIPOCEXELG.

Noa Bupdoat
OTL Kavelg 6 BEAeL va ‘val povog,
ylati elval apkeTog o movog.
2toug ¢ihoug oou va €xelg miotn !
Movo auto Ba cou StwéeL Tnv Aumn.

Névvu AvéplontovAou, Taén B1

48

Classmates

If you want
your classmates to have by your sides,
read the signs.
Handle emotions with care.

And remember:
Nobody wants to be far from the centre.

The pain is too much,
so to friends put some trust,
if you want to send sorrow away
and for ever.

Penny Andriopoulou, Class B1
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ZuvaloOnpata Emotions

Ta cuvaloBnuata ivot moAAQ, Emotions are many,
KoL KoLKA, ARG KoL KOAQL, evil or good.
Kaka oav tn {nAsla Imagine jealousy
Kal KaAd oav tnv atclodoéia. or flying cloud number nine.
Karmoleg popécg xaipeoat Sometimes elation,

Kol AAAEG QyXWVEDALL. sometimes devastation.
Epéva pe avnouyel, What makes me worry,
€0€va o€ BupwVEL. makes you see red.

Exw moAAEC tpoodokieg, Numerous my expectations,

OAAQ Kol avnouyiec. countless my frustrations.

Mavvng Bapdavikag, Taén B1 John Vardanikas, Class B1
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Tueivan pAia Friendship

E{paoTte TpeLg KL Opwe viwbw cav €va. We are three and feeling like one.
Elote Stapopetikol You are different but so close to me.
KL OLWG TOOO KOVTA O€ HEVAL. All together in an air of companionship.
OMAot pali, 6Aot pa mapéa, All'in fun and recreation.
TIAVTA TIEPVALE TTIOAU wpaia. All in the treatment of any wound.

Madl ylatpeUou e TNV KABE TANY).

Kt av pe pwtrioouv tL eival ¢LAia, If they ask me
TPETEL VAL TOUG TTW), what about friendship in brief,
TwG lvat n aAnBwn eutuyia. I’ll simply answer: great relief!
Névvu AouBika,Tagn B1 Penny Douvika, Class B1
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To madi — okUAoG

Elpat éva moudt pikpo
KOl KOUTAKLO OO OTIPTA TIOUAW

oTa AQOTIWHEVA COKAKLAL.

OMAotL pou dpépovtal oa oKUAL,
pa gipat pévo éva maidi.
Ax, Twpa Emace kat n Bpoxn,

nwg Ba mpopulaytw;

O Oeo¢ W’ €xel Eexaoel.

MNewadw, Supdw moAL.

The dog child

I’m a young child,
and matches I’'m selling

in the muddy alleys.

They treat me like a dog,
but I’'m only a young child.

Now it’s raining, where is a shelter for me?

God has forgotten me.
I’'m hungry. I’'m thirsty.

Hope like Mum He gets me!

Makapt OTtw¢ THPE TN UOUA HOU, VA E

TIAEL KOVTA TNG, EKeL!

To aM\o mpwi
N €UXN TOU TpaAyUATONOoLOnKe.
MAye YnAd otov oupavo.

Oa to £KAa e KAVEVOC APOYE;

AANEEaVEPOG ZnooUANnG Tagn Al

Next morning his wish was granted.
There he was up high.

Anyone for him to cry?

Alexander Zisoulis, Class Al
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To noinpa touv A4

Kpuwvw, kpuBouatl, KAaiw.

MNpoomnadw.

Mpoomepvave, yeAAVe.

Ta patia pou dtaive, 1o E€pw,

TIOU HEoa TOUG PEYYEL N Puxn HoU.

OL Aé€eLg pou Ttou akoUyovTal EEVEG,

TO XpwHa TG &€vng {wng Hou.

MNpoomnabw...

Mpoomepvave, yeAAVe.

Kpuwvw, kpuBouatl, KAaiw.

IkédToual, draiw;

MNwg o)L To E€pw.

Kpuwvw, kpuBouatl, KAaiw.
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A4’s poem

| shiver, | hide, | cry.

I try.

They go by, they laugh.

It’s my eyes to blame, | know,

being lit by my soul.

My words which sound strange, unfamiliar,

the colour of my life as a stranger.

| try...

They go by, they laugh.

| shiver, | hide. | cry.

| think, am | to blame?

No, | do not and | know it.

| shiver, | hide, | cry.
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To npocpuydémovio
21ekOTOV LOVOS TOV GTO KEVIPLIKO QOVApL,
KOl TOVAOVGE YOPTOUAVTIACL.

Toa mov éptave 610 TEALL TOV AVTOKIVITOV.
Xhoudg kot advvatog, oxeddv GvAog,
yopoyehovoe e SuoKOAI
Ko EGQLYYE TOL AMYOGTH TOV KEPLOTOL
GTN HIKPT| TOV YoVPTA.

Avo yoldlieg AMpveg ta pdtio Tov,
dvo ykpila cOVVeQA TOL TAEBELOLY,
yepdto and ave&itio onuddio
oV ToL Yhpa&av ™ Con.

O matépag tov yébnke otnv ToTpida,
‘Hpbe pe ) péva kot tov wanmol tov, Tpdouyag.
Ot pvipeg Tov powpilovv v yoym.
BéAeL va Egydoet ,
0é\et va ofncouvv
ot BoAég amt’ Tov KamvO E1KOVEG,
0éLet vo. 6TOUATIOOVY O1 KPAVYEG,

VoL AlYOoTEWEL 0 TOVOG KoL 1] ay@via,
0élet va. pn pofdra ma.

Aopnoe eilovg Kot cuyyevels, Genoe Tov A0
KOl TO TPayoVdt, TO moyvidt kot T Xopd.
KoymOnke pe dvelpa ko ehmideg
kot Ehmvnoe yopig LEAAOV, Yopic TOVTOTNTA,
Y0pig avaca.

ATA®GE TO LIKPO TOL XEPL
e Toom oryovpid, pe Bappog kot aglompéneia,
KOL AV KOV Ol TOOKIGUEVEG TOV (PTEPOVYEG.
To PAéppo Tov Samépace TV Yoy LoV,
éomaoe Tig TETpveg Kapdiég g Ykpilag moAtteiog,
YKPEUIOE TO LATOUEVO GUVOPOL.

Ko épewve exet, pa BouvPn oxid,

VoL AVOPOTIETOL TO YL0Tl

kot o106 To opilel moa {on a&ilel kKo oo Oyt .

Mvupte® Baldka — Bédeva, Taén Al

The little refugee
He was standing at traffic lights selling tissues.
He was just a few feet high, barely seen
from car windows.
Pale and weak and transparent,
he would hardly smile and held tight
the coins in his hand.
Two blue lakes in his eyes,
two travelling clouds with eternal the signs of his life.
His father lost back home,
and his mum and grandfather his escorts.
To this long, bitter trip, to the exit,
memories are black, coal in the soul.
To forget he wants, to erase them.

To seal the cries, to diminish the size of his panic.
He left friends behind, the sun and the songs,
they toys and the joys of childhood.

He slept on his dreams,
but the future redeems
without breath, no 1D, just a hand
coming out with decision.

With courage and dignity,
under his pride the wings could be seen,
which were bleeding.

His look a screw, a nail through my heart,
which shuttered the walls of this grey town.

It shuttered the borders of blood.

And there it remained, a voiceless shadow
in the crazy domain of no reason.
Who defines who lives?

Who decides on values and worth?

Who the sinless?

Myrto Vazaka-Vodena, Class Al
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Topa

Muw
AEEN etvan
OPKETN YOl VO TOVEGEL,
v va Tviget éva Todi. Avtd Thpa TPETEL

VO GTOUOTNOEL, Yot To wondi 0éhel va
TPOYWPNOEL.

T
Q
P
A
Ta mpdypota aAralovv. To moudi poli pe

mapéa duvatr propel vo metdéel am’ v
apyn.

Katepiva Koppmaxn Taén A2
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Now

One
Word is enough
To cause pain, to strangle
A child. It must stop now because
There’s a willing soul ready to move on
N
O
W
Things change

The child can start flying again

If the company is there with a hand to lend.

Katerina Korbaki, Class A2



AIAKPIZEIZ

Metd ano yndodopia kabnyntwv, emléxBnkav Téooepa Mol AT TA Omoia
TIAPOUCLACTNKAV 0TO EMB KAQUTT yLa TEALKN ETUAOY).

EAAnvika motnuata

A’ BpaBeio: «Zunvnoa», Anunteng Namayswpyiov, taén B’
B'Bpaeio: «Nikn», I\la Mopikn, Tadén A’
'Bpapeio: «To mpoopuyomouAo», Muptw Baldka-Bodeva, A'taén

AyyAka mowjpota

A’Bpapeio: «My school life with Danny», Mapla. ZevormoUAou, A'taén

B'Bpapeio: «The girl», ta péAn tov EMB kAo,

HA£ktpa Koukouton, Katepiva Zripou, 'taén

KAeomatpa Kapavikou, B'taén

Nnwpyo¢ KaAavtlng, HAla Koukouton, Ewprivn ItaBomoulou, MaplavOn Kokkivou,
A'taén

I"BpaPeio: «Mali», Katepiva Mmapakou, A'taén

HONORS

After shortlisting the poems by means of teachers’ voting, four poems were
presented to the EMB club for the final selection.

Greek poems

1st Prize: “ Awakenings”, Dimitris Papageorgiou, Class B
2" Prize: “ Victory”, llia Poriki, Class A
3" Prize: “The little refugee”, Myrto Vazaka-Vodena, Class A

English poems

1* Prize: «Mly school life with Danny», Maria Xenopoulou, Class A

2" Prize: «The girl» EMB club members,

Helectra Koukoutsi, Kater;ina Zirou, Class C

Cleopatra Karanikou, Class B

George Kalantzis, Ilia Koukoutsi, Irini Stathopoulou, Marianthi Kokkinou, Class A
3" Prize: «Madi», Katerina Barakou, Class A
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