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"T0 my son Alexander with love"
-R. POLLARD




TO

ROULA POLLARD

Then | saw her near Lesbos speaking to Sappho
and they both looked at me, my Lord!

And the blue sky loomed a little down to hear
their whispers like an inquisitive guard!

The sea-green vast raised its arms to gather
their smiles to whiten its froth in vanguard!

All the rancor breezes anchored their sails to
conquer their songs of love growing hard!

She dips her pen and brush in Aegean blue ink
and Dawn's irresistible vivid pink;

And paints tears borrowed from the sinking boats
and drowning children in brink;

She borrows mercy from the sophomoric clouds
that rains green compassion drink,

And hurls thunderbolts and lightning at the
gossiping crowd, breaking the drug link!

She mocks at the tornadoes that uproot the
green humanity in a blistering second!

She locks the volcanoes under the mountain
heaps to quiet them in mood jocund!

She silences war winds with white wings of
dove and hurls the devils into hell ground!
She sings the songs of love and happiness that
reverberate in the halls of world around!

Under an ancient olive tree, near Acropolis,
Sappho and she were smiling, O Lord!

Sappho blessed her and disappeared and there
| saw the pink moon our Roula Pollard!

- Dr. LANKA SIVA RAMA PRASAD
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Instead of Poet’s Preface

Poetry is the voice of my soul, the God given present
and the charisma He blew into my heart and mind!

Poetry expresses the born and unborn light of my soul,
how does light transform into words?

Poetry is the daily miracle expressed silently through
the heavenly music and the sounds of words!

A poem is never final, its meanings extend beyond its
verses, into the Universe.

Poetry is an endless, unfinished story, growing together
with the maturity of the soul!

- Roula Pollard
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The poetic art of Roula Pollard, as a universal
concept and spirit of engagement.

By: Agron Shele

As the most selective and highest expressive form, poetry is
able to transmit incomparable emotions, unrepeatable
sensations, inconceivable images, overcoming thoughts that
overcome our subconsciousness as well as to decipher codes and
messages from mystics.

The poet, as in the verses | quote, often works within the
rules and literary currents, but also free, as it formulates structures
and meanings from the simplest to the absurd, creating forms
and images from the real to abstract, following reverberation of
sounds. All this effort illuminates and expresses the power of
magic and the philosophy of poet’s mentality.

The poems of the well-known Greek poet and author, Roula
Pollard have long overcome the boundaries of her country and
its long tradition and she also stands firmly contemporary and
coherent within the most recent developments in Poetry, as a
universal poet who’s messages oppose today’s reality, and roots
with her poems a new visual and philosophically pragmatic world.

The author builds a poetic stasis where forms of
communication are confronted with emotive feelings and
thoughtful attractiveness. She expresses ideas and visions
primarily of global concerns, such as environmental issues, recent
social conflicts, fundamental rights - freedom, including themes
of a personal character relevant to the contemporary
developments of the art of writing itself.

“..A habitat for many nations, sea battles, civil wars, Isis,
war refugees abandon their countries, the honey of their homes
why do you eat their bodies, people are not unwanted baggage...”

These verses are a clear global message, a strong outline of
the political and environmental issues we experience worldwide,



making these universal issues more expressive and significant.
Recent verses increase the curvature that symbolizes the
magnitude of this downfall and the poet, as part of civil
engagement, makes figurative comparison: hope and confidence
to take human fate in one’s own hand with the struggle for survival.

“When I, or you end the wars one by one

I will love you, certainly more.

For now, | hide your war uniform

in another closet of the world

beyond my mind, beyond the universe.

In the meantime | protect you like a bud

in true Peace, beyond the madness of the world...”

How far are the boundaries and limits of a man who, in the
name of pseudo-beliefs or pseudo-causes, continues to bloody
himself worse than in the Middle Ages? Powerful antithesis, the
objective and the boundaries of pain that do not recognize
description, overcome every limit of conscience and reason, to
continue with the next suffering cavalry of the homeland, or of
the “homelands” that have been transformed by greedy people
into places of battle. Where citizens are increasingly denied their
sacred desires, that of free life, imposing them to relocate and
wander the seas and unfortunate boundaries.

The world is in chaos, difficult trials pass, and who more
than a poet can express this concern and disturbance of spirit,
the things that are taking place every day, returning the humanity
to past atrocities and beyond, narrowing of liberties, far from the
concepts and present enlightenment.

“Where are the mountains

where are the seas, are they hidden

closed abysmal gates, closed like borders

like isolated countries, like closed dreams?
Never opened hearts, are lands evil, like hell?..”

Pollard’s poems, within this subject, decipher the constant
social mentality and clarity in which she operates, the



metaphysics and psychology with which she expresses the
problem, and moreover the argument and ideas that should
transmit the faith and the hope to overcome itself in order to
reach the boundaries of a pure and forward-looking reason for
tomorrow.

Apart from the actual poetry, engaging, or problematic,
which often overtones antagonism between art and social ethical
deviations, the poet Roula Pollard writes full of passion for life
and love, naturalizing the verse with figurative elements and then
reviving in cult.

“You sat on a chair, near the dawn, your hand touching my hand
my imagination, into the universe. Your hug perhaps touches
my mind, your eyes sail always to the love direction of rain

yes, in the heart of the mind once more we hear love’s

rain drops, we hear present and future kisses in the rain...”

The lyrical elements in these verses are emphasized through
Eros, as the embodiment of life-giving force and power of love,
also with tender human feelings. The spaces touched rise up to
the universe, overcome and open new horizons, offering love to
fragile souls, and the glowing hearts. Her idea regarding the
appearance of this liberty performed with the rising dawns after
the turbulent nights and so between the thousands of smiles the
wishes of loving souls unfold.

“...When [ think of you...love sails on a balmy day in the sea
and | see passion rain on the horizon again, happiness it rains again
from the sky of life, it rains love”.

The poet’s lyrical concept in other verses divinizes, like in a
myth the sense of other planetary borders, almost extra-
terrestrial, unimaginable, beyond the galaxies, as renewal of love
and birth of endless stars. The boundaries of the lips and sensual
kisses are presented like a picture of the brightest colors of life.
And within this configuration, outlining and elaborating ideas with
the following verses, a sense of many feeling touches the tongue,
spiritual sanctification, relays eloquence, aesthetics and
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resentment, as a form of perfection, but also exaltation and
endless pathos of freedom.

The poetry of Roula Pollard seems to have overcome the
mythical drifts of the great Greek mythic tradition and it is
intertwined with the latest postmodernist ideas and tendencies.
A protagonist along the developments of literature today, Pollard’s
artidentifies and equates the reader with contemporary universal
thought.

- Agron Shele

“THE SEA WAS, IS MY PASSION”

The sea...is also the poet’s serenity, whose eyes, heart and
soul have pulled this glistening gem from the heart of darkness,
the heart of tragedy and from between the fangs of viciousness.
It is the pure blueness, which invokes openness, freedom,
imagination, expansiveness, inspiration and fully mature
perception. It is the blueness which represents depth, trust,
loyalty, sincerity, faith, heaven, and against this positive
background, an echoing scandal stands, staining the forehead of
the new world, with its contamination: the catastrophic death.

It is an overwhelming prose narrative poem that has come
out not only from the poet’s eye perspective as a mirror but also
from the depths of man who feels, senses, smells, tastes, touches
it, who feels shameful of it, who literally registers its precise details
that her eye sees and her heart feels and suffers and whose poetry
relates it to the child, the mother, the poet, the sea, and the world
at large and to all other objects within her view.
The poem, cleverly interconnects its parts in a well balanced
whole, reflecting the fragrant truth...

What a great poet Roula Pollard is in this ritual ceremonial poem.

- JOHN HENRY SMITH,
Translator, Baghdad, Iraq
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1. SEARCHING, WITH SEAGULLS?

I am no longer a citizen.
Where is my young country?
Had | mixed it up with heaven?
Am | like a hermit in an archipelago
in a different sea with seagulls flying over?
Yes, | raise up the flag every morning
when fresh dawn colors awaken sea breezes.
Seagulls watch the ceremonial rituals
silently. When | pull down the flag
reflecting on nocturnal waters,
the sea waves | hear, then silence
climbs over the seawall and we sing
the national anthem. On the sea
a familiar combat of scattered colors
refugees
under sunken boats.

Where is the coast guard
to search for survivors, do | have
firework warnings, can | send SOS
messages?

Where is the energy of my heart
to move mountains? Where are

the next, nearer seas? | have bandages,
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oxygen masks, syringes and cotton wool.
A nurse | am, for hearts on frozen waters
on deflated boats, in danger of sinking
hearts with fewer hopes without country
or home, no help in the night light
only with seabirds company, sea breeze
in the middle of nowhere, where
neither the moon
nor distant stars
want to know
what goes on
in this lost world

RS
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2. THE SEA IS MY PASSION

It is Tuesday, perhaps next year
yesterday, today, or tomorrow
and the church bells passionately
ring a song for you
The sea
is my flower
our love cradle
| hold her as | hold
your hand, tenderly
like holding your breath
your smile, your return, your being
you, | am like her of many shades of blue
| am her, uncontaminated, untouchable sea
do not touch, do not dare pollute her again
you promise me, you love her unconditionally
you love her unpretentiously like you love me.
She is an unprotected child in the emptiness of words
a stray orphan is the sea, like a lost refugee orphan
her mother always tucking empty plastic bags
under her bra, close to her heart, she is there, empty.
Mother, your sons may come back from war, but maybe not
a wounded soldier from the desert of the world
no longer harms the sea
she is a child
my child
of mine
me

S0
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3. WHEN YOU RETURN AGAIN

Can it last longer
can it be stronger like a first kiss
like the entrance of eternity into a kiss
like the mist of dew dawn on your forehead
like white sail on blue summer sea, blue sky
like a deep touch of humanity on my sleeve
like a dove | met at a street corner, fed her
with my last bread crumbs.
A dove, carries on her wings all the questions
anxiety, all the sins of the day
taking away whatever liberates us, and dissolves
negative experiences, thoughts of the last decade.
So, when you kiss me again today, tomorrow
next week, like a new day without burdens
with free wings of happiness in your conscious
and unconscious mind.
A passionate new kiss sealed on our lips

Keep this moment on your body like a new birth
keep all chances open on the periphery of life
like
green meadows of affection

S
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4. POETRY STOPS OUR TEARS

It rains again on my land
it rains Poetry on every heart.
Large plains of hope in my heart
and a poem like a documentary
by the ocean of my peace
you still rain heavy on me.

Sometimes, again
it doesn't matter how often
it rains tears as a warning
raining from the discolored
history of my country
from the history of our minds
from the shared history of the planet
how many tears will it rain?
How much rain of tears?
The sunshine after rain,
raining tears will stop forever.

We all know, minds of love
and clarity we are.
Rain of light we are.
Light, stay, we understand
you. Shine again,
make our time brighter.
In the meantime, every morning
a prayer | start, a prayer
of pure words, of pure rain
the world loves, we start
on our land, a poem
for you

Soed
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5. ARE ALL SEAS LIKE MOUNTAINS?

Are all seas like mountains
are all seas the same
like closed hearts
doors closed
closed like borders
like closed countries
like closed dreams
like a closed heart?
What are these seas
what are these mountains
like new borderlands?
| have not touched them.

What border-lands, bordering countries
separate you from your far away destination
from me, from your war-refugee dreams?
Be quiet, you know well even the trees listen
day and night, even dry leaves shake from pain.

The more refugees' tents you see, the more history is written
like letters, one next to the other stuck together by pain.
Should you be silent even when you know? What?

So much money could make another sea like a land.
So much pain can tear a tent on a frosty night, and
a baby, a grandmother may die from pneumonia. If you are
here, my brother, hold my hand till another year of frost
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finds its exit. Be silent too. Money, envy, hate, war,
fear, interfere between two lands, two continents, old
new hate, a new history. And | still believe in
humanity. As | open the sea's surface, | find
a land with closed borders. Speak out
What? Shall | cry? To whom shall |
speak, are all seas, all oceans
similar, like mountains?

So
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6. HOW MUCH SHOULD MY CHILDREN
REMEMBER?

Memory has her own home,
do | live in a non-habitable memory land?
| did have a land of memory of me and my childhood
my parents, the lakes and the rivers of our land.
Now, many rivers run out of water or do you truly
want to know? Blood and Ruins. Ruins of history
from darkness of inconceivable and inexplicable
acts.

Where am | now? | am an orphan, orphan child of the world
carrying in plastic bags lost feelings, emptiness of feelings
carrying and rushing my children, my food, my feet to the
new, new land of hope, in search of memory. My children,

| do want you to forget the frozen floors of your tender
childhood. Remember the beach and the palm trees
of this Athenian coast, remember ice cream running
down your knees, remember playing football
barefoot, remember your mum like a flower
the Moroccan kid singing in the next tent.
These memories are enough for you.

And when you fall asleep, forget the color of blood.
Try only to remember the rain running down
through the holes of our tent.

Let's remember what you must
Remember the path of hope
dreams like the lane that runs
along the tram tracks
in a blossoming afternoon
full of spring
flowers of hope
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7. HEALING, HEALING ME AND YOU
WITH A POEM

A poem heals itself, as a body does.
Then, it heals the word, the earth, the ocean, the air.
A poem, this poem has its own perfect body
eyes, ears, mouth, senses, heart, feelings.
It hugs my body, your body, and when
my flesh, your flesh become
its syllables, words, verses, ideas
punctuation, frame of mind.

Its breath, holds our hands
abundant of kisses, smiles
heal again our hearts.
| feel, you feel grateful
it is done by His Grace
by God's compassion
by God's great, highest
love
Then God's Grace
God's compassion
God's love, light
God's blessings
reside in this poem
in each innocent poem
His divine plan is
to heal us

Soed
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8. WHEN WILL YOU RETURN AGAIN, PEACE?

The Mediterranean strong currents touch my heart
a sea of peace like light, a sea of war like darkness
emerges from ancient times, a sea of love, a sea of
hate, destruction, abundance, hope and humanism.
Tell me what you are, shall we find your true identity
to stop this dualism, so only Peace emerges
from you to find Peace in your heart
The scent of the Aegean Sea travels with me
since birth.
Countless peaceful islands | have discovered
on many continents surrounding you
| have lived. When | search your surface
a loving voice, the existence of all
beings emerges from you. Sea, like our
home, opening your destiny to new
light, a new hope, compassion
| searched your depth, like a boundless galaxy
| discover your history of centuries, your body
| discover, your heart, the wingless goddess of victory
| discover the body of expected, abundant Peace.
How old is Peace, do | endlessly search for you?
| discovered you, when as a deep-sea diver
| found you in my heart, Peace!

A habitat for many nations, sea battles, civil wars, Isis

war refugees abandon their countries, the honey of their

homes
why do you eat their bodies, people are not unwanted baggage
When | pray, the saltiness on my lips leaves me speechless
then | scream letters, syllables, sentences
to discover One word

Peace

So
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9. IT RAINS HAPPINESS WITH LOVE, AGAIN

You sat on a chair, near the dawn
your hand touching my hand
my imagination, into the universe.
Your hug perhaps touches my mind
your eyes sail always to the direction of rain
yes, in the heart of the mind once more we hear
rain drops, we hear present and future kisses in the rain.
Do | love you again in the light of all time? Even in the dark
ages shimmering was a recollection of desire, like falling dusk
or like waves a high-speed boat leaving behind a whiteness
of froth, a route, a destination
Do you know how far is the
white from the blue, just a millisecond of light. Do you
know how far poverty is from wealth? Just a thought
of action away from true action. Do you know
how far is hate from love? Just two steps.
Do you know how far is war from peace?
Not hate in your DNA, science removes it
immediately

When | think of you beyond every day thoughts
love sails on a balmy day in the sea
and | see rain on the horizon again
happiness it rains again
from the sky of life
it rains love
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10. IT RAINS, POETRY WITH LOVE

It rains again on my Poetry land
it rains poetry in every heart, pure words
rain drops of hope, and you, like a smile
in the ocean of my peace, you like rain.
Do you know why, sometimes, hot rain
like tears rains, a warning?

Tears from the discolored history of the mind
from the destructive history of time past.
Stay away, love, stay only if the rain,
rain of love it is, if all minds are in clarity, stay
only if rain is of hope in the water land of each heart
like light, stay in the light you understand

Every day | start a prayer from morning
till evening keeping the light alive, sweet.
| see you again and time becomes
clear. So, when every day till evening
| start a prayer for You, the Universe
searching the soul of our planet
as a traveler of light, as travelers
who sail away confident
to find only truth
in pure rain
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11. CONTINENTS OF LOVE

Migratory birds
carry on your wings
vastness.
Ancient ballads
narrate the wind
arriving at the shore
love's story.

Ask the sea's
hidden currents
its caves, its stories
the sea's enormity
her light, her blueness
the waves' echo

Ask the sea to reveal
if love fills continents.
Does the wind sense
love's breeze
between dawn
and expectation?
In the continent
of destiny
ask time
the sand's voice
the rocks' silence
the roundness
of the pebbles
to strengthen you
with the richness
of Love.
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12. (IN) MEMORY OF MY FATHER

When were you born? When time rises sweetly
in the blazing light of day, or at dawn's beginning
when the earth tenderly plays with the sweet breeze?
Your eyes colored by the blueness of the sea?

Did the deep blue hues form the clarity of your mind?
Have you derived your will from ancient seas and cliffs?
When waves uncovered their wholeness
when sea's calmness mysteriously listens to God
keeps life's secrets still incomprehensible?

You never feared natural threats.
The wind you caught within your palms.
Nature taught you the long alphabet of life.
You knew the trees like letters on white paper
all rocky hills became footpaths of your life, life's songs.

The darkness of injustice, envy, enemies,
alone you removed from your heart.
"These unexplored caves of inhumanity ravage your body,
your soul, the world "

You loved words like light, love, feed your brother, my friend.
When | open the windows, a blue bird flies in every morning.
It smiles lovingly like you, spreads its wings and sings melodically.

The world is brightened, hope opens up new posibilities,

with your love.
The Words become more meaningful like your life.
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13. MOTHER MIRACLE

Mother, | never asked you vital questions
my roots, ancient and new, to find. What was it like
to give birth to four children
to bring up generations in poverty and wealth
to maintain high spirits in darkness
to wash us in the waters of patience
to warm our hopes with clarity
to guide us without a compass in adversities
to spring clean the world with your will?
To warm winters with your hands
to make light without an oil lamp
to keep your faith strong through rough seas
to feed us your determination as nourishment.
Your hands, pure gold, hold the Earth.
Mother, | never asked you vital questions
countless questions growing in my mind, fast forward
laying roots, relating to you with fact and fiction.
What ideas nourished your mind, your hopes, your dreams?
| read your thoughts again, from the beginning of time
a brave woman, mountain like, spring like, earth like
without fear, doubt, uncertainty, prejudice
goddess-like, a peasant woman, who birthed
love, hope, faith, and light in me
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14. IN SEARCH OF A LAND

The scent of the sea travels with me since birth
countless places I've discovered
people | yearned to meet in time, | met
but when | touched you
a voice like the existence of all beings
awakens from the earth, like
a house opening its destiny to the sun
nearing hope and love
between sound and silence
| am there.

But when emptiness cries into a lonely heart
when hunger and destruction afflicts the world
when love is absent, | know that place
| discover what hurts
| understand the cause of pain

When fate, dressed with sadness, changes
direction, without voice or expectation
lying on life's beach exhausted, like a beached
whale. | am there with you

So, stay with me tonight, like an unfinished story
touch me again like a galloping horse
cover me with morning dew
draw with your lips a rainbow in my heart.
Brighten my shadowy valleys with your sunlight.
| wake from my sleep with your rays

47



) [:30263 B0t oo 35’5520& BBNIR,
9 808t @gea @?ﬁ)&@és,
T @B SUYID) (Do) DB,
S8 Q)80 & HEB weHod SEE.

5% &8 (fogsido Zow,
b @&gééa 5880,
Kjgcﬁdﬁa@ o BE) DHBo
0% ToHGh Soro BOSHBDY,
T8 )8 TR B

(%0 8BA =od S5 Prraredd, oo
DB, BTG, BoTPE O,
K050, BBAE Ho20HoDS 3B,
@go Sostso DB iﬁzﬁa&o 65?(‘56
[ﬁ)éﬁa DEDLN0H, @go Do
Sr8hsao A S8 2308085
AACHS J&w(Eo TE T Hredd ST BBA BY)0d.

S0

48



Travel my body through your continent of love
by the intense flame of your eyes
narrate the journey of passion to my soul!
Touch me, till darkness exhausts itself

Chronicle the story of our existence
the reason for our genesis
heart's sensitivity explain
to narrate to our descendant's
events escaping their awareness.

Love returns to its plains and valleys
mountains, springs and waterfalls of body and mind
the cosmic entrance of understanding
love opens to understand why
as sunrise gives birth to blueness
the Aegean sea gives back my human face
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15. LOVE ADVENTURE

If Love is lost
inside the walls of words
outside deserted words

between cold words

under hidden words

behind the blindness
of the blackness of words

Love is found
between touch and silence
inside the nudity of eyesight
in the voice of the universe
pronounced by two hearts
inside expectant words
in the world of known and unknown
inside the body of passion
in the affection of taste
dreams' sunrise.
When bliss overtakes
time's speed
with hope

Expectation
of star routes
and when
past the eyes of the desert
envision peace
when continents apart
are nearing with peace
no storm endangers it
in a sea of syllables and rhymes
when | see your eyes in my eyes
love is born
again.
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16. IT RAINS HAPPINESS, AGAIN

You sat on a chair, near the sky of my heart
before dawn, perfection of all time. Your hand
touching my hand and beyond into the universe
you touch me and in an instant of eternity, hugs unlock my mind
yes, | gaze into your eyes
always an unexpected journey we sail
in our minds, our souls, our bodies
our sky, on the Earth it rains again
love with happiness it rains again
our love, like lingering kisses,
mingles with the happiness of rain!
Euphoria of abundance, in pure rain
abundantly we kiss love and life again
and you bless me, | bless you like rain
in the core of our mind a new world begins
like rain, in the depth of our bodies love
is born like light, new hope everywhere
it rains on the plains of light, of all time
| discover you and me again
our love is overcoming
hate, war destruction, burdens
with love Peace is coming.
| Love you as it rains happiness
with Love again
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17. LOVE FLOWS LIKE A RIVER

When you come to me
like a long, long road
tired, and exhausted

from a far distant past.
Why? There is a past
and there is not past

Or, when you come to me like a river
the wild flowers of your body and spirit
transform you, with a brisk breeze
your heart, harmonious of as the river flows
your soul, generosity of time
unity of body and mind

A river always flows in our heart
an ancient, a new river, we built bridges

Listen, love blossoms
today, tomorrow, always
if you wish, listen to the river flow
it's happiness plus
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18. LOVE GROWS EVERYWHERE

| plant love seeds, sunflowers' wholeness
orange trees of hope, seeds of compassion
peace | plant in my heart.
| plant seeds of happiness
in countless fields of my mind

| plant seeds of togetherness
between people.
| plant seeds of friendship
on continents, among nations
seeds of human understanding.
| plant seeds of strong will
to grow mornings of new humanity and unity
to hold the brilliance of days, happy years
times of fruitful centuries

| plant true love seeds
in the desert years of the past

We plant brotherhood
and sisterhood in our heart.

We plant in the Mediterranean Sea
miracle seeds to nurture
friendship in all continents.

We plant good will in nuclear power station
to transform their poisonous pollution
into alternative energy for humanity
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We plant prayers high on the mountains
in lakes and rivers, in oceans, we plant seeds of goodness.
Night and day, flowers | plant from my heart
to your heart.
Days with blessings and goodness
we plant, light to grow in our hearts
with Love
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19. PILGRIMAGE IN TOGETHERNESS

Along oceans | sail, along continents for centuries | walk
in search of a voice, in discovery of a soul
until our voices, our vision, our paths unite.
To fight against the darkness of time
to diminish hate piled up during eons
to prevent fear from penetrating our cells
to close the gap of the man-made abyss
to remove death's wings flying over us
masked as nuclear weapons.

You, unknown to me then, became beneficent
Your silence eloquent, eliminating distance of continents
until Your sigh's echo broke the storm of indifference.
| overcame with inner strength, iliness, pain and loneliness
Humanity's strength | learned from You.

Along oceans | sailed, along continents | walked barefoot
in search of a voice, in discovery of a soul.
In the springs of courage, in search of water and food
I met myself in You.
Within justice give me shelter
see the starvation of my countrymen
remind the world of what is known.
Who protects unprotected orphans
who helps swollen bodies to soothe their deep wounds?
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Yet, a glowing vision grows stronger by the hour.

God walks on our land, stretches above the plains of our hearts
like a giant protective screen, extending hope to the horizon
narrowing the distance between divided hearts
killing the disguised demons of poverty
exterminating all opposition against His guardian heart

Unknown to me in the past, You are one with me on this journey
together, we toil, as one body for humanity
until humankind walks the land of Reason and Compassion.
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20. TO AYLAN, ATWO YEAROLD
REFUGEE SYRIAN BOY

How much pain
a name contains
Aylan Curdi
isolated island, isolated continent
by our indifference.
You are
the non-finality
like an angel in eternity.
You, a symbol
when a child drowns
the world drowns as all

By your name
one continent
all continents

hear your cries.

Does your pain rise
like air, cries

above the earth
as if children, my child
Never die.
Do not die
my angel!
| hold you, my child, alive.
We are holding you
all poets
caressing
your hand
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21. ALCHEMY OF WORDS, SHARING WITH YOU

You and | are the honey makers
where is the honeycomb?
Visiting love from flower to flower
to collect you, let's fly forever
through the colors of life to love
on the meadows, plains, valleys
of my heart
then lie down by the river of love.
Traveler of this ancient boat
I, a woman captain on river currents
will quench you like a desert wanderer
with nectar

Lover
from different lands and continents
when you dream of me, | dream of you.
And like a migratory bird risking its life
| fill the mind of my body with love
flying through storms and calmness
this is my world. Fly me to serenity now.
You have a piece of paradise in your heart
share it, share your paradise with me.
Don't follow me like a gypsy
your body
your voice, your half meal of love. Make peace.
Do we only share a few fragments of antiquity
between our bodies, our countries, destinies
oceans, continents? One heart is all, all
we have, my love, is you and me.
A spring leaf, a chestnut tree
this is all, all we have
we all, all we share
on this planet
you and me
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22. FINDING, YOU AND AN ANCIENT RIVER

You, flower near the sea, my heavenly river
modern cartographers did not know you
existed, but | knew you. The humankind

might never know
the location, the depth of your heart.
How do | learn a man's heart? Been a mystery
even knowledge of all time does not teach me.
Only by intuition a glimpse at your eyes
relying on the right hemisphere of my brain
until suddenly my heart made you familiar
by accident.
You are different
a flower near the sea of my heart, my heavenly river
when | discovered you on my computer
x-rayed, scientifically manipulated
by high knowledge, you were, you are
a river of love

Now, my man river is alive, a blue thin line
full of life's water, next to the water's woods
planted with palm trees, your love
blue lined river, surrounded
by pink sand and pebbles
pink rocks pink moons
you a river of our love
a blue line like a millimeter
a nano line, separating you
from my heart

RS

69



23. HI KK, &3 S0BSS

89, T HoDSSDH NS
89508 FPpe HHesB), ESTEiTD,
DG (88~ 58 FEaho somred @8R Ao’
O doe’? B3 D bl
B Bae? o B, IS 1L
Soogren, 88, ﬁéé Jo, ?0@’3336?530, a’acgéa@o,
[Bgbaren, K08 aspen, oﬁwcg@ og)Eesen
DS F! YL LD LS S5 HerBEE
DenBrod Jezo?
RV Kﬁe)cﬁdﬁao DB EeBy)oer; D85 D50
QO HES; o8 (B0RT%)0?

S080 o8 5080 B0oEro; TPd Ieéren aPEITPO
b Cﬁgé &3) epd fDéSz‘ﬁoé& IOT0,
EOREEPMT HHILBo EDiFomro EDEH
©0&HBY Fored S KhostHe!
AEBro GEard8 S0l S5y Qdooey
FPOD 50088°, DO-2%) w508H @oiHS
0AZBO D%y BeinBoomro Dengs DTeo,
BP0 Frod; Etoes, EX,

5208 Qo8 HdX0, a8 el SLoass eu8ed
D IR 7 B’ endHtod SEEr.

St ) éﬁ&%fg ASD P e BoSHET
SR (TD0oE eHRerHEom!
ENUSEL ) a”re)cﬁoﬁao; Szosres) ste?i
S0 8O Beyeo&h SgEren, $rdderds SenrhIdr-
35530)3&3 SPFd SorrRR0H0ES P59, B
BNV IAL INFS) Bé%g g%%0, (Desen, (58S 880
89, BHc.

RS

70



23. WHAT A CHANGE OF LIGHT

You, my goodness tree
your branches of happiness, shelter of life
| visit you every day with a new heart
in the desert. Which desert, there is no desert.
Is there no desert? Desert has many names
faces, eyes, hard soil, silent appearances, policies
governments, self-interests, war atrocities, full stop.
How often the human mind reveals truth to humankind?
| sit by your heart, my desert tree of truth. How much
do | love you? We eat some sand, sing desert songs
drink our last drops of water, we unfold togetherness
discover endless lessons of life inside our cells
awake before dawn in a dazzling light on blue-pink horizon
we remind each other valuable words like forgotten
flowers: compassion, forgiveness, mind full of light
till one by one your roots | transplant
in my heart

Recently your tears turned into paper
to write verses soothing our heart
humankind's heart.

In winter days, on our togetherness branches
| see stars, illuminating humankind's heart
then | look at closed routes, roads, hearts

in Europe and what do | see?
Millions of refugees searching
for a tree of goodness, maybe people
governments, you, God
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24. STORM IS, ON THE OPEN SEA

Do | love you my sea, like a window of hope in the wind
or like my heart on an operation table and, what else?
Like blossoming flower | watch you from a distance.
Yes, | love you like an ancient sea
like a sea of love horizon
nutritive love, land
of the sea unseen
sails like the sea
on the sky
not like a derelict sea, not like an orphan.
| love you like you love me, as
healing is performed by light
but you have not. They drowned you
like war refugees, orphans
children on transit

The sea is not like an orphan
its parents, you and me

protect her, or try to
try to, with love
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25. RED IS THE COLOR OF PAIN

Where are the mountains
where are the seas
are they hidden
closed abysmal gates
closed like borders
like isolated countries
like closed dreams?
Never opened hearts
are lands evil, like hell?
What are these mountains
what are these seas behind
closed borders? | have not seen them.

What border-lands, border countries of iron
separate you from your destination, brothers?
Are broken in tatters your refugee dreams?
Do not be silent, you know who, day and night
cuts the world riches in slices, kills human lives
in open slaughterhouses. We all know

Even dead trees shake, after counting casualties.
Rocks move their head on the other side
When they see another boat capsizing. On land
the more war refugee tents, the more pain spreads
like smoke, venomous clouds touch the earth abnormally.
War reduces history to tatters of the mind
land bereft of green, soaked in warm red blood.
Useless letters, empty words, people stick together
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glued by pain, we are. Do not be silent, brothers
you know, billion dollars spent on war weapons turn another sea
to blood. Does pain accumulate speechless, tearless
like a torn tent in a windy winter night, while
a baby, a grandmother die from pneumonia? If you are
here, brother, hold my hand till another frosty year
ends. Do not be silent either, war splits the internal organs
like a watermelon
splits two lands, two continents, the world.
As | open the sea's surface, | find
a land with closed borders. Speak out.
It's no time for tears. Whom shall |
speak to, where do | lead the way?
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26. A POEM IS A KISS ON THE HORIZON

A poem,
my poem, is a
kiss on the horizon
voice from red lips in
love, expectancy as time
as energy runs on lips
lips, as in lovers' dreams
a time comes, blessed time
when a healer utters a prayer
hope grows on my knees, as prayers

as red geranium hanging from a balcony

express gratefully the gratitude of their

heart, when the sea enjoys her blueness

when seagulls find their food in the sea

when waves roll on their own happiness

here-there comes a time for humankind
to recover its mind, as it always has tried to do
and waits, awaits, as sea waves move forcefully
A seagull says "Mankind needs urgently a cure,

to awaken from its fever, fears, its rising heat
of clouds-wars, mankind needs another peaceful dawn

a cure, multiple cures, research, even better a miracle"
a seagull says, as | send a poem like a kiss to the horizon
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27. A TREE, ALWAYS IN MY MEMORY

| am in the memory, perhaps in the body
of a tree, as you are in my memory.
| am not yours, you are not mine
only oneness in love. | have no possessions.
Atreelam.
This tree is not yours, nor mine
our life is a tree
valuable as our shared planet, valuable as oneness
in wholeness on this planet. Kiss breezes
unite us, like a sea soul
even sadness is shared
in the body of our Universe.
Usually, I say " | gave up sadness"
turned it into an endless song
long as the days of my life
united by a delicate cotton thread
or by strong ropes, like those anchoring boats
on the pier, or long islands of the soul
visited in summertime.

United, yes, by a hyper-lexicon of love words
united by all trees to create life's oxygen
united by all hopes like a rising dawn
united by strong, powerful links
of world love
world peace
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28. IT RAINS HOPE, ON THE ACROPOLIS

Rain has a scent
like eucalyptus mixed
with lavender, mint, thyme,
love with rosemary. Strange
clouds above Athens today
the Acropolis' serene strength
empowers all with its sun of hope.
This scent from the past inspires
like an unopened personal treasure
always eager for a new destination
with love. Tourists in pilgrimage
like bees on flowers. Will it rain?

Strangeness is a common place in our time.
The sun has many colors, so does hope
as | ascent to the top of the Holy Rock.

Olive trees familiar with Peace since antiquity
green grasshoppers share their green promises
wild flowers spread their abundance.

This is my home. Wherever | wander
| return here, inside the fragrance of Greek times
inside the spirit of my ageless country, ageless
like endless time. Like a maiden at the Panathenaia Festival
| ascend eons of history, | sense its pulse, | listen to it.

Did you hear the weather forecast for today?
"All is fine, sunny intervals with rain of hope"
Today do not take your umbrellas
celebrate with me, in Athens
it rains abundant Hope
on the Acropolis
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29. HAS NATURE LOST ITS WAY?

When on long nights, | listen sudden cries perhaps coming out
from white pillow feathers, do you live in the same world
my friend, where about is your distant continent?
Are the nights strange there too, blending with yellow
like swollen pieces of sky hanging from the ceiling
in the next room, or from your dreams?

Are days plastic through failed cultivations
confused like drunken birds in the air?

There are some white days too
pure white without illusion
mixed with pollution.

White nights with what?

Over - polluted environment
gives birth to white nights
mixed with a sea of lies
in the United Lies Ltd
plus wild white lilies
with white and dark.

Where is the unlimited
truth hidden?

If you go to the beach today, my friend,
greet the sea, ask her for forgiveness too
for my silence, your ignorance
you know the waves
are searching
for their peace
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30. ATHENS CITY & AND HOPE

Here is Athens, the city of hope
alive in the heart of a new Humanity
including the everyday miracles of life.
| discussed about it on the telephone
with my heart. "Thank you, ancient mother
for the lasting spring amount of ideas and actions"
Your ancient children are still young, inspiring.
Shall we discuss the history of the present as past?
Does the air, the wind, the daylight still belong to you?
Or do | live in another country, half-lost, incomplete
of modern civilization, the history of future peace?
Do people sleep under ancient bridges, by the
currents of extinct rivers, outside elegant temples?
See the future of our humanity in the hot spots
see where is that ancient country, in my country.
Your history is my story, your children are my children
how many generations are there? Are we all visitors
in our countries, where the TV news happens elsewhere?
| love
how much we love humanity, do we only know it by its name?
Stay here ancient mother Greece, you were wonderful,
we are wonderful people.
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31. WHEN THE WIND BLOWS UPSIDE DOWN

Then, | permit its entrance into my lungs
when the wind blows upside down
at least it blows well
fresh wind with camellia petals, seaweeds
and distant, or present memories mixing
sand, feelings, fantasies with the sea.
Sea froth flies like time, time flows
like huge smiles, small smiles smile to themselves.
Let's evaluate everything
even if all sounds strange
if blown by the wind
blown away wars.

Nuclear weapons, nuclear power stations
all banknotes, the world banks gone
small and medium bank branches
closing down, different currencies
disappear. Gold, precious metals, diamonds
mined from the deep oceans of greed, rare
like pink rain
reduce life to its absence due to unequal opportunities.
The world is complex, life should be simpler
simpler than a computer, an iPhone,
the stock exchange, an adored CV.

The world, its trillion breaths
are valued, valued again
back to the basics
for survival
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32. LET THIS BE FORGOTTEN?

Did I refuse the beggar boy a few cents?
Did | refuse him a slice of bread, an orange juice
a glass of water, a word of courage, breadcrumbs
of hope even a smile? Tired, perhaps confused, where
was | on this planet?

Do | justify myself, gratifying my actions? "The child
beggar confused me as | was smiling to myself.
Could I smile to him too?"

Smiles are sold on newspapers, headlines of online articles
TV ads, sex magazines by special minds specialized in smiles.
Yes, seen the night with its nightmares
at that time, | saw the world far away
my smile, mind, mood returned to their dreams

Do you ever confuse a war refugee with a bird
how often do you show compassion, love crumbs?
Do you confuse a bomb with a mushroom cloud
do |, do you become confused by other confused minds
by all minds? No, | always say yes, as if | dream reality
"let's stop all wars, or can they be stopped themselves?"
What happens then, when | am not confused?

Am | sane?

Yes, perhaps | do not want to be a witness
to what has happened, is happening.

When | witness the truth and ignore it
is the world full of cowards
like me?
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33. A REPETITION OF LOVE, YOU AND ME

Between sharing dawn and sunset
among the beauty of different love choices
you are an extraordinary sky of light
an exception by choice, by accident
by chance, by luck, by selection
you are just phenomenal, like a miracle
discovered in a nanosecond of time
even if your real name is, if | call you
love repetition.

You, glance deeply into my eyes
into the light of togetherness
into friend-ship, sharing dreams
realism, sub-realism, hyper- realism
above life and love

You are my love mode, a unique song
a love modality of unique repetition
in my, our joined universe of love.
You may be original or humble
dynamic, strong or powerful
as all originality in the universe
is, you may be a different case
you present an exceptional story
in the mentality, the flexibility
of my mind to select, to elect,
to acknowledge, to value
with affection as extraordinary
everyday love repetition
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34. HAS WAR A NAME?

We should have been asked "do we identify
with war?"

Do we? We do not.

We should have been asked if we permit you
to kill people.

Are we? We do not.

We should have been asked: Do we allow you
to destroy cities, people's lives, a country,
countries, their souls?
Have we been asked? No. Why?
Do we agree with wars? No.

We should have been asked: Do we allow you
to use chemical weapons? Have you asked us?
No. Why not? We do not agree with you, warlords,
we do not accept destruction of life, of countries.
We should have asked: Who are you?

Is there a human law to justify war crimes?
Have we been asked if we allow you to commit
war crimes? We have not. We do not allow you

to commit war crimes.

We are poets and pacifists
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35. MORNING WITH SATURDAY SUNLIGHT

Grecian weather spring
extended to endless poems
fragrant light. Sleepless stars
almost awake in daylight.
Sunlight smiles at night
hymns of humanity, pure daylight.
Wake up all poets-peacemakers
of all nations
since antiquity, it's time to have
more, clear light today-tomorrow
Poetry is words, full of meanings
sun of words after morning's dew
Poetry carries human love forward
to the next level of humanity
fragrant words of spring light
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36. THE WORLD GROWS POETRY AND HOPE

Since Homeric times
it seems like last night
the world grows Poetry
up on the home roofs and inside
its soul, humanity grows Poetry
from inside the heart and outside
words grow on the plains of Poetry.
Poetry is organic, it bans fertilizers
of thought, soil chemicals, pesticides.
Poetry has eradicated them years ago.
Freshly granulated sugar, no additives
Poetry allows. Newly dug out potatoes
are tasty with home grown Poetry parsley
stabilizes the brain together with vegetables.
In Poetry, painkillers are never, ever allowed.
Come back home to Lesvos and mother Sappho
ask for her advice, as she collects Poetry apples
and organic oranges from the island of Lefkas.
Cardiac doctors recommend Sappho's poetry
as well as some years on exile as rejuvenation

Then fly to Amorgos island of Poetry and sea daffodils.
Visit Crete and Santorini to meet the Minautor and
the volcano. By this time, you experience colored nights
in the Poetry moons of inspiration swimming in a glorious
Grecian sea of myths and legends
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37. WHERE IT RAINS LOVE, ON THIS WORLD

Sometimes, by fear, when the world gives up
on love, my body becomes lighter
growing soft wings like a butterfly.

| walk from moon to moon in the opposite
direction
among flowers and all trees of my heart.
It's summertime, people wonder where
where love is.
Has it been stored in a hard disk
has it been moved to a far away star
does it sleep on another planet
has it lost its path, rooted
on uncertain grounds
does it sleep on this transit flight?
Well, when the season heat hardens
| fly to another far away land
where rebirth gives birth
to all meanings again
where it rains
happiness
with Love
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38. THE WARS END, WHEN WE END THEM

When |, or you end the wars
one by one
| will love you, certainly more.
For now, | hide your war uniform
in another closet of the world
beyond my mind, beyond the universe.
In the meantime | protect you like a bud
till ceasefire, beyond the madness of the world.

Love blossoms in plains and mountains
it blossoms in the heart like a tall cherry tree
can you count its blossomes, its petals?
Yes, love has its sepals, its petals
and beyond them its fruits of life.
Love blossoms its flowers, its trees
into Peace of mind, in the mind of the world.
Love has its scent
as the world has its roundness.
Love has its own sperm of truth.

Love of Peace expands, grows beyond the horizon
of expectation, becomes reality like a child's
peace
always tries, every day seeks itself endlessly
like a child growing in Peace
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39. SPRING GROWS INTO NEXT YEAR, AND

Spring here Grecian, even the rocks
sing glorious songs. The sea blossoms
in her blue way. May is the month of budding words.
May, is the month of sea scents, as you look at Poetry
from the corner of your eye, the sea world
all spring flowers and colors in love waves.
On the sand, children grow pink moons
purple time-clock flowers blossom
their fleshy leaves a reminisce of the
strength of human courage
the sensitivity of the soul.

Rows of reeds relax on the afternoon lips
the afternoon relaxes happily on reeds' leaves
as you lie on my thoughts with affectionate feelings.
? few rows behind green softness, sunny fair of pines
blooms for the fruition of pine cones. The earth
grows yellow daises
wilderness-softness of my heart. Limitless yellow
like daisy hearts, | have counted within me, me.
| flower love leaves. Daisies blossom in wilderness.
On the patterned trunks of eucalyptus, | read
the future wellness of nature.
| heal organically all epidemics
all deep wounds of humankind.
On the sea-sky horizon | read a message:
This spring blossom will last years, decades,
perhaps to the end of the century.
Peace grows in people's hearts
in the hearts of trees, in all wild flower hearts
Peace grows in the sand, by the sea blossom
this is true new peace born for humanity
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40. COME AT THE RIGHT TIME

Most things can wait till tomorrow
especially the storm, the rain, wild wind
raging wind blowing over humanity, latest
technology tanks attacking innocent citizens.

It does not matter if the stock exchange does not open today.
Let a clear sea breeze blow inside the house of our mind now.
Let children grow in harmony. Can you tell children this evening
you will prevent the war mongers to delay another war.
| have other plans for tomorrow, too.
| will tell the typhoon to come after two years. He may forget
he may never arrive. | will beg the moon, her light to brighten
the garden of the world with more compassion this evening.
I will ask all flowers if they can grow through the night
in peace under moon's music. | will watch them.
| will tell the dark spirits to hideaway this century.

You, my friend, forget forever their existence.

Tell the spring to grow patiently, step by step
protected by love's patient scented blossom.

Tell the lovers to grow happier like wild flowers
tell the sea to recite her poem this evening.
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Tell Poetry to grow in its flesh eternally.
Tell history to dream, rest for a while
tell people to be confident, tell people
to hope for more, to dare, be brave
tell people to have courage.
| only need your smile
peace, tenderness
your spirit high
this evening
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41. MAN AND A BLUE MOON

Some days grow wild
emerge unrecognizable
and you dressed
in the body
of a Kouros
lips, face
feelings
like antiquity

| have counted years
to sense your face
to understand
your language
to recite
the meaning
of your lips

Have | lost you
beyond the light?

Do | discover you
now, dressed
as the body
of a Mediterranean
landscape
body of a blessed
man
kissing my dewdrops?
Or do | feel you
like the sea
the five seasons
this August night
under the color
of a blue moon
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42. ANGEL

Give me a piece from your heart
| won't analyze it in laboratories
| won't pour it over mine
| won't keep it sealed in the bottle of memory
| won't forget it

| will place it under my pillow
or perhaps near the line of my heart
in the arteries of time, to drink seasons painlessly
to increase hope, to believe in the miracle of love
to open my heart to love.
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43. DOES NATURE DISPERSE HOPE
EVERYWHERE?

| ascend and descend blossom scented Grecian hills
at mid noon. Scorching heat hazes the horizon
the scented landscape like a prayer. | hear, the past
music from ancient Greece, alternating with Byzantine hymns
Vangelis' "Chariots of fire", mixing with Indian sitar
and Pakistani love songs, while leading African music
decodes music of centuries, | listen to life too

A driver of a water lorry | am, heavenly rain | carry
should | wait until late, late afternoon to water
the plantations of hope? Labor renews the soul
| do not rely on modern irrigation techniques.
| do not rely on tap water, or on polluted water wells
my love for water was born out of clear mountain springs.
I, the gatherer of pure sound and water, on ancient
hills and mountains, collect courage and faith like miracles
from organically grown petals to feed the soul of life
with patience, affection, compassion and good will.

My plains, valleys, hills, mountains, grow determination
awareness become present-to-present and future growth of love.
Sense its aroma my friends, the Earth eternally reciprocates
remember, remember nature fully understands human nature
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44. | ENTRUST HIM DAY AND NIGHT

Since He gave me light and darkness
Day and night | entrust God.
Since He gave me a pair of shoes
roof slates, reeds for walls, the wind
Day and night | entrust God.
Since He gave me a white t-shirt
a pair of trousers, a slice of bread
a glass of water, hope and stamina
Day and night | entrust the Lord.
Since He gave me words and bird symphonies
the song of trees, the waves' froth
bees and honey, manna and nectar of love
every day, every night
| entrust the Lord.
Since He gave me love and hope
wild flowers, their happiness, their hymns

every day of my life
| entrust the Lord
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45. WHEN | PLANTED THE GARDEN
ON MY DESK

Time is now, time to rethink again,
shape with love the world anew.
Time to replant my entire garden inside
my home, on my desk
to plant freshness inside words,
discover their scents, colors, myself.
| replanted only positive roots, separated fertile
soil from pebbles
cleared its disused paths, cut off rotten roots
from all plants and words
| looked lovingly at the planets which forgot themselves.
All word doors | opened, sea breezes listened to themselves
the moonlight sensed the room filled with flower scents.

Snowdrops melted the frost, aromatic plants sang
spring caressed the soil, daffodils started to dream
spring's climbers kissed me passionately, endless
sunflowers greeted ripe wheat with abundant
hope, positive memories, compassion, kindness
issued messages of future success. The sea relaxed
overflowing the room with happiness. | cuddled her
tenderly, kept some froth and seashells inside to rest
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Dry yellow leaves withdrew from the void of mind
hostility, | decided to exclude from my memory.
| shed more light to the shadowy plains of my heart
watered intensively with rosewater the past, then
the world stopped its mind-clock from mad frequencies
and ended all wars. Do not pollute my Earth-mind garden
| do not allow you. Even world deserts refuse to.

Do not even brainwash those waves rolling on my sea.
Garden of the world each word, vision of purity
spring ocean of the heart, soulful energy, God planted
in each word high to care for us
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46. THE SEA DOES NOT WANT TO DROWN

To drown where? Can the sea drown herself
into herself, does she have sorrow, wounds, pains
intensive raw passions? Has her lover deserted her?
| am with her, she is always in my heart
in her arteries
| hear her voice, she hears mine, when every morning
when, she enters into the bedroom like a man
when bereft of a lover, she sits next to me.

Do | hear her clearly? Still sleeping
| hear clearly her heart.

The bedroom keeps its secrets when
the sea weeps. She kneels, then
wipes her tears, her lost voice
she finds, her body, her will.

Who remembers the previous night?
All is like a dream of unbelievable reality
is reality vague in a dream?

All may be reality.

All may be a dream.

When the ice
on the poles melts we will be sleeping
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47. OPENING UP THE SOUL

Some days, you may wake up when a yellow screen
covers the soul completely and the ceiling
reaches up to the sky. Sometimes when | wake up, | do not
see the yellow-blue sky. The phone rings
like a church bell before the Resurrection.

How do | know
my friend, how many tsunamis you experienced during the night
in the beach home of your heart? Do | say
"I lock the door of my hearing, speak to you later"
or without delay, when | hear his/her voice's emptiness
"The beach has reached my home's foundation..."
Do not close the door of your voice, my friend.

Do not give in to the storm howling inside you.

Be patient, perhaps inhale hope, then kneel
in the prayer room
of your heart-mind. Do not give up my friend
be brave, this is another trial, stay upright
you are not alone. A guardian angel and |
sit by the stream of courage, moistening
your lips. Do not give up, storing
love for this long journey, my friend
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48. GREEN EARTH LOVERS FOREVER

| discover in your smile
the footpath of a future miracle
my earth passion and green petals
of mind.

Men smile like a river when in love
women kiss like purple dawn, lovers of green earth
love forever
their thoughts and actions. This tired earth,
this forever-thirsty garden.

True lovers drink, eat, hug, their senses
open like eternity. | know this love path
from ancient times. Why then, my love,
do not love me like greenness, do not kiss me
green forever? The Earth was green
before nuclear power, before fertilizers, pesticides, weed killers
tried to kill her.

Love lives on true promises only
true actions, philosophy, practices. So from now on
do not just promise empty love, just act. Act, and love
a green earth, green sky forever
as you love yourself
and me
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49. ODE TO LOVE

If you raise
the other side of unseen positive self,
full of goodness, the God inside you
if you know how to love you-me
if you believe in you and me
if you accept where and how much goodness I-you are
I am in all and you

If all the oceans, sky, sea-land-heaven of self
fulfillment in reality and vision
sees the mountains, land of sky, rivers of the self
and the full view of invisible, visible happiness
reality is the river- lake- land, homeland of life
full existence of Life in love
all | Love.
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international publications and poetry magazines - American,
Arabic, Indian, Spanish, Mexican, Belgian, Italian, Albanian,
Hindi and are translated in 6 languages.

Included in “INTERNATIONAL WHO IS WHO IN POETRY AND
POETS” Encyclopedia, Cambridge Publications, England
(1990-1996).

She raises awareness internationally about the return of the
Parthenon sculptures, and also for the return, of “the
Classical Olympic Games” to Olympia, Greece.

Future Project: with the Professor of Astrophysics Xenophon
Moussas, Athens University, on “ The Mechanism of
Antikythera”.

Co-operates with Indian Universities, colleges, and well
known Indian academics to establish an International Poetry
Academy in Athens.

She is also co-authoring a book on Sappho, to be published
in India, 2018.

Her English poems have been translated into Italian, Spanish,
Albanian, Hindi and Telugu.

She is joint organizer together with the Hollywood artist and
Californian Senior Senator (ret) Pasqual Bettio of the
“HOLLYWOOD POETRY AND ARTS FOR PEACE” festival, May
2018

She is the recipient of the “Golden Voice of Poetry 2017”
award by the International Poetry group “Pentasi B World
Friendship Poetry”

Director of the Greek Sculpture and Arts Park
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50. SWEET DREAM

| had a dream, | saw the earth
pure on the first day of creation
| had a dream, Jesus healed
the blind man. He created his eyesight mixing clay
water and earth in a glimpse of light.
| saw how He, miraculously healed
a blind soul with rays of His light.
| saw my soul, healed

| had a dream, Jesus healed
the blind soil of the earth today.
| had a dream, all souls on Earth
were healed
today
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Roula Pollard

Tel:+30 6936963108
skype: roulapoll

email: iliad2015@gmail.com

RESUME/CV — ROULA POLLARD

Roula Pollard, Greek poet and writer, translator,

playwright, literary promoter and festival organizer, was born on
the island of Santorini. She studied History and Archaeology at
Athens University and obtained an M.A. in Classics at Leeds
University. She lived in England for twenty five years and worked
as a lecturer in Modern Greek Language and Civilization. She
writes in Greek and English and has participated in prestigious
International Poetry festivals and her poems were published in
many international Poetry Anthologies.

ACHIEVEMENTS & PUBLICATIONS:

Three poetry collections published in Greek, a 4*" collection
to be published in Athens 2017. Published literary articles in
English and Greek literary magazines.

Translated Sylvia Plath and Ted Hughes into Greek. Has
broadcast about Plath in Athens and on BBC radio Leeds
about Greek literature.

Promoted more than 200 poets, writers, musicians and
painters internationally and cooperated with
choreographers, painters, musicians actors, professors,
poets, writers, and students.

Her poems are published in more than 20 International
and Greek Poetry Anthologies.

Her poems, and reviews are published in well known
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ROULA POLLARD

CENTURY OF LOVE

Bi-lingual Poetry - &)greale 580

Roula Pollard, Greek poet and writer, translator,
playwright, literary promoter and festival organizer, was born on
the island of Santorini. She studied History and Archaeology at
Athens University and obtained an M.A. in Classics at Leeds
University. She lived in England for twenty five years and worked
as a lecturer in Modern Greek Language and Civilization. She
writes in Greek and English and has participated in prestigious
International Poetry festivals.
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