Mol mnyaivouv auUTA To TPOcwWTta, oxoUpeva cuvnBwc,oe Aewdopeia N Tpéva; Koltayuéva
art’ £€w KL amo HEoA, OTPWYHEVA OTO KOWVO UCTAPLO «TOU TIPOYHATIKOU» AMo TO VAU ULa
okaplaiog poTLig

Erupareg kal cuveniBates. TaELOLWTEC Kol CUVTAELSLWTEG. ZWHATA AYVWOTA O gYYUTNTA HE
™V anatnAn Aaugn tng odpkag. M’ évav UTIALWVLYUO oKoToU. ITNV OTLypLaia apmdyn Tou
Xpovou. To BAéupa anmoto napabupo oTov MePLOTPEPOUEVO KOOUO. JINOUETEC.

Kat Eava oto pLoodwTo pLog okéPng, f oty LooTeAslwévn dpaaon evog BLBAlou.

Emti kot peTtafl oXNUATWY CNKWVETAL O KOVIOPTOC TNG {wnG ota dotea, W éva Katemeiyov
apnpnUévo, KUKAWHEVO amd poadokieg Kal SLaeVoELg, Ao EKKLVOELG KOL OTAOELG.

To pATL Tou XePLoU Kal TO XEPL TOU HaTiol TN {wypaddou, amokaAUumtouv clyoupa th
Stonuia tng opopdLac. Toug puxoUC TN OKLAG Kol BEAouV va apapeivouv abwa,
yonteupéva, Héoa otov ynyevn AaBuplvBo.
Martiva Mdoyofn
Juyypadéag

Where do these people go, usually in vehicles, on buses or trains? Looked at from
outside and inside, pushed into the common mystery "of the real” by the thread of an
instantaneous glance?

Passengers and fellow passengers. Travelers and fellow travelers. Unknown bodies in
proximity to the deceptive glow of the flesh. With a hint of purpose. In the
momentary snatch of time.The gaze from the window at the revolving world.
Silhouettes.

And again in the dim light of a thought, or in the half-finished phrase of a book.

On and between vehicles, the dust of life rises in the cities, with an urgent abstract,
encircled by expectations and disappointments, by starts and stops.

The eye of the hand and the hand of the eye of the painter, surely reveal the ambiguity
of beauty. The depths of shadow and want to remain innocent, fascinated, within the
indigenous labyrinth.
Matina Moshovi
Author



