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ANTHOLOGY OF FEMINIST POETRY

Danae Sioziou: Enter the frame

Danae Sioziou

Below we print a selection of poems by Danae Sioziou in their English translations. The
Greek original is below each poem.

“As a poet, I have heard too many times comments about differences between “male” and
“female” literature. Coming from a society that is very gender bias, I think noone can
imagine a future for literature, Europe and the world unless women keep singing their
song, and by women I mean anyone who identifies as a woman. Feminism is a battle for
rights and equality but also the stories of people who are suppresed by patriarchy and
cannot speak up”.

Of the Horizontal Weeping

they all show up when it’s pouring rain

First comes the one who holds the baptism clothes and the shoes that gave me blisters

when I was a flower girl she drags on the blacktop tied with a leash to make them suffer.

After her comes the one who knows all the faces of my various years and won't look me in the eyes, she
carries all the albums with the lies told by photographs.

There’s the one that gets a haircut with me in the mirror and the one that was paid with an apple.

Gradually they will appear
the strongfooted,

the frailfaced,
the earthcovered,
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the tendereyed,
the greenhearted,
the bittercarrier,
the lightslasher,
the darkscorned.

I can see far behind the one that never makes it in time my sister the tearglittered, wearing around her
neck a necklace made from the stones of her eyes. Beautiful women, proud, vengefully submissive, and all
of them carrying infants. I wear my bracelet and enter the frame

eppaviCovton OAeg Touvc Otaw Ppéyel dvvath

TpWdTn £pYeTa EKEIVT IOV KPATAEL TA PAPTIOTIKG KA1 TA TATIOVTOLX IOV 1€ Y TUINOAVE TAPAVVOAKL T
oépvel P’ £va AOLPAKL IAVW OTNY AOPAATO DO VIIOPEPOLDE.

AxoAovbel avth mov yrwpilel Ta mpdowna am’ GAeC PoL TIG NAKIEG KAl AOQPEDYEL DX 1€ KOLTA 0Ta PATLA,
KOUBoAGEL OAa To GAUITOLY HE TA WERATA IOV AEDE Ol PWTOYPAPLEC.

Yrdpyet ekeivn mov Kovpedetat pali pov otov KaBpéetn Ki ekeivn mov e€ayopdotnke i’ £va pflo.

Ztablakd Oa epgavioTody
n SvvatomdSopn

1 Acuronpdowmr,

T YWHOTOOKEIXTPEDT),

1 aIoAOpaTONOQ,

N xhwporapdn,

T MKPOYEPOLOQ,

T WTOKOTITOLOQ,

N okotabo@povepév.

Tehevtaio mov 6ev mpohaPfaivel moTé aiveTon amd parpld n adepen jov n SakpLOAGUIOVOQ, [IE TO
nept6EPaLo Ao TIG METPEC TWD PATIOD TNEG OTO AXO.

Opopgeg yvvaikeg, ayépwyeg, YHIKNTIKG LITOTAYPIEVEG KO OAEG
BpeporpatodoeC.

®opdw To PpayioAtl pov Kat pmaivw oto Kadpo.

Alice in Damageland

Passing it by

I will survive

my

life

and also by playing:

seesaw, hide-and-seek, blind man’s buff
tag
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and other
useful children’s games

ALICE IN DAMAGELAND

[TpooTIEPYWYTAC
B emprdow
™G Cwiig

Hov

kaBwe emtong nailovtag
TPAPIGAQ, KPLQTO, TVEAOILYX
Kovnynto

KOt GAAQ

ypnotna mondikd moyvidia

The Arrow

Come and play. You will unbutton my buttons one by one and for each I will recount to you
a dream. Naked my back, you'll see, forms a bow. Undrawn. When you can, carve on it, I

beg you, an arrow.

To BEAog

‘EAa va nai€ovpe. Eov Ba pov Eekovpnwrelg éva éva Too KoOvpmd Kt £y 0a 0ov Aéw amd Eva
6vepo yla to Kabéva. Topvn n mAdtn pov, Ba de1g, oynuatilel éva t6€o. AAdYy1oTO. OTAD
NIOPETELC, OKAALOE 110V, O& MOPAKAAW, Eva BEAOC.

Around the House

She wasn’t paying attention
maybe she didn’t even notice

she simply continued cutting
beyond the pears she was peeling
her hands.
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Blood ran gently

from the lines of fate

of life of love

into the sink

and swirled around among the dirty dishes
and the scraps of food.

Her cat, uneasy,

ran up to her

and with sincere fellow feeling
licked her wounds

while she

for a split second

saw herself

through its glassy cat eyes

a stranger

imprisoned in a filthy cage

a ceiling without sunrise

little beetles on the floor

in the sink a dark lake

she soaked her hands in

and now it shines, crowned with
the white frost of detergent.
From the depths of the sink
rise full moons brilliant white
she thought

let me at least

finish the dishes today.

OWK1aKQ

Aev mpooete

{owg Ko va PNV To KatdAafBe

amAd& ovvEYLOE VO KOPEL.

To aipa kOAnoe Rovya

o' TIG YPORPEG TNG TOXNG

070 VEPOYLTN.

H ydra g aviovyn

£1pee KOVTA TNC

EDW EKEIVN

yla pla gdvToun

i agaplodo oTiypn

£lde Tov avTd T™NC

péoa am’ T yvdAwa yatiola patia,
Eévo,

HEC 0€ PPWNIKO KAOLPT QUAGKIOPEVO
0po@n 6{ywe avaTodn

0TO IATWHK PIKPG oKaO&pLa

0710 VEPOYVTN 1 OKOTEWT Aljvn

mov péoa povAtafovve Ta YEPLA TNG
KOl TWPA A0 TPAPTEL A OTEQAVWUIEDT)
amd méyvn AEVKN, ATOAVHAVTIKT:
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OKEQPTETAL DA TEAELWDEL ONHEPQ
TOLAGY1OTOD € Ta m&Ta.

=

Danae Sioziou

Danae Sioziou is a Greek-German poet. She studied English Philology, Cultural
Management and European History. She was co-editor of the literary journal Teflon.
Her first book Useful Children Games was awarded the Jiannis Varveris Prize for Young
Writers and the State Prize for New Writers. Her poems have been translated into ten
languages and she has taken part in several poetry festivals. Oceans of Lemonade,
her second book, was launched by Antipodes in October 2019.
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