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Biography

Myrto Azina Chronides (b.1961) was born in Nicosia, Cyprus. Since her early years, she has
written many essays and poems. She won several literary prizes at the Pancyprian Gymnasium
for poetry and prose, and published her first book, Hemerologion, at the age of fifteen. After
graduation, she specialized in General Medicine at the academic hospital of the University of
Bonn in Euskirchen. Since 2007, she has been working in Cyprus at the Department of Medical
and Public Health Services. She has received a positive critical reaction for her modern and
unconventional writing style, while her short stories have featured in many literary magazines
and in two national anthologies.

Synopsis

In short, Myrto Azina’s book could be described as a study on erotic love and the soul. A cou-
ple’s sexual relationship forms the central theme running across most of the stories. From the
beginning, He and She, the book’s protagonists, take a pledge to undergo an ‘experiment’”: to
understand the nature of erotic love and their relationship by abstaining from carnal contact
so as to devote themselves to writing. She is an unbowed woman who claims her freedom. He

"

is, “a wise man, a believer in the Socratic saying, ‘All | know is that | know nothing’. To Peirama's
peculiar, subtly connected narrative houses a collection of tales that lean towards the structure
of a synthetic prose piece, neither novella nor novel. Consequently, the book is an original work,

which does not fit easily within any traditional genre of creative prose.



To Peirama
Myrto Azina Chronides

To omijAato Kat to dévipo

- C’est une Folie!
(Eiveu piex Tpéda)... kat yédaoe.

- Ma Folie!
(H duxnp pov 1péla),
£0U, TNG ATMTAVTHOE.

Anne Delbée, “Une femme”

.. and all this is folly to the world
(... kI Odex avT eivau Tpéda i
T0V KOOUO).

Ezra Pound, “A girl”

ESw xat tpelg voxTeg, Oev mepvodoe TO KATWPAL TOv Swpa-
Tiov. Tnv koitale and pakpid, mov eixe amlwpéva Ta xapTid
™G, otolPaypéva ta PipAia kat Ta poAvpia mavw oTo KpePatt
TOVG Kal To Tapdabvpo avolxTé 0To KaTaxeipwvo, va PAEmeL,
Aéel, TO peyydpt.

Av Sev nEepe avTég TIg KaTaoTaoelg ano malld, Oa vople mwg
eiXe UmeL 0TNV KALHAKTAPLO KL dpXLoav ot e§dypelg. Avayvwpile
OHWG TN QWTLA 0T HATIa TNG, TO PAéppa TNG TPEANG, OTwg
¢\eye 1 (01, kL Eepe Kkat To XEPL TNG KAAA, TTOL TyaLvoep-
XOTAV VEVPLKA TIAVW 0TO XapTi, 0oV TO PEAOVL pATITOUNXAVTG,
TIOV PAPEL AKATATIAVOTA KATOLO OTPIPWHIA POVOTAG.
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Ekeivn, maAL, dev tov mpookalovoe, ovte mpokalovoe TO
ayytypd tov. Eviwbe o gwTtid va Kaigl 010 cwpa TNG OV
dev mpoepxodTAY Ao TOV (810.

Ot xvpoi kvklogopovoav adtakona. H pavpn xoAn, to
aipa, o agpag, N PAévva, OTWG Ta KATEYpoye TPLV XPOVLa O
Paracelcus, §ekivovtag ano tov Inmokpatn. Hrav SnAntnpt-
aopévn pe tig Aé€elg.

Ki émeita ntav kat katt dAho. Katt mov Sev r10eke akopa va
Tov opoloynoet. Kdtw amd to kpefatt tovg, frav eda Kat
HEPEG UIa KATATIAKTT, TTOL dnpovpyndnke anod to timota.

Hrav dvo N tpetg pépeg petd ta Xplotodyevva kat Eamiwvay
Hali 010 oTpOUA, OTAV AKOVOTNKAV TAPAEEVEG KPAVYEG Va
oxiCovv Tov agpa.

Exeivn onkoOnke andtopa kat koitage péo” am’ to tCaput kat
eime:

«Q) xoita! Ma koita&e oov Aéw, KATL AeVKA TTOVALA TTETOVVE
O0TO PEYYApL».

K1 exeivog plooonkwoe Tov kopud tov, Tevtwinke ki eide ta
TOVALL Kat TG e§nynoe:

«Eivat ot xfjveg tov xtoviod. Ma tt mapagevo! Ilwg Bpédn-
Kav ota pépn pag; Oa xlovicel oiyovpa moAd £TovTO TO
XELHW VO,

«®a ‘Bela va ‘povva movAi», Tov gine. «Na meTw TAVW an’ Ta
omitia kat va mtpoonafw va ¢Taow ota mo ynAd Povvd. Na
nailw pe Ta Eaptia TV KapaPlov kat va Kovpvialw oTtovg
YynAotg mhpyovs Twv kdotpwyv. Kt dtav oe meBupw, va ‘pxopat
TAAL yvvaika, oTny aykalid cov».

«Tree you are, moss you are...» (Eicat §¢vtpo, eiocat fpvo...),
NG annyyethe éva oTixo and tov Ezra Pound.
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«Aev Ba pmopovoa va ‘pat dévtpor, Tov eine. «Ta dévtpa dev
propovv va metdfovv. Kt eyd metw, metw, Koitagé pe mwg
TETMO!» elme Kt EKaple pia TpovETa oépvovTag padi Tng kat To
0EVTOVL, TTOL TNV TOALEE 0V vV Tav KATOL0 dyaApa fpwa Tov
TEPLUEVEL T ATTOKAAVTITHPLAL.

«Ku opwg, eioat dévtpor, Tng eime. «Eva 6évtpo mov Bélet va
netd&et, alAd ot pileg Tov oTo XWHa eival To 80 oTIPapég e
Ta kAadtd tov. Aev Ba metakelg moté oAdTe a. Oa peyalwvelg
Ta KAadtd 0oV va QTAoovv To PeyyaptL, Ba Tevtwveoal, pa ot
piCeg oov OMo kat Ba oe évouv pe To xwpa. Oa fovv voyela,
avefaptnta and céva tn Sikr tovg (wr kat Ba kpatovv Kat
TO OWpA TOV SEVTPOVL OOV OTEPED, Va HEYAAWVEL XWPIG TOV
Kivouvo Tov ayépanr.

«Eyw Ba metdw! Miotedw ota Badpatar, Tov eine pe vonua.
«Aoe kat Ba deic!»

«M’ apéoovv ol ekTANEELSY, TNC amAvVTNOoE TTatY viSLapLKa.
p NGELGE», TG n X p

Ot xnveg tov Xtoviod é@epav pali Tovg emokéyelg: Mia
pakpvry Oetar TV eide exeivn kat TV kaAeoe yla gaynto, v’
avabepavovV TIG OXETELG TOVG.

«@¢hetg va oov daPfacw moinon kabwg mivelg To TodL covs»
TN pWTNOE.

Ku dpxloe va StaPalet. Otav oxedov eixe tehewwoet, ybpioe
kat koitafe Ta yovphwpéva patia tng Oeiag, taxa, «Tt mow-
pata eivat avTd, matdi povr, kat pLy TpoAdPet va kdpet n idta
Kamolo oxOAlo, n Beia denoe pa AéEn va méoel oty modid
™e.

Kt ftav n Aé€n mov éyayve ya xpovia. H Aé&n-akiva, yati i
AV TH dpxLoe va oKAPeL TO AayoUL KATW amd To KpePATL TOVG.
Tax Tak, vrovk vtovk, ¢okafe ta Ppadia evw avtodg KOLHO-
Tav. Mua-0vo @opég tov Eumvnoe, Tov avaoctatwoe. Yotepa
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OKEQPTNKE VA PANEL OTO KPAGL TOV VITIVWTLKO 1) KATOL0 BOTAVO,
Héxpt va tehetwoet to okayipo. Etot éxape. To Aayovpt mpo-
xwpovoe. H Aé€n - aiva avakatwOnke 1600 pe Ta ywpata,
nov xdnke Aaonwpévn otov mubuéva tov mnyadiov.

Eagvov ¢ptaoe. EQtaoce oto onhato, ota Ietpdlwva, Aiya
XAopetpa €w an’ T Oeoocalovikn. Mia vypr, Bepun atpo-
ogatpa TNV TOALEE and TavTov.

«E&w eivar mAnv €81 Pabpoi, péoa (eotaoidr, eine o Eevaydg.
«I' avTd 10 Stdlege 0 TPWTOYOVOG AVOPWTOG, Yl v TTpoTTA-
TEVETAL ATIO TO KPLO».

Ekeivn é8wwée ypriyopa ypriyopa tov Eevayo ki épetve povn.
Z1a modia TG, TavTod amAwévn pia Aipvn, oav évag didga-
VoG Kabpéptng. Amo Yynld, TepdoTiol OTAAAXTITEG OV TTOAL-
¢latot kt amd Simha oTalaypiteg oav koAoveg. Mikpda yepupia
gvovav Tig aibovoeg, 1 omnAd nTav xwplopévn oe ddpopa
Swapepiopata pe addtiva KiykAdwpata.

Tng @dvnke mwg dkovye and mavtov pia peAwdia: «Tpeig pépeg
xwploa and oéva...». Towg epxotav amd 1o padlogwvo Tov
Eevayov. Méoa am’ to vepod, ENapmay KEppata, EVXEG amd TOVG
TEPATTIKOVG Va Eavayvpioovy KATOTE 0 €Kev TN OTNALA.

Ki votepa kdBioe 0° éva kobQwpa ov £potale pe kabiopa ki
EVIWOE TIWG ATOKOLUOTAY KAl TTWG TO OWA TOV, TO ayKAALa-
OUd TOV, TPWTOYOVA 000 TOTE, ELOXWPTOAY HECA TNG ATOTOWA.
Tooo andtopa mov BéAnoe yla pa otrypr va kAayet. Oxt amo
novo. Anod Eagviaopa, yati mepigeve amd xpovia avtd To
Biato opifipo, kat va mov 1pbe Twpa pe wa AéEn povo and to
novBevd.

«ITepipever, Tov eime. «Mn ovveyifelg ¢tol. Mov Aeimovv ot
AéEetg oov, 0 Adyog cov. ITépacav atdveg anod TOTE OV KATOL-
KOVOAe 08 TOVTI TN OTNALLY.
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«The tree has entered my hands,

The sap has ascended my arms», tng y160pioe.

(To 8évtpo €xeL pmnyxTel oTa X€pPLa pov,

O xvuog €xet avePei ota pmpatoa pov).

Yotepa ekeivn onkwOnke apya kat kabpe@tiotnke otn Aipvn
KL 1] etkOva TG allotwvotav oloéva...

x* % %

«Tehwkd, eipat d€vTpo», Tov opodoynoe kabwg Tov €BAeme va
OTEKETAL OTO KATWPAL TOv vITVodwpatiov. «Eipat xtoviopévn
1o Xelpwva Kt avBopévn tnv avol&n. Pixvw ta guAAa pov To
@Owvonwpo kat mpaovifw to kalokaipt. AveBalw kAadid oto
Peyyapt yla va metadw ki eAifw mavta mwg ot pileg pov eivat
péoa oov.

»Povgoiv aipa and tnyv kapdid cov. Ot YuHoi LoV apraK®-
VOUV TOV eYKEQPAAO oov. Ta Tpixoeldr) Hov oTNVOLV eVESPEC
otn Aoyikn oov. Oa ‘Beda va ‘wovv €va capkoPopo dévtpo.
Na og Tpww Aiyo Aiyo 0AOKANPO Kal Vo 08 KVOPOPW YEVVW-
VTag o€, OAEG TIG eMOXEG 0T KAadLd — Ta xépta pov. Oa “vain
HOVN Hov mapnyoptd, agov moté Sev Ba pnopéow va metdfw
OTw¢ O\ w.

»EXa péoa Aotmdv ki doe pe va o Eapvidow pe Tig TpENEG [ov.
[Tépva ypriyopa ypinyopa To KATW@AL KAl HOLpAToL T Xapd
pov!»

«Ma Tt 'vat 6ha avtar, gine o dvtpag ékBapPog, praivovrag
ar’ 1o Aayovpt otn omnAid. ITapdAAnla avoryokeloe ta
patia Tov, PAEmOVTAg TWE, avTi yia KEpUa, kKamotog eixe piget
Heg ot Alpvn To geyyapt.

H yvvaika yélaoe. Ta n§epe OAa. Ta eixe ovelpevtei TOOEG
popéq. Ta eixe oknvoBetnoet dAleg ToOES.
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«Kvpia, kvpia», Tovg diékoye o Eevayodg. «EXdte va deite o
0keAETO TOL MPpwWTOYOVOL avBpwmov! ITéBave ota tpdvta Tov,
oe Babid yepdpata, KOLAOVPLAGUEVOG G AVTO TO KOVPWLA».
H yuvaika éompwée malt oto mAaL tov evayd kat OkEQTNKeE:
«A@ob 0" ayanmw kat ¢’ ayamw, Tt €Xel va yvpéyel edw o
Bdavatog;»

QAefapns 2002
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Translated from the Greek by Irena loannides

The cave and the tree

- C’est une Folie! (It’s Folly)... and she laughed.
- Ma Folie! (My Folly), you, he replied to her.
Anne Delbée, “Une femme”

... and all this is folly to the world
Ezra Pound, “A girl”

Three nights now he wouldn’t cross the threshold into the
bedroom. He watched from a distance — how she had spread
out her papers, piled up her books and pencils on their bed,
with the window open in the dead of winter so she could see,
as she would say, the moon.

If he had not experienced similar situations in the past, he would
have thought she had entered menopause and that the hot flashes
had started. But he recognized the fire in her eyes, the gaze of a
mad woman, as she would call it, and knew that hand too well —
nervously moving back and forth over the paper like the needle
of a sewing machine that incessantly hems a skirt.

Then again, she did not invite him, nor provoke his touch. A
fire was burning her body, but he was not the cause.

The juices kept circulating. Black bile, blood, air, mucus, as
had been recorded centuries ago by Paracelsus, starting with
Hippocrates. She was poisoned by words.
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And there was something else — something that she did not
wish to confess to him yet. Under their bed, for days now, a
trapdoor had been created out of nothing.

It must have been two or three days after Christmas, when they
were laying in bed together and those strange cries tore the air.

She jumped up, looked out the window, and exclaimed:

“Oh look! Look, I tell you, some white birds are flying to the
moon.”

And he half-raised his torso, stretched, saw the birds, and
explained:

“Snow geese. How strange! How did they ever get to our parts?
We're sure to get a lot of snow this winter.”

“I’d love to be a bird,” she said. “To fly over houses, trying to
reach the highest mountains. To play with the rigging of boats
and roost in the tall towers of castles. And when I miss you, to
turn back into a woman, in your arms.”

“Tree you are, moss you are...” he recited a verse by Ezra
Pound to her.

“I couldn’t be tree,” she said. “Trees can’t fly. And I'm flying,
flying, look how I'm flying!” she said, pirouetting with the
sheet wrapped around her body like the statue of a hero that
waits to be unveiled.

“But you are a tree,” he told her. “A tree that wants to fly, but
whose roots in the ground are as sturdy as its branches. You’ll
never be able to fly, not completely. You’ll keep growing your
branches to reach the moon, you’ll stretch, but your roots
will fix you deeper in the soil. They’ll live underground, have
their own life despite you, keeping the body of the tree solid,
growing without fearing the wind.”
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“I will fly! I believe in miracles,” she said with meaning.
“You'll see!”

“I like surprises,” he replied playfully.

The snow geese brought visitors with them: a distant aunt.
She had run into her and invited her to dinner, to rekindle
their relationship.

“Shall I read poetry to you while you drink your tea?” she
asked her.

And she started to read. As she was about to finish, she noticed
the aunt’s bulging eyes, as though: “What kinds of poems are
these, my dear?” and before she had a chance to comment, the
aunt let a word drop into her apron.

And that was the word she had been seeking for years. That
was the word-pickaxe, with which she started digging the
tunnel under their bed. Tack-tack, tock-tock, she dug at night
while he slept. She disturbed him, woke him up once or twice.
Then she thought of dropping a narcotic or some herb into
his wine, just until she finished digging. And that’s what she
did. The tunnel was extending. The word-pickaxe became so
mixed up with the soil and, muddy as it was, it got lost at the
bottom of the well.

Suddenly she arrived. She arrived at the cave, at Petralona,
a few kilometers outside Thessaloniki. A warm, moist air
enveloped her.

“It’s minus six outside, but warm inside,” the tour guide said.
“This is why primitive man chose this place, to protect himself
from the cold.”

Without delay she sent the guide away, and was left alone.
At her feet, a lake stretched out everywhere like a transpar-
ent mirror. High above, enormous stalactites like chandeliers,
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and stalagmites like columns to the sides. Small bridges con-
nected the rooms, and the cave was divided into compart-
ments by salty railings.

She thought she was hearing a song everywhere: “Three days
away from you...” Perhaps it was the tour guide’s radio. Under
the water the coins shone, wishes of the tourists to return to
this cave one day.

And then she sat into a hollow that resembled a seat, felt
herself nodding off and its body, its embrace, as primitive as
ever, penetrating her abruptly. So abruptly that for a moment
she wanted to cry. Not from pain. From surprise, because she
had waited for this violent union for years, and now it had
come out of nowhere, at the drop of one word.

“Wait,” she said to it. “Don’t continue like this. I miss your words,
your language. It’s been centuries since we’ve lived in this cave.”

“The tree has entered my hands,
The sap has ascended my arms,” it whispered to her.
Then she slowly got up, cast her reflection into the lake, and

her image kept shifting...

x* % %

“Turns out, I am tree,” she confessed seeing him standing
at the threshold to the bedroom. “I'm covered with snow in
winter, and I bloom in spring. I shed my leaves in autumn,
and I am verdant in summer. I raise my branches to the moon
to fly, always hoping that my roots are inside you.

“They draw blood from your heart. My sap poisons your
brain. My capillaries ambush your logic. I'd like to be a car-
nivorous tree. To consume you whole, bit by bit, to gestate you
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and to give birth to you, every season in the branches — my
hands. It'll be my only consolation, because I'll never be able
to fly, as I wish.”

“So why don’t you come inside, and let me surprise you with
my folly. Cross the threshold quickly, and come share my joy!”

“What’s all this?” the man asked in bewilderment, entering
through the tunnel into the cave. All at once he blinked and
saw that, instead of a coin, someone had cast the moon into
the lake.

The woman laughed. She knew everything. She had dreamed
of everything so many times. And had staged it that many
more.

“Madam, Madam,” the tour guide interrupted them. “Come
see the skeleton of the primitive man! He died in his thirties,
of deep old age, curled up in this hollow.”

The woman pushed the guide aside again and thought:

“Since I love you and I love you, what place has death here?”

February 2002

12 The European Union Prize for Literature 2010



> 3
. EUROPEAN UNION
PRIZE FOR LITERATURE

Myrto Azina Chronides - Cyprus
o Peirama

The Experiment
132 pp, 2009

Rights sold to (Last Update — September 2011):
Bulgaria: Balkani

Czech Republic: Nakladatelstvi Dauphin
Germany: Groessenwahn Verlag

Romania: Meronia

Serbia: Karpos

UK: Garnet Publishing

Publishing House Armida Publications

Valesta 36A - 2370 Ayios Dhometios — Nicosia, Cyprus
Tel. +357 (22)358028 - www.armidapublications.com
Contact: haris@armidapublications.com

ISBN: 978-9963-620-53-1

EUPL / FEP-FEE - Rue Montoyer, 31 - B-1000 Brussels - T.+32 (0)2 770.11.10
info@fep-fee.eu — www.euprizeliterature.eu

european ‘o\ "'.9, I”/// =

booksellers & = —_—

2 g FEDERATION OF EUROPEAN PUBLISHERS

Educatlon and Culture DG federation FEDERATION DES EDITEURS EUROPEENS

(’0 I ‘\\
Culture Programme


http://www.armidapublications.com
mailto:haris%40armidapublications.com?subject=
mailto:info%40fep-fee.eu?subject=
http://www.euprizeliterature.eu

