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LEXANDROS CHRONIDES was born in 1994 in Bonn,
Germany, and grew up in his native Cyprus. He graduated
from the English School Nicosia in 2013. He studied Philosophy
and Economics at the University of Edinburgh, graduating in
2019. He has been involved with poetry since his childhood. At
the age of ten, he received his first poetry prize from the Cyprus
Broadcasting Corporation. As a teenager, he received numerous
poetry prizes at his school’s annual Lipertis Poetry Competition
and a short story prize from the Ministry of Education. While
studying in Edinburgh, poems of his were published in literary
journals both in Cyprus and the United Kingdom. In 2018, he
published his first poetry collection: TIétpeg xat Eleog / Petrol
Blues’ with poems written in both Greek and English as well as the
Cypriot dialect. His book was shortlisted for the 2018 Young Writer
Award at the State Literary Awards of the Ministry of Education
and Culture of Cyprus. In 2021, he published his second poetry
collection: ‘Interim Report on Growing Up), with poems written
exclusively in English. He has previously worked as a business
consultant and is currently pursuing an MBA at the University of
Cyprus.

In his first book TIétpeg kat'Eheog / Petrol Blues’” published by Armida
Publications, Nicosia, 2018, the poet documents his attempts to under-
stand and cope with: adulthood, society and his place in it, love, recent
political and economic developments, the world in general and humans
in particular. His poems are an attempt to understand, in the midst of
highly flammable emotions (Petrol Blues), when in life we should re-
spond/ be responded to with Stones (ITétpeg) and when with Mercy
(‘BXeog) ...

In his second book: ‘Interim Report on Growing Up’ published by
Arxutas Publications, Athens, 2021, the poet tries to record the process
of growing up. The report is split into five sections, the first one being
‘genesis’ or birth and the remaining four named after the four steps of
the biological process of meiosis (which means splitting/ reduction/
division in Greek). Through exploring some modern and some not so
modern themes, such as isolation, capitalism, politics, depression, dis-
crimination, love, dependence, emotional abuse, betrayal, sanity and
beyond, the poet records his findings: meiosis / division is sometimes
necessary for growth. The report records the process towards reaching,
processing and ultimately accepting that realisation. Do keep in mind
however, the report is an interim one.



Ayvowa

Exeivy) 0é\et Tiv Tpocox) Tov
Exeivog kaOetar amévavti tvg
310 310 Tpamél

Kau gxeivy

Aaytapd tnv Tpocoyn Tov
Xpetaletar Ty Tpoooxr Tov
Axdpn kat o okvAog TG 0éAet THY TpOTOXY TOV
KdBetar kortdhvTag tov

Na Saykdvel To 0dvTovITS TOV
Ko oxépretat va yapyioet
AN Eéper dTL mbavoTata

Oa gival, k1 avTo, pdtato.

To owpa NG eival oTpappévo TPog To PéPog Tov

Kau ta pdtia tg, kapewpéva ota yeidn Tov

ITov avoiyovy apyd yia va Tpookalécovy

Mia axépn daykwpartid

Tov xpetdletar va to Eépet avtd

‘O11 0éAer TV TPOCOYT] TOV.

‘O ta yépra Tov ivar AdBog amaoyoAnpéva

Ot Saykwpatiég Tov eivat AavBaopéva TomoBetnpéveg

Ot yevotikoi Tov kdAvkeg AavBaouéva ypnotpomomuévor.

Exeivog

(‘Omnwg ot 4vdpeg ovyva etvar)
Avideog ya

‘OAa avtd.

Evtvyiopévog

ITov mepvaeL xpovo paditng
Ko pe Tov oxvdo g

"Eva 6popo Zappato mpwi

Oblivion

She wants his attention

He is sitting opposite her

On the same table

And she

Craves his attention

Needs his attention

Even her dog wants his attention
It sits watching him

Take bites out of his sandwich
And thinks of barking

But knows it too will probably
Be futile.

Her body is pointed towards him
Her eyes too, fixed on his lips

Slowly opening to invite

Another bite

She needs him to know that

That she wants his attention.

That his hands are wrongly occupied
His bites are misallocated

His tastebuds misused.

Heis

(As men often are)

Oblivious to

All of this.

Happy

To be spending time with her
And her dog on

A fine Saturday morning



Kot amolappavovrag mAnpws
To, o€ oxfpa kapdidg, cévTovtTs TOV

Metatd twv Saykopatidv
Mepixég popég kortalet Tavw
Ipog ekeivn

Kot yapoyeAa.

Eéveg YAwooeg

Tnv povatld oo efwtepikd

™V Aéve poutiva

Ko Cet

o€ OVVWOTIOPEVEG StaPdoelg Telwv,

ToAVoVXVaoTeG TOAEOVIKEG KapeTépieg

Kot PETAPECOVOKTIA TVAK
Yepdra wabog.

And thoroughly enjoying
His heart sandwich

In between bites
He sometimes looks up

At her
And smiles.

Foreign Tongues

Loneliness abroad
Is called ‘routine’

and lives
in busy pedestrian crossings,
crowded multinational coffee shops

and midnight snacks
filled with passion.



O Iapatnpntng

Mia gopa pia ydta viaoOpioe

Eme1d1) itav To pévo mov pmopovoe va KAveL . . .
Kat éva 9idt opvpie

Eme1d1) itav To pévo mov pmopovoe va KAveL . . .
Kat éva movixt éokove

Eme1d1) fitav to pévo mov pmopovoe va Kavet

Kau éva pixp6 ayopt mov apakodovBoboe, viaodpioe, cfcpl’)plEe Ko
"Eokovée, pe 6leg Tov Tig Suvépelg
IpoomadwvTag va oTapaTroeL To ETEPYOUEVO HAKEAELD.

AMNG T0 idL éaye To TOVTIKL,

Eme1d1) fitav To pévo Tov popovoe va KAVeL . . .

Katn ydta okdétwoe to ¢idl,

Eme1d1) fitav To pévo Tov popovoe va KAVeL . . .

Kot o pkpd aydpt ovvo@puwbrke kat épetve alwmno,
Eme1d1) fitav To pévo Tov popovoe va KAVeL . . .
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The Observer

A cat once miaowed
Because it was the only thing it could do . ..
And a snake hissed

Because it was only thing it could do ...
And a mouse squeaked

Because it was the only thing it could do

And alittle boy watching, meowed, hissed and

Squeaked, with all his powers
Trying to stop the impending massacre.

But the snake ate the mouse,
Because it was the only thing it could do ...
And the cat killed the snake,
Because it was the only thing it could do ...
And the little boy frowned and fell silent,

Because it was the only thing he could do . ...
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O Mayog tov Portobello

Davtdoov avTd.

Eipaote otnv mapadia Portobello

Mia jmmia XElwVIATIKY pépa

O fAtog Tpoomabel va pag kpathoet
ZgaT00g

20V KpaTw TO YEPL

Kat ox0pw va ytbvpiow katt

210 ayamnuévo oov avrti!

O ovpavég oxotevidlet.

‘Exw emotpéyet oo Tpedokopteio.

Ot avBpwmot eivat o @LAikoi Tpog epéva
Azé 6t vmpEape o évag Tpog Tov dMoy
To tedevtaia xpovia.

ZNuepa eivar 6 xama.

X0Oeg fjTav S.

Ot yoveig pov Sev pie £xovv emoKePTEL Yia péPES.

Ko g0t

Eav Sev Ppiokecar movbevi

Stov 5w kOopo amd epéva.

Méoa pov,

H 0dAlacoa tov Portobello

Avaotevalel

Kabdg pe éxet 10n akodoet

Na piyvw 0 Aéén and Adga

270 ayamnuEvo oov avti

Ko pe mapakorovOei kabwg oxdpw apyd
T'a ekeivo To TPWTO, eKEiVO TO TEAEVTAiO
Exeivo o @uAi wov wdvta — kot woté Sev —
Sopupaivet.
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The Wizard of Portobello

Picture this.

We ‘re at Portobello beach on a
Mild wintry day

The sun is trying to keep us
Warm

I hold your hand

And lean in to whisper something
In your dear ear!

The sky darkens.

I'm back in the madhouse.
People are friendlier to me
Than we’ ve been to each other
For years.

It’s 6 pills today.

Yesterday it was S.

My parents haven't visited for days.
And you

You are nowhere to be found
On the outside of me.

Inside of me,

The sea of Portobello

Sighs

As it’s already overheard

Me drop the L-word

In your dearest ear

And watches me slowly lean in
For that ever-first, ever-last
Ever-never happening

Kiss.
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ITeCo Addeppa

“TIpw @byeis’, mpdobece o kOpLog Ipyog,
“oryovpéyov 4t1 Oa oryovpéVels 6Tt eical oiyovpn
Twg Oeg va pUYeLs.”

“Ziyovpd”, amdvtnoe exeivy).

Axopun kat to xpuodVapo oTo andlacTikd Tov PmoA,
éByale pia pikpt) povoka yélov.

To Ta&i poptle mevko. E{w oo Spdpio, ot kepaotés. . .
avOilave

Kau exeivn €Bale kpaytdv axdpa pia popd, yia va
PeParwdei 6Tt Sev eiye pvyeL amd Oha T

O amoxapetiopod Tov moté Sev avtdagav.
[Tépaoe pa Sexaetia. Ziyovpa. Towg kat
neploodtepo. Eida tov I'wpyo, wov Sev ftav ma
kvpLog [wpyog. Kat o ovkwtt Tov ftav oiyovpo 611
ekeivog eixe yaproet Ty Teevtaia Tovg ovvophia.
Exeivn olyovpa ta myave kadotepa.

O véog g oV{uy0g THY ayamovoe TEPLOTHTEPO, TOTE
dev TV MM yWwOE,

kot ToTé Sev avapwthOnke yiari

eKeivy Katavalwve 3 kpaydv Ty nuépa.

“Oa 10eheg Aiyo TeptocdTeEpo TOVO /Ywpi;”
Patnoe ) xvpia pov,

7ov ftav iowg TaMida, iowg kat dxt.
“Ziyovpa’, amdvrnoa eyw.
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Prosac Intermission

‘Before you go, Mr George added, ‘be sure to

make sure that you're sure about leaving’

‘Sure, she replied.

Even the goldfish in its shitty bowl, let out a tiny
giggling bubble.

The taxi smelled of pine. Out in the street, the cherry
Blossoms . .. blossomed

And she applied lipstick one more time, to make sure
it hadn’t worn off from all the

Goodbye kisses they never gave each other.

A decade passed. Sure. Maybe more. I saw George,
who was no longer Mr George. And his liver was sure
that he had fucked up his last words to her.

She was surely doing better.

Her new husband loved her more, never hurt her,
and never questioned why she was

going through 3 lipsticks a day.

‘Would you like some more pain?’
Asked my mistress,

who was maybe French, maybe not.

‘Sure, I'replied.
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Mayeia
Aev §pw av pe aydmnoe ToTE.

Tig pépeg mov prdovoape

Yromtevdpovy TavTa éva pikpd xaudyero
Iiow amo tmv 006w

Tig viyTeg, oTa pmapdkia, LePIKEG POpEG
Katdgepva va to kAéyw

Mmnpoota ota peydda OAppéva patia tng
Kat tayvdaktvlovpytkd kavytépovv
IMwg pa pépa miow amo o TEmA0

Qa egapdvila T A7, pua yia wdvra!

K opwg,
Aev §pw av pe aydmnoe ToTE.

Oote av ta payta otépeyav TeAKd 1

Hrav 6Aa amAd pa opBadpamdrn.
Katamaktég avoiyav oo kpefdtt pog

Tig vhyTeg - kat pooTikd Aayodpia

ITov o8nyotdoav mavta Tov kabéva omitt Tov
Aogadf amo to Badpa.

Kt 60a Aovhoddia kat va épyala
a0 TO KATEAO [OV

Hrav Awd, yati ta pacovdovoe

O dompog Aayog Tov TavTa puAaya
I'a to Grande Finale.
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Magic
I don’t know if she ever loved me.

On the days we talked

I always suspected a small smile
Behind the screen.

At nights, in the bars, sometimes
I managed to steal it

In front of her big sad eyes

And boastfully claimed
That one day, behind the veil,
I would vanish her sorrow, once and for all!

Yet,
I don’t know if she ever loved me.

Nor if the magic finally dried up or

It was all just an illusion.

Trapdoors opened in our bed

At night - and secret burrows

That always led each of us back home
Safe from the miracle.

And no matter how many flowers I pulled
Out of my hat

They were crippled, for they were chewed
By the white rabbit I always kept

For the Grande Finale.
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'Oy, Sev Eépw av pe aydnnoe moté.

Tnv televtaia voXTa TpIY TO XWPLOUO
Ovphade mwg Sev fpovy pdyog Tpopepds

Qg vouile, n apevtia pov,

Iapd maldtoog, dypnoTos,

ITov povokwve pmaddvia kat kapdiég pe aépa!

“Ma nov ebapaviotnes?”

Mov éoTethe, prveg petd,

“TTotilw Ta peydla KOKKIVA TATOVTOLL OV
Kabnpepva —

Ovtpwoav yaoeptd mov avappryovvrar!”

To SiaBaca, pa voyTa, xaidebovtag To Aayd pov
Xapoyédaoa, pa Sev anavtnoa.

Towg.
Towg kat va pe iye ayanroel, KATOTE.
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No, I don’t know if she ever loved me.

The last night before the breakup

She screamed that I was not the great magician
I thought I was,

But a useless clown,

Inflating balloons and hearts with air!

‘Where have you disappeared to?’

She texted me, months later,

‘I water your big red shoes

Daily —

Jasmines have sprouted that climb the walls!’
I read it, one night, while petting my white rabbit
I smiled but did not reply.

Maybe.
Maybe she did love me, once.
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Enavactovdeon

Exeivn Ppioket To kadmafov pordt
Aoreio kit ey dev Ba pmopovoa
Me timota oTov KOOUO

Na yeddow pe kdt

Téo0 yTumTNnTd coPapod

‘Otav ipat pali tng Ovpdpa

Tn SAAwon Tov Aivatary 6Tt 0 Xpbvog
Eivau oxetikog ka ) Ppiokw

Tooo xTvmnTd adndoy wote

H xapdid pov evotiktwdwg
Mapadeiner Svo xtdmOVS KA AeTTO
Yav va OéXel va To avatpéeL.

Mertd, ekeivy apxiler emtélovg va piddet

Kot Eépw 011 ot wpeg Ba katpakvdoovy Yopw pag
Eva epei aMnlokortalopaote oe

"Eva anéAvto mhaiolo avagopdg S Aemtov
Mmnpooté otov kabpéptn

Mov Aéet 611 puoei Tov eavTd THG

Kt eyd pow tov k6opo mov TNy ékave

Na pioei Tov eavtd g

Kat piow meplocdtepo Tov £avTo pov, y1a 1o 0Tl
Agv pmopw va expaow 1600 Adbog kdvel

ITov poel Tov eavtd TN,

Topa. Metakvodpaote o€ kdmoto dMo medio

SvlTnong
Zav va aMalovpe Swpdtia o kAot dpopen
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Reunion

She finds the galloping clock
Funny and I couldn’t

For the life of me

Laugh at something

So strikingly serious

Whenever I'm with her I
Remember Einstein’s
Declaration that time

Is relative and find

It so trivially true that

My heart instinctively

Skips two beats every minute
Asif to disprove it.

Then she finally starts talking
And I know that hours will fly by
In an absolute S minute reference
Mirror frame

She tells me she hates herself

And I hate the world for making this
The case

And hate myself even more, for being
Unable to express how wrong she is
For hating herself.

Now. We move into some other field

Of conversation
Like switching rooms in some beautiful

21



Aatwvoapepikaviky Oiéota.
Kat piod wov mpémet va tapadeytw ot xpetalopar
éva Tolydpo

S xpovia Exovy mepdoet kat akdpa 1) voxTa
ovveyiletat

Kat Ppiokw Tov EaVTO PoL TOCO payepévo Kat
aviovyo

ITwg woté Sev Oa Bpw pa yvvaika 600 avetynra
evdlapépovoa

Exeivn yeldet ki eyw yeddw kat

To poAdt cvMafilet: kiviuvog, kiviuvog, kivdvvog
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Fiesta Latina
And T hate to admit that I need a cigarette

S years have passed and still the night goes on
and I find myself so mesmerized and troubled
That I will never find a woman so inconceivably interesting

She laughs and Ilaugh and

The clock spells trouble, trouble, trouble
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To Té\og

O xpovog TEAELOVEL TaL XPHUATA TEAELWVOVY 1) AYATTH
TENELWVEL O TTOVOG TEAELWVEL T SAKPLA TEAELDVOLY
oL pOPot TEAELWVOVY TO PAYNTO TEAELWVEL OL AVATES
TEAELWYOLY, TO S1KO pov, TO Stkd oL TéNOG

TaL ayylypatd TEAEWWVOLY ot okéVELS TENELWYOLY Ta AdOT
TEAELWYOVY OL KAVYASEG TEAELWVOLY Tl ATTEPLAL

TEAELWVOLY OL OVAEG TEAELWVOLY Ta PLALA TEAELWVOVY TO
poxaAnTé Tedewvel 1) Papepdpa TENELOVEL, TO TENOG TOV

TO TENOG TN, OL TOAEYOL TEAELWYOLY TaL EYKAAHATA
Tehewwvovy ta PiPAia Tedelwvovy avtoi TEAELWVOLY

gpLelg TENELOVOLLE TO TEAOG.

The End

Time end money end love end pain end tears end
fears end food end breaths end my end your end
touches end thoughts end faults end fights end stars
end scars end kisses end snoring end boring end her
end his end wars end crimes end books end they end

we end the end
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