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Dimitra Ioannou 

EVEN MORE GROTESQUE 

undercover poets work in Tresor Hospitality to reintroduce the superior and the standard  
, 

carve urban refuges from the former premises of an IT company,  
an old Millennium Bank building or the empty headquarters of the National Communist Party 

, 
cover Karagiozis’ shadow figures with golden hues 

, 
paint the opal blue comfort 

, 
polish the sleek marble timeline of Joy that leads to Muse Suites, Lavish Rooms,  

Bubbly Suites, and Do Disturb Athens Apartments, 
, 

hang signs that read: Normal Gets You Nowhere 
, 

oversee the beautiful options 
, 

sustain your own heaven 24 hours a day 
, 

mop the marble paving  

are you a tourist or a dear traveller 

check the Vibes Diamond Plus Boss Palladian Niche Chic Centre Hotels Collection,  
an ever-growing, ever-evolving anthology of urban sanctuaries  

remember what you came for 

the freedom of Athens is a living art installation:  
just you, the light pace of Oniro City and a hedonistic philosophy of life 

do it like an Athenian, dear guest, embrace your own convenience, taste the securely 
covered  

if you are a member of Hotel Individuals, your room will guard you against ill omen 
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undercover poets write:   wanting to grab the chain 
and plaster with posters
the hypnotic relaxing pinnacle
  
hijack the 360 Degrees Pop Epos, 
the king size Echoes and the rose 
gold arty hideaways

when they can’t take it anymore, they step into the Monastery Estate Venetian Harbor that smells like a rain-
bow in a black and white frame   
,
label the glamorous, avant-garde, and aristocratic outlooks as Never Again market portraits  
,
ask for the Luck Supreme Hotel Hipster Lover and the Hellenic Urban Poverty Vibes cocktail

wait time brings them right into the 21st century
wait time awakens their standard sold out senses     















Orange colored golden hours  
 

Heavy returns  
 

Window reflections flashing in a hurry  
 

Apocalyptically messed up  
 

Crippling quietness  
 

Refreshingly Raw 
 

Cruel  
 

Soul crushing  
 

Alive corners  
 

Naked  
 

Let Alone  
 

Left alone  
 

Historically confused 
 

Confused in history 
 

Drunken with memories 
 

Cemented, Exhausted 
 

Vitamin D 
 

Too much sun too little time  
 

Skinny artworld  
 

Blue Antagonism  
 

Healthy tables, cigarette butts on family ashtrays  
 

water bodies on fire  
 

destination for the soul-full  
 

and the soul-sucked 





SMELL | Bigarade (sour orange) trees grow through the square patches of earth between the paving slabs that cover 
the narrow pavements. In spring, the thick, lemony scent of their white flowers mixes with the omnipresent smell of 
dog pee. 

FEEL |The tight grip of your keys in your hand as you return home at night μόνη σου (if you have a home, that is). But 
also: drops of seawater running from your wet hair down your spine as you ride the crammed bus back to the city.

TEMPERATURE | On warm summer nights, the cement radiates heat. Μuscles get loose and happy. I used to call 
this: “the temperature of existence”. When I moved to a humid city with no wind, I realised that it’s not just the tem-
perature: it’s also the dryness in the air and the fresh breeze.

SOUND | You know when a new Airbnb is opening in the neighbourhood by the roaring sound of the old wooden 
door frames and wardrobes being torn out. You know your rent is going to go up in the next few months. 

VIEW | The city map opens before your eyes as you climb one of the many hills and surrounding mountains. You are 
flooded with a fleeting but clear sense of control. 

TASTE | What I miss most when I am away are the different types of weeds (chorta), which are combined in pies or 
boiled and served with lemon, oil and salt. 

FORGETTING | Once upon a time, there was a minaret popping out of the Parthenon towards the sky.

REMEMBERING | The Acropolis does not allow anything else - any other official memory - to cast its shadow over 
Athens. This was the comment of someone coming from another city regarding laws that prohibit the construction of 
tall buildings. At the same time, however, vernacular monuments and guerrilla-placed street names commemorate 
the dead, including those whom the state prefers to forget.

DREAMING | My room was filled with white ash. Only, I woke up and it was no longer a dream. Sleeping with the 
window open during a late-night wildfire.

DRINKING |  Drinking the words, the eyes, the movements of friends. And when I am drunk with their cosy company, 
I allow myself to slowly fall asleep as their sentences mix up with my dreams, on a terrace under the stars –at least 
those that are still visible against the city lights. 









5.10.23
Dear Eliana, 

You invited me to describe Athens to a stranger. I’m currently on a plane leaving Belgium 
and coming back to Athens after 13 months, so I’ll use this time to write you this letter. I’m trying to 
be invisible. I’m wearing grey clothes, head to toe and I’ve given into this liminality. I will be arriving 
in Athens one minute into the new day. 

I’ll tell you about how I remember Athens while pretending not to be Greek among the rest 
of the passengers. While I was waiting to board the plane, a Greek (Athenian) father behind me 
said “My son always brings bad luck, we always lose when he goes to our team’s football match-
es”, while being glued to his phone screen, watching the live game. Athens is ahead of its time. 
I feel that more or less, this is what the world will look like in 17 years. At least, that is when they 
predict societal collapse. Greece is a very macho country, with everyone being very judgmental, 
but very insecure and guilty at the same time. It starts with a feeling of worthlessness and then 
turns into what I call “Athensitis”. It’s a disease in which society forces you to lock your centre and 
inner voice in a dark room and completely lose any sense of self-care. Then, you start filling the 
void in many different ways and end up weighing 5-30 kilos extra.

If Athens would be a movie, it would probably be Mad Max. A concoction of speed, mascu-
linity and DIY, in a race that doesn’t make much sense. In Belgium, urban tagging happens in the 
form of stickers on street signs. In Athens, proper tagging is done on marble and concrete surfac-
es and can extend to covering a whole building. It takes some effort to leave your mark. One of the 
sticker tags that I’ve been following in Belgium, is a picture of either a nipple or an ass hole. There 
is some sort of reverse in that imagery I guess. Nevertheless, whenever I see the ass whole one, I 
think of Athens. It’s Europe’s asshole. Situated on the edge, working as a barrier to the inners, and 
at the same time, its a place where one could have great fun. But(t) it can get itchy if you stay for 
too long. 

Speaking about tags and marks, my dog also tags street signs. He is somewhere on this 
plane, below the passenger seats, with the luggage. In Belgium, I never washed his paws. In 
Athens, he would always pop into the tub and we would give those paws a good scrub. Athens 
has grey cracked pavements, with black spots from chewing gum. It’s alive. It’s a city that runs 
24/7 and still, I haven’t understood why there is no investment in solar panels. Athens is where the 
Acropolis rock lies. Seven out of ten Tinder profiles around Europe have a selfie with it. Athens is 
basically a beige marble rock with traces of red soil on it with a smell of cigarettes and gasoline. A 
broken concrete-marble something, sun-bleached and thrown next to shades of blue. In Athens, I 
find belonging. I can’t explain it, but in Athens I find reason. All the suffering leads to insane actions 
that in the end make sense and push the barriers. People are more into sharing and connecting. 
They are not privileged individuals who think highly of themselves. 

I’m scared. I don’t want to go back to Belgium, but I might not be able to gut Greece any-
more. Have to go, we are landing.

T.



10.10.23
Dear Eliana, 

4 days in, I think I can gut Athens and want to stay. 
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An invitation made by Eliana Otta to: 

Anna Apostolidou p. 2 - ionio.academia.edu/AApostolidou
Vasilikí Sifostratoudaki p. 3-4 - vasilikisofostratoudaki.gr - @vasilikisifostratoudaki
Katerina Botsari p. 5 - katerinabotsari.com - @katerinabotsari1
Sofia Bempeza p. 6 - sofiabempeza.substack.com - @sofakiwut
Dimitra Ioannou p, 7-8 - @hotel_repertoire/ - @aglimpseof_net
Fotiní Gouseti p.9 - fotinigouseti.com - @fotinigouseti
Maaike Stutterheim p. 10 - maaikestutterheim.nl - maaikestutterheim
Dimitris Theodoropoulos p. 11 - dimitristheodoropoulos.com - @dimuntsk 
Alkisti Efthymiou p. 12 - 220.academia.edu/AlkistiEfthymiou
Eva Giannakopoulou p.13 - evagiannakopoulou.com - eya_giannakopoulou
Dimitra Kondylatou p. 14  - dimitrakondylatou.com - @ceres.k
Marina Miliou-Theo p. 15 - @ de_l_eau
Eleni ‘officinalis’ Bouro p. 16 - @officinalis.drogeriii - @teuf.exceptionelle
Sofía Grigoriadou p. 17 - sofiagrigoriadou.wordpress.com - @sofia_grigoriadu
VASKOS (Vassilis Noulas and Kostas Tsimoulis) p. 18 - vaskos.net - @vaskos_
Petros Lolis p. 19 - @petless
Sphinxes (Joanna Tsakalou and Manos Flessas) p.20 - sphinxes.eu - @_sphinxes_
Timothy Laskaratos p.21-22 - @timothy_lsk
cross section archive (María Lalou and Skafte Aymo-Boot) p.23 - 
@cross_section_archive - cross-section-archive.org
Nuno Cassola p.24 - nunocassola.com

In ocassion of the Ntizeza Residency at Matka in L1 Studios, Bucarest. 12-17 October 
2023.

With big thanks to all the participants, Anastasia Diavasti from Ntizeza, Mihaela Cîrjan 
from Matka and my fellow Ntizeza residents: Andromache Kokkinou, Vivi Papanikola, 
Irene Stenioti, Olga Vereli, Cristina Peraki, Furasu Yoru. To Dimitris and Rosa for the 
good company and to Juan de Dios Solano for the cover. 


