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Dreaming is free. The only thing we have left. Free of tax.
When a few summers ago, I had a wild dream stuck in my head, instead of burying it, I shared 

it. Funnily enough, a few crazy dreamers believed in it too and joined me.
    The most underrated of them, the translators and editors of this magazine, 

without them I don’t know what I would do.

    Inside this issue you will find the whole Fliqped team is dreaming awake, mostly. The Eu-
rydices of this issue are on a roll and are sharing secrets. We also host the dreams of young 
people like The Language Project team, who dream of a more creative future for the transla-
tors’ profession. Fantasy Choir, who brought together people who share the same passion for 
fairy tales and gave them a voice. Along with all this, Females who excelled in battle and led 
armies, the adventures of four legged friends, a dreamy Storytelling, from yet another talented 

young writer and our best photo shoot so far.

    Go on then... Enter Dreamland and dream without reservations.
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Ι n s o m n i a





t’s been a long time since then. I was traveling light. A notebook, ink, a cup of coffee, my headphones. I 
would endlessly wander around the little roads surrounding the hill of Lycabettus, like a traveler discover-
ing the city’s hidden corners for the first time. This habit I  picked up once upon the middle of a spring and 
it soon turned into my daily routine, filling the late afternoon and early evening hours. I would observe with 

burning curiosity the old neoclassical buildings, some still being lived in, and in my mind transformed them into 
medieval castles, convincing myself they held stories, fairy tales, myths.
My fantasies oftentimes drew  from a half-open window, the glimpse of a packed bookcase bathed in twilight, 
or someone practicing the piano some stories high up, where I couldn’t peek. The melodies loaded in my iPod 
underscored the hues of my thoughts and made my solitude seem almost enjoyable. 
The cup of coffee had long gone cold, and I had climbed almost every step I had come across, when suddenly 
the overture of a Bizet opera or the opening notes of a Schubert serenade would ghost over me from inside a 
too heavily decorated ground floor apartment. Like a member of the audience late to the performance, I would 
promptly take my seat at the stairs by the entrance to listen. After devoting some time guessing at details of the 
tenant’s life, I would start my way back home.
All the while I would experience that bittersweet feeling of having meandered around a dozen lifetimes I 
could have lived, and many more lurking in my drafts. Versions of myself I cannot handle yet know well how 
to conceal. Behind a heavy wooden door, behind the shutters of a tiny balcony, under the tiles of a crumbling 
roof top, in the window of an antiques shop.  In corners unbeknownst to anyone but me. They patiently await my 
return, my rooting around in them and their eventual transformation into reality. 

 W A N D E R . . . L O S T

Ι
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Words | Photography: Emily Kapothanasi





any are those enchanted by fantasy stories, dreaming of dragons and mythical creatures and 
spending their time reading novels and fantasy comics. Such a group of people met up in 2014, 
and set a goal to someday form a unique choir with a repertoire drawing from the world of 
fantasy, influenced by the stories that kept them company when they were kids. Today, two years 

later, I met some of them and they talked to me about their dream come true, the belonging to a group singing 
the melodies from the stories they love.

What gave birth to the idea of forming this choir and why did you pick the fantasy repertoire?

Panagiotis: The idea was formed in the St. Alexander choir in 2014. At the time The Hobbit was being released, 
and Giannis Sfakianos came up with the idea for us to sing “Far Over the Misty Mountains”. So we began, 
what few of us gathered, and started rehearsing for “Misty Mountains”. During rehearsals we thought, we could 
sing other songs of the same genre. Thus we formed Fantasy Choir.
The fantasy themes came about because of the early members’ passion about D&D and anything fantasy 
related, movies, tv shows etc.

What are the traits of a good choir member? Can anyone do it, 
or are relevant studies needed?

Conductor: From what I’ve seen, personally, I think knowledge isn’t everything. You have people who don’t 
know much, but they study, they love what they do and because they apply themselves they make great pro-
gress. We had choir members who couldn’t hold a single tune when first they came to rehearsal, but because 
they liked what they did, they dug in and managed to keep going. Then there were others with relevant
education, that were not all that interested, leading to not so pleasant results. 

F A N T A S Y   C H O I R
fantastic songs and where to find them

M

Interview: Maria Chekimoglou
Photography: Gerasimos Pagratis
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How many members do you have at the moment, and how many do you think are ideal for your choir?

Conductor: As of today we have 26 members. A short while ago we had 40, but only 26 showed up to choir 
practice. So we opted to have fewer but more consistent members. We generally hold auditions, giving new 
people the chance to be heard, anyone can come! 

Do you face any difficulties with so many people involved?

Zoe: What’s hard  in a choir, especially for those who are musically educated and used to performing solo, is 
that they constantly cover everybody else with their voice without meaning to. They’re not used to harmonizing 
with 25 or 40 other people, which can be very difficult. 
Foteini: It’s a matter of trust, especially for those of us who came here and didn’t know about music, to be ac-
customed to hearing and harmonizing with a particular voice next to you.

What are your dreams about the choir and you immediate plans regarding performances?

Conductor: We want to expand, include instruments in the choir – a small chamber orchestra- and maybe do 
some theater work. As far as performances are concerned, we have some proposals but nothing set in stone. 
Last year for example, we sang at Comicdom.
Zoe: It would be really nice if at some point, after the choir has improved, we could be invited abroad as a 
choir specializing in this kind of repertoire.

How important do you think is this choir, and music in general, as an outlet from our daily lives in 
today’s Greece?

Katerina: For me, the reason I joined the choir, other than the fact that I like to sing, was the fantasy theme. It’s 
true that people who watch these kinds of shows or movies and are familiar with the songs, would really like 
to hear them and they don’t have the chance to do that in Greece, so listening to our choir they experience 
something moving. And that’s why anyone can come see the choir, listen, and experience the songs.



How many performances have you given so far, and which one stands out? Do you have a dream 
performance?

Conductor: We have given 8 performances in total. The one I would set apart happened last year, when we 
went to Tsagkarada in Pilio with the Friends Of Tolkien Society of Greece. It was beautiful. 

Foteini: My favorite performance was the one we gave last year at the Christmas Factory, because of the 
adverse conditions. We were singing in the snow in strong wind, Giannis (the conductor) was trying to conduct, 

the music sheets were scattering all over the place… 
Zoe: As for our dream performance, performing in Middle Earth would be awesome! Or be invited to sing at 

the premiere of the new season of Game of Thrones (laughter)!

How did working in the choir change your relationship with singing and music?

Conductor: Personally I had never conducted a choir before, it is a first for me. Even though I’m a musician, it is 
uncharted territory. It’s not like an instrument, a guitar that you can play. You suddenly come face to face with 

something alive.

Foteini: Here, you are responsible for both yourself and the team, because as a member you not only need to 
be prepared and make an effort, but also try and help the person next to you so that there is a good result.

How much do you believe this experience has helped/changed you? What does engaging with the 
choir have to offer each of you?

Foteini: It’s a little bit like therapy, because when you need to work with so many different people, you’re forced 
to make changes in yourself. Someone could for instance be dogmatic, refusing to listen. For a group to harmoni-

cally coexist, this person needs to be less selfish, willing to compromise. Through this group we also met other 
people, forged friendships, some of us even relationships. 

Conductor: The choir has definitely changed the way I operate. I was used to being alone with my guitar, and 
suddenly I have to conduct all these people, communicate with them and coordinate them. It forces you to be 

more open, so that you can interact with everyone.  
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Remember to . . . 

1. Wake up in the middle of the night, due to a bad dream. 
Be very dramatic in my reaction like they are in the movies.

 

2. Watch the clouds and imagine what it would be like to ride one. 

3. Bring out all the spring clothes. Wear them too early, Freeze a little. 

4. Think that the dream I had last night is very interesting. Tell it to all of the people I know.

5. Be very very bored when other people tell me about the dreams they had.

6. Post a song aimed at someone, thinking the message is clear. 
Yet, no one, but me understands a thing.

7. Have a sexually explicit dream about someone I hate.

8. Start eating clean, to be healthier, but honestly because I want to lose weight 
and look hot.





P A V L O V A

Recipe | Photography: Oh My Deer Blog

Pavlova. It sounds Russian, yet there is still a ‘dispute’ between Australia and New Zealand over its origins. 
What we can be sure about is that the meringue in the pavlova represents the ethereal skirt of ballerina Anna 
Pavlova! It is said that the chef who created this recipe described it as “an easy and lovely dessert, a sugary 
miracle”.
The shapes of the meringue are reminiscent of a tulle skirt that flutters as you dance. White, light and delicate. 
It puts you in mind of colourful dreams upon clouds. Clouds made of cotton and feathers, inviting you to rest on 
them for a while. Clouds made of sugar, to give you sweet dreams…

Ingredients:
For the meringue:

5 egg whites in room temperature (150 grams)
150 grams caster sugar

150 grams powdered sugar, sifted
1/2 teaspoon white vinegar
1/2 teaspoon vanilla extract

pinch of salt

For the toppings: 

500 ml heavy cream
fruit preserves, fresh fruit or jam

chocolate shavings (optional)
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Directions: 

First of all, scrub your bowl and mixer with vinegar to sterilize them. Everything must be very clean and dry 
before use. Weigh your egg whites. Their weight should equal the weight of your caster sugar and powdered 

sugar, respectively. You can grind your caster sugar to make it easier to dissolve.

Meringue:
Put the egg whites in a bowl and start beating them in a low to medium speed. When they become frothy, add 
the salt. Gradually add the caster sugar and keep beating until stiff peaks are formed. Once the meringue is 

nice and thick and while you keep on beating, add the vinegar. Finally, sift the powdered sugar in the meringue 
and use a spatula to gently mix it, careful to keep all the air in. Line a baking tray with parchment paper and 
trace a circle on it with the help of a small plate. Flip the paper so that the meringue won’t directly touch the 
pencilled line and spread the meringue on the circle. Use a spoon to make a slight dip in the middle of the 

circle, where the filling will be placed later. It shouldn’t be too deep because we don’t want that part of the me-
ringue to get thin. Bake in a preheated oven at 80 °C for 1 hour and 30 minutes. The temperature must remain 
low to keep the meringue from browning. To check if it’s ready, touch it with a finger. If it’s dry, crispy and easy 

to remove from the paper, then it’s ready. Take it out of the tray and leave it to cool completely. 

Whipped cream:
Whip the cream until it thickens. Beat in some vanilla extract. You can add a bit of powdered sugar if you want. 

We skipped it because the meringue and preserves are sweet enough on their own.

Assembly:
Once the meringue is completely cool, move it to a platter. Spread the whipped cream on top of it and follow 

with the preserves or jam. You can also shave some chocolate on top, it adds a special flavour and a nice 
colour. Ideally the pavlova should be assembled at the very last minute, to prevent it from becoming moist 

in the fridge. 





A few years back, a very hip girl, and the sister to my brother’s best friend, sent me to my first ever 
vintage clothing sale.
Today that same girl is the founder of The Language Project.
We sat down for a chat with Violettta Tsitsiliani, about this very interesting and original endeavour, 

that suggests we look at the profession of translators in a new light, challenging the stereotypical ideas we have 
on it.

How did The Language Project come to be?

Back in 2015, I had this idea, to combine my studies on Translation and Cultural Management. I was joined 
by a couple of friends at first and the team slowly grew to what it is today. The Language Project is part of the 
START-Create Cultural Change program supported by Robert Bosch Foundation, in collaboration with 

Τ Η Ε   L A N G U A G E   P R O J E C T
a fresh perspective on translating

A

Interview: Kristiana Lalou
Photography : Katerina Kinna
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Goethe-Institut Thessaloniki and Sociocultural Centres of Germany. We aimed at creating a way for translators 
to do their job more creatively and within a more direct cultural context too.

Translation is a means of communication amongst cultures. How important is this communication?

We enjoy working on this aspect of it a lot. The last six months we have been working on  Intercultural media-
tion. Concerning the refugee crisis, that affects us all. For example there are refugees who have a very impor-
tant asset, that is language. We want to help them use it, through proper training and education. It is not enough 
for someone to speak two languages, in order for them to become a interpreter. 
Right now we are working with Translators Without Borders and the Greek Union Of Interpreters Translators 
- Rare Languages / EL.EN.DI.ME.SG , in creating seminars and training programs, that refugees can attend and 
be trained, educated on their rights and what it means to be a interpreter.

What is Food for your Friday Thoughts all about and how can someone participate?

We wanted to create a platform, where we can share anything relating to language and communication. An 
article goes live every Friday, so you get...Food for you Friday thoughts...for the weekend. (laughs)
There is an open call. Anyone can write anything -as long as it concerns language and communication of 
course- in any language they prefer.

Is there an article from Food for your Friday Thoughts that you like especially?

I enjoyed the one about Manga very much, by Katerina Tourlou. The is a really good one on  Intercultural 
mediation too, by Zoi Resta... I like all of them in fact.

What are the languages the Language Project team is fluent in?

European languages mostly, but what we care more about is having lots of areas of expertise and we do have 
that. Subtitling, Translation, Interpretation, Education. 

What is it like, working as a translator in Greece these days? 

There is work for translators, but as it is with most professions, you need to build a good clientele. 
To be specialized in something always helps a lot too. What we are trying to do, through union work, is to set 
standards for payment, a base. 



Let’s change the topic a bit... There are many articles lately on words that cannot be translated from 

one language to another. In Greek there are words like meraki or filotimo. Any words to add to the list?

There are many words... I do have one that we were discussing a few days ago and managed to find an 
equivalent in Spanish. The word ‘’Kalinixtakias’’. (laughs) Which means, someone you go out with and leaves you 
high and dry after the end of the date, with a single goodnight for goodbye. We were trying to explain this to 
some friends from Spain and one of the girls suggested the word ‘’Pagafantas’’. In Spanish the word Pagafantas 
holds the same meaning. Pagar means to pay and fanta is the popular soft drink. So it is he who pays for your 
drink and nothing more.

Tell us about your future plans. Is there something you really want to do?

What we want most is to expand our activities on  Intercultural mediation through an educational program that 
will train translators on it.  Intercultural mediation is the kind of interpretation that happens, not in a convention 
or a conference, but out in the streets, the hospitals or the issues of the refugee crisis.

Also, in collaboration with Escola Oficial d’Idiomes Barcelona, that celebrates its 30 years, we will hold a 
seminar on translating comic books and a Translation Slam in Greek and Catalan. We are very happy about 
this. 

Finally, sticking with the theme of our 7th issue, I want you to tell me a dream of yours. 

Something you aspire to.

I always liked to see a profession through the lens of both business and culture. Social Entrepreneurship is 
maybe a word that befits what I want and hope to be involved in. 

The Language Project team
 
Violetta Tsitsiliani
Zoi Resta
Sylvia Kouveli
Danai Tachtara
Haroula Tsoutsia
Maria Filippou
Anastasios Ioannidis
Maria Tetradi
Fenia Diamanti

thelanguageproject.eu





hildren like stories, fairytales and myths. It is their first window into the world. 
I learned about the perils of flattery by listening to a story about a fox, coveting a crow’s piece of 
cheese. I learned about hard work being more important than talent, by a story about a rabbit who 
lost a race to a tortoise. 

    Very early on, I was taught to close my eyes -or keep them open- and imagine adventures in lands of won-
der. Where animals spoke with human voice , girls dressed like boys to escape perilous situations, kind knights 
rode on horses and helped anyone in need, villains were ruthless and dressed usually in dark colours. The 
stories matured along with me, but they never left my side. 
Well into what is considered my adult life, I still employ the imaginary to make sense of the world around me. 
When that fails me, I retreat into an entirely fictional world. In psychology we call it escapism, the general public 
calls it daydreaming, but I call it Alternate Realities. 

R E A L I T Y   B I T E S
the escapist’s guide to life

C
Words: Kristiana Lalou
Artwork: Mimika Michopoulou
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    I am not delusional, not by any means. But if you believe in the possibility of a zillion parallel universes and 
alternate realities coexisting in the time space continuum, then it sort of makes sense that in another reality, I am 
the village witch, a prima ballerina in 17th century Russia, a young virile slave boy in ancient Rome, a priestess 
in a Sumerian temple or a bounty hunter with a mechanical leg in some steampunk world. 
    Although I could write about all of this extensively, I will not. There is no point. I create these realities for 
personal use only. Nothing weird! Just killing time, when commuting mostly. You’d be surprised how quickly a two 
hour train ride will pass, if I am building a world of my own in my head. The worlds are not always that impres-
sive either. Sometimes it’s a simple story, like me and James McAvoy being high school sweethearts. I mean, hey, 
let a girl dream. 

    The whole point of it is freedom mostly. We live in a world, where our every choice is dictated more or less 
by society and its rules. There are things I can’t escape, no matter how hard I try. Things that scare me more 
than I realise. It is only natural then if I imagine a world, where there is no racism and I am an interplanetary 
marine biologist working on finding the rare Babel Fish. What is that you ask? Well...quoting the Hitchhiker’s 
Guide to the Galaxy, ‘’The Babel Fish is a small, leech-like, yellow fish, and by putting this into one’s ear one can 
instantly understand anything said in any language;’’ 
    Freedom is such a commodity, if it even exists. I think there is nothing better or more scary than freedom. The 
most important gift my daydreaming offers me, is the freedom I cannot find in the real world. The freedom to 
be anyone, anything. The funny thing about it is I rarely imagine being a millionaire or something like that. More 
often than not, it is just me, reinventing myself in a another setting. It is not money we are missing, it is free will.
    You might argue that the world is as free as it has ever been and I am privileged enough to live in what is 
considered a free country. Even so, the freedom daydreaming about other realities gives me is so quintessential-
ly different than anything I can experience in the confines of our reality. The ability to fly? Sure, all mine if I want 
it. Communicating through mirrors instead of phones? Why not! Astral projection, space travel, eating without 
getting fat – veryyyy important. The possibilities are endless and so is my freedom. 

    Most of the time I imagine, I must look like a complete fool to other people. I explained that I daydream in 
public, as much as I daydream in private. So when I smile for no reason, or stare right through everything, in 
a very creepy way I am sure, people travelling with me, must be thinking I am at least deranged. That doesn’t 
bother me much, I will not trouble myself with the opinions of strangers on the bus. Unless there is a cute person 
there, then I will stare at them and build a character around them... 

    I used to think I was alone in all this. That no one is bonkers enough to be doing this. Oh how wrong I was! 
    I met most of my now good friends, in my early to mid twenties, an age where I was beginning to be very 
confident about my likes and dislikes. I didn’t need to pretend to be anything I was not, to be liked. So, imagine 
my surprise when a good portion of the people I met, were ‘’daydreamers’’ as well. We now share entire worlds 
– AUs we call them, for Alternate Universes- where we all have parts and can invent our characters and make 
our own storylines. It is incredibly fun and immensely exhilarating, let me tell you. Something like a never ending 
RPG game, where we ‘’rule’’ and are free to be anything and anyone.

    I am not saying this is any way to deal with life, as a rule. We all pretend to be wholesome twentysomethings 
generally, but we can have our fun in our imaginary worlds all we want.





S o m n i l o q u y 





P I N K   L E M O N A D E   S C R U B
scrub your way to tasty skin

Recipe: Georgia Michopoulou
Photography: Mimika Michopoulou

Directions

In a large (preferably) glass bowl, mix well the sugar, lemon juice, Shea butter and coconut oil. Add more coco-
nut oil if the mixture is too dry or more sugar if too oily.

In any case the mixture should be sticky and rich. Finally, using a spatula, add some red food colouring and mix 
until the colour of the mixture is a nice pink. This is the time to add the drops of pure lemon essential oil, so the 

scrub becomes even more amazing. Store the final product in a glass jar and decorate with ribbons as you like.  
Good luck and don’t forget that if you are allergic to any of the ingredients listed or you have irritated skin, 

then it is advised that you do not use this scrub.

How to use

On lightly damp skin, rub a handful of the scrub on your body, slowly and in a circular motion. Afterwards, wash 
the skin with lukewarm water, dry with a towel and moisturise. The skin is left soft and supple. 

Ingredients:

2 cups caster sugar
1-2  teaspoon fresh lemon juice

1/2 cup coconut oil
2 tablespoons Shea butter

5-6  drops of pure lemon essential oil 
red food colouring

sterile glass jars 
colourful ribbons of your choice
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We asked 30 people (18 adults and 12 teenagers) to complete two given phrases 
so that they are meaningful to them.

The sentences are: 
a. I dream because....

b. I don’t dream because...
 

Most people chose to complete the first sentence and disregarded the second one, deeming it impossibe for 
people not to dream. There were no further questions, or explanations on the phrases. The dreams we asked 

them for were received as goals, aspirations and future plans only. 

The participants never met, yet their answers were sometimes even identical, though given without much 
contemplation. The majority of the teens claimed that through dreams, life kickstarts, continues and changes. The 

adults said that only through dreaming life holds meaning. 

A D U L T S 

Panagiotis (55) I don’t dream because I am sick of getting disappointed. 
 

Sophia (40) I dream because it makes me feel alive
 

George (47) I don’t dream because my dreams can’t ever come true
  

Theodora (43) I dream because I like the feeling.
 

Antonis (27) I dream because it gives me life and a will to live.
 

Mario (25) I dream because one should never give up.
 

Maria (24) I dream because why not!
 

Bill (22) I dream because I have a lot to be hopeful for.

Konstantinos (22) I dream because us romantics need to somehow survive this dull world.
 

Demetra (21) I dream because I need it.
 

Emmanouelle (21) I dream because it gives me the push I need to keep going...
 

Katherine (18) I dream because it hepls me get closer to the person I want to be.

I   D R E A M   T H E R E F O R E   I   A M

by Chrysoula Zagoti
Photography: Kamarini Moragianni
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T E E N S
  

Paraskevi (16) I dream because I love to do so.
 

Helen (16) I dream because it makes my world beautiful.

Joanna (15) I dream because in my dreams I am free.
 

Jim (15) I dream because we all need a little more dreaming in our lives.
 

Maria (15) I dream because I desire a better future.
 

Danae (14) I dream because I can dream my own reality as I want it.
 

Joyce (13) I dream because...is there any other way I can be who I want to be?
 

Konstantina (13)  I dream because dreams are beautiful

Some people have changed the world with their dreams! It’s not right to just dream without acting on it. Resting 
on the comfort of our imaginary worlds. 

Digging a little deeper, I have decided that dreams fall under two categories. They are either here to help us 
escape and hope for a better future or they are misrepresentations of our reality, sprinkled with fairy dust. We 

all dream, even those who deny it. 



D r e a m l a n d
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o learn most of the European languages. That is my dream. What I love more than anything. Don’t ask me 
how it came about. I don’t know the answer. It just did. As time goes by, I think it probably existed within 
me.  Always. And it simply rose to the surface. I suppose during the time when I was thinking about who I 
was, where I was, what I was going to do with the life that had been given to me and all those questions 

of  a philosophical nature we are all plagued by. Some of us more, some less.

Κ E E P   O N , K E E P I N G   O N
a girl’s personal Babel

T

Words: Maria Kinti - Zervou
Photography : Vasilis Nikolopoulos
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It all started about three and a half years ago. I already spoke two languages, English and German. On a Janu-
ary morning Dutch entered my life. With their quirky little “g” that sounds like getting ready to spit in the face of 
the person you’re talking to. It took me nearly a month to get used to. But I didn’t give up. No,no. I dug in. I did it. 
I had what they call spirit. And while I was cycling along with the Dutch, I realized that Swedish was a member 
of the same linguistic family. And I said why not. Do you know how they say that life takes you where it will? At 
the Swedish lessons I met a Turkish teacher. We started çok güzel -ing and merhaba-ing and I was convinced. I 
would take up Turkish. And I did. And while watching Turkish videos on YouTube according to the instructions of 
my teacher, I found myself listening to songs by the Serbian Zeljko Joksimovic. The language was honey to my 
ears. I said ‘yes’ to Serbian then too. 

I keep thinking about all the things I would have missed out on had I not pursued that dream of mine. My 
dreams in general. Plural. Because this is how people operate. We dream nonstop. Something new. Something 
different. A change. If I hadn’t pursued them, I wouldn’t have known sides of myself. Would have never discov-
ered my limits and my endurance. I would have never bettered myself by learning from my mistakes and from 
the hurdles I encountered on my way. I consider my dreams my compass pointing to my evolution into a better 
person. I began pursuing them by solely focusing on the goals I had set. Along the way I realized that what 
matters lies in the journey not in the destination. New experiences and information broadened my horizons. The 
addition of new people in my daily life made it more beautiful.

There were times, however, when I thought of giving up. Many times. Especially when the hits would come one 
right after another. You know, the hits life generously hands you when getting to know her and naively think 
everything is peachy out there. It was then, when I was down. And it was then, when they started whispering 
in my ear. “We exist, therefore you are alive. You’re thinking about us, therefore you feel. Pursue us, and you 
will survive.” I had never thought my dreams had agency in my life. The pulled me up, steadied me on my feet, 
taught me how to keep going every time I thought that was it. 

It’s a difficult endeavor to fulfill your dreams. It takes strength and daring to look them in the eye, bravery to get 
up when you fall down and courage to keep going with your head held high. It is worth every minute, every 
moment of it though. Can you imagine a life without dreams? A life in black and white, drained of color. So, if 
during you journey you are in doubt, disappointed, or tired, remember that the only one who needs to believe 
in your dreams in order to make them come true is you. With that in mind, “here’s to the ones who dream. Foolish 
as they may seem.”



t’s been a year since I became the human of an extroverted dog.
Dexter is an ombre-furred, odd-eyed, wolf-like mutt with a small funny beard, who adores making friends. 
Thankfully, the park near my house is the place many dog-owned humans choose for their walks. These are 
some of the wonderful encounters Dex has had in his first year in the area. Do keep in mind that the major-

ity of the doggies are mixed, and that Dex and I are not too well-versed on breeds, therefore those mentioned 
in these diaries are to be taken into account with the suffix -like (e.g. Pekingese-like)

Dex did not always come across as the social party animal he truly is. In March 2016, he was a newcomer in 
the neighborhood with unpleasant experiences from the shelter and limited interactions with humans. To get him 
out for a walk included convincing him you would bring him back home afterwards.

We know more or less how humans properly welcome a dog; with warmth, food, games and a whole load of 
hugs. What I’ve come to learn with him is that dogs have their own way of welcoming a new face, and that their 
methods are as unique (and possibly as crazy) as their personalities.

For instance Irma, a black & white setter (or maybe pointer?) put her training and good manners to use. Noticing 
Dex’s awkwardness, Irma’s human asked her to show him how to play, and she did, starting a sequence of tiny 
leaps to his left and right which left Dex with question marks floating over his head. In the end, he mimicked 
her and discovered that these small side-leaps are not only a lot of fun, but also a great ice-breaker move for 
meeting other doggies. Thus, Irma became Dex’s first furry friend. Up to this day, he is determined to learn things 
from wise senpai Irma; for example, when he noticed that her sitting in front of her human upon request involved 
biscuits as a reward, he went to show them he can sit his butt on the grass just as splendidly. It did get him a 
bone-shaped biscuit, which ended up in my pocket for later consumption in front of the TV. It might have also 
given him the misconception that every order heard at the park is addressed to the general audience. 

W O O F !   D I A R I E S
episode 1: first friends & ice-breakers

Ι
Words: Deppy Karagianni



Now, black Belgian shepherd Fidel believes himself to be something between a predator and a ninja, and he 
will greet you as such. 
Once he caught sight of us, he lowered himself to the ground and started crawling sneakily towards us. “He 
thinks you can’t see him,” his human said, walking beside him while Fidel was still playing the stalking jaguar. Un-
fortunately, he scored 1 in stealth, because he was doing so on a flat paved path, without so much as a swath 
of grass to cover him. The sneaking ended in peaceful straightforward muzzle-sniffing and happily wagging 
tails. Because there is no ice-breaker like the funny act of a weirdog.

Brown lab Sirius is a case of like human like dog, because both him and his caretaker are quietly cordial. Sirius’s 
greeting could basically be captioned as ‘Hello there. I see you’re new in the park. How about I show you the 
perfect rocks to pee on? Oh, you already sprayed that one? *sniffs it* Nice to meet you. We’re going in this 
direction too. Let’s walk together. Oh dear, is that a pine cone?!’ 

And last but not least, there are those that are meant to be family. Like Dex’s cousin and my niece,  Kira, the 
mixed breed German Shepherd who lives upstairs. When a 28 kilo dog has a heart of gold, the energy of 
a toddler and an uncontrollable joy over meeting you, you either freeze and pee the carpet or you join the 
craziness. Dex surprisingly did the latter and since the day they met they are a moving tornado raging between 
furniture, and conspiring dinner table beggars. This relationship has further taught Dex the perks of being a 
dwarf-wolf in a scuffle with one of the big ones, meaning the fun of jumping on their back from the sofa, hiding 
under small tables where they can’t reach you, and sliding under them to bite at their ankles. 
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look at the history and evolution of rock music

We return to the southern states on the Mississippi river and the rice and cotton plantations. The great 
economic crisis of the beginning of the 20th century, forces millions of black people, together with 

others, to abandon the South in favor of the Northern States, in an attempt to better their financial situation. 
Their first stop on the way out of the plantations was often the city of Memphis, the natural connection between 
the rural South and the industrial North. Among the emigrants were many black musicians, who ended up 
playing or singing on Beale Street, the heart of the Memphis night life. The Blues music they brought with them 
from the South, was spread to the people mostly through William Christopher Handy, commonly known as the 
Father of the Blues, and who performed at the most famous bar around the area, the Pee Wee Saloon.

Memphis will soon become a sort of Mecca for African-Americans from the South and the starting point for 
many aspiring blues musicians. Among the first blues luminaries to come to Mississippi, were Furry Lewis, Jim 
Jackson, Memphis Minnie and Gus Cannon. Gus Cannon, aka Banjo Joe and his band the Jug Stompers were 
one of the most popular bands of Beale Street in the 1930s and helped spread the word about Jug Bands. 

In the 1920s, night life in Beale Street was a mixture of unsavory characters, easy money and alcoholic drinks. 
Such was the environment that gave birth to the Memphis Blues. 

This new music, a mix of blues and ragtime, will be primarily expressed through the Jug Bands, who were par-
ticularly popular with both white and black people all around Beale Street. The bands got their name from the 
fact that a lot of the musicians were poor and could not afford traditional instruments. So they improvised, using 
household objects like washboards and buckets. Out of such objects they devised musical instruments such as 
harmonicas, violins, mandolins, banjos kazoos and Jew’s harps. The most distinguishing instrument they used were 
the jugs, which were of varying sizes and produced a deep and hollow sound similar to that of the bass.

Among the first Jug Bands of Memphis, next to Gus Cannon & His Jug Stompers, was the Memphis Jug Band of 
Will Shade, aka Son Brimmer. 
A prominent figure in Memphis was Lizzie Douglas, known to the public as Memphis Minnie. 1920 saw her 
debut in Beale Street and the Blues music scene. At a time when women, whiskey and cocaine were in high 
demand, Memphis Minnie made a living, aside from singing and guitar playing, also through prostitution. 
That was not an unusual occurrence during that time, given that many female performers also worked as 
prostitutes due to financial destitution. The songs she wrote as well her performances, introduced her more 
widely to a genre that was till then dominated by men. In 1929 she gets married to Kansas Joe McCoy, 
another well known musician of the time, together with whom she recorded in 1930. By the 1930s, the city 
audience of Memphis had gotten used to the bigger ensembles of Jug Bands. Solo artists, wanting to compete 
against this trend, formed duos, assigning leading but also rhythmic parts to their own instruments, the guitars. 
So was born a new sound, called Uptown Blues. 

R O C K   ‘n   R O L L   R O M A N C E   
A look at the history and evolution of  rock music.

Εpisode 4
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harmonic complexity in combination with Jazz styles and Blues tones is evident in all great performers’ 
solos. Beale Street Blues Boy and later Riley Blues Boy King, who would go on to become known as B.B. 
King, were among the pioneers of Uptown Blues. The latter is regarded as one of the most important 
blues musicians of all time, earning the nickname The King of the Blues, and a place as one of the Three 

Kings of the Blues guitar next to Albert King and Freddie King.

Another integral part of the burgeoning music style in the community of Beale Street all through the ‘40s and the 
‘50s, was the radio.  It was at The Heart and Soul of Memphis radio station that B.B. King, working as a singer 
and producer, first met T-Bone Walker, who introduced him to the guitar. Performing in the streets of Houston, 
Texas, under the stage name Oak Cliff T-Bone, T-Bone Walker was another one of the pioneers of Uptown 
Blues and the Jump Blues and the first to record with an electric guitar. 
Between 1920 and 1923, before leaving Texas, T-Bone Walker was the protégée of Blind Lemon Jefferson, the 
father of Texas Blues. Jefferson was the most famous blues musician of the 1920s, with a high voice and an 
original style of guitar playing. He failed however to influence younger blues musicians of his generation, for he 
was more difficult to copy in comparison to other successful commercial artists. Later blues and rock n roll 
musicians will borrow from his songs and musical style. 

Texas Blues is a kind of Country Blues, making heavy use of the guitar, which first appeared in the early 1900s 
among African Americans working in oil rigs, farms and timber camps. 
In the 20s, Blind Lemon Jefferson leaves his mark on this new style, by adopting Jazz improvisations and the use 
of the single-chord guitar, becoming an inspiration for later musicians, including Melvin “Lil’ Son” Jackson, T-Bone 
Walker and Sam John Hopkins, aka Lightnin’ Hopkins. Hopkins accompanied Jefferson with his guitar until 1930 
when he moved to Houston, even though Jefferson was known to dislike anyone playing with him.

During the Great Depression of the 1930s, along with Lightnin’ Hopkins, many blues musicians moved into the 
towns of Galveston, Houston, Dallas and Chicago. In those urban environments, a new wave of performers 
made its appearance. Among them was slide guitarist and gospel singer Blind Willie Johnson and legendary 
vocalist Willie Mae Thornton, aka Big Mama Thornton. 

Thornton assumed the nickname due to her great voice, her large size and her personality. Her voice was might-
ier than any microphone could make it sound, which she refused to utilize anyway, and it made her known to the 
music circles. Thornton was also known for the subversive expression of her sex. She often performed dressed as 
a man, wearing working shirts and breeches. She didn’t care for other peoples’ opinions, being openly gay and 
provocatively singing lewd songs.
Her toying with her sexuality on stage set the foundation for later rock n roll artists’ similar behavior. 

After the Great Depression, African Americans emigrated from Memphis to the next train station, the city of Chi-
cago. Among them were three great Blues musicians, Muddy Waters, Howlin’ Wolf and Willie Dixon. They bring 
with them the Blues of the Mississippi Delta, which quickly become popular while adjusting to a more cultured 
urban environment. With instruments like guitar, bass, drums, piano and harmonica, an exciting sound is created, 
imbued with sentimental and rhythmic intensity. This is the birth of the Chicago Blues. 
Muddy Waters, who most influenced the evolution of the music to come, is often mentioned as the father of the 
Chicago Blues. Willie Dixon, who together with Muddy Waters shaped the sound of the Blues after World War 
II, is considered one of the most prolific composers of his time. His songs have been covered by countless artist 
over many different music genres. Dixon was also the link between blues and rock n roll, in collaboration with 
Chuck Berry and Bo Diddley in the late 1950s.

The journey through the history of rock music is to be continued in the next issue of Fliqped.    
Till then, let the music play.

Α
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hen I was young I wanted to save the world. It saddened me the way it was, the cruelty and 
brutality of it. My family didn’t agree with this, saying that it was impossible for me to change it. 
I certainly didn’t have enough power to do it but I had the will.

Often, I would dream I was the most powerful human being on Earth, someone who could fulfil all of their 
wishes and aspirations. Someone who could save the world if they wanted to.

At that moment, I had already decided what I wanted to do in my life. Fight for my dream, no matter the cost.
I had already started taking baby steps towards my goal and I felt satisfied with myself for even trying to 
realise such an ambitious aspiration. 

It wasn’t long after, that I met the girl who would end up being one of my most cherished friends. 
She was clever and compassionate and always took care of those around her, including me. 
However, this world soon proved to be too cruel to accommodate her and her life thread was cut way too 
short. 

S A V I N G   T H E   W O R L D
how superheroes are made

W
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I hesitated. I agonised. What was the point of saving such a rotten world? One that cannot even protect its own 
beings! What was the point of me having such a ridiculous and crazy dream, when the dreams of so many other 
people had been shattered and scattered away, forgotten and never to be realised? 
How could I ever save the world when I couldn’t even save the ones I loved?

---------------

When I was young I wanted to save the world. I had set it as my life goal and I had decided that one day I 
would achieve it with my own strength, no matter what.

I was extremely naïve and ignorant. Of course I didn’t manage to save the world. It still is cruel and brutal, like it 
was when I was young, and millions of years before that.

My family’s words keep ringing in my ears. It really is impossible to change the world, even if you are the most 
powerful human being on Earth. Even if your body overflows with power and your mind is inundated by will. 
You still have so many obstacles ahead of you, so many evil kings to overthrow, so many bloodthirsty dragons 
to slay, so many fears to dispel…

Because one person alone isn’t enough to achieve something as big as changing the world.

Dreams are made just to make our lives more vivid, more exciting. Some of them are never meant to be fulfilled, 
yet we insist on believing in them and we do our best to make them come true. They are fragile and fleeting 
and they can vanish with the slightest doubt, yet we never cease to make them all over again, each time with 
more passion and excitement than the previous one.

During all those years that I’ve tried to do something to make the world we live in a better place to exist in,
I realised something very important. People always keep on pursuing the impossible in this world. Even though 
most times they know that they cannot possibly succeed, they always keep going without giving up on their 
dreams and hopes.

I think that saving the world really is something impossible for someone as petty as me to do. 

Yet, me still being a human, I feel like I have to chase that dream even though it’s not going to come true. 
Besides, that was my initial goal, the reason I kept on hoping and dreaming. To fight for what I believe and love. 
To make sure that all those who were lost will one day be found again.
And that’s what I’m going to do.

Even if saving the world proves an impossible thing to do.





o food or drink has ever been praised by human beings as much as wine. And it couldn’t be any 
other way, as it is an earthly pleasure that appeals to all our senses, releasing our ‘happy hormones’. 
There are, of course, rules to enjoying wine, and we can maximize our experience by getting ac-
quainted with these guidelines.

The first step is the proper kind of glass, one with a stem (so one can hold it without the heat from one’s hands 
affecting the temperature of the wine) and a shape resembling a tulip. Although different kinds of wine require 
different glass shapes, try and find the one that suits each particular occasion. Fill your glass and allow yourself 
some time to observe the color; the variety of hues will impress you. At this point, if the wine seems blurry or on 
the brownish side, you should know right away that its quality may not be the best. The vibrancy of the color 
can also reveal a wine’s age (the lighter the color, the fresher the wine and vice versa).

Stirring the wine with a twirling of your glass, you can help the volatile compounds that are dormant in it come 
to the surface. You can improvise here, surely you will spot one of the six hundred different aromatic compounds 
found in wine. Then take a sip, pause before you swallow and let yourself be carried away into an exploration 
of flavors and familiar stimuli. A lasting aftertaste is a sign of quality wine.

A B O U T   W I N E
a study in scarlet - or not - wines

N

Words: Katerina Ziazia
Photography: Mimika Michopoulou

- 62 -



ou must also make sure that the wine is served in the proper temperature in order to bring out all its 
flavor and aroma. The general rules are, 6-8°C for sparkling wine, 10-12°C for dry white and rosé 
wine,  12-16°C for light and fruity dry red wine, 16-18°C for dry red or aged wine and 8-12°C for 
sweet wine. These temperatures may vary according to specific characteristics of each kind. It is just 

as important to serve different wines in the proper sequence, so that the taste of one won’t overwhelm that of 
the next. So we must serve white whine before rosé and red, fresh wine before aged and dry wine before the 
sweeter kinds, saving the sweetest for last. 

Finally, the experience is completed by pairing the wine with the right kind of food. Things get complicated 
here, as personal preference leaves room for experimentation. However, one should always strive for a bal-
ance of flavors, in which wine and food complement each other, creating a harmonious combination. The basic 
principle determines that white wine goes best with vegetables, white meats (chicken, turkey, rabbit), fish and 
white sauces. Red wine loves red meats, hard yellow cheeses, red sauces and spices. This is because the tannins 
present in red wine (those substances that make it tart) interact with the proteins of the meat, making the two 
compatible. Rosé wine goes with nearly every dish (meat and fish), but especially well with red, tomatoey sauc-
es. Sweet wine accompanies desserts. We shouldn’t be too strict about all this though, as the cooking method, 
the spices, the herbs and the main ingredients of each dish should be taken into consideration when choosing 
a wine. Finishing this introduction to the big chapter that is the marriage of food and wine (there will be more… 
lessons in the future) I would like to point out that everyone’s taste buds have their own personal taste and one 
should respect it when picking a wine to accompany a meal.

The last thing that plays a definitive role in enjoying wine is none other than knowledge. In other words, the 
better we know our wine, the bigger the gratification it can offer us. Fortunately this knowledge is no longer a 
monopoly, it can travel, with the proper means and the right weather. Perhaps even with the right company…

Don’t forget to mind the moment! Every occasion needs the befitting wine, although some people say 
(and I agree) that a glass of good wine suits every moment!

Y





hen we visualize marching armies, our minds are usually quick to place a male figure at the leading 
position. Then they tend to populate the entire spectrum of hierarchy, from the officer cadre to the 
artillery units, from the armored vehicles to the logistics branch and the reconnaissance squads, with 
men. The pattern is easy to comprehend. 

A soldier’s profession may be considered a male-dominated field, but that does not mean there haven’t been, 
over the course of history, women who made war their business, whether by giving orders from their throne, or 
attacking the enemy head-on, armed to the teeth.
In this article, we will be talking about a few of those personages. Not because they were better - or worse - 
than other women or men. But because we want to point out that the muscles that brandish a sword or pull the 
trigger don’t matter as much as the mind that makes them move.

Before we begin, we must warn you that if you expect Jeanne d’ Arc to make an appearance, you will be 
sorely disappointed. The writer and the rest of the crew are in favor of England in the Hundred Years’ War and 
we are not going to be spending any time on a servant of French kings, no matter her accomplishments! 

If you don’t praise your own house, as the saying goes, it will fall on your head. For this reason, the first figure 

S H E   W A R R I O R
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under our microscope is going to be Artemisia, Greek queen of Caria (which was back then a Persian satrapy), 
an ally of king Xerxes during the Greco-Persian wars, determined and smart according to Herodotus and utterly 
unlike the version of her depicted in the film ‘300: Rise of an Empire’. More specifically, she was the only once 
against the decision to send the Persian navy to the battle of Salamis - of which everyone knows the outcome. 
Later on, after the disaster, when Xerxes was planning his next move, Artemisia adviced him to turn back, leav-
ing general Mardonius in Greece to continue the campaign with less soldiers. Her argument was this: “No one 
will care about the damage that may be done to Mardonius, as there is no victory for Greeks in defeating your 
servant - while you, you will return having (already) burned Athens, the target of your campaign.” Fortunately, 
this time she was heard.

She used to fly two kinds of flags on her ships, Greek and Persian. If she happened to be pursued by Greeks, 
she raised the Greek flags hoping they will mistake her for one of their own. That’s what happened in Salamis, 
only she also sank a Persian ship to make her identity more convincing. That made the Greeks stop pursuing 
her. On the sinking ship “happened” to be Damasithymus, king of Calyndos and Artemisia’s former rival (who 
drowned, of course). As for whether or not Artemisia had calculated this, the jury is still out, but she scores extra 
points for audacity. 

Now we must move a little more than seven centuries later and a tad to the right of Caria to put a spotlight on 
Zenobia, queen and, later on, empress of the Palmyrene Empire (today’s Syria). 

Yes, she came into power by marrying Odeanathus, the lord of Palmyra. Yes, when he and his son were both 
murdered at the same time, the title was passed on to the second son, the ten-year-old Vaballanthus. But it was 
Zenobia who was pulling the strings, and the reasons why she fitted that position perfectly became apparent 
very soon.

Palmyra then was under Roman control, but because of its power it retained a lot more autonomy than other 
local lords. Zenobia took great advantage of that. She fortified the Persian borders, she conquered Arabia, 
Judaea, Egypt, and Galatia of Asia Minor. She did everything under the pretext of securing Roman power in 
the East, everything (even producing her very own coin) in the name of “king” Vaballanthus, and everything 
within five years. The military wasn’t the only area she excelled in. During her reign, Palmyra was a hub of arts, 
philosophy, literature and education, and a home for plenty of scholars. It was also a very tolerant nation, ac-
cepting people of all ethnicities and beliefs.

Naturally, every successful endeavor must at some point face a bully. In this case, it was the regular bullies of 
that era, the Romans. Unable to accept that Zenobia proclaimed herself empress in 272 A.D., they violently sup-
pressed her insurgence and destroyed Palmyra. 

In conclusion, Zenobia was and still remains a heroic figure, and an inspiration behind many scuptures, books, 
paintings and operas. History professor Byron Nakamura describes “Zenobia’s  ambiguous  image  as  a  Syrian  
ruler,  Hellenistic  queen  and  Roman  Augusta.”

It’s about time we escaped the queenly types for a while. Let’s travel to Ecuador, during the third decade of the 
nineteenth century.

On the surface, Manuela Sáenz was a woman who actively supported the uprising against the Spanish in Latin 
America, partnered with the notorious Simon Bolivar in both war and romance, and fought for women’s rights. A 
more thorough investigation, however, will reveal a woman who did exactly what she wanted without a single 
qualm, and who never turned away from a battle - unless she had better plans.

She knew how to use swords and pistols, and took an active part in the battles of Pichincha, lake Junin and 
Ayacucho. Her contribution to each of these triumphs earned her the title of lieutenant, then captain, and finally, 
colonel. Leading the army, she crossed about a thousand and five hundred kilometers of rocky mountain ground. 
At the end of their course, over five hundred soldiers had either died or defected, but Manuela was only a little 
sweaty. 



he used to wear a Hussar’s outfit - since she was no stranger to horse-riding - and had been awarded 
the distinction of the Order of The Sun, the highest reward from the state of Peru for distinguished 
military or political accomplishments. Outside the battlefield she lead a spies’ network and had person-
ally intervened to save Bolivar from being assassinated. Twice. This spirited woman was the inspiration 

behind one of Pablo Neruda’s poems and - we saved the best for last - kept a bear as a pet. Sadly, we have 
no idea who the terror of her visitors pleased more, bear or owner. 

When pirates are mentioned, one instantly thinks about wooden legs, parrots, hidden treasures and Johnny 
Depp. One starts smelling rum and gunpowder. The Carribean is automatically considered the center of their 
activities. Stereotypes never end, although the truth is that piracy ran rampant all over the world, regardless of 
time period. And despite the enormous fame of Blackbeard or Henry Morgan, it was not at all unusual for a 
woman to take to terrorizing the seas (Ching Shih from China, for example, was in control of over a thousand 
and five hundred ships at the high point of her career). 

Grace O’Malley was active in Ireland during the sixteenth century, at a time when the English dynasty of the 
Tudors was trying to take over her country. She had an early start in resisting against authority. According to 
legend, once her father - a rich ship owner - refused to take her with him on a trip under the pretext that her 
long hair will be caught on the lines, she cut it off. That is how she earned her first nickname, “Gráinne Mhaol” 
(“Granuaile” in English, which means someone who has very short hair or no hair at all). When she inherited her 
father’s property - remember the ships - she embarked on a journey that would earn her a lot more titles and 
nicknames, such as:
“Accomplice in every rebellion of the last forty years”
“Leader of thiefs and killers of the sea”
“Irish queen of Connacht”
“Irish pirate queen”

She was married twice, aiming mostly to increase her power. She more or less succeeded. When she left her 
second husband, she kept his castle to herself. She appears to have had a soft spot for castles - like every war-
rior or conqueror in their right mind. The best known story about her includes a castle, beginning with the clan of 
the McMahons, some of whom had the ‘brilliant’ idea to kill her lover. Grace waited for the perpetrators to visit 
the island of Caher for religious reasons and proceeded to capturing and killing them. Though she didn’t think 
this punishment was severe enough, so she also attacked one of their castles, adding it to her collection.

Grace’s career in piracy had a humble beginning. At first, she used to sell protection to merchant ships, follow-
ing with an outburst of violence if they refused her services. She went on by raiding Scottish islands using, other 
than her own veterans, experienced mercenaries called “gallowglasses” (it means “foreign warriors” and those 
were descendants of Vikings, now integrated into the Scottish population). Her activities reached as far as the 
southern banks of Ireland, where ships, strongholds and castles became very familiar with her. From there, she 
passed straight into legend. Up to this day, she epitomizes Ireland in bardic songs and poems, her name now 
changed to Grana Weal.

At this point, it is time to go back to queens. And since we are already in Ireland, our next choice is right around 
the corner.

Gloriana.

“She is only a woman, only mistress of half an island, and yet she makes herself feared by Spain, by France, 
by the Empire, by all.” Those were the words of Pope Sixtus V about Elizabeth I of England, who managed to 
empower her country’s position on the map, enough to leave it a few steps into the path that would lead to 
world domination.

There is an abundance of criticisms and opinions about the Virgin Queen, some of which praising her greatness, 
some dismissing her as mediocre, and everything in between. Despite the ambiguity of her relationship with her 
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people, her interference in religious matters, her military decisions and the way she governed, one thing about 
her is undeniable. She was a survivor. She was barely three years old when, as her father decided, she was de-
clared an illegitimate child, losing her place in the line of succession. Two queens and one king later, after being 
tried for participation in a conspiracy, being imprisoned and interrοgated in the Tower of London and nearly 
being executed, twenty-five-year-old then Elizabeth ascended to the throne (1558). She ruled for forty three 
years, which were not without uprisings, wars and assassinations attempts against her. None of this defeated 
her.

She allied with Scotland, ending wars between the two kingdoms that had been going on since the beginning 
of time. She resisted the three attempts of the Spanish to take over her island and in 1596 she raided the Span-
ish city of Cádiz, causing so much destruction that Spain had to declare bankruptcy the very next year. 

Though far from a perfect leader, Elizabeth established laws benefitting the poor, structured the Church as it 
still is today, reinforced the trade, selected an array of capable advisors for herself and encouraged the explo-
ration of the seas. She did all this without having neither a husband or an heir, not wanting the English crown to 
be passed on to a foreign power, and thus ruled alone in the midst of a world controlled by men. 

The last two lionesses we talked about had met. In the year 1593, Grace was officially presented before 
queen Elizabeth in order to negotiate a series of requests. It is impossible for the writer to resist the charm of 
such a meeting, but unfortunately the bits of information we possess about this confrontation are not 100% 
verified. It appears they conversed in Latin because even though they knew each other’s language, there was 
no way in the world they would use it. What Grace managed to ensure, among other things, was the release 
of her two sons and her half-brother, the assurance that part of her sons’ taxes would create a “pension” for 
herself in the future, and that English authorities in Scotland would protect her family, allowing them to enjoy 
their livelihoods. In turn, Grace promised to stop acting against the English and side with them in their “quarrel 
with all the world”.

Both of them passed away in 1603.

What this little study aspired - and hopefully managed - to do was scratch the tip of the iceberg. Over the 
many centuries of our history there have been dozens of examples of female warriors who either acted on their 
own (much like the ladies described earlier), or as groups. A very typical example are the Amazones, or the 
Vietnamese Trung sisters who rebelled against China in 40 A.C. liberating sixty five cities in total. Or, the 588th  
Night Bomber Regiment, a Russian air force unit active during World War II that was named “Night Witches”. 
It consisted only of women volunteers who were responsible for the drop of twenty three thousand tonnes of 
bombs, during the war. 

As seen in the case of the Irish pirate queen, it is easy for a lot of these events to escape historical accuracy 
and enter the realm of myths and legends. Given how often this happened in the early 17th century, one easily 
realizes the amount of information that has possibly been forgotten or distorted. For example, it was said that 
Vietnamese Trieu Thi Trinh wore yellow clothing and charged into battle carrying two swords and riding an 
elephant, and that she was three meters tall with a one meter wide chest. 

Either way, since war has always been accompanying humanity, it would be absurd to assume that only half of 
the human population has the “privilege” to partake on it. Weapons and strategic goals don’t come with restric-
tive labels, or stereotypical rules based on human anatomy. The statues of Zenobia and heaps of books about 
Gloriana make this crystal clear. 
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Dreams

  

  Like on every second Thursday of the month, Cassandra locked the door of her shop, shook it 
to make sure it didn’t give, and headed to the market. The wooden sign above the door read “The 
Dreamorb Shop”, painted with acrylics in her grandmother’s cursive. In the car, stacked neatly 
into boxes were the dreamorbs she was going to exchange today, the tent and counter, two stools, 
her sack of tools and needles.
 
  Cassandra collected nightmares and repaired them with thread and yarn. Every day, people 
would come to exchange their bad dreams with good ones, each one of them settled beautifully in 
a dreamorb after being repaired. She was working with subscriptions and a steady clientele that 
seemed to grow every month. And in order to accommodate more people, she held a spot at the 
marketplace downtown.

  It was the first day of spring, the weather already milder, sweeter, making the work of setting up 
at the marketplace less of a chore and more of a celebration.  She prepared her counter, arrang-
ing her tools in front of her seat, and carefully building a small pyramid with her dreamorbs that 
vibrated with colour and energy. Since the contents of the dreamorbs were lighter than air and 
lacked physical particles, gravity couldn’t pin them down. They levitated, like a galaxy cluster with 
iridescent nebulae and silken constellations according to the colours of yarn Cassandra had used 
for the images.

  The market wasn’t crowded,  it was still too early. Opposite from her, Nina was setting her own 
equipment with a bright smile on her face and a tune on her lips. She was a melody tattoo artist. 
She could infuse any song in the images she drew on a person’s body that would come alive only for 
them to hear at their command. 

  Next to her, Mr. Butterthought was already set and ready to start his day with his binoculars at an 
arm’s reach and a book on his lap. Holding his binoculars upside down, he could read anyone’s fear. 
He never turned those binoculars towards her when she had a client.

  On Nina’s other side, Mrs Marina was placing her pink bottles - “SPELLS IN A BOTTLE: only a 
drop is enough” - neatly next to each other. Cassandra had used one of them a year ago to clean 
her boots. “GOOD AS NEW” was its label, and it needed a couple of hours to unfold. Indeed, Cassan-
dra had awakened to a clean pair of boots that weren’t hers. She had stuffed the bottle in the back 
of her highest cupboard, afraid of what it might do to her sink or the drainage should she pour it 
away.

  Sean emerged from the right side of her tent, holding two cups of tea. He placed one of them on 
her counter along with a beaded bracelet in earthy tones, and then waved at her.

  She took a sip and smiled, giving him a peck on his cheek. He winked, then raised a finger as he 
remembered and headed back to his tend. While she waited, Cassandra picked up the bracelet and 
read in the beads the titles of the books he had chosen for her this month. 

  She took one brown bead out of the clasp, poured some water on it and instantly it breathed and 
gained space, blossoming into a book with soft brown jacket and black capital letters at the title 
that read “The Sugar Sea and Other Fairytales”. 

  Sean came back then with a nightmare. Cassandra accepted it and placed it carefully in the box 
with the nightmares she would collect that day. She gestured to the dreamorbs and let him pick. 
His eyes were less tired today, the black circles faint. Ever since he had moved closer to her tent 
and subscribed, he looked better.
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  The one he chose had in its center an intense splash of orange, with soft drops of pine green. Sean 
loved orange. She patted him on the back and when his eyes were back to her face she said, “Good 
choice.” He read her lips, nodded, and headed back. Teaching people not to be afraid of their night-
mares was as important as it was to repair them. 

  “Nightmares are just shredded dreams,” her grandmother would say while sitting on her bench 
work and teaching Cassandra embroidery. “It’s because of secrets. Secrets, and fears, and old scars 
that we bury so deep in our memories we almost forget them. But they don’t forget us. They never 
do. Because as much as we deny their existence, pretend that they never happened, they are a part 
of us.” She would pick up a nightmare and tap her long nail on it. “And they know it. And they want 
to claim their space in our lives. During sleep time, when we are most vulnerable, they break the 
candle seal that keeps the doors to subconscious airtight shut, and they roam free, distorting our 
dreams and ripping them to shreds.”
 
  Because nightmares weren’t inherently bad, Cassandra pulled the threads and the missing 
stitches, found the fear or the anxiety that caused the glitch, and unravelled them. She loved using 
her hands, gentle pulls and tears that wouldn’t cause the dream further damage. Then, she filled 
the holes with colourful embroidery and sunlight. Different steps were needed for every dream. 
Sometimes she added wings and anchors and lighthouses, others she cut away moonless nights and 
wet streets, stitching together the hopeful images left. Yes, the nightmares hid sorrow and bereave-
ment, but there was nothing more Cassandra could do but create warm and safe dreams, and blan-
ket those in pain with love and colours.
 
  Cassandra made herself comfortable behind her counter and read her book. Despite having her 
tools with her, she didn’t want to make any repairs while at the market unless it was urgent; being 
outside while trying to do such a delicate work was an invitation for trouble instead of good time 
management.

  It was an hour after noon when she saw him. Dressed in black, with a perpetual scowl and a 
stark case of heterochromia, the handsome boy who had been coming every week for the past four 
months walked up to her and looked around as if the world had offended him. It wasn’t just the 
otherworldly familiarity of his features that was etched in her memory. She remembered exactly 
when he had come for the first time, because the night before she had accidentally broken one of 
her nightmare-collecting orbs, which had her sleepless and vacuuming at four in the morning.

  Every time, the boy brought her the same dream, for it was never a nightmare despite his claims. 
Every time she opened it and looked inside, there were blue skies and rivers, autumn leaves and 
calmness.
 
The boy handed her the orb without a word.

“Again?” she asked. He nodded. “That can’t be,” she muttered and rolled the orb with a flick of her 
fingers, searching, weighing it. 

He shrugged. “It is what it is.” 

  The colours in the orb were—like the boy’s eyes— gold and red, fighting tirelessly, trying to 
strangle each other.
If Cassandra loved one thing more than her job, was the very fact that she was good at it. She could 
repair anything, and that wasn’t going to change.
She pulled the second stool from under the counter and patted it. 

“Come on. Sit. We are going to find out what’s that dream of yours.”



  Hesitantly, the boy stepped behind the counter, his pale face taking a warmer tinge under the 
orange tent, and sat with his hands on his knees. 

“Ready?” she asked him. It seemed shrugs were the appropriate answer to all of her questions. 
She smiled in encouragement. “Don’t worry. You’re safe with me.” Taking his hand, Cassandra 
ticked the orb open and took a deep breath before immersing both of them in the dream.

  At the other side of the road, Mr. Butterthought peeked at her through his binoculars, threw them 
on the table and screamed. An agonizing howl like a wounded animal pierced the air, and somebody 
yelled “Don’t touch her!”
But Cassandra and the boy were already gone. 

***

The sun was soothing on her skin and the sky so bright it had almost lost its colour. They were 
standing in the middle of a rich wheat field, at the edge of a forest that moved serenely under the 
cool breeze. She relished the dream around her, so calming and full of earthly smells, it felt like 
home.

“See? A beautiful wheat field. I can even listen to the river on my right.” 

She could also listen to the hastened breath on her left. “Hey, what is it?”
His hand was clammy in hers. 

“Don’t you see?” he asked with a shuddering voice.

“I do. It’s just wheat—”

“You don’t!”

There were thick beads of sweat on his eyebrows, his face tightened. He wasn’t looking at her. 

“What do you see?”

“Pitch black. And eyes. Eyes everywhere.”

  Cassandra frowned and looked around. It wasn’t the first time that people would experience the 
same dream differently, but it had never happened in such a broken way.

“Can you see me?”
He nodded.

“And?”

“Demon.” 

  Cassandra closed her eyes and inhaled deeply. She could feel the body next to hers panicking in 
the shuddering that became more violent as time passed. 

  She opened her eyes and focused on her surroundings. The golden kernels under her fingers were 
perfect. The autumn had turned the tree leaves all shades of gold and the sun was a perfectly round 
disk on the sky. A golden plate. 
Everything.



“Tell me,” she said. “What colour are the eyes?”

“Red.”

  She cut a stem and looked at it closely. No matter how hard she tried to concentrate on it, the de-
tails blurred. Yet, she was the repair person. Nothing was supposed to blur for her. She was the one, 
the outsider, that could – should see everything clearly.

“What am I holding?” she asked him.

“You don’t want to know.”

“But I do.”

He heaved and then, “A body part. A head.”

“And if you look closely?”

“An axe. A red axe.”

  She squeezed his hand and threw the stem away. Nightmares told stories. Secrets hidden under 
layers of perseverance and self-preservation. Sometimes, those secrets found their way to the sur-
face, stealing away one’s dreams and breath.

Everybody had secrets. Even Cassandra.

  She pulled the boy against her, her hand on his nape, his forehead in the crook of her neck. “There, 
there. Don’t be afraid now.”

She found the thread behind his earlobe and pulled. He sighed.

“I told you. You’re safe with me.” 

  She unravelled him gently, keeping her mind clear and her thoughts kind, away from her tainted 
past and bloodied hands, and when there was nothing left of the boy but a golden eye, she stitched 
his outline again, making him taller and stronger – just like she remembered him, or like she had 
wished him to be. She threw away his black clothes, and knitted them of breeze and soft wool, like 
the clothes her mother used to make for him. She used satin thread to fill in his other eye with pale 
copper, like the hot tea he loved when he was alive. She kissed him on the forehead and promised 
never to bury him so deeply again.

*** 

  She opened her eyes, the stool next to her now empty, surrounded by other vendors, friends and 
people she had never talked to in the past. Mr. Butterthought’s face was ashen, one hand on his 
mouth, the other on his stomach.

  Sean let a glass of water in front of her. Nina walked around the counter and patted her on the 
back, pointing at Mr. Butterthought with her thumb. “He screamed like the world had ended. 
I told him you know your job.”



  Cassandra felt her grandmother’s callused hand on her cheeks, the soft lips between her eyes, 
right before she had helped her bury him and smiled at them. “I do.” She looked at the orb floating 
between her hands, how the angry red had been replaced by copper and amber, blended inside the 
gold with harsh strokes, moving languidly under the gentle azure breeze. 

“It’s okay,” she said to Mr Butterthought. “They escape sometimes.”
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A S T R O

Capricorn

Mamihlapinatapei : a wordless yet meaningful look 
shared by two people who both desire to initiate 
something but are both reluctant to start. 
(Yaghan, Tierra del Fuego)

Aquarius

Fernweh : feeling homesick for a place you’ve 
never been to. (German)

Pisces

Won : the reluctance on a person’s part to let go 
of an illusion. (Korean)

Aries

Mono no Aware : the bittersweetness of a brief 
and fading moment of transcendent beauty. 
(Japanese)

Taurus

Ilunga : a person who is ready to forgive any 
abuse for the first time, to tolerate it a second time, 
but never a third time. (Tshiluba, Congo)

Gemini

Weltschmerz : the kind of feeling experienced by 
someone who believes that physical reality can 
never satisfy the demands of the mind. (German)

Cancer

Hiraeth : nostalgia for an idealized past that never 
was. (Welsh)

Leo

Duende : the mysterious power that a work of art 
has to deeply move a person. (Spanish)

Virgo

Ayurnamat : the philosophy that there is no point 
worrying about that which you cannot change. 
(Inuit)

Libra

Ya’aburnee : “You bury me” - a declaration of 
one’s hope that they’ll die before another person 
because of how difficult it would be to live without 
them. (Arabic)

Scorpio

Mokita : the truth we all know but agree not to 
talk about. (Kivila, Papua New Guinea)

Sagittarius

Rire dans sa barbe : to laugh in your beard quietly 
while thinking about something that happened in 
the past. (French)
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