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Life is here, all alone at night in the center of the city1 
 
By Eva Karaitidi2 
 
One of those wonderful things born incessantly in this city, something we don’t 
always take notice of, was a stimulating [Athens] Biennale with well-known and 
lesser-known artists.  

I was lucky enough to participate in a very special event that not only required 
the participation of the public, but also, unexpectedly, affected the core of our being. 
A young Athenian, Marialena Marouda, who works in the fields of theater and dance 
in Germany, invited us to something unusual and, to some, even disturbing: she 
asked us to walk alone, in silence, without cell phones or music, for 45 minutes in the 
area around Kotzia Square, when it was already dark.  

Prior to the walk, she proposed some instructions: to take our time, to follow 
our desire and, most importantly, to focus on being aware. Being aware of our body 
(balance, weight, speed) but also of all our sensations, of how our shoes touch the 
ground, of what we hear around us, of what we see and think, of the feelings that can 
emerge, such as pleasure, fear, hurriedness, alienation, happiness or curiosity. 
Being aware of the living organisms that we would meet in our passing, of people, 
animals and plants. We were asked to be aware of the temperature, the light, the 
pollution, the streets, the cars, the buildings, the garbage and so on. In a word, 
Marialena Marouda set the guidelines for what she calls the map of walking poetics, 
since, on top of all this, she asked us to take notes on yellow post-its, which she 
handed out, and which we later would stick to a whole wall of the old stock exchange 
building… In short, we were given a highly complex task.  

And so I went out, somewhat blasé, since it happens that I often traverse 
these areas. Only to realize that in fact I seldom saw and experienced as intensely 
as I did now. The lit Acropolis against a deep blue (almost black) sky; the book fair 
on Kotzia Square, which I crossed passionately and vigorously while listening to the 
sound of the soles of my feet on the ground; the friend I met outside Campo and 
whom I invited enthusiastically to join me; the smells of olive oil, sausages and 
cheeses on an ever lively Athinas Str.; the harmless, raving mad Pakistani firing 
sexual insults all day long; the lit Acropolis now against a black backdrop; yellow, 
white, light blue and orange lights; the humidity; a bouquet of Greek flags for sale on 
the sidewalk; the evening briskness caressing my face; pollution not at all disturbing; 
the eagerness to comprehend all that I see and hear, to share, to pass on that 
awareness, which distances me from all my worries and becomes an almost 
inexplicable flood of joy. How to describe such concentrated happiness arising from a 
common stroll? I felt like a child listening intently, free from thoughts about what was 
or will be, free from fear or criticism.  

Afterwards we returned to our base, from now on the temple of art and 
poetry, and stuck our notes onto the self-made map, continuing to play, drawing lines 
with colored pencils, crossing our thoughts, affects and desires.  

Carving them on an Athens now transformed, which is here, at once 
extremely familiar and alienating, constantly seductive and fascinating. 

                                                
1 Translated into English by Marialena Marouda. 
2 Eva Karaitidi directs the Publishing House “Hestia Publishers and Booksellers.” 




