








on this island:

the

physical fences are

not as powerful

as

the mental ones



[t was a long car ride and we had driven
out of town to do a photoshoot. I saw the highway
slowly turn to narrow streets and then transform
into vague dirt roads. We stayed in the country-
side for about 5 hours taking pictures, then packed
our things and prepared to go home. There was a
light sunset, making the landscape glow a comfort-
ing orange and allowing the shadows to give out
light shades of blue. As we were getting back into
the car, he pointed his finger towards a mountain
in the visible east and said “You see those barriers¢



We aren’t allowed there. Neither are they.” I heard
what he had said without fully comprehending it.
I'was aware enough to understand that up until that mo-
ment I didn’t understand the weight of it all. The whole
way back, from dirt to stone to cement, the statement ran
circles round my head. How could his words strike me so¢
Finally reaching home, I locked myself in with the task
of figuring out why his observation affected me in
that way. After a while, the thought crystallised and
through its clarity it became apartment that despite
the impressive amount of fences that exist in Cyprus,
the most powerful ones are in the minds of its inhab-
itants, including myself.

The initial hurdle was determining how this
phenomenon would be approached. An island in the
eastern mediterranean; Cyprus gained independence
in 1960 and was invaded in 1974. Both cases have
given merit to the separation of the territory into
many different zones, all separated by fences. Even
if only those in the older generations experienced the
latter, and a small number of them are able to vividly
recall the former, it seems as though even the newest
of generations are born with inherent awareness to
the situation, as if an additional sense alongside sight
and sound. The youth continues to bare the weight
of circumstances and events through which it never
itself lived. Still, to the majority of people abroad, the
conflict that has been developing for decades presents
itself as a complete unfamiliarity, and those that know
of its existence assume that the struggle has already
been resolved. However, even though the tragedy is
not in the same state that it once was, that does not
mean that it has disappeared: it has simply developed.
Perhaps unrecognisable to what it initially was, but not
by any means gone. It is necessary to first look into a



very abbreviated history of the island, for it seems to
have been left as nothing more but a footnote in many
historical recounts. Despite this, what is for some a
footnote is for others a very grave reality. Additionally,
as a result of the faith that much of this research puts
in abstract and generally unspoken circumstances,
it is necessary to depend on experiences, both first-
hand and those acquired from others. In these types of
phenomena, recollective accounts shine more light on
the vagueness of the unknown than academic sources.
Memories, personal encounters, passing conversa-
tions—they all contribute to the formation of a whole
that leads to how we individually place ourselves in
our collective surroundings, however we choose to
perceive them. It is important to not disregard the
valuable insight that resonating accounts hold. My
grandmother and mother who both became refugees
abroad (the former also having lived through the co-
lonial era), a singer who has for the past four decades
been externalising her refugeehood through the me-
dium music, a politician fighting to move beyond the
shadow of her jailed father who at one point led the
island, and my older brother who was raised during
a time when the island was beginning to look to the
future. These are the people approached to share their
thoughts, emotions and recounts. They are ultimately
also just some of the hundreds of thousands of Cy-
priots who were forced to form a new life following
the series of spiralling events.






wanted to

be free



After having been under the control of
the Greeks, Romans, Byzantines, Venetians and
Ottomans; Cyprus found itself as part of the British
Empire from which it eventually gained indepen-
dence in 1960 in the midst of the decolonisation
period. This came after a series of revolts against the
occupation, mainly by the paramilitary organisation
E.O.K.A. (EBvwkr) Opyédvwoig Kumpiwv Aywviotdv:
“National Organisation of Cypriot Fighters”), which
led to a constitution being drafted and signed the
year prior in Zurich. My grandmother, born in 1937,
is part of the older generation that lived to see the
island ousting the overt influence of the British.
She is generally very reserved and detached when
speaking of the past, perhaps as a result of all she
has lived to see. It was nonetheless important to
connect with her through a zoom call and listen to
her describe her headspace during that period. When
asked about the days leading to the independence,
she replied:

I was married when Cyprus became independent.
It was not necessarily terrible, but we wanted our
freedom from the English. We wanted to be free.
To be able to have our own government. Under
the English we had to faithfully follow the English
mindset, which for me was not horrible, but others
wanted to be liberated. We couldn’t vote, our gov-
ernment was run by the occupational force, and
they were in charge of everything: if you wanted
to open a business, build a home, or get a job. So
because all the others wanted it, I was also for
theliberation.

Iavtpevtnka étav Eyive aveldptntn 1 Kvmpog. Aev
fitav anapaitnta anaiow, addd Oédape Ty eAevBepia
pas aré tovg Ayylovs. Oédape va elpaote eAevBepot. Na



UTOpOUE var kKGvovpe Tn Stkn) pa kuBépvnon. Kdtw and
Tov§ Ayylovgémpeme va akorovBovpe motd tnv ayyAikij
vootpomia, mov yia epévar Sev ritay doynun aAdd ot dAdot
nfedav va eAevBepwBovye. Aev eiyape To Stkaiwpa rigov,
1 kvBépvnatj pag Asttovpyodoe amd tnv katoyiky Svvapn,
kat jrav vrevBovor yia ta mdvra av §ledes va avoiéelg
emiyelpnon, va xtioels omity, va wdpetg SovAerd. Omdte amd
T0V§ dAAoug rjpovy ki ey viép TG eevBépwon.

Of importance is that for half a decade up
until the formation of the republic, she was employed
as a hairdresser at the Ledra Palace Hotel, at the time
the island’s most prestigious hotel that was built and
managed by the English. As a result, she does hold
sympathies and sentiments towards the colonial pe-
riod, making it somewhat difficult to attain critical
recounts from that era. Regardless of that, her input
remains precious within the context of this paper,
if not for precise information, then for the purpose
of illustrating how every generation within a single
family has been forced to face a different iteration of
the same struggle.

People on the island were hoping that the
British would leave and full sovereignty would be given
over the entirety of the land and its future. However,
they, in addition to their coastal military bases and the
fences that surround them, remained. Majority rule
granted to most of the territory, with the exception
of those bases, essentially leading to two countries
administering on an island half the size of metro-
politan Paris. The will and interest for forces to keep
themselves present in Cyprus dates back to ancient
times, serving then as a docking harbour for tradesmen
and merchants of the neighbouring states. In modern
times, its geo- politically strategic position between
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Europe, Africa and Asia, above Egypt, bellow Turkey,
close by Greece, beside Lebanon, Israel and Syria, pre-
sented and continues to present itself as an object of
desire for the greater powers. Britain may have lost
its total legislative control, but it was by no means
prepared to let go of its grip on this little dot on the
map. It is for this reason that they, beyond their bases,
employed the famous “divide and conquer” strategy
and applied it here as well. The ideal technique to
break a population to such a degree that it will not
have the time to deal with your continuedinfluence.

Cyprus is very much melting-pot of people
originating from all its neighbouring countries, the big-
gest demographic being the Greek-speakers, followed
by the Turkish-speakers. On the evening of December
21st, 1963, inter-communal riots broke out between
the two ethnic groups, resulting in the death of 174
of the former, and 364 of the latter. It began when
Greek-speaking police men stopped a vehicle driven by
three Turkish-speakers, two men and a woman, to be
checked. This led to an argument which encouraged
a group of Turkish-speakers to join the scene, with
escalations leading to one of the passengers firing a
gun. A short shoot-out brought about the killing of
one of the officers and one of the passengers. In the
morning that followed, armed Turkish-speakers began
to uncontrollably circulate the main streets of the Nic-
osia, and by the afternoon, this extended to other parts
of the capital, with the aim of forming mono-cultural
enclaves. The day after, similar circulations took place
in all but one of the six major towns of Cyprus. Of
such a scope was the violence that Turkey threatened
to intervene, a fact that gave Great Britain an excuse to
impose one of its old plans: a separation of the island
between a Greek and a Turkish state. An agreement
was signed on the 30th of December, 1963, in con-
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sultation with Athens and Ankara, to put an end to
the hostilities. The result of this agreement was the
formation of a separating barrier that extended to the
capital of Nicosia. The Green Line, it is still called to
this day. It was dubbed as such because the British
Major who drew it up on the map did so with a green
pencil. Innocent naming convention for what offered
dire consequences. The capital was thus divided into
two sectors, separated by a fences. Tensions largely
eased in 1968 when bi-communal talks took place
between the leaders of the two groups and two of
Nicosia’s main streets were opened forcrossing.

On the surface, it seemed as though the sit-
uation was slowly improving, and the managing of
tensions did its work to slowly lead to free travel once
more. In reality however, the greater powers nearby
and beyond had other plans for the Cypriots.

On the 15th of July, 1974, a coup d’état or-
chestrated by the Cypriot National Guard and the
military regime of Greece, Junta, took place, seeking
to replace the then-leader of the island, Archobishop
Makarios, with a ruler in favour of a Union between
Cyprus and Greece. Mina Sampson, born in Nicosia
in the late 1960s, is a Cypriot journalist, politician
and mother of three. Prior to the invasion, her father,
Nikos Sampson, was a member of parliament and also
a journalist in addition to being a publisher. He was a
prominent member of the aforementioned E.O.K.A.
organisation. In the summer of 1974, e was the man
appointed by Junta as the de-facto leader of Cyprus
following the coup. The opportunity was given to
speak with her personally and ask questions regarding
her father:
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On the day of the coup, my dad, with the help of
some soldiers who were there, went to the Hellenic
Army General Staff, which were the headquarters
for the Greek army when the coup had taken place.
The coup broke out at, say, 8:15a.m. and my dad
was at home. At 10a.m. he went JOURNALISTI-
CALLY and as a member of parliament to see what
was going on. The Greeks there were trying to
gather four to-be presidents, as planned, because
Turkey was threatening to intervene. But they
couldn’t find anybody, and my dad, who was a
well-known campaigner, was told “Sampson, we're
in danger and we’re entering an invasion right
now. Come take over” and so he did. So there was
a coup at 8:00 in the morning, my dad took over at
13:00 in the afternoon.

Otav éytve Ty nuépa 10 mpalcdmnua, o PTapTES fov pie TN
Bonbeta otpatiwtdy mov Bpiokovray ekel, miye kow fpénke
oto I'evikd Emiteleio Xrpatod, mov frav to apynyeio tov
atpatod dtav eiye yivet o mpaikdmnpa. To mpadikémnua
EyLVe ag TOVIE 1) Wpa 8:I5 TO TPWL KAL 0 PTTAUTIHS OV

nrav onitt. H wpa 10 wijye AHMOXIOI'PADIKA kat wg
BovAevtijc oto I.E.X. yta va et Tt yiverar. Ilpoomafovoav
ot EAAnveg va povv téooepels mpoéSpous dmwg elyav
ovpgwvioe 8tott anetdoboe 1) Tovpkia 6ti rjTay va emépfet.
Ae Bplokave kavévay ekelvol, kaL 0 pTapTES pov Tov HTay
YVWOTIS aywvioTris, Tov elmay “Loppdv, kivSvvedovpe kot
pmaivovye oe etofoli) vty tn otrypn. 'EAe va avaddferg”
Kot avédafe. Andadi) éytve to mpaikémnpa n dpa 8 kL o
UTTOUTIAS pov avEAafe 1) dpa I3 To peanpépt.

Spontaneously chosen and placed as the

head of a provisional government, Nikos Sampson
was forced to face the expected invasion from Turkey.
Outwardly declared as an abrupt action of peace for
the sake of the Turkish-speakers, the reality is that the
attack was much more orchestrated than the public
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is still lead to believe. In a televised interview with
Mina and her brother, they elaborated on documents
indicating that the Cypriot leader overthrown from the
coup had struck a deal with Turkey that an invasion
should take place and he should be reinstated as the
head of the island, regardless of which power it was
ultimately under.' Despite internationally declaring his
worries that a union with Greece would present a great
threat to the Turkish-speaking population, what he
was more worried about was what the union would
have entailed for his leadership. A call from Ankara
to Washington and the permission granted by Henry
Kissinger was all that was necessary for the Turkish
military tostrike.

The invasion was carried out in two phases:
Attila I and Attila II. The first took place on the 20th
of July, and the second about three weeks afterwards
on the 14th of August. In Attila I, the Turkish captured
only about 7% of the island, and it was in Attila II that
they penetrated deeper and occupied 36%. These are
the consequences on geographic terms. The toll on
humanity was the death of up to six thousand Cypriots
and injury to twice the amount. An indeterminable
number of people have also gone missing through the
conflict, and even in present times are bones and other
remains found and identified as those who disappeared
in that period. The first part of the deal was completed
as planned, however the Archbishop found himself in
a predicament when Turkey refused to give him leader-
ship of the occupied land. Simultaneously, Greece was
already reluctant to fight alongside the Greek-speakers,
and a call from the United States warning Athensthat
involvement would mean another Greco-Turkish war
left no doubt persist. And so, Cyprus was left to itsown

lExtra Tv Cyprus. XYNENTEYEH AITO TA ITAIAIA TOY NIKOY ZAMYQN, XQTHPH KAI
MINA. 20-07-19. https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GQnEIhRfObA
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devices and people to defend itself. The result was the
island suddenly splitting further into the four zones
that exist today, each controlled by a different power.
Nikos Sampson was branded as a traitor by the people
and the returning government. He was thus set a jail
sentence of twenty years for collaborating with Junta
and ‘causing’ theinvasion.

Currently, one can find the British bases
present from colonial times, the land occupied by
Turkey following 1974, and the territory still under
the control of the Cypriot Republic. In response to
these new circumstances, the Green Line, originally
drawn in 1963, was accordingly extended to a length
of 300 kilometres and made into a demilitarised zone,
separating the occupied and free areas. Throughout the
zones are fencescontrolled by the individual forces of
each of these powers. For nearly forty years, the people
living in the occupied north and government-con-
trolled south had minimal contact with each other
and were only on very special occasions allowed to
ever cross between the two.



wake up,
kids:

we're at war



D ue to how recent in history this inva-
sion is, it is close to impossible to not come across
someone on the island who has either experienced it
themselves or knows somebody close to them that
has. Many of them remember the moment it became
clear that the invasion was the reality to which they
suddenly had to adjust, and some can even recall the
atmosphere that set the stage for it all. The elderly
shop-keeper sitting on a wood-woven stool at the front
of his businesses smoking cigars, that middle-aged
woman walking her dog, and this old lady sweeping
fallen leaves off her porch; they have all lived through
the harsh period around which the current govern-
ment and modern society continue to revolve. There
is admittedly a bittersweetness in the fact that there
is such a large number of people available with which
to speak in wanting to gather first-hand anecdotes on
these tragedies.

For this research, I had the honour to inter-
view a particular one of them. Cypriot vocal artist and
song-writer Alexia Vassiliou was throughout the 1980s
and 1990s amongst the best-selling artists in the music
industries of Greece and Cyprus. To this day, she is
still one of the most well-known performers in these
countries. Born in Famagusta in 1964, she was ten
years old when she became a refugee after the takeover
of her hometown. Among the first questions in the
two hour telephone call was if there was anything in
her environment in the days leading up to the Attila I
that gave the impression that it was going to breakout:

It was around the time the coup happened. The
grown-ups were talking: grandmothers, grandfa-
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thers, aunts, uncles, our parents. They were all
talking. About something terrible that was going
to happen. As children: we see it all, we hear it
all, we COMPREHEND it all. So we knew SOME-
THING was going to happen.

‘Hrav étav éytve to mpadikdmnpa. Midovoav ot peydlot:
ylayiddes, manmovdes, Oeics, Beiot, ot yoveis pog.
Midovoav. I'a kdtt Tpopepd mov mpdkettovy va oupfel.
Epeis ta pwpd 6o ta fAémovpe, dAa o akovpe, OAA ta
avtidapfavépaocte. Ondre Epape 61 KATI empikerto va
ouppeL.

She then goes on to describe the day itself
more detail:

We were playing on the porch, as usual. I was
playing with jigsaw puzzles with my glass of milk
and listening to music, since it was summer. And
the official announcements from the radio began.
And then EVERYTHING started to fall apart. Our
life, care-free and beautiful: It just fell apart. That
announcement signalled the change of our then-
life. That is, we had to stay at home, forbidden to
turn the lights on JUST IN CASE we were bombed
by planes. So that day, I thought I was going to

die from the anxiety up until my dad came home,
you’re a child and you just don’t understand what'’s
happening. He finally returned, and then came the
first phase of the invasion. My sister and I woke up
at 6am from alarm sirens. My mum came into the
room and said “Wake up kids, we’re at war.”

HMailape otn Pepdvra dnws ovvibws. Enaila jigsaw puzzle
HE TO ydAa pov kaw dkovya povatkt, apov frav kadokaipt.
Kat apéows dpynoav ta avakowvwbévta and to padiépwvo.
Kot dpynoav va yaddve OAA. H {wnj pog, n Eéyvoraotn

1 dpoppn: XdAaoe. Exeivo o avakotvwbév ofjpave Ty
addayr) T téte {wijs pag. Andadij eiyape apéows kat’ oikwv
TEPLOPLOYOVS, amaryopebovTay va avdfovpe pota MHITQX
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pas BopBdpdilay ta agpomddva. Omdte ekeivn tnv nuépa,
damov va épbet omit o prapmds pov vopla mws fTav va
meBdvw amd tnv aywvia, eloat kat TOTE pwpd kot S Eépelg
Tt yiverar. Tedikd 1jpOe, kot petd éywve n Ipdtn Odon tng
eloPolrjs. Evmvijoape 6 To mpwi amd cupives guvayeppoy,
eyw kat 1) adeAdr) pov. HpBe oo Swpdtio 1 popd pov kow
elme “Evnvijote madid, éyovpe médepo.”

Delving into the psychology of her ten
year old self, she also shared the thoughts that ran
through her head as the world around her was col-
lapsing:

We thought we were going to die because you

just don’t understand - what does “war” mean¢
How would we know¢ And is this terrible thing
ever going to end¢ If it does, will we be alive¢

Will someone kill us¢ Will we be wiped out¢ Will
we be able to eat¢ Will we freeze¢ What about a
place to sleep¢ The people we know and love¢ Will
they still be with us¢ My uncle and dad went to
fight. My grandmother, grandfather, mom, aunt,
sister and I stayed behind. And then they started
bombing us with planes. What can I tell you, we’re
talking about VIOLENCE. VIOLENT things. Ter-
rifying. I was one of the blessed because I always
had my parents by myside.

NopiCape mws fitav va meBdvovpe yiati 8¢ Epeig- Tt
onpaivet wéAepog; ITob va Eépovpe epels; Ko avtd to
mpdypa To Tpopepd Oa tederwoel moté; Av tedeidoet, Ba
elpaote Quvtavol epels; Oa pag okotdoeL kdmotog; Oa pag
apavioet kamolog; Oa Eyovpe va payjis; Ot KPLWIOVYE;
Kpepdry; Ta mpéowma T omoler ayamdpe kat yvwpiovpe;
Ou eivar padi pag; IThyav va molepioovy o Belog pov kow

o pmapmds pov. Epstvay 1 ylaytd, o mammois, 1 paud pov,
1 Bela pov ka, 1) abedrj pov kau eyw. Kau dpytoav va pag
Boupapésifovy petd ta agpomAdva. Tt va 0oV mw, pAdpe
yia BIA. BIAIA mpaypata. Tpopaktikotata. Hpovv and tig
evloynuéves yrari elya Tovg yovel§ prov mavta Sima pov.
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Alexia’s hometown was the second most
developed on the island at the time, and became
engulfed by the Turkish forces, remaining occupied
to this day. Her family moved to the town closest
to Famagusta: Larnaca. Initially under the roof and
care of friends in that area, they eventually bought
a new home having lost the right to their previous
one. Over in the capital of Nicosia at that time was
my mother, born in 1965. She was raised and was
living with her parents and older brother in an area
that did not end up getting absorbed by the incom-
ing forces. Not able to dig out ‘concrete’ memories,
she recalled her own emotions of the same period:

On one hand I was afraid but on the other hand I
was also unaware of the danger because I was so
young. I was very excited because the whole neigh-
bourhood was sleeping in a basement so I thought
of it as a party. But I do remember that dad would
put on his military uniform every day and would
go to the field to find his soldiers to go to the war,
but there was a shortage of firearms so they’d
send them back home. So, every day we cried and
said goodbye to dad and every afternoon we were
happy that he returned.

A76 ) pla elyo pofo addd amd v dAAn eiya kat tnv
dyvota Tov ktvévvov yrati fipovy pukpn. Hpovyv wapa moAd
evBovaraopévn yrati kowpdpaotav 6An n yettovid o éva
vréyeLo dpa ey To Bewpovoa aav mdpTv. Oupdpan dpws
7oV propmd mov ke pépa éfale Ta oTpaTIWTLEG TOV KoL
mjyawve oto IEIT va BpelL TOUG 0TPATIWTEG TOV YLot Vot TTdeL
ooV moAepo addd Sev eiyav dmAa kattovséatedvay miow.
Apa, kaBe pépa kdalyape kaw amoyatpetoboays Tov prapmd
Kkat kdOe ambysvpa yapdpaotay wov épyovray.
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It became clear while transcribing the
interviews that two contrasting outlooks are pre-
senting themselves. Alexia’s is of a child that was
suddenly forced to adapt to a harsh reality and
become accustomed to living conditions previous-
ly unthinkable. My mother’s is of a child that is
almost unaware of the severity of its surroundings,
continuing to view situations through the filter
of innocence that a child of her age tends to have.
What certainly played a big role in the formation
of their perceptions is the fact that the former had
to accept the instability of depending on others
while having the community she once knew be
scattered, while the latter continued to live along-
side her neighbours and not have her home under
the control of a foreign power. Though this has
produced differing results on the surface, trauma
nonetheless manifested within them both.

Though for many the announcement of
and the invasion itself came as a complete shock,
it did not come as a complete surprise to some. It
is said that a decent number of Turkish-speakers
were informed by Turkey beforehand, and were
asked to remain in their homes and communities
on the dates of Attila’s I and II. On this, my grand-
motheradded:

The lady that would come and clean our home
was a Turkish-speaker, Nasim. Before the invasion
happened, she wanted to notify me but they were
threatened not to say anything to the rest of us.
She would come every Monday and Friday, and
one Friday she told me “Ma’am, I won’t be coming
in on Monday.” I asked her “Why, my dear¢ You're
happy and I'm happy, why won’t you come¢” And
she replied “I can’t tell you. I'm taking my baby
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to the doctor on Monday.” And then the invasion
broke out.

H koméda wov pov kabapile to onitt hrav Tovpkokvmpaia,
1 Naoip. Koitage, mptv yiver n etofolij, 1i0ee va pe
ewdomotrjoet ) koméda adAd Tovg elyav ekfidoet va pny movy
timota and e86. Epyovrav kdbe Asvtépa kau ITapaokevi,
kot pio Hoapaokevn pov Aéer “Kupia, S O épBw 1) Acvtépa.”
Tn pwtdw “Tiati aydmn pov; Apov eloat svyaploTnpévn

Kot elpat kt ey evyaptoTnuévn yatl va pnv €pBes; Ko

pob Aeét “Aev pmopds va 600 mw, Ba whpw To pwpd pov aTov
yLatpd ) Aevtépa.” Kou Eéomaae netofoln.

Was Nasim aware of what was to come, or
was she really going to take her child to the doctor¢
The take-away from all of the above are the state of
shock, horror and suspicion that the invasion bred,
towards both those outside of the community, and
those very much within it. The events and how they
unfolded both factually and on an anecdotal-ba-
sis are a matter that can be indefinitely discussed.
Stories such as the ones above are not in any way
uncommon or very much unique in the tone they
set for that period. Every person who was there
has their own film-roll of such moments, playing
repeatedly in their minds to remind them of what
has happened to them and those around them.

When asked to share memories of the war,
my grandmother was similarly to my mother un-
able to give many anecdotes. Pushing for answers,
I asked if she was afraid of what might happen to
her and her children. She admitted that they knew
the connections that her husband had with the
British unintentionally resulted in him not getting
sent off to fight, as he was supplying food and
drinks to the bases through his import company.
Evidently, those that were chosen for the fight were
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specifically selected for being politically involved
with the coup that preceded:

We just weren’t getting ourselves involved, we did
also have two kids at the time. I didn’t get my-

self entangled with those who were active. My
husband wanted to serve but because it was all
arranged, there wasn’t any sort of betrayal towards
us. They would tell him “My son, just go home.
There’s nothing for you to do here.” He was serving
the English at one of the military bases and told me
to take the kids and go to his cousins in England,
and then see how the situationgoes.

Aev fuactay avakatopévol, elyape kot §bo marddkia

T67e. Aev avakatatedTnka pe Tov dAAo kéopo mov
Spaatnpromourifnie. O dvrpag pov tdéte 1jBede va vrnpetioel
aAAd emeldn) firav kavoviopévo, vipye kdmota wpodoaia

o¢ gpdg. Tov édeyav “ITijyatve yié pov 070 kaAd. Asv éxet
tinota, Sev éyet Oéon yLa eoéva.” Tpopobotovae Tovg
Ayylovs ot Agkédia 0 mammols oov kat pod eime v mdw va
wdpw T madid ota Eadédprar Tov oty AyyAia kaw va Sovpe
s ot mder 1) katdoTaon.

Perhaps the tone of my grandmother is
also explained by the fact that, similarly to my
mother, her own childhood home was never occu-
pied, albeit now located two minutes on foot from
the demilitarised zone.

In her autobiographical book “To kovtdxt
¢ kapdiig!” (The little box of the heart!), wherein
which she details moments from various points in
her life, Mina reflects on the transition she expe-
rienced in her life through the way society treated
her father before and after the invasion:

You are always surrounded by people. (...) Wher-
ever we go, they talk to you. They kiss you. They
hug you. Sometimes they chant out your name.
(...) And suddenly, in but a moment, everything
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changes. Parents lose their children and dress in all
black. (...) And the crowd we were talking about
is now pointing its finger to only you. Our home
suddenly becomes barren. (...) “Visiting centre”,
the new word that enters our life. Your new
environment is that of the prison. You wear a grey
uniform and have since lost your glow. This will
be your uniform from now on, they explain to me.
(...) Curses directed at you. At us. This is just the
beginning and the power of the angry mob, a life
lesson that can never be forgotten.

Eioat ovvéyeia mepitpryvplopévos amo kéoyio. (...) Omov kat
av mdpe, oov ptAovv. Le prhovv. e aykatid{ovv. Kdmoreg
Popés pwvdovv puButkd o Gvoud oov. (...) Kot Sapvikd,
o€ pa pévo atiypr) 6Aa adddlovv. Foveig ydvovy ta madtd
ToUG Kat vvovtar ota pavpa. (...) Kat to mAnbog mov
Aéyayie Saytvdo Seiyver pévo eoéva. Toomitt pag Sagvikd
epnuaveL. (..) “Emokentiplo”, n véa Aéén mov pmaivet oty
Qorj pag. Tovéo aov meptfdAdov, avtd T pvlakijs. Dopdg
Lo pdppa ykpt kot €yelg ydoet ma ) Adppn gov. Avtr) Oa
elvar amé dw ko wépa n) aToArj gov pov eényovv. (...) Katdpeg
yia géva. T pag. Avtij elvon pévo 1 apyij kaw 1) Svvapn tov
opytapévov oxAov, pdBnua Gwns mov Sev pmopet va Sexaorel
TTOTE.

Though her father may have endured the
most physical consequences of the circumstances,
what is of interest when interpreting the text is
how she, along with the rest of their family, was
nonetheless psychologically affected. Being made to
witness her father, once placed in such a high posi-
tion, subsequently thrown down to be lockedaway.

No matter what class or faction the peo-
ple above and beyond belonged to at the time, this
event produced a plethora of results which can be
most generally grouped together to form two cate-

2
M. Sampson. To kovtakt Tng kapdidg!, Nicosia: Ekdooeig HAIA EITIGANIOY, 2018, p. 25-28.
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gories. One are the physical results, the other are the
psychological ones. Highly related and intertwined
while still separate, they are what has shaped the
people, and by extension, the society of Cyprus into
what they are today. Though the public gives more
attention to the first due to it being the easier of the
two to spot with a glance, the second is what has
produced the more complex and ever-developing
outcomes. It would not be wrong to say that they
are very much symbiotic in how the presence of
one enlarges the existence of the other, resulting in
a constant growth that is seemingly unstoppable.
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As if enabled parasites, fences found
various ways to pierce the land of Cyprus and re-
main fixed, with no signs of budging. The British
military bases were always fenced off, the English
residing there in gated communities with their own
supermarkets and cinemas to this day. This was
quite normalised by the time the invasion occurred.
However, following 1974, yet another fence ‘came
to the rescue’ in the form of athe demilitarised
zone separating the two ethnic groups into distinct
areas to which neither could cross. One territory
controlled by Turkey and one by Cyprus itself.

Initially, people tried to test the brutality
of their circumstances by crossing over the fences,
resulting in incidents between the Greek-speakers
and the Turkish-speakers. The most serious and doc-
umented one occurred in the summer of 1996 when
Greek-speaking demonstrators entered the demilita-
rised zone despite the ban of entry. They were attacked
by Turkish-speaking civilians and police officers, re-
sulting in a 24 year old being beaten to death. This
was followed three days later by the murder of his
26 year old cousin, who was killed by the gunfire of
Turkish nationalists as he tried to climb a mast and
lower a Turkish flag in mourning for the death of his
cousin. Predictably so, these two cases are unforget-
table in the mind of the Cypriot society, fuelled part
by the way the government controls their exposure.
In a number of locations across the barrier, one can
still find big posters showing the corpses of the two
men. This is of course on the area of the island still
under the control of the Cypriot government. What is
perhaps more interesting is the contrast presented by
what is exhibited on just the other side of the barrier.
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Within the occupied territory, large signposts read out
“Peace in the homeland, peace in the world” (Yurtta
sulh, cihanda sull), alongside images of Kemal Ataturk.

Some spots along the fences provided more
leeway for contact between the two sides, and those
tended to be the battlegrounds of protests, particu-
larly those run by students. Greek-speakers dressed
in all-blue waving Greek and Cypriot flags, singing
traditional Greek songs and chanting slogans in their
mother tongue, calling against the occupation. Right
on the other side, the Turkish-speakers do very much
the same only in favour of the Turkish colour palette,
flag, songs and slogans. A fitting paralle]l wherein one
is channeling the hate of the other. To think of these
ethnic tensions as a flame would not be incorrect. If
placed together in a mixed society, there is not much
space for the fire to become greater and spread, yet
the presence of the fences has allowed for air to enter
the equation and encourage unprecedented growth.
Indeed, they have been divided, and they have been-
conquered.

1974 was the year where nearly the entirety
of the Greek-speaking population was displaced from
its native north to the south, which was propped up
post-tragedy as the territory meant to appeal to them
most. Suddenly, they were led by a hastily re-estab-
lished government, betrayed by the British, invaded by
the Turkish,andabandonedbytheGreeks,welcomingth-
emtoa‘homeland’thatfewofthemhadeverevenseen be-
fore. In a similar state was the arrival of Turkish-speak-
ing refugees from the South to the North. Overnight,
both were limited to their regions, sold to them by
the mouths of their politicians as lands liberating their
homogeny from the burden of others. Us VS them.
There were however those that decided that, in spite
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of their new circumstances, would not leave their lives
behind, regardless of whether or not it now lied on
the side of the fence belonging to the occupier. The
consequence was discrimination and harassment from
the settlers that were sent by Turkey, as they were
given the right to any home that became vacant from
its legitimate owners. My great-grandparents were
among those who stayed behind while the familiar
faces were forced away and new ones positioned them-
selves in their place. They may not have wanted to
leave their old lives behind, but the way of life they
were accustomed to was still taken away from them.
My motherrecalled:

They stayed there, trapped. They didn’t want to
leave and abandon their home and their belong-
ings. When the settlers went to my grandfather’s
and grandmother’s house, they held the title deed
to their home and would tell them “Grandpa,
when are you going to leave so we can take the
house¢” But they stayed there, and afterwards the
Turks started doing bad things to grandpa and
grandma. They would steal their food, make noises
to scare them. Not very horrible things, but as
elderly people who were helpless; they were afraid.
And when grandpa died they did a lot of bad things
to grandma to make her leave. Any person who
came also had the title deed to the house that they
wanted to enter.

‘Euetvay ekel eykAwpBnopévor. Aev iedav v pyovy va
agrioovy To omiTL TOVS Kat Ta TpdypaTd Tovs. Otay mrjyav
0L €TTLKOL 0TO OTTITL TOV TATTTTOV KAl TNS YLAYLAS, KpaTOvoAY
titAo 1Stoktnoiag Tov omitiov kot Tovg Edeyav “Tlammoy,
mote Oa piyete yra va mdpovpe epeis to omity” Kou petd
éuevav exel, kat petd ot Tolpkol apynoay va kdvovv kokd
Tpdypatatov Tammoy kot g yLaytds. Tovg ékAefav Ta
payntd, kavave 06pvfo yia va pofobvrar. Oyt oAb doynpa
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adAd yia Tovg yépous mov jrav avijpumopot pofovvrav.
Kau étav méBave o mammois ékavav mdpa moAAd katkd
Tpdypata T yaytds ya va i) Stwéovv. Apa o kdbe évag
mov épyovrav elye kat Tov TitAo téLokTnoiag Tov omLTLol
OV N)TALY VAL UTTEL.

She also elaborated on the atmospheric
differences that formed and grew greater overtime
between the two zones. She was able to visit the
North before it became publicly possible, in order
to attend the funeral of her trapped grandfather:

When grandpa Nicolas died in '91, we made an
arrangement through the U.N. for the children and
grandchildren to be able to go and bury him. Back
then you could really see the difference in civilisa-
tion, as in it’s like going to Paris and then going to
Syria. There were still holes in the streets from the
war, you would be going with your car and there
would be goats coming out with the shepherds. A
huge difference in the capital depending on which
side you were. Now you don’t see that much of a
difference between the North and South. But in '91
when we went, the difference was shocking.

‘Otav wébave o mammovs o NikéAag to * 91, kavovioaye péow
Twv H.E., kot TTopovaaye v TApE Ta eyyovia kat T mandLd
va Bdpovpe Tov mammov. Exel pmopodoes va Seig tn Stapopd
7oV oALTtopod, SnAadt elvat oav va Tnyaivers ato Iapiot
Kot peTa va wyyaivels otn Xvpla. Yanpyav axépoa tpomeg
70V ToA€pov péoa aTovs Spdjiovs, THjyaLves pie To aVTOKIVYTO
Kot elye katolkes péoa aTovg Spdpovs mov éfyatvay pe Tovg
Boakois. Tepdotia n Sradopd oTnv Tpotedoovpa avdroya
pe Ty mhevpd mov Pprokéoovy. Tdpa Se PAéneis Stadopd
petad Bdperag kar Notiag. AAd o * 91 mov mijyape epels
nTav cokaplotikny néLagopd.

Once people are separated and left to their
individual devices, the subtle differences that once
existed are given the opportunity to come to the sur-
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face and grow to an extent more rapid than previously
permitted. Since nobody would be there to stop you
as they would before, why not head in your own direc-
tion¢ It is very much like isolationism. It provides the
chance to form a new identity that is more your own,
simultaneously leading what was once someone else’s
homeland becoming completely foreign to them. This
is much more simple in theory than in practice, and
in the case of the Turkish-speaking Cypriots, matters
are not only complicated by the fact that they found
themselves run by a government based in Ankara,
but also from the settlers that were sent by that same
government to permanently move to the occupied
territory. The aim was to lessen the disparity of its
population from that of the area still under Cypriot
control. The settlers that would move into homes,
which ones belonged to natives, hand the tendency
to also completely repaint the exterior. Years ago, I
asked my grandfather, a refugee from a coastal village
in the deep north up until his death, what he thought
of that fact. He shrugged and commented about how
the new inhabitants made a poor decision to paint the
exposed brick pattern on the outside a vibrant shade
of mint. Similar stories are not uncommon. Alexia’s
childhood home was cut in half and new walls were
placed straight through the middle of the construction
to make use of a single building as a living space for
two different families. This can be interpreted as a
ritual of claiming something and erasing the presence
those who were there before. Would it be cruel to
say that this destruction was necessary for the new
inhabitants, no matter what their origin or reasons of
entrance are, to create a newcommunity¢
Despite all the aforementioned, fences in
Cyprus do not on their very own physically harm
the body on the surface. They do not cause wounds,
fracture bones, nor twist organs. No, what they do
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in this particular place in the world is something
much more underlining and subtle: giving way to
the success of their implementation. This man-
made construction spanning hundreds kilometres
has the power to clearly distinguish what is yours
and what is not. Their presence does not even inflict
a scratch on one’s skin, but it disfigures, dismembers
and dismantles one’s soul. The perfect instrument
to further penetrate the psychology of a broken
population and remind them of what they have
collectively endured. A physical manifestation of
their tragic history. Alexia explained:

It’s the issue of prohibition. The whole: Can you
get in¢ No, you can’t. Is it allowed¢ It is forbidden.
Police everywhere. The other guy’s in control of
yours. Yours is no longer yours. Because somebody
decided so. And you’re OUT of yours. This can
become too much, too confusing. Because you can
then feel out of your body, and out of your house
in whatever house you live innext.

Eivat to Oéua tng amaydpevong. To: Mmopels va pmets;

Aev pmopeis va prets. Emtpémetan; Amayopevetat. ITavtov
aotvvoptkol. O dAdog éxet Tov édeyyo Tov Sukov gov. To Stkd
oov bev elvar mia Stkd oov. Emeldnj étot amopdotoe kdmoLog.
Kat eloat EEQ amé o Stkd gov. Avté pmopel va yiver mépa
ToAY, va prepSéper mhpa modv. Iati pmopei§ petd kaw amd
70 oWpa oov va atoBdveoat, kat amd To omiTt oov o€ 6TO0LO
OTITL KO VO PEVELG PETA.

As did my mother:

They symbolise the reminder that we have
conquered your country. Like a power game. A psy-
chological one. That I am giving you permission to
pass over to your own land.
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ZvpPoAifovv tnyv vevBipnon 6Tt katakTioapE TN YDOPA 0AS.
Zav éva mayvidt Svvapng. WuyoAdytko. Ot 0ob Sivw tnv
EyypLon va mEpAOELS OTI) X WP TOU.

Beyond the psychological warfare waged
by the existence of the barriers, there were some
who took passive activity into their own hands.
As a my grandmother, who beyond trying to cross
the fences with her body, did so with frequencies:

I would send in messages through radio stations
for those on the other side to hear, that we’re okay,
that we miss them, and I would also ask for a song
to be played. You know, just for them to hear it
through the radio. Once a week, or so.

‘Epada péow tov padtootalpod ta punvipata va ta akoboovy
ot eykAwpPiapévo, 6t elpaote kadd, 6Tt Tovs meBupioaye,
Kot Tovs éada kat kavéva Tpayovdt. ETot yLa va ta akovv
péow tov padtootabuov. Mia popd tn Béopdda, katt TéToto.

In 2003, the seemingly impossible took
place. A checkpoint was opened in the demilita-
rised zone, allowing people to travel between the
occupied and free territories for the first time since
the invasion took place nearly forty years prior.
Though this once again came out of the blue for
Greek-speakers, the action was prompted by intense
protests that were carried out by the Turkish-speak-
ers. As the Republic of Cyprus was finalising its
steps to enter the European Union as a member
state, those living in the occupied area realised they
would be left out of the agreement and benefits of
admission if the territories continued to be sep-
arated. Much like how it only took a single call
to receive approval for the invasion, Ankara only
required a single communication from the leader
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of the Turkish-speakers to grant permission for
the action.

Much like Attila’s I and II, the opening of
the checkpoint is an unforgettable moment for the
islanders, and they all remember where they were
when they were first opened and where they first
went to. Unlike 1974, this year was one of hope
and reconciliation. Alexia recalled:

I was in Thessaloniki when I found out. A friend
of mine called to tell me. I didn’t expect that they
were going to open. I didn’t expect that we were
going to be stepping on the street of our house,
that I was going to enter our home. I didn’t
EXPECT it. And so I immediately rushed from
Thessaloniki to Cyprus. I went together with my
dad, mom and sister.

‘Otav 10 éuaba rfjpovy oty Osoadrovikn téte. Me mijpe

pia pidn pov va pod o meL. Aev To mepipieva mws frav va
avoifovv. Aev To mepipeva mws Ba watrioovys ato Spdyio Tov
omiTLov pag, wov Ba pmw oto omitt pog. Aev to IIEPIMENA.
Kau érpeéa apéows ané Osoardovikn npog Kbmpo. Iijyape
EYW, JI€ TOV PTOPTA, T1) papd kot TNy adeAdr pov.

What quickly followed for many like
Alexia, and coincided with the sensation of joy,
was the feeling of grief:

I couldn’t believe it, my dear. The happiness, but
the PAIN. And the happiness of entering my home,
but also the PAIN. I can’t explain to you how it felt
that I went to my elementary school, that I was in
my Famagusta again.

Aev pmopoioa va To motépw, Oavdon pov. Ty vtvyia,
aAAd tov TIONO. Kot v evtvyia mov pmijka a70 omtitt
pov aAAd kau Tov IIONO. Aev pmop ver 000 §nyrjow to
TG YTV TTOV TTjyet 670 SNUOTLKG LoV, TToV 1jpovY TdAL 0TV
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AppoywoTo pov.

For others, the crossing of the checkpoints
carried a religious connotation, almost like a pil-
grimage. One of those was my mother, who went
alongside her father who was a refugee from the
northern tip of the island:

They opened on Thursday, I think. So on Sunday,
me, you, your brother and dad, and your grandfa-
ther, went to the Saint Andrew’s Monastery in the
deep North. At the time you had complications
with your blood and I prayed for you and vowed
you to Saint Andrew. It was very, very reverent,
and touching that I completed my vow.

Avoiéav ITéumtn, vopilw. Tnv Kvpiakrj, eyw, eov, o
Anuntpng kat o Taoog kat 0 Tawmovs o Anpntpng mjyous
atov Améatodo Avtpéa oto Pilokdpmaco yiati siyeg
npofAnpata oo alpa oov kat o eiya tdéet aTov Anéotodo
Avrpéa. Kau ritav mdpa modd evdafiid, kat avyktvntikd to
OTL Ekaver TO Tdpiat JLOV.

My brother, born in 1991 and currently
still living in Cyprus, was present in the above jour-
ney. Being a child at the time, he formed a perspec-
tive of the trip that was shaped much more strongly
around the social views of the time towards them:

When the checkpoints opened, it was really some-
thing ground breaking. It was the first time we
could do something that previously was forbidden
and something you didn’t know when you’d ever
be able to do. It was also really strange, passing
through a checkpoint in your homeland and sud-
denly having everything in another language, your
phone not working because of the network cutting
off, being isolated with people around you that you
saw as your “enemy”, that came to and took your
home, displaced and killed people.
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Orav eiyav avoiel ta odoppdypata fitav kdtt To
ovvrapaktiké. Hrav n mpiti) ¢popd mov B propovoaye va
Tape ov péypt TpLv Alyo kaupd ritay amoTpemtiid kot Sev
n&epeg méte Oa pmopoioes va kdvers avtd o mpdypa. Emiong
nTav kdtt moAv meplepyo, va mepvds éva 060ppaypa oTov
7610 gov kot Eapvikd Ta vt va ivar oe dAAn yAdooa,

70 TNAéPwVE cov va pn Aettovpyel emeldij Stakdmetar o
SikTvo, va gloal amopovopévos pe kéapo yipw cov mov
éviwbeg oav Tov «exBpd» aov, mov fpbe kat cov mjpe To
OTT{TL 00V, KOl EKTOTTLOQY Katl TKOTWOXY KOTHO.

Others like Mina did not have the oppor-
tunity to visit the land. She remembers the event,
but being to this day unable to form new memories
as a result of the past, refusing present and future
sentiments from being formed:

I remember that day very well. I was overcome
with emotion but there was also a sadness: For
both our lost homeland and the fact that I, due to
my name, am still considered a persona non grata
and cannot visit our own land.

Ouudpat ekeivn v pépa modv kaAd. Evolwoa tepdotia
ovykivnon aAdd kou pra OALYn. Ko yree T yopévn matpibe
pog adAd ko yrati ey Adyw ovépartog Bewpobpar péxpt kan
otjuepa persona non grata kat 6ev pmoped va emokepOw T
ebdepn pag.

Despite the progressive direction that the
checkpoints seemed to give, criticism of them is
still very common. Growing today to a total of five,
each of them is controlled by police and a customs
office, where checks are performed to make sure
products were not bought from the side visited. It
is also required to show your passport in order to
pass, something which stirred controversy amongst
the Greek-speakers claiming that the process gave
the occupied territory a form of legitimacy as an
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independent state. My brother shared:

It’s a necessary evil that I must do in order to be
able to see my homeland. I am of course against it,
I would rather there not be any checkpoints and
not need to show my passport to go see the home
where my ancestors grew up. It was very much a
taboo since there were a lot of people who believed
that Greek-speakers shouldn’t cross the check-
points as it legitimised the occupiedland.

Etvou éva avarykalio kakd mov mpémet va kdvw ya va

Tdw va 66 Tov TéTO prov. O TpoTIHOVTA VAL PV LTTHpY AV
oboppdypata kar va pnv ypetdletar va Seifw o Safatiptd
HOV YLt vat mdw va 6w To oriTt dmmov peydAwoay ot Sukol pov.
‘Hrtav emtiong kot kdtt moAv apdiAeydpevo kabws varpye
moAUG k6aytog mov mioTeve 0Tt 6V TPEMEL VA SLATTAVPDVOVY
Ta odoppdypata ot EAAnvokimpiot emetdij avto Ha
VORLUOTTOLOUTE TO hevSoKkpdTos.

In spite of the controversies and frequent
checks for goods purchased from the occupied zone,
many Greek- speakers took advantage of the op-
portunity to exploit the cheaper products sold in
the north. This was the case from the very first
opening of the checkpoint, owed to to the economic
imbalance of one side using the Turkish Lira and the
other the Euro, the latter having a much stronger
purchasing power. A fifteen minute drive and a
showing of documents is all that is necessary for
them to buy all of their month’s groceries at a much
lower price. Some take a trip as short as five min-
utes to refuel at a gas station. On this Mina added:

I find it difficult to comprehend our fellow-
Greek-speakers who visit our occupied homeland-
for recreation, for shopping imitation brands, or for
a little fish in the port of occupied towns. This, I
will not hide from you, bothers me alot.
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Avokolebopat 6pws va katavorjow oupToAiTeS plog
eAAnvokimplovs mov emoKETTOVTAL TNV KATEYGUEVT)
matpida pag ya avapuyn, ya pavia fake toavtdy ya
mapdSetypa iy papdkt oto Aipavdke tng Kepvveras. Avtd
Sev aov KpUPw pe evoyAel moAD.

Indeed, many casinos opened in the occu-
pied land in order to satisfy not only the needs of
the richer settlers who arrived from Turkey, but also
those of the natives from Republic of Cyprus. Many
shopkeepers protested for further checkpoints to
open after seeing the potential of a wider audience
for their products. This has had the adverse effect
of funding the occupying forces, as explained by
mymother:

You could see the difference from ‘91 to 2004.
Things were better, there were no potholes from
the invasion like the ones we saw in ’91. Now, you
barely see any difference at all because people do
their groceries there, they gamble, they buy cheap-
er cigarettes. We're giving them our money for their
own growth.

Mmopovoes va Stakpivers tn Stagopd amd to ' 91 péxpt o
2004. Hrav kaAvtepa ta mpdypata, 6yt émws eivat topa,
adAd Sev eiye Tig AakovPeg mov eidape epeis ot eiye To " 91
amd v etofoln). Twpa be fAémers oyedov kapia Stapopd
emeLdn) 6ot mnyaivovy kat kdvovy Ta VLA TOVG EKEL,
myaivovy ata kafivo, ayopdlovv Ta pTnvitepa Tatydpa.
Touvg Sivovpe Ta Stkdt prag Aeptd yra T Stkerj Tovg avamTvén.

It is true that Turkey was the one setting
up the checkpoints, beyond the financial benefits,
as a means of legitimising the occupied land as an
independent territory. News articles proclaiming
“Every time a checkpoint opens, the form of the
occupied territory is further solidified and the
occupation consolidated” (K&Be dpopd mov avoiyet
éva 080¢ppaypa, TOPEVTOVETAL AKOHA TTEPLOCOTEPO
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TO KATOX K HOPDWHA KL ESpALGVETAL 1] KaTOXY) are
not uncommon, and despite the large number of
Greek-speakers who pass between the two areas on
the daily, there are many who boycott the system
until a full unification takes place. Likewise, the
people interviewed do not offer exceptional views.
In fact they are very much representative of how
many Cypriots feel. Ever-present throughout all
the recounts is a strong sense of us- VS-them. The
people from one side of the fence speaking about
those on the other. A concept that was spurred,
birthed and further enabled by the very existence
of thefences.

Despite the an opening through the fences
being realised in the form of the checkpoint, and
beyond the optimism and doubt that spurred from
its implementation; still fully present and firm are
the psychological fences that find themselves well
settled in the minds and lives of the Cypriots.

3

Tappag Iakwpidng. Ta katoxikd odo@pdypata wg Aobpetog Inmog avayvipiang Tov
yevdokpatovg. 10-05-20 https://simerini.sigmalive.com/article/2020/5/10/ta-katokhika-odo-
phragmata-os-doureios-ippos-anagnorises-tou-pseudokratous?
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The invasion and continuing occupation
have produced an offspring in the form of fences.
They have solidified themselves not just in the pag-
es of history, but also within the minds of the peo-
ple. My mother and Alexia have already expressed
that the fences serve a heavily symbolic presence;
A constant reminder of all that has occurred, and
a warning of what more may follow. Everyone on
the island was in some manner displaced, if not
physically then certainly mentally. If needed to
be categorised on a scale, it would certainly be a
horizontal expression of grief as opposed to verti-
cal. My mother, grandmother fled to England and
became refugees abroad, whereas Alexia was among
the many who became a refugee despite remaining
in her country. Mina is forbidden from ever enter-
ing what amounts to half of her homeland. What
spurred beyond political turmoil is trauma and
internal conflict.

For those who found themselves right in
the midst of all the chaos, the effects of the tragedies
were present on the very surface, forming instincts
that shape the manner wherein which they behave.
As previously explained, Alexia was one of them,
and had the following to say when asked to describe
how her outlook of the world shifted as aresult:

As a displaced Cypriot refugee, I felt like I didn’t
belong anywhere. That really stuck with me for
years. This is one of the outcomes of the invasions.
Feeling like you’re being pulled from your roots. It
becomes an obsessive idea, that you don’t belong
anywhere. You're afraid of having, of owning
things, just in case they are AGAIN TAKEN from
you. Or perhaps being prohibited from your things.
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Of course, you're left now with a fear forever, and
it takes a lot to work on that within yourself. I've
discussed this with other childhood friends of
mine, some of them were affected differently from
others. We suffer various traumas: having some-
thing and then me snatching it from you, being
forbidden to go somewhere, having your lifethreat-
ened.

Eyw ws Kvmpta mpdoduyas sktomiapévn évotwba 6tt dev
dvnia movBevd. Mov éuetve ypovia avtd. Omdte sivai

éva amd ta katdAota g elofolrjs. Na aroBdveoar dtt
Eeptlyveoar. Xov yivetau Eupovn tééa avtd To mpdypa ot
movbevd ev avijkels. ofdoat va €yels, va gov avijkovy
npaypata, pimws cod ta ZANAITIAXOYN. Mirws oov
Eavarayopebow amd ta Sikd oov. BéBata, oov péver poPia
mAéov yra mavta, kou ypetdetar moAAr SovAerd pe Tov eavtd
pas. ToovlhTnoa kat pe dAAeg pov pideg maudikés, Tig dAdeg
71§ empéaoe Stapopetikd, dAeg amd epdg Stadopetikd.
IaBaivovpe Stddopa Tpavpata: To vor EXELS KATL v 00U TO
aprdéw, To va 0o amayopebw va mdeLs, va ametdelta
(wrjoov.

She then elaborates:

And you are OUTSIDE of what’s yours. This can
really confuse you. Because then you can feel like
you're outside of your own body, and out of your
home regardless of which house you’re living in
afterwards. This changes how you see yourself in
the world. In a society. You can be left with the
obsession that you don’t belong anywhere, like I
did. It happened to me.

Kau eicat EEQ a6 to 6uké oov. Avtd pmopel va yiver mdpo
7oA, var prepSéipet mdpa wodv, Oavdon pov. Lot pmopeis
HETA ko amé To adpa oov va aroBdveoar, kat amd To omitt
00V 0¢€ 07010 OTTITL Kot vot PEVELS peTd. Mmopel ver gov
yiver- katdAafeg; to va éxels kdtt va 0ob To aprdéw, To
va g0V amayopebw va mdets, va ametAeita n {wrj oov. Avtd
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o0V aAdd{et To mdg PAémeLs Tov eavtd oov péoa ot yn). Xe
plar kowvwvia. Mmopel va 000 petver n éupovn tééa ott Sev
avijkels movBevd, onwg émaba eyw. To énaba.

A feeling beyond abandonment, leaning
towards betrayal and distrust. Having lost her home
and experiencing the impossibility of seeing her
community in the way and place she once did has
instilled a sense of constant anticipation for loss.
Loss as a whole is a common trend within the vary-
ing degrees of trauma. It could very well become a
possibility once more, seeing as how people on the
island appear mentally prepared for the possibility
of having everything taken from them, as they have
seen it happen before. For others, it manifested as
a loss of innocence in a very underlying way, dis-
turbing their peace in a manner they never knew
was possible. My motheradded:

In ’95 we’d gone to London. I was sleeping on

the couch in the apartment and the English were
celebrating something. They had planes with
propellers that had the same sound as the planes
of the invasion. I was sleeping and woke up and
started shouting “The Turks, the Turks, the Turks!
They got us, they got us!” I was in a state of panic
because that’s where it was revealed just how un-
conscious this trauma and fear from the invasion
had resided in me. Until then I hadn’t realised it.

To ' 95 mov eiyape det oto Aovdivo. Kopdpovy mdvw atov
kavaré ato Stapéptopa kat kdtt yiépraday ot Ayyrot. Eiyav
Kkdtt agpomAdva pe Tovs Edtkes ot omolot elyav Tov iSto

1o pe Ta agpormAdve tng eoforrjs. Kow eydd kotpidpiovv ko
Eomvnoa kaw pdvala “Tovpkot, Tovpkot, Tobpkot,!Emtdy
pag, emtay pag!“Hpovv atov mavikd yiati ekel fynke to
600 VITOoVVELSTTA POV EUELVE TO Tpadipa kat 0 p6os Tov
moAépov. Qg ToTe Sev To Ly ovveldnTomotrjoeL.
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Her father (my grandfather) though not
a very outspoken and emotional man, had once
spoken to me about his childhood home. The same
one his parents decided held too much sentimental
value to be left behind. In that conversation, I re-
call him sharing his thoughts on the choice of the
settlers to repaint the exterior after taking it over:

I do sometimes wonder if they can feel our memo-
ries through the bricks behind the paint.

‘Exet popés mov avapwtiépar av pmopodv kat vorwbovy Tig
avapvioels pag ota o TovPAa miow amwd v pmoytd.

The house as a construction is a case for
memories, feelings and experiences. One step inside
is enough to bring back moments of a bygone era.
Being taken over by settlers, all those sensations are
kept away, locked and limited to only the extent
to which he on his own is able to recall. In this
instance, lament is what comes to the surface.

For some, it manifested as very intense
feelings provoked by the surroundings having been
morphed by the the painful past. Mina expressed:

Seeing Pentadaktylos illuminated and passing

by the tumulus where dozens of men who gave
their lives and got buried for an invasion that was
betrayed and unequal from the very beginning; I
truly feel a sense of shudder and awe. And anger.
Ka0Oe pépa fAémovrag tov Ievraddktvdo pwtiopévo

kot wepvayvrag amd tov Toppo émov Bpiokovrar Bappéva
bexddes makikdpia wov ESwoav tr {wrj Tovg o€ éva €€ apyris
mpodopiévo kat dviao modepo mpaypatikd votdBw piyos kat
6éog. Ko Bupd.

The Pentadaktylos mentioned is a vast
mountain range currently under the possession
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of Turkey. In the early 1980’s, the Turkish flag, in
addition to that representing the occupied zone
were painted to the scale of approximately twenty
football fields. Noted for being one of the biggest
flags on earth, it is illuminated at night and its
placement was so deliberate that those living in the
Republic are able to see it from a range of twenty
miles. Even more ironic is that the electricity used
to light them up is the same one that is provided
by the government of Cyprus for the sake of the
entirety of the northern territory. It is one of the
most recognisable sights attesting to the continuing
provocation and political separation that looms
over the island, and acts as a reminder of what has
pierced the land and its conscience.

Despite the anger she outwardly expressed
in the question she was asked, her previously men-
tioned book gives insight to a completely different
struggle that she has had to endure throughout her
life. Speaking of herfather:

You leave while I'm a little girl. (...) You return
many years later when I’ve since become a woman.
We don’t know each other almost at all and that
hurts you so badly. Our fights are homeric. I feel
like you love me so much, just in a different way.
You don’t know anything about my friends, about
the things I like, about the boy I'm going out with.
And you certainly don’t know how many times

I needed to defend you and even slap (my) kids

for calling you a traitor. And right when we began
getting to know each other from the beginning
again, you're fed up with the people and their lies.
You cant stand the hypocrisy, their cowardliness.
So one night, you tell me, and I know inside that
you are going to leave again. This time however,in-
definitely.
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Devyetg 6tav elpat kopLtodkd. (...) Zavayvpvas

oA ypovia petd étav eipar mer yvvalika. Agv
yvwpi{dpaote oyeddv kaBolovkatavtéoeokoTdveL.
Owavyddespageivatopnptrol. AtoBdvoponmwsy’ayandstd
gomoAbpeévatpdmodpws aridtiko. Aev yvwpilels timota
yLa Tovg pidovs pov, yia T mpdypata wov i apéoovy, yia
70 aydpt mov Byaivw. Kat alyovpa Sev Eépeig mdoes popés
XPELATTNKE VA O€ VTTEPATTLOTA Kot vat pi€w akdpn) ko EVAo
o¢ ekelva Ta atdid mov oe pivasay mpodotr. Kat mdvew
mov apyloape va yvwpt{paote kat TdAL am v apyr,
Kkovpdleoat oAV pe Tovs avBpwmous kat Ta Pépata Tovs.
Aev avtéyeis v vokpuota, 1) Sethia Tovs. Etot pov Asg éva
Bpddv kau péoa pov Epw mws mdAt Oa pvyes. Avtij T popd
SpwsoptoTikd.’

Mina and Nikos Sampson were not refu-
gees, and they did not lose their home. What lost
was their bond. It must not be easy to have her
father taken away from her while in adolescence
and to have to constantly defend him from the
slander in adulthood. He had changed during is time
in prison, she had too while living in the divided
Cyprus that he was framed to have instigated. On
a separated island, their new lives clashed.

Mina has also publicly spoken of how the
reputation of her father finds ways to creep in her
life. Most recently, the release of a television series,
produced in Turkey and recounting the events that
have separated Cyprus, has caused Turkish national-
ists to directly contact her, along with her children,
through social media with death threats and hateful
messages. This is the result of the series portraying
the events from a biased pro-Turkish angle, through

4
M. Sampson. To kovtdkt TnG kapdidg!, Nicosia: Ekd6oeig HAIA EIIIOANIOY, 2018, p. 28.
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the filter of propagandism and historical inaccura-
cy. The question is: Why should Mina live in the
shadow of what her father was coerced to do¢ It
is safe to assume that is a thought that has crossed
her mind in the past, too.
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If we hug

our
trauma,
it will
save us
in

the end



The trauma undoubtedly manifested
within the people, and some of the Cypriots real-
ised that sooner or later it would need to be faced.
If not to propel themselves out into the new world,
then at the very least to operate and function within
it. Some have taken on the challenge of channel-
ing their fears and insecurities. Having the trauma
of non-belonging instilled in her, Alexia spoke of
overcoming that weight:

For the past ten years I have been working on get-
ting back to myself. Now I am calm, and peaceful.
But it took me my whole life to get back to the
state I was on that day where I was sitting on

the porch. But: we are here, we are healthy. AND
thankfully it has made me more sensitised towards
my fellow human beings. I think if we hug our
trauma and make it drive us, it saves us in the end.
For me, my trauma becomes my way of expressing
myself. But I wanted and chose joy. Not letting it
bring me down, but to direct me throughcreativity.

Ta tedevtaia Séka ypévia SovAevw ey oo va emavéAbw,
Kt Topa glpan fipepn, ko yaknvia. AAAG pod mjpe 0AdkAnpr
pov t1) {wij va EavaépBw oTnv katdaTaon mov fpovy,

™V Nuépa ekelvi) mov 1jpovy o) Bepdvra. AAAG: eipaote
&6, elpaote vyeteig/ KAI evtvyws autd pe ékave Lo
evatoOnromoinpévi) mpog tovg cuvavBpdmovs pov. Nopulw
0Tt dpor aykaAidoovpe To TP PaS Kol TO KAVOUUE VO Pa
o8nyel, pag owlet oto Tédog. Ia epéva, To Tpabpa pov va
yivet o tpémog ékppaatis pov. AAG Oeda ko emédeéa
xapd. Oyt va pe katafapabpioet addd va pie odnyroet péow
06 SnuLovpynkéTnTaS.

One of the initial inspirations to write
this text and motivation to reach out to Alexia was
one of the works crafted through said creativity. Ti-
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tled “Happy Birthday” (Xpévia IToAA&) and released
as part of her 1989 album, the song delves into the
expression of longing for her forming lover, and
resenting the relationship he now has with another
woman.’ The opening lyrics read:
We'd celebrate a day like this together, with you.
But you're away now, a stranger is keeping you
from me. You’re embraced, disorientated, by two
foreign hands.

Mua tétowe pépa yroptalape padi, pe ‘véva. Mo tapa
Aetmeg, pua Eévn o€ kpatd paxpid pov. X aykaridfovy, oe
CaAiovv, bvo yépra Eva.

It is in the music video where the nar-
rative finds context and depth. Beginning with
the singer looking in the distance, abstract shots
of windmills on a sunset-infused landscape are
shown before switching to footage of Famagusta.
The strange hands are no longer those of another
woman, but of another nation. It is no longer a
song about resentfulness over losing her lover, but
yearning for her homeland. Everything turns all
the more personal: from homeland, to hometown,
to childhood home. In her eyes, and those of many
other Greek-speakers, even though free travel is now
possible, the land is just as inaccessible. Even more
so considering the track came out nearly fifteen
years before the first checkpoint opened. During
the interview, Alexia was asked specifically on this
music video and how it came about:

5Alexia Vassiliou. Alexia Vassiliou - Hronia Polla (Official Music Video). 12-12-07. https://
www.youtube.com/watch?v=QoDfw-ZHeug
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It was my idea. I never like to sing about break-
ups. I believe that reproducing the negativity of
the world and the whole “he got up and left me”
doesn’t benefit anyone. So I tried to spot my own
connection. I won'’t sing something if I can’t find
MYSELF in it, and for me it meant that in my
mind I had to change what the lyricist wrote. I
agreed to make the record, but it didn’t have much
substance. So, I interpreted it in the way that was
truest to ME. I changed the meaning of it within
myself. I asked for it to be filmed near Famagusta. I
felt that I was true to the song and, when we went
to Famagusta, that I was true to myself.

‘Hrtav Stkn pov ted. Ovbémote Se pov apéaet va tpayovded
YL YwpLopovs. Oswp 6TL TO VA AVATAPAYELS TO APVTLEO
NG VNS KL V& aVamapdyets 1o “épuye ko pie dpnoe” Sev
opelel kdvevay. Omdte eyd) mpoordBnoa va Sw t1) Stk

pov abvleon). Ae O tparyovdijow kdtt av Sev fpw EMENA
péoa, KaL Lo epéva ofpaLve 0Tt aTo puaAd pov émpeme va
adAdéw exeiva mov Eyparpe o0 oTLYOVPYSS. AéyTnK VA KAV
70 8loko, arAd Sev iye moAAn ovala. Omdte, To epprjvevoa
e Tov Tpdmo wov frav mo aAnBuvés yia EMENA. AAdaéa o
vonpa péoa jov, Twv oTiywv,yla va elvat ovolaotikd. Eyw To
(tnoa va yiver kovtd otnv Appdywoto. Evotwba Tt fpovy
aAnBuvn amévravtt Tov Tpayovdlov kat, 6Tav myapE otV
Appdywoto, 61t rjpovy aAnOuvij amévavtt Tov eavTob plov.

Alexia often performs at concerts that

focus on the struggles of refugees and raise funds
that are delivered to the shelters that house them.
She also works at shelters herself through a col-
laboration she formed with the United Nations in
Cyprus and Greece, in addition to having developed
an educational and creative program, titled Re:Be.
Approved to enter all public schools within the
Republic, it aims to cultivate a sense of community
and environmentalism within the students, encour-

51



aging them to positively contribute to society. For
Alexia, the fuel to live beyond the tragedy is chan-
neled in the form of helping others experience their
own tragedies at a lesser degree, as well as bettering
their environment so that it may head towards a
more self-caring direction. Having dealt with her
own feelings of displacement, it is no wonder she
aims to make make others feel at home, wherever
they may be.

So varied is the trauma as are the methods
by which people respond to them. Some accept the
circumstances they are faced with and deal with the
fences by constructing further barriers, crafting an
abstracted form of reality as a coping mechanism.
An example is that of my mother:

If it happens that I go to the occupied territory, I
now view it as going to another country. I don’t
view it as my country nor that it will ever be again.
Nor that we could ever have it again. It’s good if
you can’t change something to accept the facts, I
within myself have accepted the fact. Alright, here
are times when I get frustrated, especially if I run
into Turks that have an attitude, then yes; I do get
frustrated but I can’t react because I don’t have the
means to. But I'm telling you that when I cross
over and go there, I view it as going to an Arabic
country. I enter that sort of a psychology and I
don’t get upset. A bit like a defence.

Eyd mhéov dtav eivar va mdw ota kateySpeva, Bewpdd
ott elvan va mdw oe pla dAAn ydpa. Aev 0 Bewpd

OTL glvat ywpat pov kat ovte 6Tt Oa yiver moté Savd. Otre
pmopobye va tnyv €yovpie Eavd. Elvar kadd av Sev pmopeis
va aMdéers kdtt va amobektels Ta yeyovota, ey amd péoa
pov ta amobéktnka T yeyovota. Evrdéet, éyets popés mov
6tav mdw evoyAovpe, mov exvevpi{opat, eldikd av méow o€
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Totpkovs mov €yovv kat Vo, ekel vat ekvevpilopar aldd
Sev pmopdd va avtidpdow 610t 8¢ pe maipvet v avtidpdow.
AAAG 00V Aéw mows Ty eyd oTavpdvew kat o ekel Bewpw
ot myaivew o€ pia apafiii) ywpa. Mraivew pe eketvi) )
puyodroyla kat Sev evoyrovpat. Kamws oav duvva.

If you believe you cannot change the situ-
ation, why not accept it and form a new outlook on
it all¢ It is then perhaps less painful. This connects
to what my grandmother noted when talking about
Cyprus right after the invasion. Despite having
nearly half the island taken away, the economy was
rapidly restored to how it previously was:

Those that stayed behind did nothing but work
and quite a lot of those that left kept economic ties
with the island, sending money to their families.
But it wasn’t as though we were intentionally
working to resurrect our economy... I guess we
just didn’t want to see our situation for what it
was and turned to work and labour as a distrac-
tion. Somehow, it was more convenient than stay-
ing home all day and letting the chaos sink in.

Exeivor mov éuetvarv Sev éxavay timota dAdo armo to var
SovAebovv, kat apkeTol TOV AVTOLS TOV EPvyay KpdTHTAY
0LKOVOLKES oY ETeLs pie To vnol. AAAd Sev fjtav Aeg kot
SovAeva okdmipa yia va emavagépovy Ty okovopia...
NopiGw amAdg Sev nfedav va Sovv v katdotaoti pog
omws frav kat atpépovrav otn SovAsld kat epyacia yia
neplomaopd. Katd kdmotov tpdmo, foAeve meplaadtepo amd
70 va pévoupie omtitt prag 6An pépa kaw var adricovpe To Yo
Vo KATOEL

Likewise for her husband, work was the
chief escape from the tragedy. Ironically enough, it
was said work that further separated families. In the
case of my mother, she along with her mother and
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brother were sent to England while my grandfather
worked and provided them with money from Cy-
prus. Oppositely, Alexia and her family remained on
the island, whilst their father worked from Athens
to sustain them.

Mina’s own father was taken from her,
and she was told he was to blame for everything
that went wrong. However, that did not match her
own view nor experiences of him. In the same book
previously referenced, she writes:

When I said goodbye after visiting you at the
Central Prison, you teared up. From that moment,
our relationship changed forever. That afternoon,
I stopped being a little girl and decided to protect
you forever.

Tnv wpa eKelvn TOV € AMOYALPETW PETE TNV EMLOKEYT)
oti§ Kevrpukés @uakés Kvmpov, Sakpvets. Amé ) atiypr]
ekelvn n oxéon pag dAaée optotikd. To peonuépt exeivo
avw va glpat pukpo kopitodkt kot anodaoilw ve o€
TPOOTATEVW TAVTAL

Her circumstances forced her to deeply
look into the history of what went on, and was
amongst the first high-profile individuals on the
island to publicly speak of the conspiracy to sepa-
rate Cyprus. A plan orchestrated by the English in
collaboration with Greece, Turkey, the United States
and Cyprus itself through its leader at the time, it is
evident that from seeking to dispel her confusion,
she is now in a position to reach retribution. It is
no surprise that she herself has entered politics and
is active within the party, aiming to clear a past
that has been rewritten for political convenience.
She has taken part in various interviews for that
purpose, but is at the same time adamant in not
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allowing herself to remain in the shadow of her
father’s image. Yes, she is the daughter of an im-
portant historical figure, but she is her own person,
and thusly does express that her political motives
are not a move to replicate her father, but rather to
move beyond it and be proactive in the community
to allow it to progress past the point where it has
found itself running in circles.
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It’s

my home,

too



M y grandmother was born during the
colonial period. My mother, Alexia, Mina grew up
on the island while it was still unified. My broth-
er was raised in a separated Cyprus without free
travel between the zones. From as far back as I can
recall, I was brought up the society to which the
checkpoints gave hopes that, perhaps, a resolution
could be possible. When looking back at it, that in
any ways seems both far from the truth and also
the basis of all that I was exposed to and heard
throughout that time.

What sticks out most when thinking of
my childhood are the different ways we as kids
played to deal with the climate of such a small island
situated in the mediterranean. One of our favourite
games would be running to the freezer to grab ice
cubes, lining them up on the concrete sidewalks,
and then betting on which one would be the first
to melt under the afternoon sun. However, writing
this paper and interviewing others on how they feel
towards the situation made me realise that those
around me then - my teachers, the parents of my
friends, the doctors and policemen - all held views
that did not radically differ from the ones that have
been documentedabove.

Growing up in the outskirts of the Stro-
volos district that borders Nicosia, you are raised
with the mindset of us-VS-them. “Us” being those
living in the Republic and “them” the people living
in the occupied territory. You become accustomed to
being told “You have been cheated by these people.
Your very existence and the safety of your family
and friends has been threatened by them before
- beware.” Most likely speaking from their own
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trauma, the result is growing into the mindset,
that you are being held back by those outside your
community, is much like growing into your new
pair of shoes. According to the adults, those others
will be very quick to bite you if you let your guard
down. You consequently cannot fully open yourself
up to the world because you are told left, right and
all around that the world will tear you apart and
rip those exposed innards outwards. An analogy
to the betrayed history of the island. Perhaps, it’s
better just to stay inside your little shell¢

Having been born decades after the sepa-
ration, it is clear looking back that, even when I was
growing up, it was a challenge for the government,
and the community it governed, to learn how to
expose the newer generations to the events of the
recent past. Some experiments yielded better results
than others. In art class, we had fill in the outline
of the shape of Cyprus that was handed to us on
a paper. We were free in how we wanted to draw
around that outline. In that regard there were no
particular demands from the teacher. Within the
shape, however, we were told that we needed to
colour in the space occupied by Turkey as red. The
government-controlled land was also strongly ad-
vised to be filled in with yellow or blue. The yellow
representing the neutral colour also present within
the design of the flag of Cyprus, the latter a strong
preference for the Greek colour scheme. It would
then seem safe to assume that the red corresponds
to the colour of the Turkish flag, however there are
more connotations related to this choice of palette.
A common trope in the depiction of the island sep-
arated into 2, within the Greek-speaking world, dis-
plays the North bleeding down towards the South.

58



Open to interpretation, it most directly signifies the
literal blood shed from the invasion and continued
occupation. It can additionally mean that the suf-
fering of those once living in the North continues
to haunt them despite fleeing to the south, that
the pain has spread throughout the whole island
and has become the pain of all - only to be healed
if the blood is wiped away and “healed”. An image
so familiar to us; we did not think much of it and
the class progressed as normally as the one before
where we were asked to paint a fish. One tragic
incident that a primary school teacher felt the need
to share with us was that she refused to bring a
Greek-speaker in to describe his life as a refugee. The
year before, they had gone through with the idea,
the outcome being him bursting in tears in the midst
of his talk, and the kids not showing up for class in
the days that followed. This then allegedly lead to
an influx of phone calls to the school from angry
parents. Could it be the insecurities and doubts of
a possible unification that caused so much of the
angst and frustration towards the “others” that
mystified us so¢ Regardless of the cause, there was
clear disorientation on how we as children were
meant to learn about what had happened in the
years before ourconception.

I got into contact with my brother to give
his recount of what it was like growing up on the
island at a time closer to the date of the invasion:

You heard personal stories from women during the
days of the invasion, where everyone was, how
they ran for protection, how they found them-
selves living abroad because of the fear of life in
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Cyprus. Also in schools we had notebooks that
wrote “I do not forget” and had photographs of
occupied areas. On the news there were often dis-
cussions about the missing persons. You could see
on TV the mothers of missing individuals begging
the state to do something to find out what hap-
pened to their families, whether they were alive or
dead. There was a much stronger element of inva-
sion and occupation. There were events, marches,
protests at the barricades, some of which included
people killed by the Turks because they had crossed
the buffer zone and were moving towards the
occupiedareas.

AKOVYES TIPOTWTILKES LOTOPLES ATTO EKELVES TIG PEPES

7oV ToAépov, oV fTav o kabévag, T étpelav va
TpoaTatevToby, s fpédnkav va {ovv oto e§wteptid Adyw
Tov pdfov mov vrpye yra Ty {wij oty Kbmpo. Emiong ota
oxoleia eiyope TeTpddia mov Eypaday «Aev Eexvir kat
elyav potwypapies amd kateydpeves meployes. LTig tdnoets
vrtrjpxav ovyvd ovlnTrioeLs yLa Tovs ayvoobpevous. EfAemeg
otV TNAEdpacn pnTépes ayvoovpévwy va ekALapovy tnv
mohteia va kdvet kdtt yia v pdBovv kdtt yLa Tovg Stkods
Tovg, av {ovv 1ij av méBavav. Ymrjpye moAd o évrovo to
atouyelo g elofoliis kat g katoyis. Atopyavévwvay
ekdnlaoets, mopeieg, Stapaptnpies ota oSoppdypata ek Twy
omolwv o€ kdmoLeg vrripyav kat avBpwmot mov oroTwOKaY
amo tovg Tovpkovg emetdnj elyav mepdoet atnv vekprj {wvn
KL KLVOUVTQAY PO TLG KATEYOHUEVES TEPLOYES.

At times it was uncertain to us if we were

meant to feel empowered by our history and seek
retribution, or if we were supposed to see ourselves
as incapable of doing absolutely anything on our
own. In the form of posters and paintings through-
out the town, we were exposed to the personifi-
cation and depiction of Cyprus in a state of pure
vulnerability. Always weak, frail and in need of
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help: for it is always in danger. It is a small island,
unable to defend itself from any threat that looms
in the distance. In comes Greece, tall, fair- skinned
and firm, prepared to to save the incapable Cyprus.
With arms wide open, the island awaits. What is
there to be taken from this image¢ As children,
we were hardly perplexed, it was that we would
be doomed if not absorbed into a greater power.
Perhaps Greece, perhaps any other in the nation,
but certainly a power that actually would be strong
enough to stand up to the terrorism. Rather than
have the will to fight for this union however, we
simply stood there with our metaphorical hands
similarly stretched ready to be absorbed. The island
as a geographic phenomenon in and of itself acted
as a barrier for many of us at the time, and in many
ways continues to. The surrounding sea becomes a
fence, preventing them from ever being part of the
greater homeland, which for some is Greece and for
others Turkey. Too far to truly unite in a smooth
manner, too close to fully be its own entity. The
question still arises: what sort of a union would
be satisfactory for all the islanders¢ The reality
that must constantly be faced by all citizens and
politicians is that there is no definitive answer. We
can never truly fully unite with a greater power,
so some people like myself thought the next best
move would be to befriend those on the otherside.

Throughout the entirety of this text, the
people of Cyprus have been referred to based on
their mother tongue. This is a very conscious deci-
sion fuelled by the will to rebel against the system
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of classifying the inhabitants of the island based on
their ethnic group or where they are presently lo-
cated on the island. A Turkish-Cypriot would imply
that both the parents come from Turkey, which is
not the case for many who have been living on the
island for generations and deserve to be referred to
as just “Cypriots”. A Muslim-Cypriot would imply
that their faith is what fully sets them apart. Be-
sides the fact that not all of the Turkish-speaking
Cypriots define themselves by their religion, fewer
and fewer as generations go by in fact, there are
also thousands of muslims living in the Republic
as well. “Northerner” would also not quite satisfy.
My grandfather was from the deep north, yet he
didn’t associate with the people that later settled in
his village. It is thus the language, in my view that
separates the people of Cyprus most. In my case,
it is what has alienated me from forming bonds
with others. Nowadays, almost none of the youth
is fluent or even conversational at both Greek and
Turkish. The colonial era has given the advantage
of English becoming commonplace in communica-
tion, however that simply does not suffice when
wanting to deeply connect with one another. The
strongest bond with a Turkish-speaker I have ever
in my life had in Cyprus was with a high school
classmate who also happened to be fluent in Greek.
Long phone conversations, endless streams of texts
and sitting besides each other in every classroom
seemed as proof that our bond was eternal. How-
ever even in that case, the linguistic differences
ended up overtaking us when trying to expand our
friend circle, and the cultural ones took further grip
when we realised we were both aiming to study
at institutions located in the greater powers from
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which our languages originate Even for this text,
no matter how hard I tried to contact the Turk-
ish-speakers who were once around me, of varying
relations and closeness; there always appeared a gap
created by the lack of communication between us.
In this instance, the fences have succeeded in their
aim to separateus.

This limitation of language is on the other
hand used very consciously as a means for Cypriots
to form a new identity beyond the greater powers.
They turned to more regional aspects, namely: the
dialect. Cypriot Greek retains a lot of features that
overtime faded from the standard language spo-
ken in mainland Greece, and its isolation from the
current boundaries of Greece, prevented its local
lexicon from being suppressed and slowly phased
out in favour of standard vocabulary. The Ancient
Greek “Ayan® oe” (I love you) would appear slightly
off to speakers of the modern “Y” ayana” spoken
in Greece. Cypriots however would feel right at
home with its structure and classical intonation.
One teacher in high school went as far as to use
it as a confirmation that Cypriots are their very
ownethnicity:

We're not Greek, we’re CYPRIOT. Why would we
have this distinct of a dialect otherwise¢

Aev eipaore EMnveg, KYTTPIOI eipaote. Atapopetikd yrati
éyovpe Tétowa Eeywptaty StdAekto;

Personally, with my father originating
from Athens, I always found it challenging to speak
the dialect whilst retaining fluency in its expression.
The mixture of local, Greek and English vocabulary
threw me off too far, and I still find difficulty in ex-
pressing myself when it comes to mixing the three,
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as is so regular to do. Even entering the accent brings
a confusion with its varying consonant lengths and
liaison of words. So much so is the dialect consid-
ered a central part of the island’s identity, that I
still find myself being asked “Where are you really
from¢” when I revert to standard Greek pronun-
ciation, or even a softer Cypriot one. Ingrained in
me was this thought that your placement in the
world of Greek speakers depended on your accent
that, when I arrived to the Netherlands at the age
of nineteen; it came natural to me to say that I
came from Greece and not Cyprus. My accent just
fitted the former more so than thelatter.
Returning to the introduction of this text,
it has become clear that it was necessary for me
to detach myself as far as possible from Cyprus
in order to be able to see the severity of the situa-
tion. I grew up there, and so that way of life was
my basis for normality. The only life I knew. It
was not as shocking how little people knew about
Cyprus as much as how little they talked about
their neighbouring countries and their conflicts.
Are the Dutch not afraid that Germany could in-
vade at any moment¢ How about an attack from
France¢ A provocation from England¢ To add to
that, you can go anywhere in the country and not
have to once show your passport. I had to be away
from the island long enough to lose my national
identity in order to see it for what it was. To have
the blocky yellow product came to my mind when
hearing the word “cheese”, rather than the soaked,
white feta or haloumi. The trip to the countryside
mentioned in the beginning took place in my first
month-long stay in Cyprus after being away for
three years. That is when it all became apparent.
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We are filled with fences, we constantly talk about
what the elected politicians of the neighbouring
countries might want to do to us, and we are always
on the look out from where the next attack may
come. It quickly made sense, though. They don’t
even have settlers strategically sent from abroad in
theNetherlands.

Even on the topic of the settlers does my
generation feel conflicted. Though by past genera-
tions they are unanimously disliked and unwanted,
we find ourselves bathing (and at times drowning)
in a waterfall of conflicting emotions. We are angry
for how they illegally moved to the land, but at
the same time fascinated by their presence. Since
settlers cannot cross between the checkpoints,
they exist as a sort of curiosity and unknown to
the youth. We are more understanding that they
themselves are products of their own circumstances,
rather than being the absolute enemy that has come
to demographically replace us. As a second opinion,
my brother added:

I think the people who are the most part not
involved in the situation in Cyprus, they probably
don’t know a lot of things. They are people who
were given aid to move to the occupied territories
(to refugee houses!) and that’s why they are here.
That doesn’t mean that I believe they should be
here after the Cyprus settlement, if it ever hap-
pens. With Turkish Cypriots I find a lot of similar-
ities in our culture, way of life and nature, which
we do not share with the settlers as we are more
different,demographically.

Ou émiicot vopiw eivar avBpdymot wov emt to wAeloTov
Sev éyovv va kdvovy pie TNV kaTdoTAOT) TTOV ETLKPATEL
atnv Kdrpo, modd mbavev va pn yvwpifovv kat moAdd
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npdypata. Eivar kéopog mov tovg édwoav BonbOripata yra
Vo JIETAKOpLo0VY OTA KATEYOHEVA (0TQ OTT{TL TTPOTPDYwV!)
Kkat yvavtd fpiokovrat e66. Avté Sev onpaiver 0Tt moTéVW
0Tl TpeTeL vt pelvovy €8 petd v Avon tov Kvpmiakov edv
yiver moté avtd. Me tovg Tovpkokimplovs fpLokw moAdeg
OHOLBTITES aTNV KOVATOVpQ, Tov Tpdmo {wns kat Tny ¢pion
pas, kdtt To omolo Sev potpalépacte pe tovg Emtkovs apov
Snpoypagukd eipoote mo Stagopetikol.

Reaching this far, I suppose in many
ways this text is also my means of dealing with
my own trauma by identifying it through that
of others. I fortunately did not have to leave my
home behind, hide from bombs falling from planes,
and see my friends and family run for their lives.
I did however live in a society maintained by
those that did, and in a society where the pain
of one accounts for the pain of all; I feel pain.
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At least,

be hopeful



F rom far-left to far-right, and everything
in between and beyond, there is no party in Cyprus
that campaigns without addressing the separation.
However none of them ever go as far as to define
how they will approach said conflict if they came
to power. Indeed, despite a long line of presidents
proclaiming that they will bring peace upon the
island, it has not yet been done. Is it the aspiration
of each new leader to bring about re- unification on
the island, or to continue injecting false hope into
the minds of people¢ In the words of the people
and in the look in their eyes, one can tell they no
longer have faith that any government will have the
ability to produce a resolution. They might sound
hopeful, but their tone emits a tone more akin to
“Maybe this time the process won’t fall through as
quickly as before,” rather than “Maybe this time
it will work”.

Tensions have been eased, but that is in
no way a form of peace. It is very easy for govern-
ments of both sides to keep their people in check by
constantly presenting new hopes and announcing
that indeed, this table talk will be the final one that
will bring the land together. Fences have thus been
treated as tokens by politicians, exchanging their
misery for the hopeful vote of the people. It is easy
to then think that no politician would everbeso-
self-sacrificingastogetridoftheir‘money-supply’in-
strumentofbarriersinreturnforpeace.This is because
the power and influence that such a supply merits
gives way to opportunities not easily otherwise
achieved. People will allow for this new law, or that
legislation to pass, if it would mean that they can
step into their childhood homes onceagain.

Despite it all: direct and indirect warfare,
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the subtle and ever-present violence, the conscious
and subconscious trauma; the people of this island,
caught in the past in a world constantly moving to
the future, have their hopes, visions and demands
for what is to follow for Cyprus. Alexia, as a refugee
who had embarked on a long journey of self-heal-
ing, wishes for the society to shift towards a more
self-supportive and caring direction, reflecting her
own process ofdevelopment:

Of course I want to return to Famagusta, to my
home. To fill the place with familiar faces, those

of the faces that are still alive because most of the
older ones are dying. I want to go home anyway. I
want the whole of occupied Cyprus to be occupied
by its rightful owners. For Cyprus I have the DE-
MAND to create and to support the young gener-
ations, OUR children who study abroad, whatever
the study may be: from the most creative to the
most scientific, I want the support of the Cypriot
youth. I demand that new positions, new ways,
new companies, new platforms be opened up to
support and utilise THEIR knowledge and talents.
I see it in the musicians who come to Cyprus after
years of study, and come and play in bars for noth-
ing, peanuts. And our theatres, however many we
have, only open for performances from abroad. Not
from our people. And I don’t accept that. I demand
support. That’s what Iwant.

Evvoeitat étt Oédw va ematpépw atnv Appdywoto, oto
omitt prov. Nat yeploet o ywpos pe T Tpoowma Tal olkelar
boa amd ta mpdowna (ovv akbpa emeldi) oL wEPLITOTEPOL
mebaivovy ot mio peydlot. Oédw va mdw oo omitt pov
onwadnmote. O¢Aw 0AdkAnpn n Kbmpog 1 kateydpevn va
kataAny Ol amd Tovg voppovs tétoktrites. I trv Kompo
éyw tnv AITAITHXH va nptovpyel kat v vrootipiet Tig
vées yeviés, ta maubi MAX wov omovéddovy oo eéwtepiid,
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6,TL omovdnj kaw va lvat: amd Ty o SnpLovpyLkn aTnv
mo emoTnuwviky, 0édw vrootipién Twv véwv oty
Kbmpo. Arautad v avoiovv Béoerg karvolpies, katvoiptot
TPOTIOL, KOUVOUpLES ETALPLES, KavoUpLes TAaTddppes mov
va vooTipiovy Kkat ver alomoLovY TI§ YVWOELS Katl Tar
tadévra AYTA. TofAénw kat aTovg provatkods mov épyovtat
atnv Kvmpo petd amd omovdés moAvetris, kat épyovrar kat
naifovv oe pmapdkia yia timota, piyovAa. Ko ta Oéatpd.
ooa KoL v EYOUHE, VA avolyovy yla TapaoTaoeL amd

70 e€wtepticd. Oyt oTovg Stkods pag. Kat 6ev to Séxopat.
Amauta vrrootipién. Avtébédw.

There are those who have opted to ac-
cept the political situation in its current state, and
demand for improvements in the conditions of
what has already been imposed. My mother, who
has since recognized her own internal trauma, is
opposed to fantasising about outcomes she is not
certain areachievable:

Seeing as how Cyprus is split into two, I would
like for there to be a three/five meter tall fence on
all of the green line so thatthesettlerswillnotbea-
bletocomeovertohere.Either open the border and
allow for free movement to exist for all without
needing to show passports, without needing to
show anything - or build more checkpoints to
avoid having anyone who feels like it cross over. Let
there be no openings. Now it’s complete pretend.
Bullshit.

Oa 0eda ) oTrypr mov elvar Styotopopévi) n Kvmpog, va
éyelL Tpla-mévte pETpa ppdkTn oe A1 TNV Tpdovn ypopun
vaL Py PIopovy va mepvovv amd e8¢ ot émukot. Eite va
avoi§ovv Ta avvopa kat v vitdpyet eAebBepn Stakivnon

yLa 6Aovg ywpis va Seiyvers Stafatipia, ywpis va Selyverg
TimoTa - 1) va YTLoTovV 0Soppdypata daTe va pnv pmopel va
StaayriCet o kabévag amd e86. Na pnv vidpyovy avolypara.
Tdypa elvar evredds mpoomointd. Kabeae §vo wpeg otn
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ypayp kaw Seiyvetg To Safatiiptd oov yia va mepdoels amd
ekel, kat §éka yIALGpeTpa pmopeis va: mepdoels amd kel kot
va mepdoels and e6w oav va pn ovpfPaiver timota. Madakio.

My grandmother is now and elderly wom-
an who has lived through all the stages of the island
that have been discussed. Having experienced so
much, her wishes are humble:

I hope that we will be calm, so that our children
can grow up, our grandchildren. I can’t predict
other things. Let there be tranquility in this place,
my love. Tranquility and safety.

EAnti{w va elpaote fovyot, va peyadwoovy ta maudid pog,
Tt eyyovia pags, Sev pmopdd v mpoPAéipw dAda mpdypata.
Na vrdapyet npepia otov tomo, aydmn pov. Hpeplar kot
aopddeia.

Mina is indeed a politician, but she is also
a mother of three children, and an inhabitant of the
island her entire life. Thusly, sheanswered:

I will answer you as a Greek-speaking citizen and
not as a politician. Cyprus is indeed a paradise and
we ourselves should first love it and appreciate

its beauty and uniqueness. With proper invest-
ments and a common vision, Cyprus can become
the most important centre of services, trade and
tourism in the Eastern Mediterranean. But as long
as the national issue persists and our country is
under occupation, no matter how many projects
and investments are made, we will always live
under the lethal sword of Turkey and its expan-
sionist plans. I truly hope that we can reach a
solution that is, above all, fair. Or at least as just
as it can be under the circumstances for us all. For
both Greek-speakers and Turkish-speakers, which
is unfortunately something that Turkey will not
allow as long as our allies and the U.S. allow it
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to do everything it does without sanctions and
repercussions. In my opinion, a solution to the
Cyprus problem will only come in the context of a
comprehensive change in the geopolitical scenario
of the surrounding region that will lead to radical
reversals in Turkey and the regime of expansionism
and neo-Ottomanism that rules it.

Oa oov amavtiiow ws EAAnvokdmpia moditng kat byt ws
rmohitikds . H Kbmpog elvat évag mapddeioog mpaypatikd
kot Oa mpéneimpdyragpeisotiSiotvatnvayanijoovpekavaektt
pnoovpeTnvopopdrakattnvpovadikétnratns. MekatdAAnAeg
emevlUELS kat éva kowve dpapa ) Kdmpog pmopel va

YIVEL TO TTLO ONUAVTLKO KEVTPO VTTNPETLWY, EUTTOpio Kall
ToUpLopoY oty Avatolikr) Meodyeto. Ooo dpws vplotatar
70 €Bvikd Oépa kau n) maTpida pag elvat vd katoyr doa
épya kau emevévoeLs kat va yivovv Ba {ovpe ndvrote vid

1) SapdkAeto omdOn g Tovpkiog Kat TwV EMEKTATIKOV
oxedlwv t16. Edyopat mpaypatikd va katariéovpe oe piat
Abon wévw ar” 6Aa Sikoun.'H tovAdytotov doo mio Sikoun
pmopel va ylver vid Ti§ meptatdoets yLa 6Aovg pag. Téoo

yta tovg EAAnvokdmprovs oo kat yia Tovg TovpkokimpLov
yeyovds to omoio Svotvyws Sev Ba o emtpéper n) Tovpkia
600 ot etaipot pag aMdd kar oo HITA ¢ emitpémovy va
KAVEL 60Q KAVEL YWwpI§ KUPWOELS kot emmTwoels. Kata 1)
yvdopn pov n Abon tov Kvmpiakod Ba épBet pévo ara mhaioia
ptag auvolikris addayns oto yewmoitikd oknviké g

yUpw meptoyrs mov Ba odnyrioet o€ pi{ikés avatpomés oTny
Tovpkia kat 0t0 kaBeoTd§ emekTatiopol kot veoBwpaviopov
7oV TNVSLOLKEL.

The youngest of those interviewed, my
brother offered the following perspective:

Now almost 50 years have passed. Many of the
parents of the missing have now died, or have
found the remains of their children. Also many of
the refugees who have the most vivid memories
of the invasion have either died or grown up, and
memory has faded. People have therefore come to
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terms with the idea, the younger people who have
grown up in a divided Cyprus is the only thing
they know, they have come to terms with this life
and this idea in their everyday life. I would like the
Cyprus problem to be solved, for the island not to
be mixed and for us to not live separately. aybe it
will neverhappen.

ITAéov éyovv mepdoet axedov 50 ypovia. IToAdoi amé Tovg
Yyovels Twv ayvoovpévwv éyovy mAéov mebdvet, 1j eyovv
Bpei T 00Td TwV SLkv Tovs. Emiong moAdol amo tovg
TPOOPVYES TTOV EYOVV KaL TIG TTLO EVTOVES UVIIES OTTO TNV
eLoPolij eite Eyovv meBdver ) peyadwoet, apd kat n pvipn
éxet ebaoBevijoet. O kbopog Adyw avtov éyer ovpPifaorel
e TNV 1€, 0 Lo VEAPOS KTpOG 0 omolog Exel peyaddoet
¢ pia Styotoptpévn Kompo éuvat o pévo mpdypa mov Epet,
éxet avpPifaotel pe avtij v {wnj kar avh v 16éa oY
kaOnueprvéTnTd Tov. Eyw Oa 1jeda va AvBel To kvmpLakd,
va pnv elvat potpaapévo to ol kar va pnv {ovpe YwpLotd.
Tows var pnv yiver kai motéavto.

Their hopes can be described as a mix
between the collective desire for a settlement and
their personal coping mechanisms. The presence
of doubt is also undeniable. Of course there exist
the fanatics who claim to be better off separated
and the idealists who claim that holding hands
together for days on end will convince politicians
to find a resolution. My own hope is very abstract
for the island. In some ways I find myself still in-
doctrinated by the propaganda I was exposed to as
a child, and see Cyprus being immediately taken
over again as soon as it unifies. At the same time, I
find it sometimes hard to imagine two regions that
have been functioning independent of each other
for decades to come together, but how it would
play out is up to anyone’s guess. Perhaps radical in
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view, I would rather for the reunification to happen
with one immediate step as opposed to gradual-
ly. At the very least then the politicians will have
fewer pockets of opportunities through which to
compromise the likelihood of success for their own
economicbenefits.

How can such a heartwarming homeland
be so heartbreaking¢ Conversely, how do I and
those around me live our lives knowing we are
being fenced off¢ Or, are we being fenced in¢ Es-
caping to another place presents a bit of a paradox.
You seek freedom through abandoning what you
know, and escaping through hope: abandoning the
patterns and possible logic of the past. You leave
what was once your space of comfort and security,
and reach what you are wishing will, eventually,
be very much the same. You are fenced within your
desires and aspirations. Much like how fences form
shapes on land, they too form part of the identity
that makes up these islanders, of which I am one.
The land that one is brought up in shapes how one
views the world. Land reflects the soul. Mistreat-
ment of land is by extension a mistreatment of the
soul of the people to which the land belongs. The
next step would be to move beyond this mentality,
personally and island-wide. Moving beyond is not
abandonment. It is simply a development. Maybe
even anadvancement.
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We are

looking towards

the future,



while still

looking at

the past



Enslaved Country of mine,

we are still kids but within our hearts there is hope
that soon there will be no books like these!

For I want to see the Pentadaktilos clearly,

without the flag of Turkey!

For I want to meet a free Cyprus, in Famagusta,

in Kerynia,in Morfu, in Karpasia!

My beautiful island of Cyprus,
torturted island,

you were taken by barbarians
and they’ve enslaved you.

Oh. How I would like

to see Famagsta,

the ports of Kerynia,

the monastery of Saint Andreas.
Oh, I would like it so...

I do not forget my Cyprus,

beautiful island of mine,

even if they’ve taken half of it from me
For I have it

whole in my soul.



ZxAafopévn pov Iatpida, sipaote akbpa mondid aAdd
éyovpie 0TI kapSIES pog edmtioa Tt ovvTopa Sev Ba
vrdpyovv BifAia cav avtd! To ITevtaddktvlo eyd va To
Sw kabapd, ywpls v onpaia tngTovpkiag! Tnv eAevbepn
Kvmpo va yvwplow eyw, otnv Appdywoto, otnvKepiver otnv
Mdépeov kat oty Keapraoia!

Kdbmpog pov dpropdo vnot,
vnol Baoaviopévo,

o¢ mijpave ot fapPapot
Kkat o’ €yovv okAafopévo.

Ay. I1éo0 Ba 1jBeda

va éBAema Tnpv Appdyworo,

Ta Aipdvia g Kepvverag,

70 Movaotipt Tov Amootélov Avrpéa.
Ay, Ba to 1)feda moh...

Aev Eeyva v Kdmpo pov,
70 Giopo vnat pov,

KL oG 0V TO TTHpAY TO ULTO.
Eya to éyw

6Ao atnv oy pov.



Poems of Greek-speaking school children,
found and collected from the website of their edu-
cational institution.’ The header reading “I know,
I don’t forget, I reclaim” (I'vwpilw, Aev Eeyva,
Aekdike) and the title of the post, wherein which
they were posted, is “Poems for Cyprus” (IToijpata
yta v Kbmpo).

6

T'Anpotikd Zxoleio Yywva. Hompata yia tnv Kompo. 29-11-17. http://dimypsonas3den
ehno.weebly.com/piomicroniota942mualphataualpha-gammaiotaalpha-tauetanu-kappa-
973pirhoomicron.html
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Interviews conducted with, in order of first
appearance:

Chrysoulla Kalavana: grandmother, hairdresser.
Mina Sampson: journalist, politician, mother of three.

Alexia Vasiliou: vocal artist, song-writer, founder of Re-
Be Program, volunteer for the United Nations.

Nicoletta Kalavana: mother, business woman.

Demetris Kalavanas: older brother, lawyer and charter
accountant at EY.
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The publication was written by Athanasios Fakkas under
the supervision of Dorine van Meel in 2022. Printed and
bound at the Gerrit Rietveld Academie’s Bookbinding
Workshop on Trophee Lichtgrijs 80gr paper. Designed by
Fanni Falucskai.
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