
LEGENDARY: PLANE TREES SOMEWHERE LOST IN  

ALTERNATIVE UNIVERSE, (BUT IF YOU WANT TO BE PLACE SPECIFIC, WANDER  

and of course WATER THEM, AROUND THESSALONIKI SOMEWHERE IN THE 

NEW MILLENNIA) 

 

 

One of a Kind 

 

Its proximity unsettles.  

Voices through the leaves.  

What of the living space?  

Empirical witnesses.  

Just decay and usage.  

Releasing the sun from their shadows.  

New hosts occupying the living space.  
 

 

*~~~~~~~~I greatly enjoyed the swing~~~~~~~~* 

 

Attitude. Entwining their  

 

nose/tailes/tales.  

Repositioning.  

Purring.  

Seeking adventure.  

Oscillations in usage. 

 

||||<|---It was clearly on a Wednesday. That’s all remembered---|||||||||||||||>> 

 

Transformation of space.  

 

  Recording thoughts for the years to come.  

 

What of the swing?  

 

 

Bouyiouk Chesme.1  

 

                                                 
1
 (Enjoying. Sinking into. Discourse. Of. Urban Change.  Providing. Shelter. Better. Reconsider. Historical trees. Castle. Concentration. Of trees with cats 

upon them. Some happenings for the passing crowd. ) 

 



Dogs excluded.  

 

Privacy-Isolation- Meditation.  

Shaded. Protected. Enclosed.  

 
 
 

Just a collection.  

 

Witnessing… 
 

 

 

First Time Ever or The Last One 

 

 Bereft.  

Stripped of its foliage.  
Someone complained of the noises.  

What did you say to me while ago?  

On the first day of December. 
 

 

 Just to cut down. Torturing demonstrations. Some years ago. No noise any more. Imagining 

this and that. And completely in the dark. I’m the missing one.Having the nerve to insult. 

Back. Ground. Each fallen leaf, its story 

whispered to the rain. Some grass extinction of black 

and brown mist. It’s on the front. The matter.  

 

Axa Mejid.  

And the task of supplying delicious.  

Simile sweet.  

For the pastry shops.  
 



 



The Missing Ones Expected! 

 

Ghostly female presence.  

Not just one.  

Sun-making.  

The surmounting of the shadows.  

Garish sunlight blocking their eyesight.  

Reaching backwards. 

 

 Its expecting fountain. Every indiscreet gaze. Denying solace. The best gates recorded the 

gazes. Enjoy the four centuries. Illusive Environment.  

 

~~~Terrifying the memory lapses~~~ 

 
 !!SPOOKY!!  

 

Watering the gaze that reflects and enjoys.  

 

Expecting company.  Each dawn a new gaze. Bending aside the shaded fountain.  

 

 

Reflecting a thirst.  
 

Near.  

 

Under.  

 

*….The plane tree…* 


