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// PART 1
Spring 2016
Thessaloniki
 
 
￼[image: Image] Somebody invited me to Thessaloniki. Why in the end of the winter? Who is going on the seaside in this part of the year, especially in Greece. I am going this afternoon. The train will arrive at 22.30.
 
￼[image: Image]I am alone in the hall wagon; the train is on time. “The Sea Wolf” by Jack London and my headphones are with me on the hall journey.  Reading is enjoyable. The customers on the border are very kind, they checked my passport and wished me a good travel. Only the red carpet is missing. 
 
￼[image: Image] I never stopped reading London’s stories about the North, when I was 16. Indians, snowstorms, gold, dogs and women - I read them again and again. In my English classes we discuss them together with American music. My teacher, a young beautiful lady, was there before she came to our school. She didn’t share anything but just loved to listen. We go out from time to time for walks in the cold and drink with a talk somewhere after the walk. 
 
￼[image: Image] The train stops, I arrived, it is dark now.
 
￼[image: Image] It is a morning, I am going out. The spring is already here. I want to test the sea air, not the port. 
I am regularly going out for an hour in the mountains at home. I can fill the wet in the air. Morning around the sea - just forgot this filling. The sea is different in the spring. It is quiet, I like it.
 
￼[image: Image] I am in the tower. It is familiar. I have been once in the tower, but in the East, in Istanbul. I skip the information and the old pictures and look for the view outside. The landscape from here is good, just good. I like the towers and the oval that the stones they make. All of them so perfect with prices corners, how they did it. You cut, build, cut, and you build without a break - hard work. 
 
￼[image: Image] Then I found the museum. A man with a shaggy head is coming. He invites me in for the coffee. I am on the office table. We are talking for Boise, who is watching from a poster in the freezer. I am sharing my memories of Tim Ulrichs. The man opened the doors and lead me to all the halls in the museum. 
 
￼[image: Image]I am in the constructivists exhibition. The building is still here, the windows, the view outside, the paintings, and the people in between. I am observing everything, for a moment, everything stops and shapes into a single dot. I thank my host and start walking back to the city centre.
 
￼[image: Image] We are in a small coffee in the lobby. The others are all Greeks. I know only a few of them from Athens. Then we go upstairs. I am on the front line. There is a woman in black who is coming and dancing, a dancer in the dark. I am meeting her after the performance. There is a small coloured diagram of for her. Thank you.
 
￼[image: Image] I see a pub on the street and go in, having a beer. 
“What are you doing?”
“I am an artist, sometimes a writer”
The waitress is a writer, too. The bartender introduces her, a literature agent. I am listening the music. 
“The grand father of my grand father is from here.”
“I understand.”
“Cheers!”
 
￼[image: Image] I am walking up to the hotel and watching the night life around me. The teenagers are passing on groups in the downtown direction. The old men are sitting in small local pubs everywhere. From time to time a small car or motorbike is whooshing. The night is warm.
 
￼[image: Image]I followed to sleep fast. There is tree girls on the morning in my room. Nobody can’t hear me. I am at the train station on time. The book is finished on the train. This is my first reading of the book. I am happy now. There are several free hours gap in Sofia. Enough time to meet friends who can listen to my story and then the last part of the trip. I just go with the flow.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
// PART 2
Autumn 2018
Thessaloniki
 
 
 
￼[image: Image] I am on the way, there are three trees on my window. There are coming and going, looks like walking. Can you imagine, walking trees? I was in a contemporary theatre last Sunday. Three Korean ladies were dancing like trees. 
 
￼[image: Image] Thessaloniki is not far. Hello, hello again. 
 
A short walk before work. The light is different, the sunset is behind the sea. Every morning the sunrise was in front of me from the seaside, for five years when I was in Varna - East side. Here is the West.
 
￼[image: Image] Morning, morning. The sun is from the left. The fishermen are on the dock. Two cats eat fish. I can see the port. The wind is weak, the sea is quiet.
 
 
￼[image: Image] There is no sun today - grey sky, blue-green sea. Coffee on the basic flour, library from the left and hall from the right, children's voices under the window. The autumn is here. I know this feeling, it is time for work. I like it. 
 
￼[image: Image] The sky is blue, the dock is quiet. I can see a few words behind the bars, unknown words. No wind, but the flag on my left is flying like a sputnik, that I always watch. 
 
￼[image: Image] The bells are ringing, ringing. It is late, not too late, for Sunday. A small light house on the dock. Like a castle. I can see the cost from the other side. The sea is smelling, it is a sea. 
 
￼[image: Image] Still Thessaloniki.
“Hello.”
A phone call with somebody who is often forgetting me.
“I am back soon, is everything ready?”
“Yes, yes.”
“Thank you!”
 
￼[image: Image] You can see the sun in the sea. It is like a bunch of flowers, sun bunnies dance above it. They are only a few in the beginning and then more and more. There is only white colour on the horizon, white sea.  
 
￼[image: Image] The sea is blue again. The fishes are more than the birds. I can hear the waves. All together is the sound of the sea. I know this sounds like it.
 
￼[image: Image] Passages, passages with fish. All of them stop for a moment. The water blows like mushrooms. I can hear the sound and then they disappear. A minute and they are back. You can see the direction. 
 
￼[image: Image] Morning walk on the dock. I can feel the wind. I can smell it. It is time for home now. Are we seeing each other again.
 
￼[image: Image] Keys: distance, trees, performance, walk, work, morning, morning, port, wind, sun, sea, weather, sky, flag, satellite, bell, port, coast, Thessaloniki, heart, sea, white sea, bouquet of flowers, she, fish, birds, sounds, passage, mushroom, sound, wharf, wind, home, diary
 
￼[image: Image]
 
Raycho Stanev is visual writer and artist, he is creating solutions for organisations such as Istanbul Biannual, Transmediale Berlin, This Not Get A Way London, as well as GRANTA Magazine (BG). In 2008 Raycho realised Stories for 1968, followed by Visual ID and The Great Excursion - series of exhibition that developed memories and traumas from the communist past in Bulgaria. Together with the other like-minded Raycho developed the Bright Future Series in Sofia and Berlin. The project contained installation and publication about Bulgarian Typo Heritage.
Raycho loves diaries and in 2010 he started the Helvetia Cube, a collection of objects, which established as an image The New Utopia Series in Zurich, Sofia, Thessaloniki and Havana.
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