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I can’t say summer is my favorite season, but it has always been a chance for me to 
stay in – I can’t stand the heat – and regroup. To focus on myself and rest my body 

and soul. 

Vacations always are as much fun, as they are a hassle. Yet I miss my family’s holi-
days, where I got to rest completely and let my mother take care of us all. Mothers 

never rest, it is true. 

This issue though is focused on vacationing in the city. Be it the crisis, the lack of 
motivation or any other reason keeping you from breaking away, we decided to 

showcase how to have fun while staying put.

Rooftops and back yards become an oasis. An abandoned parking lot becomes a 
playground! Dreams get playful, Music is more than just sounds, fast Food becomes 
a gourmet experience and Design inspires innovation. Including the many inter-
views of young people embarking on adventures, the summer issue is here to keep 

you company, whether you stay in the city or not. 
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Maria is an IT employee by day & jewelry maker by night!
Just another girl that loves cooking (and eating), cats, coffee, movies and tv series. 

Combined with a passion for well-curated sites and blogs...
You will most likely find her appreciating the greatness of Pinterest, Instagram and Bloglovin 
(she is also a master of procrastination). Happy to write about anything that tickles her fancy! 

Chrysoula is a 21 year old, born in Larissa. College Senior, majoring in Economics 
at University of Piraeus. Loves volunteering, puzzles and all forms of art. Dreams of 
traveling as much as possible, knowing new cultures and trying as much as she can 

of any local cuisine. 



During the 60’s, in England, a nightmare sparked the beginning of 

Mrs Hyde’s peculiar story. The protagonist woke up in the ‘00s, 

in Greece, with the name Nasia...
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Μ A K I N G   O F   T H E   C O V E R



The Concept

Summer equals memory.

One word, and the mind is flooded 
with imagery, flavors, smells, 

sounds and colors, which intensify 
as the years go by, as long as one’s 

adult body houses a stubbornly 
juvenile mind. 

Memories.

That’s what we aim to invoke, along 
with some nostalgia, inspired by the 

aesthetic of retro ‘50s summers.

Words | Photography: Μimika Michopoulou
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The Approach

Summer is hidden in our hearts and 
minds.

Each one of us carries their own 
private summer as if in an irides-
cent bubble in which are all the ice 
cream cones, all the weird bathing 
suits, the water pistols and open-air 
cinema nights with friends. We carry 
it with us every day, in a place that 
is far from idyllic.

For this exact reason, Flipped 
chose to place the buzz, the colour 
and carelessness of summer in a 
concrete reality, which we, the city 
folk, have learned to tolerate or 
even love, even when the tempera-
ture outside is 30 degrees Celcius.

By framing and photographing this 
contrast, we want to show that mak-
ing an unforgettable summer is a 
matter of mood and state of mind, 
even when the beach is miles away.
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Interview |  Lost  Athina                                                 
                                                                                                

Words: Chrysoula Zagoti
Photography: Lost Athina  

Do you find that the streets of our capital 
hold a forgotten beauty, that there are hid-
den treasures to be found in Athens and its 
people? 

Then you will definitely love Lost Athina, the 
blog Photius and Georgios have created. 
We admire their work and have come to 
know our city better through the stories they 
discover. 

So we reached out to them, asked our ques-
tions and are now ready to share what they 
had to say.

I N T E R V I E W



Flipped: On your blog, one can find inter-
esting
stories about citizens of Athens. 
How and where do you find them? 
How do you choose your stories?

Photius: The aim of our blog is to try and 
discover stories in this beautiful city called 
Athens, with a strong emphasis on stories that 
have not been told, or “lost stories”, which 
is why we used the term “Lost Athina”. Even 
when we do stories that other media outlets 
are covering, we always try to focus on some-
thing a little different rather than look at the 
big picture.

. 

 Flipped: Recently, you covered your trip to 
Idomeni. What did you take away from 
that?
 
Georgios: Idomeni was a real eye opener be-
cause it allowed us to witness first hand what 
refugees were going through on the border. 
What we found were tired people who were 
refusing to give up hope despite the horrible 
conditions and the uncertainty of their future. 
We were appalled by how the cops from 
FYROM were treating the refugees and at the 
same time encouraged by the hard work and 
dedication shown by many of the volunteers 
as well as the hospitality of many of the Greek 
people in northern Macedonia. We feel the 
Greeks have reacted in such a positive way 
to this crisis and we hope that this show of 
solidarity can inspire Greece to achieve more
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Flipped: How do you feel about the portrait Tia Kass created, inspired by you?
  

P: Tia is a very close friend of mine and this is not the first time he has used a Lost Athina image 
as the inspiration for one of his paintings. He shares many of the same ideals as we do so we 
were delighted when he asked us to draw the young refugee boy. Tia is a very talented guy and 

I’m sure Athens will see more of his work in the future.

Flipped: Tell us a few things about Lost 
Sounds. How do your collaborations form? 
What can we expect in the future?
 
P: Lost Sounds is just a platform that allows us 
to feature music from DJs and producers that 
we are into. They only prerequisite is that they 
must have visited Athens, or preferably live in 
Athens. We want to show the world that this 
city can inspire people to be creative in differ-
ent ways, especially through music.

Flipped:  If we’re not mistaken, both of you 
are from parts of Greece outside the capital. 

How did you come to love Athens so 
much? 

G: Actually, we were both born and raised 
in Australia, Photius visits Athens whenever 

he can and I now live here. We both share a 
deep love for this city. Although we like the 

tourist spots like the Parthenon, Filopa-
pos Hill, Lykavitos and the seaside, what we 
enjoy more than anything is walking through 

the streets of this concrete jungle with our 
cameras, exploring the neighborhoods. We 
especially love Kipseli, Exarcheia, and the 

areas downtown behind Omonoia. 



Flipped: Shall we expect you to collabo-

rate with other bloggers that specialize in 
different art forms perhaps, like street art 
bloggers for example, since you’ve men-

tioned you like graffiti art? What are your 
plans?

P: Yes, we are always looking to collaborate 
with other people that love Athens, wheth-
er they are bloggers, journalists, graffiti artists 
or musicians. What we want is to bring to-
gether more creative people and collectively 
keep promoting this city to the world. The aim 
is to show the world Athens is not just riots, 
moussaka and the Acropolis, it’s a modern 
European city but with its own unique flavour, 
combining elements of the Balkans and Asia 
Minor. 

Flipped:  Do you find the blog is popular 
with the Greek crowd? What do people tell 
you? Do you get a stronger response from 
abroad?

G: Many of our followers are in Australia and 
the United States, but we also have loyal 
followers in Turkey and even in Indonesia. 
Of course the majority of our followers are in 
Greece. We value all feedback and strongly 
encourage people to share their ideas with 
us. So far the feedback has been very en-
couraging, people can’t believe that two guys 
who were born in Melbourne can be so pas-
sionate about Athens. We are very fortunate 
to have a great team, especially our talent-
ed camera man Angelos, who is also Greek-
Australian and lives in Athens. All three of us 
really love Athens and I guess that shows in 
our work. Also two young guys, Manos and 
Gaf, who we believe have a bright future. We 
are slowly building a really strong team.

Flipped: What has changed in your lives 
ever since Lost Athina became part of it?

P: Lost Athina has allowed us to dig deeper 
into what makes this city so great, so the 
only thing that has changed in our lives really 
is that we have discovered more to love about 
Athens.

Friendly and laid-back, 
Photius Drakos and Georgios Hatzimanolis 

shared their passion, exploring Athens, 
with us. 

So the next time you will have to commute, put 
on your earphones and let the melodies from 

Lost Sounds give your ride a new vibe. 
Visit the blog to read stories that will touch 
you, and discover their vision by looking 

through the photos on their page. 
Maybe then you’ll draw the same 

conclusion as us. 

The beauty of everything around us depends 
on how open we are to it. If you think of Athens 
as a city of bricks and lights, that’s what you’ll 
always be seeing, but if you anticipate beauty 
in each little thing, something lovely awaits 

around every corner. 

We are thankful to Photius and Georgios, and 
we are certain that their efforts will be fruitful!





Remember to...

1. Take a photo at the beach to use as my profile picture.
 

2. Bitch about how very hot the weather is, just like I did when it was too cold.

3. Consume A LOT of ice cream without remorse.

4. Fall deeply in love for just a single summer week.

5. Take a “serious” book to the beach with me, because I am such an intellectual.

6. Go downtown in Athens, at noon, only under severe threat. 
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Fondazione Prada |  Mi lano Venue                                                 
                                                                                                

Words | Photography: Mimika Michopoulou 

Under the management of Prada Fashion 
House, an old gin distillery on the outskirts of 
Milan was transformed by Danish architect 
Rem Koolhaas, head of the OMA architec-
tural firm, into a space meant to house artistic 
ideas and works by modern artists. Behind 
this inspired endeavor are Miuccia Prada and 
her husband Patriccio Bertelli. In addition to 
the couple’s private collection, the Fondazi-
one also houses installations and works of art 
by rising artists. 

We were told about the Fondazione by a 
friend who knows the city of Milan well. Hid-
den among bleak industrial buildings and old 
railways, it was well worth the search. 



Under the oversight of the OMA architectural firm, the seven existing buildings together with 
three new additions (the podium, the cinema and the tower), form a complex that simultaneously 

preserves and creates architecture anew.  

According to Rem Koolhaas himself “the Fondazione project brings two, usually conflicting vari-
ables- that of conservation and that of creation- to a head. The Fondazione is a composite of the 
constant interplay between horizontal and vertical, black and white, open and closed. Those very 
different and contrasting forms exhibited in the same place, highlight the complexity of architec-

ture as a means to showcase the potential of modern art.”
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We entered the main building, a massive thing made of glass, while the blinding midday light 
bathed the exhibits, creating cutting shadows that eased us towards the cinema and into abso-
lute darkness. We slipped outside through a curtain of plastic stripes which were then reflected 
on the courtyard. Before we had time to realize everything was an optical illusion, we found our-

selves inside an enormous space, surrounded by sculptures that played tricks 
with the notion of scale. 
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There is no specific sequence in which to enter the buildings or view the exhibits, so each visitor 
can follow their own unique path. This kind of freedom acts as the interface between visitors and 

exhibits, allowing everyone their own understanding of their surroundings.

The materials used encapsulate the overall aesthetic of Prada Fashion House and play off of 
each other by aid of the light flowing through the buildings during the day, which at times high-
lights their geometry while other times immerses them in shadow. Everything here is wonderfully, 

inextricably tied to the light.

When in Fondazione Prada, you are overwhelmed by the sensation of beating in time to the pulse 
of architecture and design, where anything is possible. Like when we – as if in a dream - met the 

famous Spanish designer Patricia Urquiola, who was enjoying the exhibition
 with some of her friends.



26



A walk by mysel f                                                  
                                                                                                

Words | Photograhy: Emily Kapothanasi

In the last few years, the one thing sure to 
alleviate my bad mood and bring me back to 
myself, has been a walk around the centre of 
Athens. During those walks, I’ve often ventured 
into previously unexplored small streets to find 
all sorts of things awaiting me.

1/ On my way home one Friday afternoon, as 
I’m passing by a newsstand, my eye is caught 
by some books. I quickly backtrack and start 
perusing them. I find out they’re about the 
work of famous painters and authors, muse-
ums and other such things. People probably 
aren’t interested in them, I’m thinking, seeing 
as they’re there, neatly stacked. After flipping 
through their pages for a while, I leave the 
newsstand carrying several volumes. 



2/ Next stop is, naturally, the front steps of 
some downtown house. With my steaming 
cup of coffee resting beside me, I begin 
hungrily leafing through the books. My peace-
ful bubble is burst, inevitably, by the arrival 
of the house’s owner. We exchange polite 
greetings; I have, after all, commandeered his 
doorstep, if only temporarily. 

3/ The sun is still up and I keep walking, until 
I stumble upon a small corner café. On the 
window hangs a poster for one of the myriad 
performances held all around the city. An-
other thing to include in my plans for the next 
few days.

4/ Had I not opted for walking, the alternative 
would have been to ride a bicycle. Even with 
the traffic congestion that plagues the city of 
Athens, it can be quite the adventurous habit. 
Passing by people, crossing pedestrian ar-
eas, immersing myself in sounds and smells, 
feels like a journey, however short.

5, 6/ As I’m getting closer to home, on a whim 
I decide to follow an, as of then, unnoticed 
alley in Plaka. The first thing to greet me is an 
art gallery. Its window is adorned with sus-
pended paper birds in a multitude of colors. 
They don’t sing, but they look real. After find-
ing out that it was still visiting hours, I enter 
the gallery for further exploration. Just by the 
entrance lies my first taste of fairytale. A tiny 
princess made out of lush fabrics sits atop 
her pile of mattresses that hold among them 
the infamous pea. 

Having quenched my thirst for color and im-
age, I find myself on the way home; this time 
for good. With me, I take one last snapshot for 
safekeeping. The sky is powdered with a rosy 
tint, in the last minutes before nightfall.

My walks seem to go on for days, months, 
or even years. That is because I tend not to 
notice the passing of time. In any case, I see, 
observe and discover and so I become more 
familiar and bound to this unpredictable city. 
The two of us get reacquainted again, and 
again. 
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Interview |  Ninart  Creat ions                                                  
                                                                                                

Words: Vasiliki Politi
Photography: Mimika Michopoulou 

The little shop we are about to present to you, 
caught my attention on a December morning. 
I saw it on my way to work, and immediately 
stopped in my tracks to take a picture of it. It 
was right before Christmas and the cupcakes 
in the display window were made to look like 
miniature Christmas trees, with swirls of green 
frosting and sparkly sprinkles on top. There 
were also star-shaped cookies and festive 
decorations which made that corner look 
nothing short of magical. Who could possibly 
walk past something like that?

With cupcake shops gaining more and more 
popularity, Katerina Vyllioti has created some-
thing more than a business with her unique 



sense of aesthetics and her homemade 
treats, while the whimsical environment of her 
shop seems to reflect the happy moments 
she regularly enriches with her desserts. 
When I had the joy of meeting her personally 
and trying her honeycakes - similar to which 
I haven’t personally found in any bakery - it 
became obvious that Ninart Creations would 
definitely be one of the stops in Flipped’s 
constant quest for young creatives. 

So a little before Easter, we returned, 
equipped with our camera and ready for 
some chit-chat!

Flipped: When I first came to tell you that 
we would like to feature you, you told me 
that you were originally a graphic 
designer. I didn’t ask anything else,
 because I wanted to do so now. How did 
you end up in your current profession?

Katerina: It happened after my daughter 
was born, when I organized her christening 
myself. I started doing invitations, and it was 
going well but people kept asking for the 
desserts! So I decided at some point to 
attend sugar art seminars.

Flipped: Graphic design is what you had 
studied, then. Not pastry making.

K: No, nothing but the seminars. 

Flipped: So, you made the desserts for the 
christening based on what you already 
knew, and then people were asking for 
your cakes and recipes.

K: Yes. After my seminars, once I learned 
how to do fondant decorations, I took classes 
- not at a school, but at big bakeries, so I 
trained in that part as well…Baking and 
producing. This is how it all happened.

Flipped: You started out as… an amateur, 
then!

K: Exactly, at home. With truly homemade 
stuff, meant for friends and acquaintances. 
And as my friends and acquaintances spread 
the word, the whole thing grew, I had to be 
able to provide receipts, so I opened the 
shop, and it became my job.
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Flipped: Are you satisfied with this switch 
of careers?

K: I am very satisfied. Like I said, I couldn’t 
keep this up from home. At times, there were 
cookies everywhere, from the kitchen to the 
living room and dining room… There was no 
other way.

Flipped: What does your job entail? 

K: I make desserts full time! I do christenings 
and weddings, but only in my own personal 
style. I work with a printer’s studio so I can 
have matching cones, flag garlands, 
wedding favors, a solid theme for my candy 
bar decorations. My design studies have 
helped a lot in this aspect.

Flipped: What do people request the most?

K: Some people ask me to focus on how the 
cake or treats are decorated. Others don’t 
care that much, they give me more creative 
freedom and let me do what I want as long as 
it tastes great.

Flipped: So you take orders for events, and 
you have the shop. What are your 
best-sellers here, the most beloved 
flavors?

K: Well, anything chocolate, of course, but 
also carrot cake, which is probably my 
specialty if I do say so myself!

Flipped: You have created a truly beautiful 
space. What was your inspiration?

K: I’ve always loved country style. If there 
was a little white cottage somewhere in 
Greece, that’s where you’d find me. I also 
like a simpler, more childlike, you would say, 
style. 

Flipped: Will you describe us a typical day 
for you? What is your routine like?

K: Once I open the shop, I definitely need 
half an hour or so to have my coffee, get 
everything ready, turn on my computer… 
Then I start baking. I make fresh cupcakes 
to have available and make cakes as well. 
Another day will be dedicated to cookies.

“ I started doing invitations for 

christenings, but people kept 

asking for the desserts!

So, I decided to start sugar art 

seminars  “



Flipped: How have your experiences with 
customers been? Those who come to 
place orders, are they difficult? 

K: They are… Brides-to-be, especially, know 
exactly what they are looking for, they turn up 
with something very specific in mind and ask 
me, ‘can you do this?’ It is a given that I will 
not precisely recreate a design from a photo 
found online, not because I can’t but because 
Ι’m not allowed to. That’s where they back 
down a little bit. It’s not only a matter of 
professional ethics, but also a matter of 
“hands”, it won’t come out exactly the same.

Flipped: Out of everything you do, the 
christenings, the weddings, the children’s 
parties, which would you say gives you the 
most joy?

K: I couldn’t possibly choose! Each event 
is a different experience and each order is 
unique. 

Flipped: Usually food professionals - 
whether they are chefs or pastry makers 
- have had certain stimuli, memories linked 
with food, that have led them to pursuing 
it as a profession. Is there something like 
that for you?

K: Ever since I was a little girl, as far as I can 
remember, my favorite dessert was my mom’s 
homemade cake. She would make it on 
Sundays and it wouldn’t last until Monday 
night – when does it, ever? And of course, I 
would help her in the kitchen. In fact, there’s 
an incident my mother has told me about - I 
have no memory of it, of course… When I 
was my daughter’s age, about five years old, 
I was at home with my grandmother, and I 
wanted to make a cake by myself! I was just 
mimicking what I’d seen my mother do, so I 
put the entire box of candied fruit often used 
back then in a tray, then some flour and wa-
ter…and put it straight into the oven as it was. 
There could have been an accident… 
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Flipped: What are your plans for the 
future? Will you keep working out of your 
little shop or do you plan on expanding it?

K: I have a lot in mind. I would like to have my 
own space for events, at some point. A small 
space for kids’ birthday parties, or 
somewhere people can gather after a 
christening. 

Flipped: Then you will probably need 
partners. Will you have help in baking the 
cakes and cookies, then?

K: At some point, it’s going to be necessary. 
I’ve got my mother, of course, but she still 
hasn’t learned everything so if a customer 
walks in, she calls for me. 

Flipped: You opened your shop in a time 
when things are very hard for new 
businesses. How did this affect you?

K: Things are hard, definitely. I would like 
to have more variety to offer. But like I said, 
I couldn’t keep working from home, and on 
top of that, I am a single mother so I had to 
do something. Parents won’t be able to help 
forever. It was the only option. Since I was 
good at it and people seemed to like it, my 
parents and I decided to give it a shot. They 
were - and are - very supportive, both
financially and emotionally, and always help 
take care of my daughter. And something I 
didn’t mention before is that I started taking 
sugar art lessons after my divorce… I wanted 
to occupy my mind with something else, so I 
opted for something I already loved. 



We couldn’t possibly leave without taking a 
look at where the magic happens, so 
Katerina showed us around her work space. 
We were pleasantly surprised to see the 
familiar packaging of flour, butter and sugar 
we all probably have at home, and have used 
when cooking or baking. It all made sense 
when Katerina explained to us that she shops 
for ingredients at the super market, instead 
of using the brands meant for professional 
bakers. She doesn’t need to, given the small 
quantities she produces in order to keep 
things always fresh, but that is not the only 
reason; “I’m so used to the taste”, she told 
us. It’s no wonder that her sweets taste like 
home. 

At the end of our talk, Katerina showed us a 
small cake, complete with fondant 
decorations that her daughter Sofia had 
made, and shared one more of her plans for 
the near future. She wants to organize and 
teach a baking workshop for children, where 
they will be able to have fun and explore their 
creativity by playing with colorful frosting, 
while learning a useful skill. 

We bid the fondant artisan goodbye with 
cupcakes in our hands and a thought on our 
minds… If there’s a silver lining to the 
difficulties of our time, the obstacles of the 
recession and the sudden changes we might 
face in our - professional or personal - lives, 
it is that we often find the opportunity, or 
the excuse, to turn to something we love, 
something that will comfort us, a talent we 
had left uncultivated. We get artsy, whether 
that means writing, coloring, scrapbooking, 
or baking cakes, and we occasionally end 
up re-inventing ourselves in the process; 
perhaps even building something new from 
scratch, for ourselves and for others. 

Sometimes, the silver lining happens to be 
dusted with sprinkles.

In case you crave for something 
sweet...
Ninart Creations
Aiantos 2, Vrilissia
tel. 211 4089710
https://ninartcreations.com

ninartcreations@gmail.com

 

“ If there’s a silver lining to the 

difficulties of our time, it is that 

we often find the opportunity, or 

the excuse, to turn to something 

we love.  “
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Dream Country                                                  
                                                                                                

Words: Akylina Printziou
Photography: Ellie Kosmidi 

“People think dreams aren’t real just because they aren’t made of 
matter, of particles. 

Dreams are real. But they are made of viewpoints, of images, of 
memories and puns and lost hopes.”

- Neil Gaiman, The Sandman.



Dreams have been a topic of interest for a 
lot of people throughout the ages and have 
inspired countless myths and stories around 
the world. 
Some ancient civilizations developed the art 
of dream interpretation and often based their 
next actions on their previous night’s dreams, 
which they considered good or bad omens 
sent by the gods.
Nowadays, those who still believe in dreams 
and try to interpret them are arguably fewer. 
I am not one of them, yet I do find dream 
theories fascinating and I believe that dreams 
are an interesting manifestation of our uncon-
scious. And even though I’m far from a dream 
expert, I have undertaken the task of giving 
you some of my own interpretations.
So instead of consulting your grandma’s 
dream book, let’s embark together on a short 
journey to dreamland.

Kiss: There are few demonstrations of 
affection that are more heartwarming than 
a kiss or two. Fate has a lot in store for you, 
but the fact that in this moment it has chosen 
to bestow you with a kiss should be a good 
enough omen for you and your future 
endeavours. 

Dog: Your soul seems to long for some 
unconditional love, of the kind only our 
dearest canines can provide. 
If you already have a dog you should 
immediately go and reward them for their 
loyalty. If you don’t, maybe you should 
consider adopting one.

Flying: We have all dreamt of flying in one 
way or another. Whether you take up the form 
of a sparrow or eagle and soar through the 
skies or find your own body hovering over 
the ground and transporting you to other 
places without the laws of gravity governing 
it, one thing is clear. You wish to get away, to 
embark on your own personal journey, to fly 
away from the pressure of your everyday life. 
You may want to heed the advice your 
subconscious is sending you and start 
looking up destinations for your summer 
vacation.

Blood: Just like Sleeping Beauty who found 
herself  hypnotized and then asleep for years 

on end upon prickling her finger on the 
spindle, seeing a few drops of your own 
blood in your dream might be a foreboding. 
Maybe you are invited to open your eyes to a 
situation you purposefully chose to ignore, or 
else you might find yourself trapped. 

Falling Teeth: Perhaps one of the scariest 
dreaming experiences is the feeling of your 
teeth falling out of your mouth. The Tooth 
Fairy seems to have become rather greedy 
lately so make sure to always check under 
your pillow for her return gifts.

Since no article of mine could ever be 
complete without mentioning books, I have a 
few to recommend which build upon the topic 
of dreams and the fleeting world of sleeping, 
in case these themes intrigue you. 

My first pick is Neil Gaiman’s masterpiece 
graphic novel The Sandman, centered 
around Morpheus, the Lord of the Dream-
world, and whether you read graphic novels 
or not you just have to give this one a shot. 
Asleep by Banana Yoshimoto consists of 
three short stories all masterfully woven 
around the subject of dreaming and 
being asleep both literally and 
metaphorically. 
Lastly, for those of you who might enjoy 
something a bit more on the hardcore side, 
The Unconsoled by Kazuo Ishiguro is a hefty 
volume in which you might or might not figure 
out what takes place in reality and what our 
protagonist merely dreams about.

Tell me then, what did you dream about last 
night?
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Interview |  Jason Crosby Mists is                                                 
                                                                                                

Words: Kristiana Lalou  
Photography: Natalia Chekimoglou 

I N T E R V I E W

There are people who are very into music. There 
are people who play music. There are people 
who sneer at certain kinds of music, in favor of 
others. There are also people, who are really cool 
about music and love everything about it. “Why 
not? I’ll listen to Justin Bieber, if I like the song. 
Who decides what is good and what is bad? Only 
us.” This is what Jason told me, gaining my ut-
most respect. You will rarely hear something like 
this from people of the metal scene. But Jason 
is into many things... Classical music, jazz, rock, 
pop. Recently he sacrificed his long hair for a 
good cause. It was his trademark for at least a 
decade. When I asked him how he feels about it, 

he just said, “it’s hair, it’ll grow back.”



Flipped: What have you been up to lately?

Jason: After I finished my studies - musical 
education and MA in Contemporary Music 
and Performance – I became a choir director, 
and of course I teach music. I am also work-
ing on personal projects. A solo work I hope 
to release I July. Lyrics, music and perfor-
mance all mine, with help from the musicians 
of DNA in some instruments. In addition to 
that, I am currently collaborating with Disney 
Channel Greece on dubbing songs in Greek. 

At fourteen years of age he started learning how to play the guitar, all by himself. He and some 
friends then created Headshot, a metal band that really stood out at Schoolwave festival for two 
consecutive years. They made a killer demo and even prepared a full length album. They were 
even approached by an important record company, but metal music doesn’t get as much pro-
motion in Greece as other, more widely popular genres. Now they are in hiatus until they reunite 

again, since they are all studying in different parts of the world. 

Flipped: How did DNA get in the picture?

J: They are very good friends of mine. DNA is 
a progressive rock band and they comprise 
of Nikos Kodonas (guitar and composition) 
and Stephanos Georgakis (percussion). We 
collaborated on a couple of songs, Don’t 
Bother and Wonderland. For the latter I co-
wrote the lyrics with Haris Sotireli. They are all 
available on Youtube.
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Flipped: I know you have a soft spot for 
musicals. Do you intend to go after that at 
all?

J: Look, that’s the absolute dream. It com-
bines music and acting, so it interests me 
very much. I have sung a lot of songs from 
musicals, too. Jesus Christ Superstar, Rent, 
Phantom of the Opera. Ideally I’d like to con-
tinue my studies with focus on that.

Flipped: What do you think about the 
Greek musical scene?

J: In Greece the best musicals I have seen 
are always the ones of the National Theater. 
Even those meant for young audiences. The 
work put into them is amazing. I saw Shrek 
for example and they did a fantastic job. But 
in Greece, we tend to use famous people 
in musicals, just to attract the public’s at-
tention. That is a problem, in my opinion. If 
you are going to do musicals, do them right. 
Otherwise what is the point, if the actors can’t 
vocally support the production. 

Flipped: Jason, talent or hard work? Which 
is more important in the end?

J: Perception is what’s important. Under-
standing what you are doing and “getting” it. 
Of course, hard work is too. If you’re not will-
ing to work hard, talent will get you nowhere.

Flipped: You are into jazz music a lot, but 
metal was your first love. I’d like for you 
to name two albums from each genre that 
you love to listen to, beginning to end. 

J: Aaaah.... That is always a difficult question. 
My answer would be Milestone by Miles Da-
vis, because it  is a classic and of paramount 
importance for jazz itself. And then for metal... 
I’ll say Watershed by Opeth. I love it.

Flipped: Finally, can you share some of 
your plans for the future? 

J: Definitely a lot of music. Solo work and col-
laborations. Also, either leaving for Boston to 
study Musical Theater Performance, or going 
to Sweden. The music industry there is phe-
nomenal. There is always spectacular work 
coming out of Scandinavian countries and I 
want to explore that.
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Summer  quotes

Deep summer is when laziness finds respectability. 

- Sam Keen -

Summer is the annual permission slip to be lazy. To do nothing and 

have it count for something. To lie in the grass and count the stars. To 

sit on a branch and study the clouds. 

- Regina Bret -

To see the Summer Sky Is Poetry, though never in a Book it lie –

True Poems flee –

- Emily Dickinson, -

 c.1879



Green was the silence, wet was the light,

the month of June trembled like a butterfly....

- Pablo Neruda - 

Do what we can, summer will have its flies. 

- Ralph Waldo Emerson -

Summer afternoon―summer afternoon; to me those have always been 

the two most beautiful words in the English language. 

- Henry James -

I almost wish we were butterflies and liv’d but three summer days ― 

three such days with you I could fill with more delight than fifty 

common years could ever contain.

- John Keats -



Rock ‘n Rol l  Romance
A look at the history and evolution of rock music. 
Episode one.                                               
                                                                                                

Words: Mrs Hyde 

The story tragically begins in 1916, when 
the first African slaves are transported to the 
first colony of the British Empire, the city of 
Jamestown in Virginia, North America. 

Among the traditions and customs brought by 
the African people to the new continent, was 
their music. In this music repetition is preva-
lent, along with the call and response form, 
a form which can be found in the traditional 
music of various cultures and is a succession 
of two individual phrases, where the second 
phrase is heard as a direct comment or re-
sponse to the first. 

M U S I C



Repetition of words gave those who weren’t 
able to read, the chance to participate in 
religious worship, and together with the call 
and response form, transported the faithful to 
a different state of consciousness or ecstasy, 
while strengthening the bonds between them.  

The slaves are transported to the southern 
states, along the banks of the Mississippi 
river, to work on the rice and cotton planta-
tions. In their efforts to fulfill their slave drivers’ 
rigorous demands, they implemented ef-
fective harvest practices brought over from 
Africa. Among those practices was singing 
during labor. 

And so the field hollers were created. 

Those songs followed the call and response 
form and their rhythmic pulse helped the 
slaves to synchronize their labor pace and 
alleviate the burden of an exhausting job. The 
lyrics are usually allegorical, like in Lightning 
Long John, which expresses the preoccupa-
tion with a successful escape from the bonds, 
a deeply rooted desire of both slaves and 
captives. 
The woeful slavery of the African people led 
them to Christianity, for they noticed great 
parallels between their own suppression and 
that of the Jews of the Bible. This new reli-
gion offered hope and a way to a redeeming 
escape.

Having carried over from Africa their musical 
instincts and their ability to spontaneously 
compose simple melodies, it was only natu-
ral that they expressed their hope in God 
through religious songs. 
Thus the spirituals were born, that are now 
recognized as a separate musical genre. 
The lyrics for those melodies were often pas-
sages from the Bible wherein Good is trium-
phant. That being said, in several songs we 
find - much like in the field hollers- allegorical 
lyrics about the Africans’ struggle against 
slavery, like Wade in the Water by Fisk Jubi-
lee Singers. 

At the beginning of the 17th century, the spir-
ituals evolved into the gospel genre. 
This is a new expression of ecclesiastical 
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music, more complex and harmonized com-
pared to the spirituals. It consists of songs 
that are easy for Africans to understand 
and sing, as an alternative to the traditional 
church hymns. In gospel, we once again find 
the call and response form, accompanied 
by hand clapping and foot tapping. Many 
churches also use musical instruments such 
as the piano or the Hammond. 
The title of gospel Queen is attributed to Ma-
halia Jackson, who aside from singing, fought 
for the political rights of African Americans. 
Except for the African slaves, various colo-
nists of the British Empire brought their music 
traditions to America as well. 

The Irish, people tormented by and account-
able to England, being the major representa-
tives for Celtic music, were the ones that 
mostly influenced the music of the Africans.  
Most traditional Celtic songs are about 
nature, the forests or the sea, seeing as the 
ancient Celts were lovers of Nature and be-
lieved Her to be superior to them. Other song 
subjects included heroic deeds, warriors, 
knights as well as love and romance. 
The end of the American Civil War in 1865 
allowed different peoples to coexist in a new 
country and led to a union of music traditions. 
On the one hand Celtic music, and on the 
other hand African music, field hollers and 
spirituals, would give birth to a new, atypical 
kind of folk music. 

That music is the result of self-taught musi-
cians experimenting while playing on the 
streets or in bars. It was initially meant for pi-
ano only, an instrument most bars of the time 
were equipped with. By the mid 1890s, the 
music would follow a stricter structure based 
on that of classical music. 
Composers like Ben Harney and Scott Joplin 
formalized this genre which was called 
ragtime, by playing in front of big audiences 
and printing sheet music, thus spreading it 
throughout the whole country.

Ragtime is followed by another music genre, 
developed in the northern Mississippi delta.
That genre was blues.
The first references to the blues date back 



between the 1890s and early 1900s. They 
were primarily sung by northern, colored land 
workers. For many years the blues would be 
recorded from memory, live and in person. 
In 1912, the song Memphis Blues by William 
Christopher Handy was released, and instant-
ly became popular. 

Even though there is musical accompaniment 
more often than not, the blues are mostly 
vocals based on the call and response form. 
More lyrical than narrative, the songs chiefly 
express the sorrow and melancholy of love. 

The first blues recordings were made in the 
1920s by black singers like Mamie Smith, Ma 
Rainey, Ida Cox and Bessie Smith. Smith was 
the most famous singer of the decade and 
together with Louis Armstrong, they became 
the most influential figures for the jazz singers 
that followed.

One of the early forms of blues music ap-
peared in the mid 1920s and became known 
as country blues.  This musical style varied 
depending on where it emerged, the most 
prominent variation being the delta blues, 
around the Mississippi delta. 
This music also follows the call and response 
form, and is usually sung by a single man 
who engages in a dialogue with his guitar; 
singing one lyric and responding instrumen-
tally. Its basic features are the guitar and the 
harmonica, while its trademark is the guitar 
slide, usually made of steel .
Some of the pioneers of delta blues are Son 
House, Blind Lemon Jefferson, Leadbelly, 
Charlie Patton and Robert Johnson; the last 
one is acknowledged as the genre’s King.

The journey following the tracks of rock music 
will continue in the next issue of Flipped.
Until then, keep the music on.
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Limoncello Pops

Ingredients 

1 cup water

3/4 cup sugar

1 cup fresh squeezed lemon juice

2/3 cup Limoncello

Zest of 2 lemons

Pinch of salt

10-12 large mint leaves

Method

1. Heat the water and sugar on the stovetop 
(or in the microwave) until the sugar dissolves. 
Then pour it into a pitcher along with the lemon 
juice, Limoncello, lemon zest, and salt. Stir well.

2. Pour the Limoncello mixture into 10-12 popsi-
cle molds. Then slide one large mint leaf down 
into each popsicle mold. Place the lid on the mold 
trays, and slide popsicle sticks down into the lid 

slots.

3. Freeze for 4+ hours until solid. Then flip the 
molds over and run under warm water to release 

the popsicles.

Foodstyling | Photography: Μimika Michopoulou
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Internat ional  cuis ine in Athens                                                 
                                                                                                

Words | Photography: Maria Chekimoglou

Where to sample the very best of foreign and 
fusion cuisine in Athens, Greece – tried and 
tested by us!

Within the past few years, the center of 
Athens has become slowly but steadily flood-
ed with new restaurants that offer a broad 
range of dishes from many foreign cuisines 
that weren’t so popular until recently. 

For those of you wanting to try something 
new, here are some of our personal favorites 
to choose from. 



Etnico 
22 Kolokotroni & Havriou str., Athens

An alternative street food option which 
brings flavors from different countries right 
to the heart of Athens, Etnico is the proud 
little brother to Altamira, a well-known res-
taurant that sparked our relationship with 
these amazing cuisines. Once you visit this 
little gem, you have to try the Chicken Chim-
ichanga, a Mexican delicacy of fried wheat 
tortilla with a heavenly filling that melts in your 
mouth (literally the best thing ever), or a chili 
con carne Burrito if you prefer spicier tastes 
, with minced meat, jalapenos, black beans 
and many more inside! We also tried the fresh 
Corazon salad, with raisins, wheat, sun dried 
tomatoes and a tangy orange-ginger dress-
ing, the Falafel and Vegetable Samosas. 
Everything was great, freshly-made and at 
great prices. You can accompany your meal 
with a glass of Sangria or a Margarita, and 
ideally top it off with one of the desserts they 
have to offer, like Mexicana, a piece of cake 
that consists of layers of dreamy chocolate 
mousse alternating with tortillas, and topped 
with fresh cream. A most sweet, but fresh and 
light way to end a great meal!

Altamira 
36ΑTsakalof str., Kolonaki, and 28 Perikleous 
str.,Maroussi

If you are in the mood for a more ‘formal’ 
meal, you can visit Altamira restaurant, which 
I really urge you to do if you haven’t already, 
since I’ve personally visited the one in Kolo-
naki many times, and can publicly declare to 
be in love with its dishes!
The Cactus salad is an absolute must - don’t 
be scared, no thorns are included -  and from 
the appetizers you can try the Sabrozo - if 
there are more than two of you and you can 
hold your food like we can. As for the main 
courses, besides the Indian Chicken with 
curry and coconut cream, the all time classics 
Chili con carne and Fajitas, and the delicious 
Mole Verde - which is turkey breast with bran-
dy - it is imperative, in my opinion, to try the 
Mole Rojo, turkey breast in chocolate sauce 
and surprisingly only faintly sweet, accom-
panied with sweet potatoes in honey sauce. 

Mole Rojo, turkey breast in choc-

olate sauce and surprisingly only 

fainted sweet, accompanied with 

sweet potatoes in honey sauce.

That is a dish i still dream about 

at night!
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That last one is a dish I still dream about at 
night, undoubtedly a personal favorite. 
Finally, don’t pass on dessert, which could be 
either a ‘Jamaica’ - dark chocolate and rum-  
or a ‘Nariel’ - coconut and chocolate.
ρούμι - ή ‘Nariel - καρύδα και σοκολάτα.

Indian Chef 
22 Athanassiou Diakou str., Athens 

This amazing Indian restaurant is located 
close to the Columns of the Olympian Zeus. 
Having been previously disappointed by 
many Indian restaurants, I don’t use the word 
‘amazing’ lightly. It also comes with the en-
dorsement of an Indian acquaintance as the 
only original, in his opinion, Indian eatery in 
the center of Athens. 
Which brings me to the dishes. Indian Chef is 
where I’ve tasted the perfect Korma Chicken, 
a dish that nearly had me weeping actual 
tears with its perfection! Buttery, well-cooked 
- it’s chicken, we need to be careful - but at 
the same time juicy, covered with a thick, 
creamy sauce with a distinct sweetness from 
the coriander, it is honestly one of the best 
dishes I’ve ever eaten!

Now, beware of the spicy options! Vindaloo 
Chicken is not for the faint of heart! Only 
order it if you like extremely hot dishes. The 
one time we ordered it, we barely managed 
to finish it, and only assisted by large quan-
tities of rice all the while crying really hot 
tears!From the less spicy, yet delicious main 
courses I suggest you try the Chicken Madras 
or the Tikka Masala Chicken, and from the 
side dishes you can have the mushroom rice 
or the sweet rice with dried fruit and nuts. If 
you’re ordering in, you can try the Indian sou-
vlaki. The size of two small Greek souvlakis, 
it’s filling enough if a bit spicy.

Last but not least, the service is a big plus. 
Depending on whether you’ve ordered a 
sweet or spicy main dish, the very friendly 
staff will help you choose between side 
dishes and suggest alternatives, so as to 
avoid potentially disastrous combinations like 
the time we almost ordered Korma chicken 
with sweet rice.

Paella Barcelona 

2 Profiti Ilia str., Pagkrati

This is a restaurant that stands out in my 
neighborhood, with more of a home-cooked-
meal feeling than the rest on this list. Mostly 
Spanish Paella - as you probably guessed by 
the name - but there are also several other 
dishes, all of them delicious, available in this 
cozy little place. The food and drinks are 
served in ceramic dishware which fits very 
nicely with the homey atmosphere. We tried 
the seafood paella, as well as the classic 
mixed meat paella which were both amazing! 
Also from the main dishes, we had the Plato 
Mexicano; 2 chicken tacos, guacamole and 
red bean paste, garnished with nachos. From 
the appetizers we tried the Queso Fundido, 
melted cheese in a small ceramic pot, served 
with tortillas and salsa. We accompanied our 
meal with a small jug of sangria. We couldn’t 
have asked for anything more for a great 
meal!
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S T O R Y T E L L I N G

B Y    k r i s t i a n a    l a l o u
A R T W O R K   B Y    M I M I K A   M I C H O P O U L O U

“ once in a blue moon"



It had been months now. Not long after his shift began, he would see her. 

At first he had just admired her. Her luscious locks, her cute nose and bright 

eyes, her gentle white hands. She walked with a certain kind of assurance too. 

Confident but not prideful. Feminine but not girly. She was sort of mysterious too. 

Every time he saw her she was carrying something different. So he had decided 

to look more closely. Besides, he had all the time in the world to think of her. 

The night shift didn’t require that much mobility or work after all, which was 

why he liked it. He wasn’t much of a talker nor did he revel in socializing. He had 

underlings but he mostly let them be, they knew what they were supposed to do.    

It was about time. Some nights she didn’t pass by at all, but usually she returned 

home around eleven or twelve, scarcely later. It was a quarter to twelve now and 

he opened his eyes as wide as he could so he wouldn’t miss her in case she ap-

peared. The distance between them was quite substantial and he had to be extra 

careful and not be distracted by a cute cat walking on some railing or a lit win-

dow with music coming out of it. Half the world was enough of a distraction. Yet 

faithful to her routine, there she was.  She was not alone, that tall girl was with 

her. He observed her clothes, her purse, her hair  already up in a bun. He had 

caught her once or twice tying it up as soon as she reached her front door. Seeing 

as it was still quite warm outside, she must have done it sooner. He hated that he 

had missed it, but at least he could see her soft neck now. He giggled to himself 

half ashamed, then cleared his throat. She had nothing with her this time. 

What a shame! No clues today.

Two months, and he had gathered a lot of information. 

Observing people was his expertise and this time his curiosity was at its peak. 
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He had gathered that she had a pet, because she brought cat food home more 

than once. She had a best friend, that tall girl. She liked to read books and 

listen to music. That much he knew just by watching her walk home, after which 

point he would stop looking. He could keep an eye on her balcony or the people 

coming in and out, but he didn’t want to do that, he wasn’t a stalker or anything. 

He already felt guilty doing this much, but he couldn’t help it. He understood he 

should stop. He had issues of his own, you see. Like that mark on his left side.

It was very strange, but in the past couple of weeks this blue mark had appeared 

and it grew a little bigger every night. It’s not like he could take a leave of 

absence. He could under no circumstances leave his post. He spoke to his closest 

underling and told him to pass it on. Maybe others in his line of work would know 

what this mark meant. He would have to wait quite a long time though.    

He kept watching her as the months went by, closing in on a year. 

He knew by now that he could never stop. He still stayed true to his morals and 

only watched her as she was walking home. He felt like he was also looking out 

for her. In the off chance that something happened, he could help. He did have 

some power after all, and he did see everything and everyone - at night time that 

is. They were his responsibility in a way. His entertainment too. He cared about 

his favorites, and she was his most favorite. The blue mark on the other hand 

wasn’t growing any smaller. On the contrary, he was by now almost all blue. Most 

peculiar, really. He was worried, but there really wasn’t much he could do.

Nonetheless, on a particularly clear and starry night, his closest underling finally 

whispered that he had some information for him.



”Tell me.”

“Sir, you are in great danger.”

”What? I am immortal. How could I be in danger?”   

”I am afraid you are.”

”Is it an asteroid? A really big one perhaps?”

”Not an asteroid sir. It’s the new color you seem to be turning.”

”Oh!“ He exclaimed, very surprised. He had never thought turning blue could be 

all that dangerous. He had come to like the color, you see.

“It has happened only twice before, it seems. A Moon turning blue.”

“I see. And why is it dangerous?” he asked, not really believing it.

“Well, once you turn all blue sir, you will vanish and be replaced.”

”Vanish? What nonsense is this? How could I vanish?”

“Well, think about it sir. How did you come to be here in the first place?”

“I don’t know. I just was. I’m sure it must be a mistake. I am infinitely wise, you 

see.”
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“Sir, we asked your colleague, and she’s seen it happen before in this solar 

system.”

“You told her ? I never said you could ask her !”

“But we were all quite worried, and no one else had any information. She saw you 

herself while passing through.”

He was quite mad now. His colleague  was never a good friend of his. 

She just worked the day shift, and they co-existed, but nothing more.

“What did my colleague tell you, exactly?”

“It happens to a Moon, turning all blue, when the Moon falls in love. Then the 

Moon is replaced.”

”Falls in…?”

”In love, sir.”

“But I am not in love! I am…” He stopped himself, and thought of her .

“Sir, maybe you are in love, maybe not. I wouldn’t know. But once you turn all 

blue you will vanish, I am afraid. There is no doubt.

He was silent, then, and thoughtful.    



That night he watched her come home again. He looked at her, really looked at 

her and realized the star had been right.

He had a little less than a month to exist, based on his calculations. His only wish 

was to see her every night. He was devastated if he didn’t. He wanted to speak 

to her, write to her, manifest his love in some way. At least if he could tell her, his 

existence wouldn’t have been futile. Once, from an open window he had heard the 

story of a mermaid, who gave up her voice in order to be with her true love, and 

vanished herself in the end. She turned into sea foam, because the prince didn’t 

love her back. All he could think of was how much he now understood the 

mermaid. He would give up anything, just to be close to her  for one night. She 

was oblivious of his love, so even an hour together would be the biggest treasure. 

If only he could hold her hand, just once.

His very last night. He bid a quick goodbye to all his favorites. Then he wished 

and wished with all his might to see her. Twelve o’ clock, and not a sight. 

Only November’s cold breeze sweeping through brown and yellow leaves. 

Around two in the morning, he despaired. She was clearly home already. He 

couldn’t stand not seeing her one last time; he would die. Well, he would anyway, 

but this was the worst. He turned his eyes towards her balcony and saw her light 

was on. He was breaking his own rules, but aren’t you supposed to, when you 

are in love? He felt so brave and honorable, like a prince climbing up the vines 

to his beloved’s window. He shone as bright as he could. Nothing. She couldn’t be 

asleep, but even if she was, he would make sure that they would see each other 

tonight. He enlisted a star to help him.
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The light was almost blinding as the star fell right outside her window and 

disappeared at once like fairy dust. She appeared at last, and opened the window 

in a hurry. She looked up at the sky.

“Woah! The moon is blue! Really blue !” It must have looked bigger to her too, 

closer to the Earth than she had ever seen it.

She spent the night on her balcony, wrapped in a blanket and looking up at him. 

He was the happiest blue Moon in the cosmos. Come dawn, she went back inside 

and quietly, he vanished.

-- 

”Look up!”

”What am I looking at?”

“Look! It’s a falling star!” she said happily.

His mouth formed a mischievous smile. He laid back on the sand, resting his head 

on his folded arms.

“I’ve seen that before.”    

“Well, I haven’t.”

“You should look up more often then”, he teased.



“I have seen something you haven’t”, she said.

“And what might that be?”

“I’m not telling. It’s a secret”, he replied and rested her head on his chest.” 

“So mysterious.”  

“Do you gaze at the stars often then?” she asked in a near-whisper.

“Only once in a blue moon”, he said, shifting so he could place a kiss on her hair. 

The true mystery though, was that small but deep, round crater that had 

suddenly appeared on the beach three years ago, and was still there. 
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A S T R O

Capricorn

“Be crumbled.
So wild flowers will come up where you are.
You have been stony for too many years.
Try something different.
Surrender.”
- Rumi

Aquarius
“If you hear a voice within you say, ‘You 
cannot paint’, then by all means paint, and 
that voice will be silenced.” - Vincent Van 
Gogh

Pisces

“I was always ashamed to take. So I gave. 
It was not a virtue. It was a disguise.” - 
Anaïs Nin

Aries

“Not what we have, but what we can enjoy 
constitutes our abundance.” - Epicurus

Taurus

“Our nettlesome task is to discover how 
to organize our strength into compelling 
power.” - Martin Luther King, Jr.

Gemini
“The only way to have a friend is to be 
one.” - Ralph Waldo Emerson

Cancer

“Will must be the harder, courage the 
bolder,
spirit must be the more, as our might less-
ens.” - The Battle of Maldon

Leo

“Birds sing not because they have an-
swers, but because they have songs.” - 
African proverb

Virgo
“There was another life that I might have 
had, but I am having this one.” - Kazuo 
Ishiguro

Libra

“We have to continually be jumping off 
cliffs and developing our wings on the way 
down.” - Kurt Vonnegut

Scorpio

“I am my own muse. I am the subject I 
know best. The subject I want to better.” - 
Frida Kahlo

Sagittarius
“The explorer who will not come back or 
send back his ships to tell his tale is not an 
explorer, only an adventurer; and his sons 
are born in exile.”
-Ursula K. Le Guin
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