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E D I T O R I A L

Kristiana Lalou

I walk up to my closet and shuffle the clothes lazily. I am so bored of my summer wardrobe. 
I miss my sweaters and my cardigan. My cosy plaid scarf and my winter dresses. 

I look over at my favourite dress. It is red with a white peter pan collar. I can’t wait until I can 
comfortably throw it on.

Part of why I love Autumn so much is definitely the style and mood. 
I always prepared for the school year by buying new outfits, stationery and school bags. 

I would always get a new hairdo and I waited for the first day of school excitedly. 
That is, until junior high. Being a teenager came with a strong distaste for anything I thought 

limited my freedom, school being top of my list.

I learned many things in school. I can’t complain. Nonetheless most things I learned away 
from school. Education happens 24/7. No matter where you are, what you do and in that 
spirit, our 9th issue challenges the norms of education. We try to see how each of was 

‘’schooled’’, by whom and in what ways. Education is not society’s responsibility alone, it is 
a deeply personal matter. Especially if you are privileged enough to have internet access. 

There is no excuse anymore.
So my advice to you is...do your homework. 
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life lessons from a 20 something 

Words: Akylina Printziou
Photography: Myrto Grigoriou
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was never the type of person who fretted over age and I always rolled my eyes whenever I heard 
someone stealing away a few years here and there when being asked their age. 
Reaching 25, I realised there’s heaps of things I swore I’d never do and yet ended up doing without 
a second thought. Getting panicky about my age is one of those. 

While I know 25 is still young and juicy, there was a certain amount of despair that inundated me upon reaching 
that age. Kids start calling me “miss” and I catch myself talking about “when I did this…” or “when I was there…” 
more and more, which, undoubtedly, are immediate signs of becoming one’s grandma. 
All jokes aside, 25 years of life have, if anything, taught me a few things here and there. So, kindly allow me to  
share the most important ones with you (just so I can hear them as well): 

Patience – it’s not a virtue, it’s a rare disease. Don’t be surprised at how few people you’ll encounter who 
are patient. Your grandma may or may not be one of them. You definitely aren’t. 

Your dreams will probably not come true – but others will replace them. So, you’ve always wanted to 
become an astronaut when young, a dream which dissipated rather early and was replaced by your desire to 
become a pilot. Maybe you didn’t perform as well in the final exams or maybe your parents convinced you that 
“it’s not a job that pays well nowadays”, but whatever the case, you ended up entering law or medical school 
and feel like banging your head at the nearest wall. So what? This is the most amazing thing about dreams. 
They come and go. You fulfil them sometimes, but usually you just have to let them go. There’s nothing wrong 
with that. 
Bang your head and make new ones.

Chances are the frogs you’ll kiss won’t transform into princes. Nor into anything, for that matter. 
If you’re awaiting your prince charming on his white horse, go back to sleep.  

I



Your life will not fall into place by the time you are 25 – in fact, it’s precisely then time everything starts 
falling apart. You’ve graduated from university and can’t wait to start your new life and land your first job, 
right? That is, if you manage to find a job and if you get paid a reasonable amount for the work you do. Under 
those circumstances, you’ll probably start having an existential crisis and wonder why, oh why, did you listen to 
your parents and didn’t become the pilot you’ve always wanted. Welcome to your mid-twenties, the age when 
you start having doubts about everything – including whether you put on underwear today or not. 

Being an adult isn’t as fascinating as it seemed when you were six and eager to “grow up”. 
It’s kind of funny how everything childish looks so boring when you’re a kid and everything “grown-up” is so very 
fascinating, but as soon as you become an adult this scale of fascination completely flips over. When responsi-
bilities start chasing you and they hide behind every corner waiting to trip you up, you will suddenly yearn for 
those lazy afternoons when you were ten and sprawled on the living-room floor being bored out of your wits. 
Trust me, if So You Think You’re an Adult was a real show, you’d be one of the first to leave. 

Cherish every moment, despite the difficulties. Are you one of those university students who nags about how 
difficult being in university is? How difficult studying is while trying to balance a part-time job and maintain a 
respectable social life? I give you 5 minutes to slap yourself for being such a brat and start appreciating these 
carefree years of your life, because they’re not coming back. And yes, I realise I definitely sound like your 
mother right now, but this is the undeniable truth.

People come and go but the experiences remain. Some people you meet won’t stay with you forever (or 
even for a month, but that’s a different story). Instead of getting caught up in how futile some relationships are, 
just try to get the best out of them while they last. Perhaps Mary will not be the first person to like your fab 
Instagram pic anymore, but that ice-cream you shared during a summer vacation will eternally remain in your 
heart. 
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Remember to . . . 

. . . judge people who stick their gum under their desk. Do exactly the same. 

 
. . .look directly into my teacher’s face. Pretend I am focused, 

while I think about what’s for lunch.

. . . be an artsy and aloof loner, cause the popular kids hate me.

. . . buy all the cute stationary. 

. . .write band names and songs lyrics on the covers of all my books, so whoever sees it, 
knows how good my taste in music is. 

. . . put on black eyeliner. Look like I was punched in the face. Feel totally rad.

. . . let that dude that draws well, draw on my school bag with liquid tipp ex.

. . . wonder who vandalizes the school walls. Everyone in this school is a wimp.

. . . secretly  like that one teacher that everyone seems to hate.

. . . orm a rock band with my friends called “enter angsty band name’’. 

. . . have a crazy crush, that I will never forget.







A P P L E   O F   H E R   E Y E 
teacher’s pet
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ur first encounter happened in a rush. She came into the classroom announcing, tersely: “Ancient 
Greek, tomorrow. Make sure you have your books.” And she disappeared. She seemed strict, im-
posing, joyless. I was so frustrated. I didn’t want to be her student. Yet I was, and our very first lesson 
together changed everything. I was taken aback by the extent of her knowledge and her method 

of teaching. I was mesmerized by the way she spoke. You see, from a very young age I was hungry for learning 
and this teacher was suddenly everything I wanted in an educator. I instantly decided that I wanted her by 
my side, to support me in my efforts to do my best in the university entrance exams. She accepted, and started 
tutoring me privately. 

Our meetings were scheduled for Saturday mornings. At 9 o’ clock, the journey began, my three-hour-long 
break from the insanity of highschool routine. I always sat in the same spot, where a sesame bread ring waited 
for me, bought by my teacher’s husband, Argyris. Every single Saturday. How could I forget this gesture of his? 
So simple, and yet so substantial, valuable, human. A gesture that made me feel like I was part of their family. 

We started off with History. After going over the curriculum, my teacher asked me to close the book. Then the 
magic happened. She taught passionately, outside the box, giving life to situations and events that had hap-
pened long ago, at the same time putting me in the position of an eyewitness. We then went on to Writing. She 
generously gave me countless folders full of copies of her own writings, where I could find a rich vocabulary as 
well as her personal ideas on every kind of subject. 

In the span of one year she taught me Greek History. She taught me to respect my mother tongue, to love it and 
use it correctly in my communication. She provided me with principles and ideals that harmoniously complement-
ed those my parents had cultivated in me. But teaching was not all she did. She was also my confidant, without 
even being asked. She saw through me, and tried to help my personality shine. She made me realize that I had 
a mind of my own, that I could express myself freely, and stood by me during moments of my life when difficul-
ties overwhelmed me. 

Over the years our meetings became sparser, as one would expect. I entered university, and moved cities. The 
last time we met was last year, by chance, on an evening in August while attending a theatre performance in 
our area. I approached her to say hello, and she welcomed me with a big, warm hug. We were both moved to 
tears of joy, and confessed how much we meant for each other. With a single glance she read me like an open 
book, as if she had only last seen me yesterday. As if time hadn’t kept us apart for so long. 

Peggy shaped and formed the person I am today. A big part of it, if not in totality. She thus won her place deep 
in my heart and mind, without a fight. How could she have lost? In this way she has managed to be with me 
always, everywhere, and she will be until the end. Because she is part of my roots. An integral one. 

O
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H O W   T O   A D U L T

screaming my way to life

Words: Kristiana Lalou
Photography: Maria Belegrini
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o one taught me how to adult.

I learned Latin and I can analyze literature. I can solve math problems and understand the basic 
concepts of physics. I even know how to knit and cook. Somewhere along the way I learned to do 

taxes and manage my finances too. Don’t laugh. When I say manage, I of course mean spend my money in the 
worst possible way.

 It was inclined all throughout my first seventeen years on earth, that when the clock strikes midnight on my 
18th birthday, I would instantly transform into an adult. I drew images from Disney movies to make sense of this 
transformation. A light blue breeze would envelop me and little twinkling lights would gather all around me as I 
would be turned into a proper adult. My clothes would instantly become fashionable and expensive. My brain 
would be suddenly interested in adult matters –whatever those are- and I would fast acquire a prestigious high 
paying job, right out of college. Needless to say all this didn’t happen.

Quoting Marina and the Diamonds “TV taught me how to feel, now real life has no appeal.’’ All of my pre-
conceptions on adult life, where much influenced by the media. Things didn’t happen smoothly and organically 
like in a movie plot. If I ever dropped my coffee on a stranger, I would be yelled at, not asked out by my ideal 
partner. 
When I realized they were inaccurate, I turned to my family to instruct me how to adult. Well, what do you 
know, they don’t know either. I suppose it is never taught, is it faked. 

My twenties are soon coming to a close and I can confidently say I have no idea what being an adult means. 
Unless it means binging on anime and TV shows, listening to music really loud and annoying your roommates, 
cooking once a week and ordering take out the rest, barely make enough money to get by, dating scarcely be-
cause you don’t have the mental energy to dedicate to another human being and cuddling your dog/cat every 
time you feel like crying because they are the only ones who do not judge. 

Adult life is an urban legend, the sooner you realize it, the better. Everyone does whatever they want and 
justify their actions with flimsy arguments. The people who do adult a little, are not even aware of it. The people 
who think they are adultind hard are annoying and usually very scared, if not deeply lost. Chaos is the norm, 
and if you embrace it, life becomes easier. There is no right way to live, there are no rules. Whatever you think 
the rules are… stop it, shush, hey, pa pa pa…don’t.
Repeat after me, chaos is the norm. 

I do have a little piece of advice though. Here are the things you need to do/be if you want to be an ok person. 
Stay clean, keep your place clean too.  Eat. Sleep. Try not to lie or be an ass to others. Be calm and don’t cause 
or get into unnecessary drama. That’s it. My morsels of wisdom.
So go, young grasshopper, go into the world, and try not to be too harsh on yourself or others.

N





Μ Ι Ν D   C O N T R O L
going mental
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y twenties are waving goodbye wearing a broad grin, for they know I have not come to terms 
with it yet. I still don’t know what I want to be when I ‘grow up’, still get carried away by impulses, 
while failing to set realistic goals. Let alone fulfill those goals. Halfway through, something or other 
will draw my attention and I will redirect my efforts, forgetting where I was heading. Inescapably,

 I am what is called a ‘late bloomer’.

Behavior which, very fittingly, describes a child. Recently, I realized how far behind I’ve fallen in this tough 
business of adulthood. I’m taking my first steps, if only now. I would like however to relay how all these thoughts 
came about. Where they come from.

At around my 20th birthday, it was forcefully thrust upon me the discovery that while the day can fly by 
‘twiddling my thumbs’, I needed more. Much more. Friends, relationships, hobbies, activities, work, adventures, 
surprises. Meaning, things that offer relief from the fact that I’m not living in my carefree childhood anymore. 
I was called to choose whether I would indeed make the leap to the other side. And there, I got stuck. Literally. 
My thoughts wouldn’t budge, my behavior patterns would go back-and-forth, and my mood swings would be 
unpredictable, even within the same day. I was exhibiting a complete inability to make any decisions, living in 
Groundhog Day. For about 3 years. Don’t ask me how they went by. I have no idea. 
They flew like water, while my mind was going round in circles, until it got dizzy and drowsy, and all the while I 
was absent. 

I was in exile. I am not overstating things. We can, in fact, exile ourselves, it doesn’t happen solely through the 
doings of others. And this exile reeks of desperation, anger, and loneliness. 

No matter how many therapy sessions I sat through, it felt like trying to walk while carrying a sack of potatoes 
on my shoulder. Every hour of every day. Some days it would start like this from morning till night; other days the 
day would start of well, only to take a turn for the worse at the slightest provocation. 

I had to go through 18 months of therapy in order to convince myself that my brain is no different than my 
body. In all likelihood, my mind was sick, and much like with knee pain, stomachache or a sore thumb, I had to 
visit a doctor. This fall, I will have completed two years of therapy together with being on antidepressants, and 
each day is an opportunity to shape my thoughts in various ways. 

The amazing thing is it’s effortless. As though, aided by the medicine, I have developed a mechanism that in the 
face of even the smallest stimulus, gets me into a sort of reboot mode. A mind-update. I used to become 
paralyzed by anxiety before the slightest doubt, unwanted or hard thought. 

I am now in constant possession of the clay tools, and I mold myself. Incessantly. Certain flaws I keep, without 
self-flagellating, for they are inextricable parts of me. I even deem them necessary sometimes. I work on my 
material persistently but gently, without haste or aggression. My thoughts are thus shaped in perfect harmony 
with my movements. I observe those thoughts and they respond. My sculpture will never be completed and that 
fascinates me. There will always be effort, success, failure, a lesson. This is my first big chapter; 
I have kept detailed notes, which I can go through at any point, for they are forever safe in my nightstand. 

M
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L O S T   F O R   W O R D S
a discussion with Alexandra Kotsaki
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hat is learning, really? 
Does education have anything to do with desks, tests, and heart palpitations over a blank piece 
of paper? Alexandra explains that learning does not mean anxiety, or “forced labor”, but that 
it goes hand in hand with with the feeling of satisfaction that you get upon realizing you will no 

longer be the same person, after that experience you had or the risk you dared to take. 

Alexandra Kotsaki is a teacher and the Director of Studies for the Greek Sign Language at the Center for 
Technology and Communication in Kifisia. She has been on the Board of the European Union of the Deaf Youth 
and has worked for six years as a chairperson on a committee whose main goal is to strengthen and create 
organizations for the Deaf Youth in the developing countries of Europe. She has collaborated with the World 
Federation of the Deaf Youth Section as the main lecturer in workshops on Leadership and Team Work to 
organizations for the Deaf in Central and Northern America. She has also been President of the Hellenic Fed-
eration of the Deaf, Head of Youth and General Secretary of the Panhellenic Association for the Deaf, while 
this year she was also a presenter in the Athens TEDx talks that took place at the Stavros Niarchos Foundation 
Cultural Center. 

“You live and you learn.” What does that expression mean to you?

It suits me perfectly. It’s a way of life for me. I wouldn’t be where I am otherwise. How dull would it be to live a 
life where you don’t get to learn something new every day?

You travel round the world, you are an active member of the deaf community, you teach, and recently you 
presented in TEDx at the SNFCC. Moving forward and experimenting takes courage. Where do you gain 
the energy and strength to do this? 

I don’t think about it in those terms. It happened in stages. I’ve always had a soft spot for traveling. I inherited 
it from my father who loved adventures. It started with my first trip in Germany when I was 19. From there, I 
ended up traveling abroad 4 times a month. I met new people, discovered different cultures, learned foreign 
languages. One thing led to another. It began with volunteering and ended up in something I love which is also 
my day job. Without those things, perhaps I would be somewhere else.

W



You are a teacher and Director of Studies of the Greek Sign Language for the Center for Technology and 
Communication (CTC) in Kifisia. What is education, in your opinion? How much do we learn at school in 
the end?

As far as I’m concerned, education is when someone imparts their passions to you. It’s to be taught by someone 
you admire. On top of that, you learn through experience and risk; don’t take the safe way. I have met with 
students who took up courses to overcome a hardship in their lives. Through learning you improve and you 
evolve. Personally, through my travels and the experiences they offered me, I became who I am. 

Here at Fliqped, we are inspired by the people who, against all obstacles, keep being creative, keep 
taking risks, and choosing to only see the open road ahead of them. Being one of those people, do you 
think that patience, perseverance, optimism, are traits you can somehow learn? Or are they a matter of 
character?

It is a matter of social surroundings but also personal choice. I was raised in an environment that never made me 
feel different. I don’t think of it in terms of “patience”, “inner strength”, etc. You just live! You live in each moment 
and if you love something, you just do it. But not everything happens at once. They happen gradually. At 15, I 
would never imagine myself as I am today. When you meet people from all over the world, you adopt a 
different attitude. I get inspired by wonderful people, who motivate me toward reaching my personal ambitions. 

You treat deafness not as an obstacle, but as a challenge. Which factors have shaped this approach?

Many times, we need to try harder to prove we’re capable. Some times we have to! But to others, not to our-
selves. When you stop thinking of yourself as “deaf” rather than as “Alexandra”, you start behaving accordingly 
and without restrictions, and you project that to others. Your mentality and self-image are very important. 
Like I said . . . small steps. 

How do young people in Greece treat a deaf person? Are they informed on this particular subject?

Things are certainly better that 20 years ago! For my parents (they are also deaf) things were brutal. 
Sign language was for apes. I remember my mother telling me “Sign more discreetly, so people don’t stare.” 
I don’t blame her, she had a hard time. I grew up in Patra. In Athens, things are better, as in most big cities. 
When the Sign Language News Bulletin started broadcasting, people began to learn. Now, because of the 
information available, people are aware. There are exceptions, of course. 



Which part of your life, do you think, has taught you the most so far?

My 20s were pivotal in my life. They shaped me. It was then that I started to travel, to volunteer, take part in 
global and European actions. I was fortunate enough to meet interesting people. I worked for the European 
Union of the Deaf Youth for 6 years. There, I learned how to handle a situation, how to organize big actions, 
give speeches and hold workshops. To approach everything different in the appropriate manner. 
It was an incredible experience.

It is widely admitted that we read less and less. Books are at times considered obsolete. How powerful is 
the book and the written discourse in the deaf community?

Personally, I am in favor of the book. I have read some e-books but I usually forget about them. It’s quite a 
different feeling to hold a book, lying in your bed. This way, I can retain everything in my memory. 

For most of us, Sing Language is something abstract, we don’t know much about it. Tell us a few things, 
so we can get a sense of it. 

It is a language like any other. Every country, however, has its own Sign Language, while there is an 
International Sign Language as well. It functions differently than the written form and has a different syntax. 
That is because an image is translated into sign language through the hands and facial expressions. 
Sometimes a written word translates into many words in the language and vice versa. It’s quite interesting, you 
should learn too!

As a teacher, tell us, does “learning” ever stop?

Never. I learn something every day. From my parents, my partner, my students, my travels. It’s what makes life 
interesting!
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“The thing modern education has gotten really wrong is this: ignoring the fact that there are four thousand 
ways to competency. A hundred thousand ways to competency. One million ways to competency.”

 
Maggie Stiefvater

Words: Vasiliki Politi
Photography: Μimika Michopoulou
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y grandmother did not finish school. She had to start working at the age of twelve so her family 
could survive, and she never forgot it. Even now, at ninety years old, with her wits swiftly abandon-
ing her, she remembers the day her teacher visited, to tell her mother what a ‘grave mistake’ she 
was making, taking her child out of school. But it couldn’t be helped. Grandma worked tirelessly 

for years and years, so that her kids and grandkids would want for nothing, having learned a very important 
lesson, after all: education is a privilege. A large part of her hard-earned money went to educating her daugh-
ters, paying for tutors. She even had them learn foreign languages, which was then considered unnecessary, a 
luxury. She knew better. When I was little, she would watch me do my homework with immense pride, and she 
was ecstatic when I went on to university. My education was a gift. From her, to a great degree. 

Grandma could not understand why I hated school so much. In her mind it was a shining beacon of knowledge 
and hope. A place where they gather up all the young ones and teach them things, mold them into the best ver-
sion of themselves, equip them with everything they will need later in life. It sounds amazing. There are places in 
the world where kids go through military checkpoints, just to go to school. Why couldn’t I appreciate it?

Something I find both funny and extremely telling is that most adults I know still have nightmares about school. 
Even those who reminisce about those years with nostalgia will have the occasional anxiety dream about being 
in a classroom, taking an exam they haven’t studied for, while that teacher who always hated them looms over, 
brows furrowed. We dread school long after it’s over. We must be doing something wrong. 

I wanted to talk to someone whose educational path differed from my own - from the standard route most of 
us follow, often whether we want to or not. That’s how I met Athanasios. He’s the only person I’ve ever known 
who was homeschooled for most of his life. His parents were born in the U.S., and moved to Greece right after 
getting married, so he and his three siblings were born and raised here. That explains a lot, as homeschooling 
isn’t at all common in Greece. 

“I know a few other people who were homeschooled, but not that many Greeks. The government here makes 
it very difficult”, he said. “And my parents didn’t talk about it with people very much either because a lot of 
Greeks would be like, ‘What? You’re not sending your kids to school? Why? What’s wrong with you?’”

Athanasios’ parents wanted to be the ones responsible for their children’s learning, at least in the beginning. But 
he did also go to school for a few years. He saw both worlds. 

“My parents felt that I should be sent to school at some point. To get the school experience. And also, after a 
certain point it’s difficult, you have the sciences… You need tutors.” 

Athanasios gave me a quick outline of his education. Until sixth grade, he was taught at home by his mother - 
who is, in fact, a teacher. Then, for seventh grade, he went to the International School of Athens (ISA), which he 

M



felt would be better for him since English is his first language. He skipped eighth, going directly to ninth grade, 
then came back homeschooled for tenth. “I was tired, I wanted to do my own pace,” he said. Then he went back 
to ISA for the International Baccalaureate program (a global version of the national university entrance exam, 
πανελλήνιες), and ended up studying film scoring, at Berklee School of Music.  

“I think one of the most important things about homeschool is that it teaches you to be independent, self-suffi-
cient. Because you have guidance, you have your parents and you have a curriculum. There are curriculums for 
homeschooling, lots of different methods. But at the end of the day, you are the one responsible. If you need to 
learn something, you need to learn how to learn it. School does not teach you how to learn. School says, you 
have to learn this, you have to learn it like this, so I’ll tell you how to learn it, and then you’re gonna take the test, 
remember everything that I taught you how to learn, and that’s it.” 

So, how did school compare to studying at home? 

“I did not like school at all,” he said, not surprising me. “I was thirteen at the time. My first year of school was 
basically me with a book in my hands 24-7. I didn’t really talk to that many people, I would just read. I would 
read all the time, I would read in class. I had my own book behind the school book, I would walk in the halls just 
reading.” 

This made me smile, because it sounded so much like me, in my endless attempts to make school tolerable back 
in the day. “The thing that I hated most about school, above everything,” he continued, “was all the wasted time. 
I wasted so much time. Because it was eight hours every day. We started at 8:30 and we finished at 16:00. It 
was a long time. And then I had to come back home and do more hours of homework. I hated homework. It was 
the worst thing. Back when I was homeschooled, mom would say, ‘Okay, you have this work to do today’. And 
the faster I did it, the faster I would be free to do other stuff.”

When you have associated learning with encouragement, with a safe space where your needs will be consid-
ered, where progress depends on your own needs and your own pace, when your learning is personalized, 
then you are able to truly learn. More than that, you are able to pursue your other interests, cultivate your 



talents, play. Playing shapes a young person just as much as studying. It’s hard not to think of school as wasted 
time when it’s something you have to endure, instead of something beneficial. When the pressure to keep your 
grades up by cramming in information you might as well forget tomorrow is the driving force behind your edu-
cation, then school becomes a prison; something you must survive. 

Athanasios has always been creative; he does a number of different things, from music to videography to 
costume making. He can play six instruments - and is learning a seventh. We discussed the schooling system as a 
deterrent to creativity, and he mentioned the very interesting case of his younger brother, Alexios. 

“I think he finished tenth grade now, and he’s gonna take a year off. He doesn’t wanna do school, he thinks it 
gets in the way and he doesn’t have time for things. So he’s gonna stop highschool for a minute and focus on 
music. He’s a drummer.”

Taking a break from school to pursue one of your passions is something your average student can only dream 
of. But that’s not the only unconventional thing about Alexios. 

“He’s probably not gonna go to a regular school at all. He is not built for it. If he went to school it’d destroy him, 
he would be a wreck. He learns at his own pace and he learns differently. If he had gone to school, he’d be 
considered a very bad student. He didn’t even read until much later. I learned to read really quickly. Alexios 
didn’t want to learn. You couldn’t teach him to read. Mom kept trying and he wasn’t having it. And then two 
years later after he was supposed to be reading he was like, ‘Man, I can’t read… I need to learn how to read. 
Everyone else is reading, why can’t I?’ So he decided to learn how to read, and he did. He went for it! He was 
reading the dictionary, to learn words. Him being homeschooled and not being forced to do something that he 
wasn’t ready to do allowed him to develop at his own pace. So when he was ready to read, he did.”

Is homeschooling the answer to all the problems of the schooling system? Maybe it could be, for some. But that 
is precisely the point, and what we can take away from examples like this: standardization of education is the 
death of it. There can be no single system that is right for all, if the system’s priority is not to help the student. 
Athanasios had a lot to say about that. 





“You can’t look at the school system from the perspective of benefitting the child 
because that’s not why it exists. The whole new educational system was brought 
in to raise a generation of children who would learn to do what they are told, 
think inside the box, and make good workers. And everything is set by age… What 
does that say about our society? Like if you’re five, you’re this smart and you 
should be here. Why has age become such an important factor? Ultimately, it’s 
meaningless. We don’t all have the same pace, we’re all different. We don’t learn 
in the same way either.” 

If you can pass the exams, it doesn’t really matter what you’ve learned, in school. 
If you can’t keep up, there can be no change of pace or method, only more hours 
of homework, tutoring, elimination of all ‘distractions’. You can’t focus on what you 
find interesting -  your performance will suffer if you do. And if you don’t perform 
well in school, what about your future? How will you market yourself later, when 
it’s time to build a career? 

We can’t overlook the role of parents in all this. “Parents can have a very nega-
tive effect. An important aspect of this is allowing your child to do what they want 
to do. A lot of parents force their child to go into something they think will make 
money. It’s a very greek thing, too.”

It is, indeed, a very greek thing, deeply rooted in the many hardships older gen-
erations of Greeks have been through. They mean well, as parents do. Wanting 
your child to excel academically so they can claim a better future with stability 
and security is not harmful in itself, but it can end up doing more harm than good. 
And, really, aren’t we at a point where nothing is guaranteed to provide stability? 
Some of the most creative adults I know still feel crippled by the mindset imposed 
on them as children, that made them believe that any activity that didn’t get them 
good grades or look impressive in a resume was worthless, unproductive. Most of 
them are even aware of it - they know that the insecurity and self-rejection they 
are struggling against in their effort to carve their own path was brought about 
by a system which was supposed to benefit them.

Athanasios said something that made me realize how intertwined education and 
parenting truly are. 

“It’s the same difficulty. You have three kids and you need to operate one way 
with one kid and another way with another kid because they’re designed 
differently. They react to things differently, they respond differently to different 
methods. The education system we have now doesn’t allow for any of that.”

But, if we accept that the system is rotten, what can be done? We can change 
it - we made it, after all. But in order to change the education system we would 
have to transform society, and vice versa, and this is not something that can 
happen overnight. It’s something we can fight for. What happens, however, in 
the meantime? It all comes down to parenting, once again. Near the end of our 
conversation I asked Athanasios an impossible question. If his schooling had been 
different from the beginning, would he have ended up where he is now? He told 
me, of course, that this question is not answerable, but what he offered me was 
this:

“I’m very lucky and I have excellent parents. So I have a feeling that even if I had 
gone to school right away, my parents would have tempered the problems that it 
would have caused me. Even if I had gone to a regular school to begin with, and 
it had affected me in a certain way, my parents would have helped me realize 
what the problems are with the education system and they would have helped 
me get through it. So yes, my character is a certain way and it wouldn’t have 
destroyed me. It would have destroyed Alexios. I would have been able to get 
through it and I still would have been creative. If school had discouraged me, my 
parents would have encouraged me more.”





O O P S . . .   I   F L I P P E D   T H E   A P P L E   T A R T
tarte Tatin, the… “upside down”.

Recipe: Georgios Tselonis
Food styling: Mimika Michopoulou
Photography: Kamarini Moragianni

personal invention that evolved into timeless knowledge. That’s what education is. A laborious or 
accidental discovery that transcended the limitations of space and time and became an object of 
imitation.

We are in Lamotte-Beuvron, an area 160 kilometers north of Paris, somewhere near the end of the 19th 
century. Caroline and Stephanie Tatin, sisters and owners of the hotel bearing their family name, were about to 
discover and name one of the most classic desserts french pastry-making has to offer. As Stephanie was starting 
to make the traditional recipe for apple pie, because of either tiredness or a stove that got too hot, she burned 
the apples. But she quickly came up with a clever trick. She placed the apples on the bottom of the pan and 
covered them with the dough, then baked the pie as per usual. When she took it out of the oven, she served it 
upside down on a platter, and the hotel guests were amazed at the result. 

The reputation of this dessert spread across the surrounding area very fast, with members of the bourgeoisie 
rushing to taste it, with a glass of champagne to go with it. Τhe final level of recognition and fame for this 
dessert will come from gourmand Curnonsky, also known as Prince of gastronomers, who will include it in his 
book ‘La France Gastronomique’ in 1926, and also from its winning a place in the dessert menu of the notorious 
parisian restaurant Maxim’s, now officially named “Tarte Tatin”.

A 
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Ingredients 

For the dough

250gr flour

150gr cow butter at room temperature

50gr powdered sugar

2 eggs

pinch of salt 

For the filling

200gr sugar

50ml water

100gr butter

½ tsp cinnamon

8 green apples, peeled and quartered
 



Instructions

We start off with the dough. 
Place all the ingredients in the bowl of a mixer and mix using the dough hook attachment until homogenized. 
Make the dough into a ball, wrap it in plastic wrap and put it in the fridge for 30 minutes. For the filling, put 

the sugar, butter and water in a non-stick pan over medium-low heat, and once they melt let them caramelize 
for 5 more minutes. Add the apples and caramelize them for 15 more minutes, stirring regularly with a wooden 
spoon. Once they’re ready, remove them from the stove and add the cinnamon. Keep stirring off the stove and 

once they have cooled a little, place them on the bottom of a 22-centimeter baking pan. 
Take the dough out of the fridge and roll it out with a rolling pin, keeping it quite thick. Cover the apples with it. 
Poke a few holes in the dough using a fork, so it doesn’t get puffy. Bake in a 200οC oven for about 35 minutes. 

Once it’s ready, let it rest for 15 minutes and then we serve on a platter, flipping the pie on it. Try it with a 
topping of fresh whipped cream or a ball of ice cream. 

Take inspiration from the Tatin sisters. Experiment with the sweet art of baking, let possible mistakes or flops 
spark your creativity. Besides, that’s what life is all about, the joy of creation.



umans tend to believe that because they control the purchase of goods, pay the rent and run the 
household, they are in command. They will try to set boundaries at once. It is a sad truth you must teach 
them, nevertheless following the suggestions below, it shouldn’t take long.

These creatures too have the need to frequently assert their authority and, for reasons unknown, they don’t 
spray the perimeter of their territory to do it. Instead they yell various orders that you are supposed to obey. 
You might as well do it sometimes, as it makes them immensely satisfied with themselves, but more importantly 
placates them and lowers their guard.

What they say: “You’ll be staying here” a.k.a. the rest of the house is off-limits.

The truth: You won’t be staying here. You’ll go anywhere in the house you please. 
Stay put for 10 seconds to distract them, then take a few steps out of the designated area. When caught (be-
cause at first, you will  be monitored closely), wag your tail and give them a happy bark. Once they return you 
to your allotted space (hahaha), wait another 10 seconds and repeat process. Leave any mischief you have in 
mind for later so that you earn their trust; a good boy deserves to roam the whole house.

What they say: “Don’t climb on the sofa/bed!”

The truth: An armchair in the living-room already has your name in it. And there’s no aunt or visitor you will 
ever concede it to, even temporarily. 

The key to achieving ownership of your armchair is hopping on it when the human isn’t looking, and quickly 
feign sleep. What kind of monster moves a sleeping pup?
Beds can be trickier. Find the family member with the most limited resistance to canines and jump on their bed. 
They will try to send you away; don’t fret and don’t give in. Lick their toes. Snuggle close to them. Conquest may 
be gradual -- first the edge, then the entire mattress, then the extra pillow is yours.

W O O F !   D I A R I E S
Episode 3: How to train your human: A brief  manual by Bella & Dex

Η

Words: Deppy Karagianni
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What they say: “Your food is in the bowl/You already ate!/This is not for doggies.”

The truth: You will  have a place at the table. Many of the dishes on it shall be taxed and you will receive your 
cut. Paw the human on the thigh and stretch. Blink with your sad puppy eyes. And if cuteness doesn’t get you 
your share, then they have asked for it. First, let out a low-key woof, both plaintive and warning. If they don’t get 
the message, it’s time to scream your demands.

P.S.: If the humans won’t yield to your demanding a certain kind of food no matter what, consider they may have 
a good reason for that and refrain from eating it.

Tricks for advanced human trainers:

1. Expelling them from your preferred spot: You come to the living-room and your favorite spot is occupied 
by a disrespectful outsider (at this stage, we assume your humans know better). Climb next to them and sit so 
that your entire body touches them. Then try pushing them to the side, all the while grunting and sighing. Make 
your displeasure known while shedding fur all over them.

2. Exercise your walking rights whenever you want: Humans think you are obliged to abide by their schedule 
and it’s up to you to show them they are sorely mistaken. Do they go to pee and meet their buddies when it suits 
you? No.
First, be a good discreet boy; let out the low-key bark (see above) and show them the leash or the door to 
make your intentions known. If they’re being difficult, feel free to make your family drama known to the entire 
neighborhood. If the human proves to be too resilient to your verbal demands, it’s time to take hostages. Slippers 
and socks make for easy targets. Grab one and hold it menacingly between your jaws. Snarl for effect - your 
flatmates are one chewing away from losing their valuables.

3. Attending to you while watching a movie: Some humans get carried away while in front of the TV. Their 
hands are busy with pop-corn they won’t share (which can be easily fixed, see above) and they forget they 
have ears to scratch and bellies to rub. Nudge them frequently to remind them. Climb on them and get your 
head in their field of vision if they’re too dense to get it.

P.S.: Humans tend to remember getting their own drinks but never yours. So if you get thirsty after the pop-corn 
you stole, you have to get up and go to your bowl. Do they pause the movie while you’re gone? No. 
Thankfully there’s a universal way of showing your thirst. Let your tongue hang. Huff loudly enough for them to 
notice you. And ultimately, use the Sigh*.

*The Sigh is a basic dog weapon, the subtle use of which can open many doors. It is a declaration of annoyance 
that exhibits modesty while appealing to human emotion. 
Examples:
a. “(Sigh), I would be sleeping now but someone has the lights on.”
b. “(Sigh), we don’t both fit in this chair but you refuse to see it and leave.”
c. “(Sigh), I’m so thirsty, if only someone brought me some water.”





A S T R O

Capricorn

Even the sea and the land have set the shore as a 
limit; meet others at the interstices, then return to 
yourself.

Aquarius

Hold your words for a while, find a way to think 
without a mind. Listen.

Pisces

You are not your feelings. Put them in a suitcase, 
carry them with you. Mold them into a language 
and teach others how to speak.

Aries

Past experiences can be left as thorns or they can 
be sharpened into tools.

Taurus

No one healed wounds by pretending they did not 
exist.

Gemini

Sometimes the harder you hold on, the less you’re 
in charge; regaining control means letting go.

Cancer

Remove the withered stems, soak the ground with 
water, rebuild the damaged roots. Nothing can 
grow on air.

Leo

Doubt and decision are sisters. Don’t ignore 
doubts; sometimes they know more about you than 
you do.

Virgo 

Slowly work on you outer self so that it matches 
your inner one.

Libra

Deep water, shallow water. It doesn’t make a 
difference if you must swim. 

Scorpio

Don’t change your goal, but maybe change your 
route. Make it one that’s best for you.

Sagittarius

Shut the doors you don’t want to go through. 
See how your path shines clearer now?

- 54 -




