
THE 
END
H ÊáæáìðëÜíêá äåí åßíáé áõôü ðïõ ïé ðåñéóóüôåñïé ðåñéìÝíïõí. Äåí Ý÷åé ìõóôÞñéï, 
ïýôå áðïðíÝåé ñïìÜíôæï. ¸÷ïõí ðåñÜóåé ðïëëÜ ÷ñüíéá áðü ôüôå ðïõ ï ×Üìöñåú 
Ìðüãêáñô áðï÷áéñÝôçóå ôçí ðüëç ç ïðïßá ìÜëëïí Ý÷åé áëëÜîåé ðïëý. Ìéá êßôñéíç 
ÌåñóåíôÝò ìå óêáóìÝíá äåñìÜôéíá êáèßóìáôá êáé ðïëý óêüíç ìå ìåôÝöåñå óôï 
Hotel Rivoli. Åêåß èá óõíáíôïýóá ôïõò Üëëïõò 40 óõíáäÝëöïõò ìïõ, Üôïìá áðü 
üëç ôçí Åõñþðç. Mïíáäéêü êïéíü óçìåßï ìáæß ôïõò ç áãÜðç ãéá ôá ðåñéïäéêÜ 
êáé ç áíåîáñôçóßá áðü ïìßëïõò ðïõ áíåâïêáôåâáßíïõí óå ÷ñçìáôéóôÞñéá êáé 
åîáãïñÜæïíôáé áðü Üëëïõò. ºóùò ç äéêÞ ìáò óôÜóç íá öáíôÜæåé ñïìáíôéêÞ óôçí 
áöéëüîåíç ÊáæáìðëÜíêá, ßóùò ç ôñÝëá ôïõ íá êÜíåéò Ýíá ðåñéïäéêü ãéá ôç ãåíéÜ óïõ 
íá áðïôåëåß ìéá áèþá áðåñéóêåøßá ãéá áõôïýò ðïõ ìáò êÜëåóáí åêåß. Ï ïñãáíùôÞò 
ôïõ äçìïóéïãñáöéêïý workshop, ôï “European Cultural Foundation”, äåí åßíáé 
ðáñÜ Ýíáò éäéùôéêüò ïñãáíéóìüò ðïõ óá óêïðü ôïõ Ý÷åé ôçí áíôáëëáãÞ áðüøåùí 
êáé äñÜóåùí ìåôáîý ôùí íÝùí ôçò ãçñáéÜò çðåßñïõ. Ï Öéíëáíäüò ïéêïäåóðüôçò, ï 
Tommi, ìáò êáëùóüñéóå óôï lobby ôïõ îåíïäï÷åßïõ. Ôá ðñþôá ëåðôÜ Þôáí áìÞ÷áíá, 
äçìïóéïãñÜöïé áðü äåêÜäåò äéáöïρåôéêÝò ÷þñåò ôïõ ÷Üñôç, óõóôÜóåéò, ÷áìüãåëá 
óôá ðñüóùðá ðïõ áíáãíþñéæåò áðü ðñïçãïýìåíåò ôõ÷áßåò óõíåõñÝóåéò óôçí 
Åõñþðç. Ôï ðñþôï äåßðíï óôï Éíóôéôïýôï ÈåñâÜíôåò, ôï ïðïßï èá öéëïîåíïýóå ôéò 
åðüìåíåò ìÝñåò ôï workshop, Þôáí åíèáññõíôéêü. Ïé áíáóôïëÝò åîáíåìßóôçêáí 
ìå ëßãá ðïôÞñéá êñáóß êáé ìå ôïõò Þ÷ïõò ìéáò åíôõðùóéáêÞò ñïê-Ýèíéê ìðÜíôáò. Ïé 
ìÝñåò ðïõ áêïëïýèçóáí Þôáí ãåìÜôåò áðü ðáñïõóéÜóåéò öïñÝùí, êáëëéôå÷íþí, 
êáé äçìéïõñãþí áðü ðïëëÜ åíäéáöÝñïíôá åñãáóôÞñéá. Ôé ùñáßá, óêÝöôçêá. Íá 
óõæçôÜò ãéá ôç äïõëåéÜ óïõ, ãéá áõôü ðïõ áãáðÜò, íá äéáöùíåßò, íá õðåñáóðßæåóáé, 
íá áêïýò, íá ðñïôåßíåéò êáé íá áðïëáìâÜíåéò ôçí ðáñÝá îÝíùí -óå åóÝíá- 
áíèñþðùí ðïëý ìáêñéÜ áðü ôçí ÁèÞíá êáé ôçí êáèçìåñéíüôçôÜ óïõ. Êáé êÜðùò Ýôóé 
äçìéïõñγÞèçêáí íÝåò öéëßåò, êÜðùò Ýôóé ðßíáìå ôï áðáãïñåõìÝíï áëêïüë, óôÞíáìå 
áõèüñìçôá ðÜñôõ, êÜíáìå ôïõò djs ìå ipods êáé ÷ïñåýáìå ùò ôï ðñùÀ. Êáé Þôáí 
ðåñßåñãï ðïõ ðÝñá áðü ôïõò “Klaxons” êáé ôïõò “J.U.S.T.I.C.E”, ç ìïõóéêÞ ðïõ ìáò 
Ýêáíå üëïõò íá óçêùèïýìå áðü ôá ôñáðÝæéá Þôáí ç ìïõóéêÞ áõôÞò ôçò ðüëçò, ï 
íôüðéïò åêóôáôéêüò ñõèìüò ôçò AöñéêÞò. ÐáñáëÞñçìá. 
Óå ìéá áðü ôéò âüëôåò ìáò óôçí ðéï underground êáé ëéãüôåñï ôïõñéóôéêÞ õðáßèñéá 
áãïñÜ ôçò ðüëçò ï Öéíëáíäüò Roope êáé ï Óïõçäüò Ôomas ìïõ ðñüôåéíáí íá 
êÜíïõìå ìéá óôÜóç óå Ýíá êáöåíåßï. ¹ðéáìå ôóÜé ìÝíôáò êáé ÷áæåýáìå ôïõò 
ðåñáóôéêïýò. Äßðëá ìáò êáèüôáí Ýíáò ìåóÞëéêáò ðùëçôÞò ôóéãÜñùí. ¸äéíå Ýíá 
ôóéãÜñï êáé Ýðáéñíå Ýíá íôéñÜì. Ðïõ êáé ðïõ ðñïóÝöåñå ôïí áíáðôÞñá ôïõ, óôéãìéáßá. 
Ïé ðåëÜôåò Üíáâáí ôï ìüëéò áãïñáóìÝíï ôóéãÜñï ôïõò êáé ôïõ ôïí åðÝóôñåöáí. 
Ôá ìðëå ôïõ ìÜôéá êïéôïýóáí óôï êåíü, ôßðïôá äåí ìðïñïýóå íá ôïí ôáñÜîåé. ¸íá 
ôóéãÜñï, Ýíá íôéñÜì. Ôüóï áðëÜ. Êáé üôáí ôåëåßùíå ôï ðáêÝôï, Üíïéãå Ýíá êáéíïýñéï. 
Ç ÊáæáìðëÜíêá ìïéÜæåé ðïëý ìå ôçí ÁèÞíá. Ç äïõëåéÜ ìïõ ìïéÜæåé ðïëý ìå ôçí 
äïõëåéÜ ôùí Üëëùí. Êáé ç æÝóôç åßíáé ßäéá, óå êÜèå ðüëç.
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Casablanca is not what most people imagine. There’s no mystery or romance 
about it. It’s been many years since Humphrey Bogart said goodbye to a city that 
has changed a great deal since. A yellow Mercedes with leather seats torn from 
the heat and tons of dust took me to Hotel Rivoli. It was there that I would meet 
another 40 colleagues from around Europe; our only common ground would be 
a love for magazines and our independence from financial groups that feature 
in the stock market. Perhaps our take on things might seem romantic to the 
inhospitable Casablanca, perhaps the madness of doing a magazine for your 
generation is no more than an innocent whim for those who invited us there. The 
European Cultural Foundation were the organizers of this journalistic workshop 
and are no more than a private organization with the aim of the supporting the 
exchange of ideas between the young people of Europe. Tommi our Finnish 
host welcomed us in the hotel lobby, the first few minutes were uneasy, tens 
of journalists from different countries, introductions, smiles on faces that were 
familiar from similar events. The first dinner in the Cervantes Institute that would 
host the workshop in the next few days was encouraging. Initial hang ups were 
swept away after a few glasses of wine soundtracked by an impressive ethnic 
rock band.
The following days were jam packed with presentations of different bodies, 
artists and many interesting workshop sessions. How nice I thought to myself, 
talking passionately about what you love the most, disagreeing, defending 
your ideas, listening, proposing others and enjoying the company of strangers 
far away from your daily Athenian routine. New friendships were forged while 
drinking the forbidden alcohol, throwing impromptu parties and DJing from 
our iPods until the early hours of the morning – and what was strange was that 
apart from the “Klaxons” and “J.U.S.T.I.C.E” what got each of us moving was the 
ecstatic local African music. 
In one of our walks in the less commercial parts of town Roope from Finland 
and Ôomas from Sweden invited me to stop off at a local cafe. We drank tea and 
gazed at passers by. Right next to us was a middle-aged cigarette seller. He 
would give one cigarette and take one dirham; at times he offered a light to his 
clients. His blue eyes were fixed on an emptiness that nothing could disturb; one 
cigarette, one dirham, as simple as that. When the packet ran out he opened a 
new one. Casablanca is a lot like Athens. My work is just like other people’s work 
and the heat is the same in every city.

 

ÊÁÔÅÂÇÊÁ ÁÐÏ ÔÏ ÁÅÑÏÐËÁÍÏ ÊÁÉ ÈÕÌÇÈÇÊÁ ÁÌÅÓÙÓ ÃÉÁÔÉ ÄÅ ÌÏÕ ÁÑÅÓÅÉ ÁÕÔÇ 
Ç ÐÏËÇ. Å×ÅÉ ÁÐÏÐÍÉÊÔÉÊÇ ÆÅÓÔÇ, ÐÏËÕ ÔÓÉÌÅÍÔÏ ÊÁÉ ÁÓ×ÇÌÁ ÊÔÇÑÉÁ. ÈÁ ÅËÅÃÅ 
ÊÁÍÅÉÓ ÏÔÉ ÌÏÉÁÆÅÉ ÓÔÇÍ ÁÈÇÍÁ. 

I GOT OFF THE PLANE AND REMEMBERED WHAT IT WAS THAT I HATED ABOUT THIS 
TOWN: IT’S TOO HOT AND IT’S FULL OF CONCRETE AND UGLY BUILDINGS - A BIT 
LIKE ATHENS.
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