
        
            [image: cover]
        


SMASHWORDS
EDITION

* * *

PUBLISHED BY: Tzoutzi Mantzourani on Smashwords

 


Smashwords Edition, License
Notes

This ebook is licensed for
your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or
given away to other people. If you would like to share this book
with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.


 


[image: tmp_7ec8cdab5e6b58f83cbcdfc15805d5f0_ZAmFxV_html_2c821702.jpg]



Tzoutzi Mantzourani

Hear Me Out

Translated by

Manolis Aligizakis



​ ​Table Of
Contents


Copyright

1. Starting From the
End

2. Morning Wake Up

3. On the Kitchen
Counter

4. I Care For You

5. I Just Call to Say ‘I Love You’

6. I Want You ‘Now’

7. Revenge of the
Overcoat

8.
Marks On Paper

9. Only Love Heals a Lost Love

10. T-Shirt

11. 5 of the 9 ½
Weeks

12. Weekend In London

13. Questionable Love

14. One More Chance

15. Que C’est Triste
Venise

16. Bouquet of Flowers

17. You Endure, I
Endure

18. Tears

19. Christmas Blues

20. Old Wounds

21. Anniversary

22. Salome

23. Room For the Night

24. Before the Fall of
Constantinople

25. Bosporos In Me

26. When I Fall In
Love

27. Start All Over
Aggain

28. My Own Little
Prince

29. After Many Years

30. Fleece Bed-Sheets

31. Pandora’s Box

32. I’m a Night Animal

33. Caterwauling

34. Dawn In Las Vegas

35. Night Before
Fullmoon

36. Blue Moon
(31-12-2010)

37. All Cities are the Same at
Dawn

38. What You Loved

39. And Now?

40. The Road To Hell

41. At Both Edges

42. Somewhere Out There

43. Pain On Pain

44. Are You Asleep?

45. Hammock

46.
Pink

47. Shut Out the
Perseids

48. Through a Door
Crack

49. The Lost 1%

50. Pute De Vie

51. A Star For the
Night

52. Honeysuckle and
Jasmine

53. A Slice of Moon
With Watermelon Fragrance

54. One Moment Only

55. Rough Seas

56. La Complicite Des Vieux
Amants

57. Cyber Love

58. Happy Birthday

59. An Empty Pack of Cigarettes

60. Wind In My Sails

61. A New Moon

62. There

63. In the Middle of the Road

64. No Title

65. Seventeen Steps

66. Secret Messages

67. Love Goes Through the Stomach

68. Who of All the
Others

69. Warm Bed-Sheets

Tzoutzi Mantzourani

Biography

Manolis

Biography

 



 


Copyright

​
Copyright 2015 by Libros Libertad Publishing Ltd.

All rights reserved. No part of this
publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording, or other-wise, without the written prior
permission of the publisher.

First published by: Libros Libertad
Publishing Ltd 2244 154A Street Surrey, BC Canada V4A 5S9 (604)
838-8796 Fax (604) 536-6819

www.libroslibertad.ca

Library and Archives Canada Cataloguing in
Publication

Mantzourani, Tzoutzi, 1959- [Me akous?.
English]

Hear me out / Tzoutzi Mantzourani ; Manolis
Aligizakis, translator.

Includes index.

Translation of: Me akous?

ISBN 978-1-926763-40-8 (paperback)

I. Manolis, 1947-, translator II. Title. III.
Title: Me akous?. English.

PA5638.23.A68M4313 2015 889.3’4
C2015-904132-5

Cover
Design by Iryna Spica Typeset in Baskerville at SpicaBookDesign

E-book
formatting by; SpicaBookDesign www.spicabookdesign.com


1. Starting From the End

​ My
love,

Once again I stayed awake all night thinking
of you.

I cried that you weren’t next to me in bed
then I got angry with you, with me with the others as if it was
their fault for our situation. That we took separate ways each on
their own or with separate others; that we finally couldn’t manage
it.

I don’t believe it. I refuse to accept
it.

Although from another point of view it was I
who drove things that way, I who took the final decision, I who
asked you to leave.

And now I spend my night before the window
searching the street with my eyes waiting to see you pass in front
of the house, come inside ring the bell and tell me you can’t live
without me and I desperately fall in your arms.

Three months have already gone since we
split up I’ve started to get used to it.

Perhaps I like my life without you.

I see my girlfriends, go out with them, I
flirt with men.

I’m no longer afraid that something may make
you angry and you’ll argue with me or it will result in a fight;
the long faces, the nagging, the stupid misery of our common life.
I can’t even endure the thought that we may get into that
again.

You can’t imagine how I’ve missed you the
way I’ve built you in my mind: tender, smiling, always joyous, like
when I met you. Back then when you were always in a hurry to leave
your office and come to me, when you couldn’t be without me. Back
then when you would whisper in my ear and sing with your sweet
hoarse voice. Back then…

How long did it last? Two three months? I no
longer remember.

But only this I remember of you. The rest
I’ve erased from my memory.

I have only kept this picture of us where
only our figures appear like shadows on the wall.

We hug each other no one can tell whether we
are happy or not. This way, I like to think we were crazy in love
in a moment of absolute happiness.

Two shadows on the wall. Nothing can take
them apart misery can’t touch them.

You are my last thought before I go to sleep
at night and my first one when I get up in the morning. The rest of
the day I simply think of you.

Then I realize what has happened to us.

Now that we’re not together I can finally
love you with no stress.

Now finally I feel completely free when we
make love, because I use somebody else’s body and I can devote all
my thoughts to you, all of me.

Now I’m not afraid, I don’t hesitate to tell
you all I want, because it is you who listens to me. You can no
longer criticise me. I can finally be myself when I’m with you.

My love

Now I’m completely happy with you.

Now, nothing can make us separate
anymore.

Now you’re totally mine. I don’t share you
with anybody else.

Now we exist for each other.

There are no more “we must” and
“obligations”. There are no social established ideas, no more
conventionalities.

There is nothing else but we two naked like
when we stood for the first time one opposite the other and fell in
love for one moment in eternity.



​ 2.
Morning Wake Up

My love,

I can endure everything away from you. One I
can’t: waking up next to your vacant pillow.

It’s hard to get used to coming back home
alone at night but the morning wake up is unbearable.

I’m truthful to you I open my eyes and shut
them right away. I don’t want to wake up. I can’t endure to stretch
my arm on the empty side of the bed.

The bathroom misses the sounds of you
shaving and the fragrance of your after shave.

I cover myself to the head with the bed
coverings and wish light wouldn’t come, time won’t come when I’ll
have to go down to the kitchen to make coffee.

In the morning!

The breakfast I prepared for you and the
coffee we had together.

When I took you to the garage door and
kissed you good morning.

When I looked at you as you drove the car
away.

The day that has no reason to commence, no
expectation for your return at night.

Every day from now on.

Day after day until I get used to it.



​
3. On the Kitchen Counter

Good morning my love,

The day is of course just starting for me,
although passed three in the afternoon, but you see, I dedicate all
my night to think of you as I go to the various bars with my
friends.

Yesterday I mused that three months have
already gone since we separated, three months that I haven’t found
refuge in that little dip of your chest. There where I told you it
was my secret cave, where I felt secure.

I mused that lone moment of summer when we
lied down on the beach and the sun burnt us, I dripped a few drops
of sea water to quench the thirst I had for your love.

I get up at noon I return home almost at
daybreak.

Empty as always since you left, the house
welcomes me with the radio being on since morning and the lights
set on the timer.

Toast and Happy Hippo cheese are my evening
meal along with pills for the hangover.

And tears ready to run down my cheeks.

This will pass, no matter what, it’ll
pass.

I remember one time when we returned home
after a night at the bouzoukia, we prepared an omelette and fried
bread because we were hungry.

Then after we ate we left the plates on the
table and made love on the kitchen counter. At daybreak, before we
went to bed hugging each other to go to sleep.

Unique moments! Our love was such, as long
as it lasted.

Yet it left a deep scar behind, a scar that
refuges to heal and like a cancer eats me up from within.
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