
Αξιοποιώ τη δύναμη της θέλησης,
και σέβομαι το πεπρωμένο

με αυτοπειθαρχία.

Dominus Illuminatio Mea

-Η φυλή δεν υπήρξε θα υπάρξει.
- Μου είναι ευκολότερο να ζω ηρωικά, από το να ζω

ευτυχισμένα.



My Prayer

Oh, where have you been, my blue-eyed son?
And where have you been my darling young one?

I've stumbled on the side of twelve misty mountains
I've walked and I've crawled on six crooked highways

I've stepped in the middle of seven sad forests
I've been out in front of a dozen dead oceans

I've been ten thousand miles in the mouth of a graveyard
And it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard, and it's a hard

It's a hard rain's a-gonna fall.

Oh, what did you see, my blue eyed son?
And what did you see, my darling young one?

I saw a newborn baby with wild wolves all around it
I saw a highway of diamonds with nobody on it

I saw a black branch with blood that kept drippin'
I saw a room full of men with their hammers a-bleedin'

I saw a white ladder all covered with water
I saw ten thousand talkers whose tongues were all broken

I saw guns and sharp swords in the hands of young children
And it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard, and it's a hard

It's a hard rain's a-gonna fall.

And what did you hear, my blue-eyed son?
And what did you hear, my darling young one?

I heard the sound of a thunder that roared out a warnin'
I heard the roar of a wave that could drown the whole world
I heard one hundred drummers whose hands were a-blazin'

I heard ten thousand whisperin' and nobody listenin'
I heard one person starve, I heard many people laughin'

Heard the song of a poet who died in the gutter
Heard the sound of a clown who cried in the alley
And it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard

And it's a hard rain's a-gonna fall.



Oh, what did you meet my blue-eyed son ?
Who did you meet, my darling young one?

I met a young child beside a dead pony
I met a white man who walked a black dog

I met a young woman whose body was burning
I met a young girl, she gave me a rainbow
I met one man who was wounded in love

I met another man who was wounded in hatred
And it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard

And it's a hard rain's a-gonna fall.

And what'll you do now, my blue-eyed son?
And what'll you do now my darling young one?
I'm a-goin' back out 'fore the rain starts a-fallin'

I'll walk to the depths of the deepest black forest
Where the people are a many and their hands are all empty

Where the pellets of poison are flooding their waters
Where the home in the valley meets the damp dirty prison

And the executioner's face is always well hidden
Where hunger is ugly, where souls are forgotten

Where black is the color, where none is the number
And I'll tell and speak it and think it and breathe it

And reflect from the mountain so all souls can see it
And I'll stand on the ocean until I start sinkin'

But I'll know my song well before I start singing
And it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard, and it's a hard

It's a hard rain's a-gonna fall.



- Ο κανιβαλισμός με τα προσωπεία της εξουσίας, χαρακτηρίζει
τον σημερινό άνθρωπο.

Η θρησκεία είναι το όπιο του λαού.
Πριν την ιστορική εμφάνιση του λαού τι ήταν;

-Διαβάζοντας Πλούταρχο «Βίοι Παράλληλοι». Ο Μέγας
Αλέξανδρος μας λέει: “Πονούντων και κινδυνευόντων τα καλά

και μεγάλα έργα.”

-Έμαθα από τον Ευριπίδη ότι: Ο χρόνος δίνει όλες τις
απαντήσεις.

-Οι αετοί και οι κάστορες είναι μονογαμικοί όπως τα
ερωτευμένα ανθρώπινα ζευγάρια. 



-Αναξίμανδρος 610 π.χ - 545 π.χ:
"Το άπειρο περιέχει το πάντα και κυριαρχεί στα πάντα".

Αν πω Θεός αντί άπειρο το κατανοώ απόλυτα.

-Η συναισθηματική εξάρτηση των ανδρών
έχει τις ρίζες της στη μητριαρχία

– Η τύχη χαμογελάει στους τολμηρούς, αλλά ερωτεύεται
τους τυχοδιώκτες.

– Η ουσία της παιδείας οφείλει να είναι το "Ἂμμες δέ γ'
ἐσσόμεσθα πολλῷ κάρρονες".

– Τα τραγούδια και οι χοροί μιας
κοινότητος προσδιορίζουν το

πολιτισμικό της επίπεδο.

– Το κορυφαίο έργο του δημιουργού είναι
η Εύα. 

– Η Αγία Σοφία είναι αλάθητη.

– Σήμερα 30 Μαΐου τιμάμε τη μνήμη της
Ζαν ντ'Αρκ. 

– Το πεπρωμένο κάθε ανθρώπου συνδιαμορ-
φώνεται με το χαρακτήρα του.

– Η φιλοσοφία δεν είναι μάθημα
είναι καλλιέργεια

–Σωκράτης: Δεν είμαι Έλληνας 
αλλά πολίτης του κόσμου



–Πλούταρχος.πέρι της Αλεξάνδρου 
τύχης και αρετής.

<<λόγος Α'.329,β,abc6>>

" Όρισε σε όλους να θεωρούν 
πατρίδα τους την οικουμένη"
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