




“I stayed even when 
I was breaking” 
60x82cm 
Watercolours on paper





“Silence is heavy” 
88.5x71cm
Watercolours on paper





“There was always a third person”
132x75cm
Watercolours on paper



“The world is upside down” 
28.5x21cm 
Watercolours on paper



“I almost died once” 
71x50cm
Watercolours on paper

“Do not let me drown there”
71x50cm

Watercolours on paper





“I almost died twice”
41x27cm 
Watercolours on paper



“We stay for the kiss”
94x63.5cm
Watercolours on paper





“A somewhat closeness” 
130x100cm 
Watercolours on paper



“Withstanding” 
94x63.5cm
Watercolours on paper

“Have you gone darker?” 
 93x70cm
Watercolours on paper



“I went back to the hands
that never left me” 
89.5x73cm
Watercolours on paper



“On negotiating I & II & III & IV & V & VI” 
28.5x21cm
Watercolours on paper



and I did not stay
not in the betrayal
not in the way it turned
not in what it made of me

I left
I left when I could no longer 
pretend
when the body refused to 
cooperate
when staying became impossible 
to carry

I left
but I did not leave whole
something stayed there
I felt it

as I was leaving
like I was dragging myself out
and something in me
would not follow
I left pieces behind
not objects
not memories

parts of how I moved
how I trusted
how I entered a room without 
thinking

I left my ease there
I left a version of myself
that did not know
I left my innocence
not all at once
but in fragments

left my youth
in the way I no longer return to 
things
the same way
I left
and even now
there are parts of me

still there
still waiting
or maybe just
still





“I always fuck it up” 
65x50cm
Watercolours on paper



“The body learns first how to carry” 
71x50cm
Watercolours on paper



“the face of what”
28.5x21cm,
Watercolours on paper





“Not again” 
142x96cm
Watercolours on paper





left my youth
in the way I no longer return to 
things
the same way
I left
and even now
there are parts of me

still there
still waiting
or maybe just
still

“Silence that once 
reshaped me”
88x76cm
Watercolours on paper

“The staying that once changed me”
28.5x21cm

Watercolours on paper



“Notes on Prolonging:
The Chair” 

46x48cm
Watercolours on paper



“A Soft Place to Remain” 
28.5x21cm 

Watercolours on paper



“Drift as a form of staying” 
46x48cm 
Watercolours on paper



I could not go
not because I didn’t want to
not because I didn’t know

I could not go
because I needed to live
because things cost
because time is not mine
because leaving is expensive
because survival has a structure
and I am inside it

I told myself it’s temporary
just a little longer
just until I have enough
just until things stabilise
but it never stabilised
it just continued

I stayed because I had to
and then I learned
how to call that choice
I called it commitment
I called it discipline
I called it being responsible
but underneath it

I could not go
because capitalism
so I sat, in all those chairs,
that almost killed me.

“I stayed because I had to” 
28.5x21cm 

Watercolours on paper





I was told I was lying
for saying why I left
as if leaving needed permission
as if my reasons
had to be agreed on
to be real

I said what happened
I said how it felt
I said what it did to me
and it was turned
into exaggeration
into confusion
into something I made up

I was told
it wasn’t like that
that I misunderstood
that I was too much
that I was wrong

I started to question it
not what happened
but whether I was allowed
to say it
whether I was allowed
to leave because of it
that’s how it works
not just making you stay
but making you doubt
why you left

making you explain it
again
and again

until you get tired
until you soften it
until you almost believe
it wasn’t enough
but I know

I know what it was
even if no one agrees
even if it is denied
even if it is reduced

I left
and that is enough



“Stages of Staying I” 
30x47cm 
Watercolours on paper

“Stages of Staying II” 
46x28cm 
Watercolours on paper

“Stages of Staying III” 
32x43cm 
Watercolours on paper

“Stages of Staying IV” 
31x40cm
Watercolours on paper



“You Stay / I stay”  
31x65m 
Watercolours on paper



“Organising parties and homes”  
34x47cm 
Watercolours on paper

“Pastel de Natas: they are delicious
like you”  
28.5x21cm 
Watercolours on paper



“Surgically fixing me”  
29x46cm 

Watercolours on paper

“Until I was reduced to nothing”  
28.5x21cm 
Watercolours on paper



“Before I could say it”  
28.5x21cm 
Watercolours on paper

“Washed away”  
43.5x26.5cm 
Watercolours on paper

“In stages of delirium”  
28.5x21cm 
Watercolours on paper

“When no identity is left of me”  
28.5x21cm 
Watercolours on paper



I didn’t leave for the sake of leaving
I left
because things started to feel wrong
not in a way I could explain
in the body
kissing felt bad
not dramatic
just off
like something closing
instead of opening
agreeing felt wrong
the words would come out
but not from me
like I was placing them there
carefully
so nothing would break
I could feel it
in small moments
in how I moved
in how I stayed quiet
in how I adjusted before anything happened
I didn’t leave because I wanted to
I left because I couldn’t stay
in that feeling
I left because my body
stopped cooperating
because it knew
before I said it
before I allowed it
I left
not cleanly
but because staying
started to feel
like something I was doing
against myself



“Delirium I & II & III & IV & V & VI”  
28.5x21cm 
Watercolours on paper



I was told I was lying
for saying why I left
as if leaving needed permission
as if my reasons
had to be agreed on
to be real

I said what happened
I said how it felt
I said what it did to me
and it was turned
into exaggeration
into confusion
into something I made up

I was told
it wasn’t like that
that I misunderstood
that I was too much
that I was wrong

I started to question it
not what happened
but whether I was allowed
to say it
whether I was allowed
to leave because of it
that’s how it works
not just making you stay
but making you doubt
why you left

making you explain it
again
and again

“Stillness I”  
44x25cm 
Watercolours on paper

“Stillness II”  
32x43cm 

Watercolours on paper



tell me
how many times
were you divided
between leaving and staying

not one or the other

but both
at the same time

one part already gone

the other
still there

how many times
did you rehearse leaving

while staying

how many times
did you say
this is the last time

and remain

how many times
did your body move forward

while something in you
held back

how many times
were you split

not cleanly
not visibly
but quietly

inside

how many times
did you begin to leave

and stop

how many times
did you stay

already gone

how many times
did you live

in between

not here
not gone
just divided

I can’t count them

they repeat
they blur
they become

the same moment

“Between Staying and Leaving”  
34x45cm 
Watercolours on paper



“Just dont tell me shit like
this anymore: Study”  

28.5x21cm 
Watercolours on paper



I am glad I left

from the things
I could leave

even if it didn’t feel like a choice

even if it didn’t feel free

I left where I could
not everything
not fully
not without cost

but enough
enough to move
even if something in me
stayed behind
even if I carried it with me

I am glad I left
even if it came from pressure
from exhaustion
from reaching a point
where I couldn’t continue

I don’t know if it was choice
or something breaking
or something refusing

but I left
and that matters
even if I was not free
even if I am still not

I left
where I could



“Just dont tell me shit like that anymore”
100x80cm
Oil on canvas



“All those seemingly nice girls”
100x80cm
Oil on canvas



“A Penn(n)y’s (among others) Fool”
170x130cm
Oil on canvas



This is a theatre of signs; almost like a performance. Like the ones I put up with 
for some time now. An uproar of shapes, fragments, and riddles, where the fool 
wanders or sleeps around caught between irony and (a few minutes) desire. 

Is penny a name, a currency or a shadow that lingers? Maybe she is a person. 
Maybe she is (someone’s) measure of worth. Perhaps she is both.

The fool - somewhat tall, bright-eyed, broken-limbed - does not speak painly. 
The fool speaks dirty. He spills instead. Carrying a dark baggage where its 
symbols erupt, refusing to settle. A cherry, a foot, a number, a scream. The text 
glitches: WHAT, FFS, H, S, N, Z, P, J, F. All letters bring a grammar of confusion, of 
survival of play. 

The symbols must give rise to thought. But not the clean kind. This is a thinking 
tangled in memory, trauma and a child-like attempt at colour. 

The meaning here is not stable; it stutters, collapses, and reforms. There is no 
single reading. There is no one to trust: only layers and hidden truths. 

This is not a confession by any means. It is not a joke, not a map. It is a protest 
dressed as a children’s game. A narrative that must and shall be reclaimed - 
written in the alphabet of fools. 

Interpretation isn’t just welcome; it is required. You, too, must become the fool 
to enter, and in case you find yourself feeling offended, I owe no apology.



“An Autobiography”
120x80cm
Oil on canvas



tell me
how many times
were you divided
between leaving and staying

not one or the other

but both
at the same time

one part already gone

the other
still there

how many times
did you rehearse leaving

while staying

how many times
did you say
this is the last time

and remain

how many times
did your body move forward

while something in you
held back

how many times
were you split

not cleanly
not visibly
but quietly

inside

how many times
did you begin to leave

and stop

“The Pit”
120x80cm

Oil on canvas

I was pulled in like I was nothing, just a moment, a joke, a mess of contradictions. 
Maybe it was curiosity. Maybe something I mistook for connection. There was noise 
everywhere. Too much noise, too much darkness. Theatrical, almost rehearsed. The 
whole scene set before I arrived.

I saw old age. Rust. And I took on more complications than I could name. Too old for 
the references, too rehearsed in a charm that passed for sincerity. Too comfortable 
in that pit that pretended to be fun. I didn’t question it. not at first. I wanted the 
absurdity to mean something, the nonsense to have depth.

Then I noticed the shifts, phones and body parts kept just out of view, laughter a 
second too late, words once mine recycled for someone else. The messages weren’t 
hidden, just carelessly threaded through the background for whoever was next in 
line. And I played along. I auditioned too.

Cringe. for every nod, every 
laugh, every excuse for what I 
knew was wrong. Cringe at the 
traps, the ego, the artificial 
intimacy dressed up in colour 
and the game of fools. The pit I 
liked most was never a 
playground. It was a place 
where performing care was 
easier than giving it.

I don’t remember leaving. One 
day I was simply out. But I still 
remember the mask, the ugly 
noses, the darkness in the 
eyes, the kite surfing, the 
curators, the shop-owners, 
the corporate managers, the 
students, the cheapness, the 
illusion of spontaneity. The 
unspoken rule: don’t try to 
make sense of it.

I remember the fool. Not the 
one who played the game, but 
the one who agreed to play. 
And I began to forgive her. 
That day, I left the pit.



“This was a homewrecker”
120x80cm
Oil on canvas





V a s i l e i a  A n a x a g o r o u

V a s i l e i a  A n a x a g o r o u  i s  a  C y p r i o t  a r t i s t  w o r k i n g  a c r o s s  
p a i n t i n g ,  i n s t a l l a t i o n ,  a n d  p e r f o r m a n c e .  H e r  p r a c t i c e  b e g i n s  
f r o m  p e r s o n a l  e x p e r i e n c e s ,  f r a g m e n t s  o f  m e m o r y ,  t h e  b o d y ,  
a n d  e v e r y d a y  e n c o u n t e r s ,  w h i c h  s h e  a p p r o a c h e s  a s  u n s t a b l e  
a n d  c o n t i n u a l l y  s h i f t i n g  r a t h e r  t h a n  fi x e d  n a r r a t i v e s .

H e r  w o r k  o f t e n  u n f o l d s  t h r o u g h  r e p e t i t i o n ,  l a y e r i n g ,  a n d  
i m p r o v i s a t i o n ,  a l l o w i n g  i m a g e s  a n d  g e s t u r e s  t o  e m e r g e  
g r a d u a l l y .  S h e  i s  i n t e r e s t e d  i n  w h a t  l i n g e r s :  t r a c e s  o f  
e m o t i o n ,  p a r t i a l  r e c o l l e c t i o n s ,  a n d  t h e  t e n s i o n s  b e t w e e n  
p r e s e n c e  a n d  a b s e n c e .  W h i l e  r o o t e d  i n  p e r s o n a l  e x p e r i e n c e ,  
h e r  p r a c t i c e  o p e n s  o n t o  b r o a d e r  q u e s t i o n s  o f  p l a c e  a n d  
h i s t o r y ,  p a r t i c u l a r l y  w i t h i n  t h e  c o n t e x t  o f  C y p r u s .

S h e  h a s  p r e s e n t e d  h e r  w o r k  i n  a  n u m b e r  o f  s o l o  e x h i b i t i o n s  
i n  C y p r u s ,  i n c l u d i n g  D r e a m s c a p e s  o f  I n n o c e n c e  ( 2 0 2 3 ) ,  
G r i e v i n g  a t  t h e  T i m e  o f  t h e  P a n d e m i c  ( 2 0 2 2 ) ,  T h e  
C a r n i v a l e s q u e  a s  a  S o c i a l  C o m m e n t a r y  ( 2 0 2 1 ) ,  a n d  
M u l t i f a c e t e d  V i s a g e  ( 2 0 1 9 ) ,  a s  w e l l  a s  i n  g r o u p  e x h i b i t i o n s  
a c r o s s  C y p r u s  a n d  i n t e r n a t i o n a l l y ,  i n c l u d i n g  L o n d o n ,  A t h e n s ,  
N e w  Y o r k ,  a n d  L i s b o n .  H e r  w o r k  a l s o  e x t e n d s  i n t o  
p e r f o r m a n c e ,  i n c l u d i n g  c o l l a b o r a t i o n s  w i t h  a r t i s t s  s u c h  a s  
A r i a n n a  E c o n o m o u  a n d  L i a  H a r a k i .

A n a x a g o r o u  h o l d s  a n  M F A  i n  F i n e  A r t  w i t h  D i s t i n c t i o n  f r o m  
t h e  U n i v e r s i t y  o f  O x f o r d ,  a  B F A  i n  F i n e  A r t  f r o m  t h e  S c h o o l  o f  
V i s u a l  A r t s  i n  N e w  Y o r k ,  w h e r e  s h e  g r a d u a t e d  w i t h  t h e  
h i g h e s t  g r a d e  o f  h e r  c o h o r t ,  a n  M A  i n  H i s t o r y  f r o m  
G o l d s m i t h s  C o l l e g e ,  a n d  a  B A  i n  P o l i t i c s  f r o m  t h e  U n i v e r s i t y  
o f  N o tt i n g h a m .  S h e  i s  c u r r e n t l y  c o m p l e t i n g  a  P h D  i n  t h e  
G e n d e r  S t u d i e s  P r o g r a m  a t  t h e  U n i v e r s i t y  o f  C y p r u s ,  
f o c u s i n g  o n  p e r f o r m a n c e  a r t  a n d  t h e  p r a c t i c e s  o f  L i a  H a r a k i  
a n d  A r i a n n a  E c o n o m o u .  A l o n g s i d e  h e r  a r t i s t i c  p r a c t i c e ,  s h e  
w o r k s  a s  a n  a r t  e d u c a t o r  a t  T h e  E n g l i s h  S c h o o l ,  N i c o s i a ,  a n d  
h a s  p r e v i o u s l y  t a u g h t  a s  a  l e c t u r e r  a t  t h e  E u r o p e a n  
U n i v e r s i t y  C y p r u s  a n d  M i n j i a n g  U n i v e r s i t y  ( I D E C  C o l l e g e )  i n  
C h i n a .  S h e  h a s  p u b l i s h e d  a c a d e m i c  a r t i c l e s  a n d  b o o k  
c h a p t e r s ,  a n d  h a s  p r e s e n t e d  h e r  r e s e a r c h  a t  i n t e r n a t i o n a l  
c o n f e r e n c e s .



S o l o  E x h i b i t i o n s

•  D r e a m s c a p e s  o f  I n n o c e n c e ,  S t a n d  i n  L i n e  G a l l e r y ,    
 N i c o s i a  ( 2 0 2 3 )  
•  G r i e v i n g  a t  t h e  T i m e  o f  t h e  P a n d e m i c ,  G a r a g e  A r t    
 S p a c e ,  N i c o s i a  ( 2 0 2 2 )  
•  T h e  C a r n i v a l e s q u e  a s  a  S o c i a l  C o m m e n t a r y ,  T h e  O    
 G a l l e r y ,  L a r n a c a  ( 2 0 2 1 )  
•  M u l t i f a c e t e d  V i s a g e ,  A l p h a  C . K .  A r t  G a l l e r y ,  N i c o s i a   
 ( 2 0 1 9 )  
 

S e l e c t e d  G r o u p  E x h i b i t i o n s

•  T o n e n e s ,  L e v e n t i s  M u s e u m ,  N i c o s i a  ( 2 0 2 5 )  
•  S o p h i a  w i t h  L o v e ,  L e v e n t i s  M u s e u m ,  N i c o s i a  ( 2 0 2 4 )  
•  E x p l o r i n g  t h e  C y p r i o t  T o p o g r a p h y ,  L a r n a c a  M u n i c i p a l   
 G a l l e r y  ( 2 0 2 4 )  
•  P u r i t y ,  t a . s . c  G a l l e r y ,  L e f k a r a  ( 2 0 2 4 )  
•  F r o m  L i g h t  t o  D a r k :  M .  K a s h i a l o s ,  C o s t a s  A r g y r o u    
 M u s e u m ,  L a r n a c a  ( 2 0 2 4 )  
•  R e a l i t y  C h e c k ,  S t a n d  i n  L i n e  G a l l e r y ,  N i c o s i a  ( 2 0 2 1 )  
•  W o m e n  i n  t h e  A r t s ,  A r t e V i s i o n e  G a l l e r y ,  A t h e n s  ( 2 0 2 1 )  
•  S u m m e r  E x h i b i t i o n ,  T h e  O  G a l l e r y ,  L a r n a c a  ( 2 0 2 1 )  
•  A  W o m a n  A l o n e ,  P i e r i d e s  M u s e u m ,  L a r n a c a  ( 2 0 2 0 )  
•  R e d  C r o s s  L i f e ,  L e v e n t i s  A r t  M u s e u m ,  N i c o s i a  ( 2 0 2 0 )  
•  T h e  L e f k o s i a  A r t  S h o w ,  A l p h a  C . K .  A r t  G a l l e r y ,  N i c o s i a   
 ( 2 0 1 9 – 2 0 2 0 )  
•  E n d a n g e r e d  B o d i e s ,  U n i v e r s i t y  o f  L i s b o n  ( 2 0 1 8 )  
•  C o n t e m p o r a r y  A r t i s t s ’  B o o k s  I I ,  M a n i f a c t u r a  G a l l e r y ,   
 A t h e n s  ( 2 0 1 8 )  
•  B i e n n a l e  L a r n a c a ,  P i e r i d e s  M u s e u m ,  L a r n a c a  ( 2 0 1 8 )  
•  E x h i b i t i o n s  a t  S V A  G a l l e r i e s  a n d  p r o j e c t  s p a c e s ,  N e w   
 Y o r k  ( 2 0 1 7 – 2 0 1 8 )  
•  T h r e e - F o l d ,  C a m d e n  I m a g e  G a l l e r y ,  L o n d o n  ( 2 0 1 7 )  
•  F r a g i l e  L a n d ,  K y p r i a k i  G o n i a  G a l l e r y ,  L a r n a c a  ( 2 0 1 6 )


