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an archive of the
moments 1 did wnot

leave av archive ot
-H\g mﬂ\eﬂ'\' b o \EH‘.



Staying meant
dissolution . But wwat

femoinNed was wever s\'abi\iig.
It was a continvous $eco«m\3

of a wNothiNgNess that leaks and
qathers at owce.

‘I stayed even when
| was breaking”
60x82cm

Watercolours on paper




Stay until the end ot May. T said it like a
deadline . I stayed tke it was a promise.
Why did I stay?

Don't teave, Not yet. Not today . Why did 3
Stay? T called it pahience, but it was

Compliance. Why did 1 stay ?

Maybe if you kiss me ewnough, I caw stay
a bit lowger.



‘Silence is heavy’
88.5x71cm
Watercolours on paper



T staged wnere T Shouldn't have Stayed. I knew
it. Lalways Knew ,and 1 stayed. It was wnever
ONe ‘\'\r\ius, T+ wWas smail tniwgs. And big things.
So many nings , T almost {orgot. It was thwwgs I
fqnored.Tnsugs I explained away because i was
ashamed. I kept telling mysei¢ it's fine. That its
Nothing , thay it will pass. T+ didu't. T coud (ee|
Something WNas ott, before I covld sey it out loud.
The way things shiftea. The way I was wNot
fell\g tnhere anymore, but I stayed nside . L
Stepped sleeping. My heart was (n pein. T wovid e
there, stacing at nething, going over cverything egein
and agan . I was trying to find a way to make

it werk . To make sewnse of it. To Make it - T¢

T do tnis ditteceuty . 3¢ I dowt rceact, € I am
Calmer, |t I dow't osk,if I walt. T built whele
Nights arevnd staying. I didu't cest. T yust

kept hinkiwg hew e s\'q& witheyt bfelkll\s, qubg
T was already broken,and I wes *"3""3 o ke

Just quiet abeut it. EVC'J merning I weld decide
“ein. Te stay. Everyday. T chese it again. And

i, Like T didu't kaew. But X Kuew. That's

tre worst part, that I knew ang X Stayed



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



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



‘| almost died once’
71x50cm
Watercolours on paper

‘Do not let me drown there’
71x50cm
Watercolours on paper







‘lalmost died twice”
41x27cm
Watercolours on paper



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



Why do women Stay > We sty for that kiss. Tne comfort.
Even i we sec everyihing. Even when we read between
the les. We stey becouse we know how bed it con get,
QNd hew bad it caw get,and how Much worse it cwld
be. We Stay because leaving IS not clean. Not sate,
And Wet alweys possible . Ne Stay becase we have
been hugh\' fo howd things together ,even when we
Qre the ones breaking. We sty becavie staying ‘S
modelled, repeated, rewarded. Sometimes its called resiltence.
Be patiewt, be geod . Pew't overrecct . Dow’'t wake i+
bigger than what it Is. Stoy. Ndgust. Adyst more. and
Mere. Uatil there is wNothing there . Uatil you shank.
Stay. For the +mngs thet ™igmt Change. Maybe this

time 1t will be ditferent, Stay because 1t can't happen,
all at owce. Because it IS Small,and then tmaller and
then normal. Stey because its a resportibinty. Ti's
lm’qlta.m-{miw. Twe right tng fo de. we Sty

becavse leaving feers like a failurg . Like betrayal . Like
Something political, even wmnen its personal. We ,gqa

because the body learns how to remain ,&Ve  when

eVery thing nside t s oiking te qo. We Sty becage

le"“‘s rcqu“ a vession .f w‘e‘v‘,we hawe m+
Yet becoms.



‘A somewhat closeness’

130x100cm

Watercolours on paper



‘Withstanding”
94x63.5cm
Watercolours on paper

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



T lett and I wen't back, to where I was supposed
to 90, like it was olread_c, decided ,like fhere was
nonnere els® . T carried "y things quieﬂ&,lil&e I had
done Somethidg wroag, like & was swailer agaw. I Slepd
i o room tnat Still Keew me.But ot this version .
Everyl’hivg fe\t too clowe . The wo\l%.h souds . Tre

Waa I wos sen. I nated t. I hate necd'ms it. T hated
that s is wrere I had to go. That after everything
otter leaving . This was dhe Place that heid me . L

fet like I had gene backwerds, like I had undone
myseit ,like ail the distawe T hod built Just colopeed .
T was taken care of,and 1 Fesented it . I was sate

and did Net feel tree. I moies arond quietly, coreul
like a guest. Like a chivd . | didwd Want 10 pe citwar,

I wonted myonn Spuce,my Own air ,my own decisiony
But I hact none . I went back, becavss I W3 nowters

€\se t© g ,and X hated that 1tnis is wral \ecwif\a,
looked WKe

‘| went back to the hands
that never left me”
89.5x73cm

Watercolours on paper




‘Onnegotiating | &IT&IMT&IV &V &VI"
28.5x21cm
Watercolours on paper



and I did not stay

not in the betrayal
notinthe way it turned
not in what it made of me

[left

[left when I could no longer
pretend

when the body refused to
cooperate

when staying became impossible
tocarry

[ left

but | did not leave whole
something stayed there
[feltit

as|was leaving

like I was dragging myself out
and somethinginme

would not follow

[ left pieces behind

not objects

not memories

parts of how | moved

how | trusted

how | entered a room without
thinking

lleft my ease there

[ left a version of myself
that did not know

[left my innocence

not allat once

butin fragments

left my youth

inthe way I no longer return to
things

the same way

[left

and even now

there are parts of me

still there

still waiting
or maybe just
still



Fuct tne way ene stays.
Ve poite ways.
The reasonaoie  ways.

The ways tnat make it leek like a cheice.

Fuck tne \noaoqge ot 1%,

Resiwence. Commtment, Patiexe

Al twate werdt that make Stqyg Soad NedE, whe
\k \s wot.

Fuock “the quiet adjmiments. The swrnking, twe Ssottening,
ne makiug tnings easier.

Fuek honw I learmeg Yo de that. How natural t becamg

How I called it Strengin . Rick the Nghts spent
Ntsok’\qi"\f\g . Tae renearsals, The Cxplana tions - Twe
testifications.

Fock, the way I s&ajed,kuonms.

Fuck how Staying vas tevgnt . Slowly . Repeatealy.
Uart\ 1t fert like ine oaly optien .

Fock tne systews tnatr need it. That survive on it.
Trak teward it Fuck the idea 4nat Staying is neute
Ty V> uot - TA cests. I+ iaves . % \eaves nac s . at-
Fuck ne ways O SAaw and caus it |m'n3 .



‘lalways 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



?\ee:‘:ze.dmmthm sqa‘m, foex olt, to pesple X
Comes neyt ;3 k::"e“' for my caceer, for wnateser
N ohew it werked who te be
QT.‘M.V“\. o wt Lptet, whe o eqree with I s*.‘s“
peute 3 Steyes avalladie ., I Stayed carefu\. I
Swallewed *h‘mss. Swnall at  {ieat, Hhen net 50 3mall
T tod myserp 11y Strategic - This IS hew 1t works Tais
'S hom you mee forward Deu't ruin & Dent Say tee
Mveh den't bure 1t T Steyed ,even when I wented te
Seyit.Even winen 1t vas rqnt theae, Fuck off.
Sitting et The back of my mwth. T dida't e+ 1t
out. 3 needed tws  Or 1t theght X did. That's hew
W houds you, net By ferce,but by making ya  believe
Yoy can't afford Yo \cave, or Speak ,oc lese 1+ So
T staysd and called \t deng Bmact Sy | learned
frat fne Spaces tnt 48 eet pon yeo eut, They

wear ‘ou donn, a\Ow\y, unt | lgw\g Ceels ke q
failre



‘Not again®
142x96Cm
Watercolours on paper



T Knew the l\angeaqe J covld name it. Power Steuckne

Conditionng . T couvd eyplan W, and sl I shgd
[
\eding evergtning twat  mede me wwe I am,and NowW

all Xws bewsmes a pracess 0f decaming Seracthing

I am St\\ onc:s&nta It lakes nwech (enger thanN

what T expected Have I gone deckec %



‘ “Silence that once
reshaped me’
88x76cm

~ Watercolours on paper

“The staying that once changed me”
28.5x21cm
Watercolours on paper




What do I need to do {o sgmi? S1% S4ill? Don’d move foo
fast? Don't decide oo ‘I““"‘S? siqd in the cnair? Just
Sit?7 One wore har, One more day. One mofe week? Saqy it
again | Just one ™More week . Make it Swailer. Den't think
about  leaving. Tmink about fomorrow . Break it down, ik
™Manageable pieces Morwing. Afiecnoen . Evm;‘\a . Sleep . Repeat
Don't (sok at ¥he wwole 0 it,it becomes Impossible it
Yeou do . 6‘(&3 close o it,close enowgh , 30 it feels normal.
Reﬂrfange yeuseit . Sit ditterenily. Speak less, ask less,
Need less.Become eosiec to heep. hearn tne tone  ina
*t'mina . Tne rignt moment to Say mothing, Siqdm pace,
Cven wren ine body Shilis, even  rihen  Sometnung pulls -
Stay, hoid it,deway ine evening . Postpone it , move it further
Qroy - Next Week, next wonth . Later. Just one wore
veek. Wnat does 1+ mean to Stay? Tt means not Ianu‘ma
It means continding .\t teare  choesing. Agen ard egain and
again. Even wnen it doesn't feel ke a chorce . Tt
means  sitting In i¥. Oatil it becawes fawiliar, yatil it

becormes Yoo

“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 | didn't want to
not because | didn't know

I could not go

because | needed to live
pbecause things cost
because time is not mine

because leaving is expensive
because survival has a structure

andlaminside it

[ told myself it's temporary
just a little longer
justuntil I have enough
justuntil things stabilise
but it never stabilised

it just continued

| stayed because I had to
and thenllearned

how to call that choice

| called it commitment

| called it discipline

| called it being responsible
but underneath it

I could not go

because capitalism
soIsat, inall those chairs,
that almost killed me.

‘| stayed because | had to”
28.5x21cm
Watercolours on paper



T Knew the \Gﬁgll‘. . & could name it. Powe'.&fodtﬂ&.
Conditionny . T covvd eyplain %, and stil I shged,
\saing every trung tnat made me whe I am,and pNow

all Tws beomes a precess 0of becoming Semething

T am SHI\ precessing . T+ lates nweh (onger thaW

what T expected. Have I gone deckec .



I was told | was lying
for saying why | left

as if leaving needed permission

as if my reasons
had to be agreed on
to bereal

| said what happened

I said how it felt

| said what it did to me
and it was turned

into exaggeration

into confusion

into something I made up

[ was told

it wasn't like that
that I misunderstood
that | was too much
that | was wrong

| started to question it
not what happened

but whether | was allowed
tosay it

whether | 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 | know

I know what it was
even if no one agrees
evenifitis denied
evenifitisreduced

lleft
and thatis enough



“Stages of Staying I *Stages of Staying II"
30x47cm 46x28cm
Watercolours on paper Watercolours on paper

“Stages of Staying lI" ‘Stages of Staying IV
32x43cm 31x40cm
Watercolours on paper Watercolours on paper



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



T temember reading that line : "' pastel de natos,
Qhe\, are delicious like qou®. I1 mode something 1
™me Pml back. Like o discomlert, like A secing howt

everything  Con be reduced to laste ,sometmng

Consumable. But I didnt leove . T stayed ,pretending
0, of’ools\ng

it was netny, assembling jue xiche
Surprise parties, (ollom'nj wnsteuctions .

s i ‘B =s 4
‘Pastel de Natas: they are delicious “‘Organising parties and homes”
like you’ 34x47cm

28.5x21cm Watercolours on paper

Watercolours on paper

1 fowsed On making tne space Work, putting twngs n order,
sefhing 11 vp @S it 1 id become a home.

T moved thragn it all 8s it it Were nocmal, bt

it wasn't. \s | home 1snt cometimes a piace

nhere you learn  de igrore what bfeoks qou. I
bld myseit it was notning. That I was overthinking
And somewhere there, I Stayed.



“Surgically fixing me”
29x46cm
Watercolours on paper

“‘Untill was reduced to nothing”
28.5x21cm
Watercolours on paper




“Before I could say it” “Washed away”
28.5x21cm 43.5x26.5cm
Watercolours on paper Watercolours on paper

“In stages of delirium’ “When no identity is left of me’
28.5x21cm 28.5x21cm
Watercolours on paper Watercolours on paper



I didn't leave for the sake of leaving
[left

because things started to feel wrong
notinaway | 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 Iwas placing them there
carefully

S0 nothing would break

I could feel it

in small moments

in how | moved

in how | stayed quiet

inhow | adjusted before anything happened
I didn't leave because | wanted to
[ left because | couldn’t stay

in that feeling

[ left because my body

stopped cooperating

because it knew

before | said it

before | allowed it

[left

not cleanly

but because staying

started to feel

like something | was doing
against myself

‘h\e delitivm of 51°3m3



Delirium & N&M &IV &V &I
28.5x21cm
Watercolours on paper



“‘Stillness I’
4L4x25Ccm
Watercolours on paper

‘Stillness II”
32x43cm
Watercolours on paper




tellme

how many times

were you divided

between leaving and staying
notone 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

thisis the last time

andremain

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



There is a body here, meiting into noISe . A
Movth inot Swalons words il didn't osk to
heor . Somerhwng gets stuck 1N wy throat.
Tt Qeels heaw, and S0V ,and et hmed it
retuses Yo move . The &K forgets 1+
borders, the pain siips o p'nk, ond the
air hums wiih something vnironsiatable. 1;3
pawnted ine moment after languos b::g y

When The body SpeoksS wstead , dremd .

refusiny o

pe resSonable .

h“' - G“ Ve.

*Just dont tell me shit like
this anymore: Study”
28.5x21cm

Watercolours on paper




lamglad | left

from the things
| could leave

even ifit didn't feel like a choice
even ifit didn't feel free

| left where | could
not everything
not fully

not without cost

but enough

enough to move

evenif somethinginme
stayed behind

even if | carried it with me

lamglad | left

evenif it came from pressure
from exhaustion

from reaching a point

where | couldn't continue

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

butlleft

and that matters
evenif lwas not free
evenif | am still not

[left
where | could



‘Just dont tell me shit like that anymore’
100x80cm
Oilon canvas



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



"APenn(n)y’s (among others) Fool”
170x130cm
Qilon canvas



This is a theatre of signs; almost like a performance. Like the ones | 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, B 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. Thereisno
single reading. There is no one to trust: only layers and hidden truths.

Thisis not a confession by any means. It is not a joke, not a map. Itis 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; itis required. You, too, must become the fool
to enter, and in case you find yourself feeling offended, | owe no apology.



‘An Autobiography”
120x80cm
Qilon canvas



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

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

Then | 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 nextin
line. And | played along. I auditioned too.

Cringe. for every nod, every
laugh, every excuse for what |
knew was wrong. Cringe at the
traps, the ego, the artificial
intimacy dressed up in colour
and the game of fools. The pit |
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.

Iremember 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.

“The Pit”
120x80cm
Oilon canvas



“This was a homewrecker”
120x80cm
Oil on canvas



1':‘:“:::“ ::feumd to the limes that mil
. n I wil hate 1o leave
“.0* becae I wani 1o , not becavse 1t
IS easy ,buot  becavse I wl recognise
1} earller. T will know, ine moment i}
Starls 10 feel ot ,*he moment something
Shgts. I won'd welt as leng I woo't

sAcetech it . T wont caery 1t past where
" endd . T went to leave whea 3 liret

feel it.Not atter Not when 1t s olready
leo much. I 100k forward Ys trat - Not

Ihe leaving per S8 1 but ine Kknowing ard
trosting and moving . Even il 1ts ward,
cven i Vb costs eren  whnen T feer I camt.
T wont Yo leove, when it beg'ns , not

when 1% 'S a\veaJJ over.



Vasileia Anaxagorou

Vasileia Anaxagorou is a Cypriot artist working across
painting, installation, and performance. Her practice begins
from personal experiences, fragments of memory, the body,
and everyday encounters, which she approaches as unstable
and continually shifting rather than fixed narratives.

Her work often unfolds through repetition, layering, and
improvisation, allowing images and gestures to emerge
gradually. She is interested in what lingers: traces of
emotion, partial recollections, and the tensions between
presence and absence. While rooted in personal experience,
her practice opens onto broader questions of place and
history, particularly within the context of Cyprus.

She has presented her work in a number of solo exhibitions
in Cyprus, including Dreamscapes of Innocence (2023),
Grieving at the Time of the Pandemic (2022), The
Carnivalesque as a Social Commentary (2021), and
Multifaceted Visage (2019), as well as in group exhibitions
across Cyprus and internationally, including London, Athens,
New York, and Lisbon. Her work also extends into
performance, including collaborations with artists such as
Arianna Economou and Lia Haraki.

Anaxagorou holds an MFA in Fine Art with Distinction from
the University of Oxford, a BFA in Fine Art from the School of
Visual Arts in New York, where she graduated with the
highest grade of her cohort, an MA in History from
Goldsmiths College, and a BA in Politics from the University
of Nottingham. She is currently completing a PhD in the
Gender Studies Program at the University of Cyprus,
focusing on performance art and the practices of Lia Haraki
and Arianna Economou. Alongside her artistic practice, she
works as an art educator at The English School, Nicosia, and
has previously taught as a lecturer at the European
University Cyprus and Minjiang University (IDEC College) in
China. She has published academic articles and book
chapters, and has presented her research at international
conferences.
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The Lefkosia Art Show, Alpha C.K. Art Gallery, Nicosia
(2019-2020)

Endangered Bodies, University of Lisbon (2018)
Contemporary Artists’ Books I, Manifactura Gallery,
Athens (2018)

Biennale Larnaca, Pierides Museum, Larnaca (2018)
Exhibitions at SVA Galleries and project spaces, New
York (2017-2018)

Three-Fold, Camden Image Gallery, London (2017)
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