THE YOUTH OF ANTIKYTHERA
It’s the last days of September. I lock the door of my studio in Crete and leave for Athens holding the diptych “Louigi dressed and Louigi not dressed” in my arms. Destination: the National Archaeological Museum! 

In the area surrounding the Museum, a couple is laying on the pavement. It’s two junkies in love. To laugh and to cry for...  a mess. He is holding her tight by the hand .I smile at them. They don’t give a shit.

I enter through the back door, at Tositsa street, and after crossing some corridors, offices and still more corridors, I bump into Manos. Stefanidis is preparing an exhibition entitled "Offer", presenting works by contemporary artists interspersed among the antiquities. Not in a different room – as if they were outcasts – but AMONG the exhibits. An uneven confrontation, to be honest, but a confrontation no less.

Mr. Professor doesn't say much, he just nods at a guard to take me further into the building. He is in a trance and comes and goes hastily, surely under the spell of what Koundouros accurately calls “Holy Randiness”.

The guard leads me to the room where my painting will be exhibited. Walking down more corridors and side corridors I find myself, without realizing it, in the exhibition room. I stand still, obeying the guard’s orders, while I wait for him to return.
I'm all alone. The Museum is still closed. A cold, soft light comes from above. Opposite me there are some wonderful wooden showcases with gold jewelry. The smell of bureaucracy is gone but there’s something more: a presence hovering behind and over my head, beautiful and menacing at the same time. That is awe. I raise my head slowly and cautiously to see - in all its capturing beauty - the famous… the Youth of Antikythera!  At that very moment I decide to paint him the moment the opportunity presents itself. The guard has to call at me three times in order to bring me back to his world. He is pissed off. As I see him walking hurriedly in front of me, I'm thinking of tripping him up. In my imagination, I go for it, and then I burst into laughter. He throws me a look just like a jailer would to a convict.

In just a couple of minutes the diptych is placed next to an ancient trunk. Immediately, the first group of Japanese tourists starts taking pictures. They photograph both the trunk and the painting. Together.  Dozens of photos in just a few seconds. I am very excited.

The junkies, the dark offices, the mouldy corridors, the light, the youth... especially the youth. The trunk and right next to it, Louigi, proud among so many antiquities. I am standing in a daze, proud too. 

This is how the painting “The Youth of Antikythera” was conceptualized. I painted it right after my arrival to Crete, in October 2013.
Angelos Spartalis
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Agios Nikolaos, Crete

P.S. 1   At first, the exhibition was not received in the way we had, in our naïve minds, anticipated. The curator as well as the artists became the target of all those who set themselves against anything they deem to be controversial. Moreover, shortly before the inauguration, some works - mine also – were taken down in the pretext of offending the Ancient Beauty or something along those lines. In the end, cooler heads prevailed (after a bit of a dustup, I imagine) and the works returned victorious.

P.S. 2   My brave friend Luigi vexes them because in his little body those bastards see their real self. Go for it, we will win, I love you.

Sent:

21:38:32

30/09/2013

Message delivered
MANOS STEFANID
6972994xxx

P.S.3   Our exhibition shall be over by now, but the antiquities will always be there, in peace. Visit the Archaeological Museum. Take your kids, too. And if you don’t have kids, you should! 
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