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“It glows and it rots.
That contradiction—
that's what I'm
chasing.”



In a time where beauty risks becoming
algorithmic residue and intimacy  dissolves into
feedable performance, this conversation resists.
What follows is not an interview-it is a shared
language of contradiction, confession, seduction,

and critique. Painter Stella Kapezanou and artist-
Dionisis Christofilogiannis speak in a register that
shifts between philosophy and flirtation, myth and
surface, paint and pixels.

Emerald & Ash is a document of that exchange-

both radiant and raw. It begins with color, but it moves
into deeper terrain: the violence of beauty, the eroticism
of defiance, and the fractured lens through which
art is seen in the digital age. Their dialogue weaves art
history with Instagram, Manet with glitch, glamour with
grief. Itis, like the best kind of painting, both theatrical
and true. This zine doesn't seek resolution. Like Stella's
work, it wants to leave a mark-a poison kiss, a whisper of
fire, a green flash before the burn.



Stella Kapezanou: It's not an obsession, it's
a possession.

Green took over. It started as a whisper in
the palette, and

suddenly everything had to be green. But not
soft green.

Emerald-precise, controlled, dangerous. It's
the color of

envy and money and healing and poison all
at once. It

doesn't behave. It glows and it rots.
That contradiction-

that's what I'm chasing.

Dionisis: It's seductive. But also suspicious. That tension
runs through all the works.



Stella: That's the whole point. | use beauty
as bait. | want

the painting to seduce you-color,
composition, surface-but

then keep you uneasy. There's always a
glitch. Something

that resists the pleasure. | love that moment
when a viewer

doesn't know if they should trust what
they're feeling. The

works are glossy and lush, but something's
always slightly

off. I don't want resolution. | want desire
mixed with

discomfort.

Stella: Let me throw it back-do you think our generation is
even allowed to do beauty anymore? Or has Instagram burned
that out?

Dionisis: Depends how you do it. | think we've reclaimed it-
but you're right, there's trauma there. We've been so
conditioned to aestheticize everything for the feed, it's

hard to separate beauty from performance. But your paintings
go somewhere else. They reference that aesthetic economy,
but then sabotage it.



Stella: Manet is huge for me. That cold intimacy. Those
staged moments that feel at once theatrical and brutally
real. His Olympia doesn't seduce the viewer-she
confronts

them. My women do that too. They're hyper-aware of
being

watched, but they're not interested in performing



obedience.

It's a performance of control. There's humor, there's
defiance, but there's always a fracture underneath. Like a
beautiful mask that's about to crack.



And his black-don't even get me started. I'm
melting with

the way he uses black. It's not just shadow
or negative

space-it's presence. His blacks carry
weight, elegance,

violence. They anchor the composition and
destabilize it at

the same time. That's alchemy.

Stella: | want each painting to feel like a
dream you almost

remember. Like a party you left too early, or
a secret

you're not sure you were meant to hear.
There's aloneliness

under the glamour. A kind of exquisite
isolation.



Dionisis: The work feels super intertextual-fashion,
cinema,

mythology, Instagram, art history... How do you even
begin a

painting?

Stella: It usually starts with a fragment-an image I've
hoarded, a pose that unsettles me, a mood | can't shake off.
| build from there, almost like staging a myth that's been
half-forgotten. I'm drawn to symbols that carry emotional
static-mirrors, velvet sofas, tilted glasses, clawed hands,
strange animals. They're never just props-they're codes. But
| don't tie things up neatly. | want the painting to stay
open-simmering, seductive, a little unreadable. Something

you can't quite explain, but also can't forget.

Dionisis: You once said that nothing exists outside of
context anymore. Do you still believe that?



Stella: More than ever. Every image is already coded
before

it reaches you. Especially now-with algorithms,
hashtags, Al

filters. We've lost the idea of the "neutral” image.
That's

why painting is powerful. It slows things down. It
resists

context by holding tension within itself. It doesn't offer
a

caption. It invites projection.

Stella: Let me ask you-do you feel haunted by the
pressure
to explain your work? Or do you enjoy the misreadings?

Dionisis: | used to resist them, but now | think misreadings
are the most honest part of the encounter. The viewer brings
their baggage, their algorithms, their projections. | just

build the world. What they do inside it isn't mine to

control.



Stella: Exactly. That's the intimacy of painting. It doesn't
demand to be "understood.” It wants to be felt, misread,
remembered wrong.

Dionisis: Alright, last one-what's next?

Stella: Dragons. I'm working on a solo show at
the Municipal

Gallery of Athens. Finally a space that can
handle my scale,

physically and emotionally. It's going to be wild.
Dragons,

ravens, black cats, snakes, tigers... and my
women, of

course. This one's about raw power. Myth,
Instinct,

sovereignty, desire. It's a show about burning
things down

and rebuilding from ash. There's humor, but it
bites. Think

spellbook meets fever dream. It's not a quiet
show-it

growls.



Stella: And Dionisis-don't think you're getting out of it. |
expect you there when the dragons land. And | expect your
most brutally honest take.

Dionisis: I'll be there. Front row, notebook closed. Just

watching the dragons burn it all down.



