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I I Thoughts I 
From Seattle By Taso Lagos 

For Greek Immigrants, America is Always a Struggle 

We were just a little family from a 
speck of a village on the Greek island of 
Euboea. We had arrived at the airport 
in Athens to leave, but an official there 
coldly informed us there was a problem 
with our visas. When my father slipped 
him a bribe, the official - now much 
friendlier - assured us we could leave 
the next day. And so, September 8th, 
1967, we took our first airplane ride and 
headed for "Ameriki." 

When we arrived in Seattle, it was late 
Saturday. Poking my head out the win
dow like a guppy in a tank, my impres
sion was of landing on some other 
planet. Below me, a never-ending patch
work of lights, as if the night sky was 
suddenly scrunched together and laid 
out on a flat grid. So many flecks of 
light, stretching out to the horizon. 

Uncle John was waiting to pick us up. 
He had arrived in this country an 
orphan and had managed, through hard 
work and determination, to become a 
practicing dentist. Dapper and a harsh 
disciplinarian, Uncle John would come 
to symbolize the "understand-the
value-of-a-dollar" mentality of this 
country that would be air-gunned into 
my brain. So that within only a few 
months of arriving in the States, my 
brother and I already were busy selling 
newspapers after school. 

Although kids gamely and sometimes 
viciously reminded me in school of my 
ethnicity, how "different" I was; I 
already swallowed that line at home. 
We were the immigrants - we knew it, 
we felt it, we ate it with dinner at the 
kitchen table. As the "outsiders", we all 
came home, from work and school and 
feasted on how we had to maintain our 
Greek ways. We were expected to be 
different from the "Amerikani," and 
keep the drawbridge to our heritage 
closed from outside intervention. I 
could not, in short, have a normal, 
"American" upbringing. 

I wanted to join a soccer team in 
school, for instance, but that was not 
allowed. On Sundays, my brother 
Demetre and I were trotted off to 
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church; dressed as miniature adults. For 
two excrutiating hours, we rose to our 
feet, then sat, rose to our feet, then sat; 
never once really listening to the sermon 
but counting the torturous moments 
until the merciful end. Christ came to 
represent a boring, long-winded, pain
ful headache that I had to endure every 
Sunday. The only saving grace was the 
"social hour" after service, when I could 
join other kids and feel - if only for a 
few clumsy minutes - the glow of being 
with my peers. 

How different it was from the village. 
There I was free to be with other kids; to 
act and feel and thrill in my childhood. 
Life represented something other than 
just a series of planned events, but a 
wholesale expression of what it means 
to be alive and free from responsibility. 
Adulthood was something that would 
always come to us, eventually, whether 
we planned for it or not. But in Amer
ica, the equation was different - I was 
constantly being prepared for adult
hood and there was no escape from that 
preparation. Where did this mentality 
come from? 

We had left Greece to seek better edu
cation and employment and my parents 
always impressed upon me the need to 
be serious and mindful of my future. We 
didn't have the luxury of enjoying the 
fruits of our labors; we were still just 
sowing our fields. Life was a struggle. 

In a sense, we haven't stopped strug
gling still. My parents got into the res
taurant business, quite successfully in 
fact, but both Mom and Dad still work. 
They live in a suburban house, complete 
with an answering machine ( our village 
had only one phone when we left and 
although we had heard of television, I 
had never seen one until we got to the 
States). But we struggle. I suspect we 
will always struggle. 

What does all this mean to me? My 
childhood is just a video of memories 
now; I can click it on or off as I like now; 
forgetting the pain that I went through 
(getting into a fist fight at school, not 
being able to get a date, always having 

to work after school) all these images 
seem like scenes from a movie; the kid 
on the screen doesn't even look like me 
anymore. 

I keep thinking that if my parents had 
chosen a place other than Seattle, a 
place that was closer in climate and 
temperament to Greece (Southern Cali
fornia, for example), things might have 
been different. I remember with embar
rassment, now, how for the first six 
months upon arriving in Seattle, I had 
trouble with bowel movements; It 
wasn't until a friend Qf the family came 
to our house with a bar of Exlax did my 
condition improve. The cold and rain of 
the city gave me colds and a constant 
running sinus so I was never without a 
handkerchief. The drastic change in my 
diet from basically wholesome, grain
based foods to more starchy items like 
ham burgers, pancakes and sugary 
cereals in the morning changed me into 
a fat pumpkin. To this day I'm still 
struggling to rid myself of the weight. I 
don't think I'll never succeed. 

So the struggle continues. Is this true 
of all modern immigrants? Maybe. 
Whenever I find myself at the airport 
and see the internationals arrive, usu
ally with bubbling enthusiasm, I 
wonder how long the beaming smiles 
will last. 

When Uncle John took us from the 
airport to the little apartment we would 
share with him, his uncle was there to 
greet us. My father got down on his 
hands and knees and kissed the old 
man's feet. That seems kind of humiliat
ing and pathetic now, if not quaint, 
thinking about it. But to arrive in this 
country and have a chance at being 
somebody was a grand dream back 
then. You couldn't find success back in 
Greece unless you were wither politi
cally well-connected of had the cash to 
bribe people. And for my father it was 
naturally to express the joy of having a 
chance to make it in a new country by 
humbling himself at the uncle's feet. 

And so, for better or worse, we came 
to America. After twenty-three years of 

31 



FLAVORS OF GREECE 
ANew Book by Rosemary Barron 

For centuries the world has cele
brated the triumphs of Greek culture. 
Along with the philosophy of Plato, the 
Parthenon, and the Elgin Marbles, 
Rosemary Barron's new book, Flavors 
of Greece (William Morrow & Co.; 
August 22, 1991; $27.00, hardcover), 
presents yet another reason to celebrate 
Greek culture - its classic cuisine. 

Rosemary Barron's love for Greek 
food, inspired her to incorporate its 
indigenous ingredients into the more 
than 250 unique recipes in Flavors of 
Greece. "This thoroughly researched 
and thoughtfully written volume is red
olent with the unusual preparations of a 
cuisine ancient in origin but entirely 
modern in its palate of tastes," says 
Publishers Weekly. Barron has unco
vered the secrets of Greek cooking by 
immersing herself into Greek society 
and culture and has written a cookbook 
of authentic recipes including their orig
ins, the availability of the ingredients, 
and menus for traditional Greek cele
brations. Her respect for the significant 
role that food plays in Greek culture 
prompted her to open the first cooking 
school on Crete and Santorini, Kandra 
Kitchen, where Barron taught not only 
through classes, but by visiting cultural 
points of interest that put Greek cook
ing into the context of village life. 

From beginning to end, Flavors of 
Greece offers prudent advice on every 
aspect of preparing and eating Greek 
cuisine, and the history behind the fare. 
For example: 

- Amigdala (Almonds), Barron 
tracts their origin to ancient Greece as a 

struggling, the family now has time to 
realize that whatever dream we have 
been chasing in America is all in our 
heads. Being immigrants we continue to 
feel different from the rest of the popu
lation and while it doesn't matter now 
that my brother and I are adults, in 
some strange way it still makes us the 
outsiders. For all the lessons we might 
have learned as immigrants, the one 
that we can't deny is that we're Greeks 
whether we like it or not. That's the one 
struggle no amount of effort cn 
conquer. 
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religious symbol of long life and 
happiness. 

- Elie's (Olives), A basic necessity 
of life. Olive agriculture dates back to 
450 B.C. 

- Meze'thes (Appetizers), Greek 
logic found that pondering over appet
izers was a sensible beginning to every 
meal because it prepared the stomach 
for the wine and food to come. The 
Meze' table became the "fabric of Greek 
life." 

Included in Flavors of Greece are 
recipes such as Eggplant with Zucchini 
and Artichoke Hearts (Tiganita' Lak
hanika'j, Garbanzo Beans and Garlic 
Salata (Revithosala'taj, Olive Bread 
(Elipsomoj, Marinated Asparagus (spa
rangia Latholemono j, Baked Sole in 
Grape Leaves (Glosses Fournou se 
Ambelofilaj and Bay-Scented Chicken 
with Figs (Koto'poulo me Dofni ke 
Sikaj. There are also numerous breads 
and desserts like Fennel Bread (mara
thopsomoj, Cheese Mint Bread (tyrop
somo Thiosmouj, Festive Bread 
(Tsourekij, Nut Pastries in Fragrant 
Honey Syrup (Floye'resj, Yogurt Cake 
(Yiaourto'pitta Glykismaj and Phyllo 
Custard Pie (Galaktobou'rekoj. Fla
vors of Greece concludes with a chapter 
on Greek wines, appendices on pickles, 
jams, preserves and beverages, a glos
sary of Greek Terms, and Menus for 
Different Occasions. 

From October 20th - 24th, 1991, 
Rosemary Barron is the co-coordinator 
and a keynote speaker at the Foods and 
Wines of Greece; An International 
Symposium. This event will be held at 
Porto Carras, a seaside resort framed by 
olive and lemon groves, almond 
orchards, vineyards and pines on the 
Sithonia Peninsula in northeastern 
Greece. This symposium, inspired by 
Rosemary Barron and Sotiris Kitrilakis 
(owner of Peloponnese), will explore 
the best of both tradition and innova
tion in Greek food and wine, and will 
feature seminars, tastings, cooking 
demonstrations, special meals, and 
post-symposium tours. The Sympo
sium will host some of the most distin
guished speakers on food culture 

including Barbara Kafka, Nancy Jen
kins, Carole Lalli, Suzanne Hamlin, 
Claudia Roden, Patricia Wells, Paula 
Wolfert, and Geraldine Holt. 

John T. Pappas 
elected President 
of AHEPA 

Was hington- based business man 
John T. Pappas was elected last month 
Supreme President of the Order of 
AHEP A at its 69th annual Supreme 
Convention in the Bahamas. 

Also elected to the Supreme Lodge of 
AHEPA were: Supreme Vice President 
Dr. Gus Constantine, of Naperville, Illi
nois; Supreme Vice President for Can
ada Anthony Mavromaras, of Toronto; 
Supreme Secretary Franklin R. 
Manios, of Warren, Ohio; Supreme 
Treasurer Peter N. Stamas, of Boston; 
Supreme Counselor Manuel Scarmout
sos, of Memphis; and Supreme Gover
nors James Broomas, of Houston; 
George Kaffes, of Chester, Pennsylva
nia; James Kaklamanos, of Clearwater, 
Florida; Perry D. Kallis, of Detroit; 
George Paul, of Washington State; 
James A. Poll, of Manhasset, N.Y.; 
George S. Spyrs, of Anaheim, Califor
nia; and Matthew Tsangarakis, of 
Denver. Dr. Monthe N. Kofos, of Marl
boro Mass. was reelected National 
Athletic Director, and William Mak
rides, of Philadelphia, was reelected 
Chairman of the Sons of Pericles 
National Advisory Board. 

Newly elected to the AHEPA Board 
of Directors were: Andrew Karantinos, 
of Sioux City, Iowa; Lee Rallis, of 
Denver, and Angelo Petromelis, of New 
York, N.Y. 

Anna Topougis, of Akron, Ohio, was 
elected as Grand President of the 
women's auxiliary, the Daughters of 
Penelope. James T. Papadakos of Chi
cago was elected Supreme President of 
the Sons of Pericles and Pamela Spyrs, 
of Los Alamitos, California w~s elected 
Grand President of the Maids of 
Athena. 
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