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EDITORIAL 

THE MEMBERS OF PARNASSOS and particularly the Staff of The Charioteer 
regret to announce that Mr. Kimon Friar is no longer our editor. His 
insight and leadership gave the magazine an excellence that has attracted 
readers from many parts of the world, and the present Staff, most of whom 
worked under his guidance, are dedicated to the endeavor of maintaining 
the standards he established. The aims and purposes of The Charioteer 
continue to be the same as those that first prompted the society to publish 
the magazine and that Mr. Friar defined in his first editorial. 

The literature and the art in previous issues illustrated primarily work 
being done in Greece now, today. Their substance and texture and the 
attitudes they embody reveal something of the fme fusion between the 
simple and the complex, the transparent and the opaque, the familiar and 
the strange, that characterizes a culture whose past is ancient and rich. We 
may say that probably we can never be too much aware of that past, even 
while we admit that its brilliance has caused students and the public at large 
to neglect Greek arts and letters of more recent times. The chief task of 
The Charioteer is to make up for some of that neglect. 

The previous issues show that the task is happily not a matter of mere 
lip-service to works of passing value, whose only claim to recognition is 
that they have hitherto been unknown in the English-speaking world. 
Rather, as Mr. Friar stressed with his first editorial, there is in Greece today 
"a sprouting Renaissance" very much worth study for its own sake. Many 
more than three issues of The Charioteer will be required to exhaust our 
interest in the current rebirth of Greek culture, for it springs from sources 
that can never be fully analyzed or explained or even counted. 

Like the other issues, this number of The Charioteer tries to illustrate 
the depth and range of that rebirth by presenting an anthology from the 
works of a contemporary writer and of a contemporary artist. The chapters 
from two novels-one historical, the other psychological-and the scene 
from a Byzantine drama suggest that Anghelos Terzilis is a highly :versa
tile talent. With the swift ease of a Walter Scott, he can make himself at 
home in a period of history far removed from his own. Yet, with slow, 
almost psychoanalytic care he probes the inner life of a modem, non
heroic, no-name hero. The versatility of Spyros Vassiliou is even more 
marked. A discerning critic pointed out that each of the paintings for this 
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issue seem to be the work of a different person. Our Art Editor, who is 
familiar with all Vassiliou' s works, hastened to affirm that each of these 
paintings represents a vital aspect of the artist's nature. 

The main purpose of this fourth issue is to give homage to some of 
the more recent literary ancestors who helped to make possible the current 
rebirth of Greek literature. The anthology of short stories from the last 
half-century will answer a question that many of us have wondered about 
as we read the contemporary writing in the first three numbers. The ques
tion is rather personal as much as it is literary and rises from the natural, 
sometimes vulgar, curiosity that people tend to have about each other; 
such curiosity, akin to the museum-making instinct, causes one era of 
human experience to be interesting to another. When Joseph Conrad, for 
instance, was with the Saint-Antoine gun-running along the Gulf of Mexico 
and gathering valuable impressions for Nostromo; when Henry James went 
for a walk with George Du Maurier-"in the mild March twilight (there 
was a blessed sense of spring in the air), through the empty streets of 
Porchester Terrace" -and listened to Du Maurier's dazzling improvisa
tions for Trilby; when Marcel Proust was imprisoning himself in his sound
proof study on the Boulevard Haussmann, what was the mind given to 
putting words on paper thinking in that far corner of the western world 
called Greece? What kind of stories were getting themselves written in 
that young-old land? 

The answer is: the kind that always has been written there. Slight as 
they may seem, however much they may require that the worldly reader 
suspend his sophistication, the short stories in this issue treat material that 
is as old and as young as the land itself and they reveal some of the charac
teristics of the Greek mind, early or late. Vikelas' Myrt6s who falls in the 
battle for Crete is like a pale shadow of one of those many minor, almost 
anonymous young heroes whose untimely, seemingly unnecessary death 
under the walls of Troy the poet records in a few lines but never neglects 
to make poignant. The heroes of Karkavitsas' little fables recall Odysseus 
in search ofhis fate-unless they more immediately suggest the high ro
mance ofHerman Melville's characters who belong in the Homeric tradi
tion. (In fact, the translators consulted Melville's sea stories for reasonable 
English counterparts of some almost-lost sailing terms in the Greek text.) 
Yianno Gamaro escapes from the Y ousouri as much without a scratch as 
Odysseus from the Scylla or Ishmael from Moby Dick. The brevity of 
human life, the vanity of human wishes, the longings of the seafarer, the 
patience of the land-bound who are anxious for his return, the joy when 
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he arrives, the break ofhearts when he does not come back-these themes 
are timelessly Aegean. 

As for the sea in a Greek story, when has it not been not merely a 
subject or a setting but a living character who demands human sacrifice 
and rejects all compromise? Better than any other element in the Greek 
landscape, the sea expresses the Greek impulse toward the pagan. Perhaps 
that impulse is inherent. Perhaps it is caused by the mesmeric power of 
the Greek earth, the sun, the rocks, the winds, as well as the sea, to impose 
on the mind images so real that the world of fact and the world of imagina
tion become one and interchangeable-the very interplay of fact and 
fantasy that is the supreme mark of the Homeric. 

We do not, of course, mean to imply that Dimitrios Vikelas or Yianrus 
Psyharis or Alexandros Papadiamandis or Alexandros Moraitidis or Ioanrus 
Kondylakis or Andreas Karkavitsas deserve as much attention as the ancient 
predecessors of modem Greek literature. Some of these six more recent 
writers, especially Papadiamandis, merit fuller space than we give them 
here. We value all of them, however, not merely because of what they 
suggest in themselves but because they make us wonder whether without 
them we would have the younger writers whose works have already ap
peared in The Charioteer-just as we may wonder whether America would 
have had a Henry James without a Hawthorne or a Hawthorne without a 
Charles Brockden Brown; whether England would have had a George 
Eliot without a Mrs. Gaskell; or France, a Proust without the Goncourt 
brothers. 

Vikelas, Psyharis, Papadiamandis, Moraitidis, Kondylakis and Karka
vitsas invite our consideration because they are historically significant in 
the development of Greek prose fiction as it is today. We present them in 
fairly chronological order so that the reader may trace from one writer to 
another the increasing mastery over form and material. As relevant his
torically as the stories themselves are the brief excerpts from the original 
texts given beside their English versions. The reader who knows Greek can 
thereby measure what strides each writer made toward the language of 
contemporary Greece. We have tried in the translations to render the 
individual, occasionally eccentric qualities of each writer's style and the 
qualities of style that reflect the particular time when he was writing. Such 
rendering is difficult, if not impossible, in itsel£ The difficulty was multi
plied for us in this issue because the language was going through intense 
upheavals during the years when these men were writing. There was great 
turmoil between the advocates for the Purist language-katharevousa-
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and those for the Demotic-demotik{. Tempers were high, sometimes 
fierce, and no two writers held identical views as to how formal or informal 
good writing should be. Although our translations have always been 
guided by the imperative need not to do violence to the English equivalent, 
we believe that the English-speaking reader will recognize the contrast 
between say, Papadiamandis, the ponderous, convoluted, yet somehow 
rhapsodic traditionalist and Karkavitsas, the talkative, colloquial fellow 
on the upper deck, half of whose words, now gay, now sad, are carried 
away by the wind. 

Whether the reader approves or disapproves of the results of our at
tempts, he can hardly fail to acknowledge that the six writers presented in 
this issue were pioneers. What they did not know about the craft of fiction 
is all too apparent. Yet, no matter how naive or quaint their subject or 
their manner is, their voices are authentic and their feelings are genuine 
about genuine things. Their works remind us of a familiar truth-as the 
Greeks perhaps more than any other nation have always reminded us
"It takes a great deal of history to produce even a little bit of literature." 

BEBE SPANOS 

For the Staff and Parnassos 



BREAKFAST IN MYCENAE 

BY LEE HATFIELD 

Ripples in a coffee cup discover 
How abrupt are porcelain declensions: 
Spoons enforce inflexible dimensions. 

(Shall this present morning, too, compel us 
To leave Helen unredeemed, unmentioned, 
Who's not our wife, and only in the night 
When bills are paid becomes our lover?) 

Tobacco flecks and bits of ash delight 
In demonstrating on a serge lapel 
That luster's lacking in the Hero's raiment. 
Nor shall this morning's light recover 
More than shafts of dust suspended 

(Like diadems? like silver pinnacles up-ended?) 
In the space above a dusty casement. 

A newssheet creased, a tarnished yoke 
Complacent on its plate-a golden ball 
Now partially deformed, insisting one recall 
A dream the dawn had broken .•. 

No fleet sets forth for Troy today 
(The paper gives substantial verification) 
No shouts of oarsmen rise up from the bay, 
No sacrifices offered, no libations; 
Wherefore our Iphigeneia fmds resurgent 
Comfort in reprieves, 
Her days secure in those delays 
That long ago became historical. 
If anything, she grieves 
Upon that dawn when, suddenly awakened, 
She will die an ancient virgin, 
Having never once been mentioned by the Oracle, 
Leaving the Olympians unshaken 



ΠΡΌΓΕΥΜΑ ΣΤΙΣ ΜΥΚΗΝΕΣ 

tratιslated by Atιdonis Decavalles 

Κυματάκια στο φλυτζάνι τοϋ καφέ δ:νακαλύπτουν 

την κλίση την cΧπ:όκρημνη της τrορσελάνης. 

(Μήτrως και τοϋτο δ:κόμα έδδ τό τrρω·ίνό μcχς δ:ναγκάσει 

Ν' &ψήσουμε και τrάλι την 'Ελένη δ(χως λυτρωμό και δίχως μνεία 

Μιcχς και γυναίκα μας δέν εtναι τrάρα γίνεται έρωμένη μας 

Τη νύχτα μόνο τrού ξοψλοϋμε τό λογαριασμό;) 

Λεκέδες τοϋ τσιγάρου και κομμάτια στάχτη 

Χαίρονται να δείχνουν, τrάνω σ' ενα τrέτο δ:τrό κασμίρι, 

πως λείτrει ή λάμψη δ:τrό την δ:μψίεση τοϋ •Ήρωα. 

Οϋτε και τό φως αότοϋ τοϋ τrρω"ίνοϋ θα έτrανακτήσει 

"'Αλλο cXn:ό δόρατα σκόνης κρεμασμένα 

(u0μοια μέ διαδήματα; uQμοια μέ ό:ση,μένιες Κορυψές ό:νάστροψες;) 

Στο χδρο έτrάνω δ:τrό τό σκονισμένο τrαραθύρι. 

Μια διτrλωμένη έψημερίδα, ξεφτισμένη λαιμαριά μας 

Εόχαριστημένη στη γωνιά της-ενα χρυσό τότrι, 

Τώρα τrαραμορψωμένο κάτrως, τrού ζητάει νό: θυμηθείς 

•Ένα ονειρο τrou διάκοψε ή αόγή .... 

Στόλοι σήμερα δεν θό: σαλτrάρουν γιό: την Τροία 

(Τό: φύλλα δίνουν ~άσιμη έτrικύρωση) 

Οϋτε κι' δ:κοϋς τούς κωτrηλάτες νό: φωνάζουνε 

Κάτω στον δρμο. 

θυσίες και στrονδΕς δέν γίνονται. 

Γι' αότό κι' ή 'Ι ψιγένειά μας ~ρίσκει δ:νακούψιση 

•Όλο και καινούργια στις δ:να~ολές 

και τις ήμέρες της σίγουρες μέ 'Παρατάσεις 

Πού δ:τrό καιρό κατάντησαν ίστορικές. 

Κι' οχι τίτrοτε άλλο μό: τrού θλί~εται 

Γιό: κείνη την αuγη δτrου ξυτrνώντας ξαφνικό: 

eε νό: 'Πεθάνει σό:ν δ:ρχαία τrαρθένα 

Δίχως νό: την ίiχει τrοτε μνημονεύσει δ Χρησμός, 

'Αφίνωντας και τούς Όλύμτrιους cΧπ:αθεϊς, 
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Nor ever once vacationing in Venice 
Among Italian lovers, 
Charmed by their corrupt intentions. 

Ripples in a coffee cup discover 
How abrupt are porcelain declensions. 

Penelope will recognize with ease 
Her rightful mate and lord 
As his odyssey each evening ends unmenaced, 
With supper and a conclave 
That's construed to please 
By reliance on accustomed boredom: 

"Sometimes when I see the sun 
Reclining on the pavement 
I think that it is wasted there 
Where no vine sprawls, no pine seed drops; 
And the wind that runs off 
With the evening paper, as though to tear 
Away the conscience of that Cyclops 
Who dictates our enslavement ... 

"But perhaps some slightly festered 
Island celebrated for its spices, 
Or a house near Paris would suffice
Somewhere with certain people near, 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Yet somewhere far enough away to be sequestered. 
But not, I think, this year 
Nor next: no, not for many years. 
For rising unemployment, 
By current surveys, has affected millions; 
Prices and statistics rise; war is imminent." 

{But not, by all reports, with Ilion.) 

Ripples in a coffee cup discover 
Limitation in a cup's dimensions: 



Hatjield: Breakfast in Mycenae 

Και μη εχωντας χαρεϊ 'ΠΟΤέ της διακοmς στη Βενετία 

Μέ ίταλιάνους έραστές 

Γοητευμένη ό:'πο τις διεφθαρμένες τους 'Προθέσεις. 

Κυματάκια στό φλυτζάνι τοG καφέ άνακαλύ'Πτουν 

την κλίση την ά'Πότημη της 'Πορσελάνης. 

Εϋκολα θ' άναγνωρίσει ή Π ηνελό'Πη 

Τ όν κύρη της και τόν σωστό της σύντροφο 

Μιας και ή όδόσσειά του τελειώνει κάθε ~ράδυ 

δίχως κίνδυνο και δίχως d:'ΠειλΕ.ς 

Με δεϊ'Πνο και μ' ~να κονκλά~ιο 

Καμωμένο νό: εύχαριστεϊ 

Καθως έ'Παφίεται στην 'Παραδομένη 'Πλήξη. 

Κάποτε βλέ'Πωντας τόν ~λιο 

Νό: γέρνει έ'Πάνω στο λιθόστρωτο 

Νιώθω σάμ'Πως νό: 'Πηγαίνει στράφι 

Έ κεϊ 'ΠΟU δΕν ά'Πλώνουν κλήματα 

Οϋτε και 'Πέφτουν σ'Πόροι ά'Πό τό: 'ΠεGκα. 

Κι' δ άνεμος 'ΠΟU φεύγει 

Μέ τη ~ραδυντ')ν έφημερίδα σάμ'Πως ν' d:'Ποσχίζει 

τη συνείδηση κείνου τοΟ Κύκλω'Πα 

Ποu 'Προστάζει τη σκλα~ιά μας ... 

'Ίσως δμως κάποιο κά'Πως ρημαγμένο νησι 

Ξακουστο γιό: τό: μ'Παχαρικά του 

Είτε d:κόμα κι' ~να Ο'Πίτι κοντό: στό Παρίσι 

Νό: φτάνει-κάπου, με κάποιους άνθρώ'Πους γύρω, 

Κι' δμως d:ρκετό: μακριό: γιό: ν' d:'Πομονωθεϊς. 

Μό: οχι, νομίζω, έφέτος 

Οϋτε και τοΟ χρόνου: οχ ι, οχι γιό: 'Πολλό: χρόνια 

Έ'Πειδή, σύμφωνα με τις τρέχουσες στατιστικές, 

Ή αϋξηση της άνεργείας ζήμιωσε μυριάδες κόσμο. 

Άνε~αίνουν οί τιμές με τις στατιστικές 

κι' δ 'Πόλεμος έ'Πίκειται 

{u0μως, κατό: τό:ς έκθέσεις, οχι μέ τό 'Ίλιον). 

Κυματάκια στό φλυτζάνι τοΟ καφέ άνακαλύ'Πτουν 

Πως τοΟ φλυτζανιοΟ ot διαστάσεις είναι 'Περιωρισμένες. 

ΙΙ 
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And Menelaus, having also spent 
His firm intentions 
On furniture and rent, 
Grows horns and contemplates diversions, 
Unspeakable perversions, 
Which, though no more than inert schemes, 
Remind him of his misplaced innocence. 

Above the ripples in a coffee cup 
Clytemnestra sinks in toxic dreams. 

Finding all declensions too abrupt, 
Agamemnon broods upon his impotence. 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Vassiliou: Drawing 1959 



Hatjield: Breakfast in Mycenae 

Κι' δ Μενέλαος, Ιtχωντας κι' αότός ξοδέψει 

τtς σταθερές τrροθέσεις του 

Σε ετrιτrλα καl νοίκι 

θρέψει κέρατα καl σχεδιάζει διασκεδάσεις, 
Άνείτrωτες διαστροφές 

Πού οσο κι' Ο:ν τrομένουν σχέδια άδρανfj 
Τοϋ θυμίζουνε τη λανθασμένη του άθωότητα. 

Πάνου άτrό τό: κυματάκια στό ψλυτζάνι τοϋ καφέ 
Πνίγεται~ Κλυταιμνfjστρα σε ονειρα φαρμακερά. 

Βρίσκωντας τrολύ ά'Πότομες ολες τlς 'Πλαγιές 

Κάθεται καl τrυριάζει δ 'Α γαμέμνωνας 

την τrικρή του άνικανότητα. 

13 

Vassiliou: Drawing 1959 
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[I shall relate to you a very old chronicle, the wondrous adventures of the young gentle
born Nikephoros Sgouros from Anapli: how he fled, a fugitive, from his native land, how 
he struggled with all his might on land and sea, and how he waged war for the sake of a 
woman. The times that I wish to revive are oflong ago; the voices that sang their glory are 
silent and not even dust remains from the bones of the people who lived then. But I, a scribe, 
impoverished and exiled in this savage era, shall do whatever I can to please you as I give 
speech to the soundless past. And so, my kind sirs, may your goodness and tolerance forgive 
the errors that have escaped me and the shortcomings that I understood but did not have 
the skill to correct.] 



from PRINCESS IZABO 

BY ANGHELOS TERZAKIS 

translated by JoAnne Cacoullos 

In PRINCESS IZAB6, Anghelos Terzakis revives his favorite era, the romantic 
times of Byzantium and the Franks. He spent many years in research for the back
ground of this novel and creates a brilliant, authentic picture of 13th-century Greece 
during the rule of the Franks. Terzakis uses that world of troubadours and corsairs 
and chivalric knights as a background for a great theme, dear to every Greek, the 
theme of freedom. The new Greek nation which was to rise centuries later is fore
shadowed in the revolt of the Marean slaves and of the self-chosen outcasts who 
hid among the mountains and became guerrilla fighters as did the klephts of 1820. 
The awakening of the spirit of freedom in those dark ages, the first faint stirring of 
the new Greece, is embodied in Terzakis' hero, symbolically named Nikephoros 
Sgouros. He is a young Greek rebel from Nauplion, who secretly loves the 
Frankish Princess Isabella, daughter of William Villehardouin and wife ofFlorent 
de Hainaut, Prince of Achafa. Following her throughout Peloponnesus, Sgouros 
has many adventures, which culminate in the historic siege of Kalamata. In 1293, 
the Franks controlled that fortress. While many of them were away at a tourna
ment, a small band of Greek peasants led by Fendor and another Slav from the 
nearby village of Giannitsa, seized the castle. (Sgouros also helped to lead the 
daring attack; he suffered deeply when he saw the looting of his beloved princess' 
chamber.) An army of Franks, commanded by Florent de Hainaut, immediately 
came from Chiarenza and besieged the castle. They were eventually victorious 
only because of the treachery of Sgouromallis, a half-Greek, half-French general 
from Mystra. The following passage, Part III, Chapter 19, describes an episode 
of the siege, when the Greek rebels made a futile attempt to break through the 
Frankish lines, and when destiny set Sgouros against his friend, another member 
of Isabella's entourage, the chivalrous Frankish knight, jean de Tournai, Seigneur 
of KalJvryta. [Editorial Note] 

THE CHURCH was still wet and dark when the Rovolat6ri * of the 
fortress entered to hear matins. The yard outside smelled of jasmine and on 
the rocks hoarfrost had settled like white powder. As they passed through 
the middle court, they could see the last stars fading high above. The arch
angel sun spread his rose-colored wings across the sky from end to end. 

*A body of soldiers rushing downhill from a fort to attack the enemy; from the Greek 
verb rovolo (to rush down). 
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Many were at matins today. All came who did not have guard duty and 
so the congregation was full, overflowing down to the wide steps and the 
paved stones of the yard. The six captains who stood before the Altar Door 
received communion from Daniel. When the liturgy ended, the Rovolatori 
embraced and forgave each other. 

It seemed to them the day would never end, now that they had resolved 
to fight, now that they knew what was coming. Their preparations-and 
these were not many-had been completed around noontime; they deter
mined the order in which they would go out; they fixed the place where 
the first blows would be given to the enemy. The younger Maini6tes were 
to march in front, armed lighter than the rest so they could rush in and sur
prise the enemy. The others, Giannits6tes and Kalamatiani, with the older 
men of the mountains would come behind, rigged in iron from head to toe 
so they could contend with the tumult when the Franks recovered from the 
surprise. They hoped to fmd them in their first deep sleep. Under cover of 
night they would create confusion and then escape into the darkness. To 
break the iron circle of the enemy, the blow had to fall at a single point from 
a single phalanx which would charge from the fortress, towards the north 
where the hillside stretched smoothly to the river. 

Standing on the high wall, they marked the exact place where they 
would strike. Before them lay a cluster of tents, one of which was taller than 
the rest. A yellow flag, square, bearing the insignia of the barony, fluttered 
on its peak. All day long the Rovolatori had climbed in groups to the ram
part which faced the camp, and watched it silently as if calculating the paces 
and imagining the moment when they would reach their target. It was 
important that the enemy not notice any special movement in the fortress 
today; they must not suspect that something was afoot in there. The cap
tains, seeing them gathered at the rampart, pulled a herald to the middle 
court and shouted a command that no one except those on duty was to go 
up to the wall again. 

That afternoon, at table, they forbade the distribution of wine, but 
each man was to have a double portion in the evening. So neither songs nor 
guffaws were heard today. The fortress was mute. Occasionally someone 
walked out to the sun-washed pavement to turn the water wheel at the well. 
And Zervoheris put his kettles on the fire for the last time but did not stay to 
look after them. He left them in the keeping ofhis errand boy and the maids; 
he himself took to cleaning his armor, polishing his sword and helmet, and 
replacing the leather on the worn-out shield he had got from the arsenal. 

In December the days are short. At the porticoes of the big wall where 
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the men lay in mock sleep to be rested for the evening, the glimmer of 
twilight was absorbed quickly and the reflected rays of the sun paled. Above 
the ramparts the night wind carried a remote and tremulous echo from the 
bells of the city. It was the hour of vespers. The men got up and crossed 
themselves. In the church Daniel summoned the congregation. But it was 
sparse tonight. The Rovolatori had their minds riveted on the action to 
come, soon, at nightfall. Their hearts were too restless to enjoy the peace of 
the vespers. Only Seraffm stayed in the church when the few peasants had 
gone. He remained kneeling before a small ikon of Christ which Daniel 
had carried with him from his parish. His eyes were full of tears. 

"What are you doing here, brother," asked the priest who was coming 
out and folding his stole so he could put on the chain mail. 

"I'm praying," answered the cobbler in a hoarse voice. 
"Enough, brother, enough! We have other duties now." 
The cobbler's hands dropped to the paved stones, lifeless, as though they 

had been mowed. 
"Father," he said, swallowing hard. "I want to confess." 
"N I y ' . 1 " ow. ou re not senous sure y. 
"I am serious." 

Daniel fumed. He was an old man; he could no longer restrain his 
nerves. 

"Come, come. God forgives you," he said hurriedly. "Get up quickly, 
arm yoursel£ These doings of yours are fit only for women." 

The man groaned deeply. 
"Father, don't push me away! My heart is heavy. I'm not worthy to 

carry arms," he murmured, his whole body trembling. 
Daniel stopped, nailed to his place, as though he had not heard. 

"What, what did you say, man?" he shouted, stooping over the kneel
ing cobbler. His voice hissed with fury. "You can't carry arms? What 
does that mean? Oh, accursed .... " 

Serafun covered his face with his hands. He was hunched up like a 
ruined heap on the stones. 

"I can't," he said, in spasms of sobbing. "I can't. I want to confess." 
Suddenly the priest, who had unconsciously lifted his fist in the air, 

stood still, recovered himself. He glanced at the tragically wrinkled man 
before him, he threw another look-full of confusion-at Christ, took a 
deep breath, and quickly unfolded his stole. 

"Go ahead," he commanded. "Go ahead! Confess!" 
The cobbler looked up slowly, like a beaten dog, a glint of hope 
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flickered in his eyes. He took the edge of the stole and placed it on his head. 
He folded his hands. Thus hidden, his head heavily bent and his voice crack
ing, he confessed his great sin. 

"I know that I am unworthy to be among you. I know you should kill 
me an<;l throw my body over the high wall for the dogs to eat. You fight 
for our people and for our faith. I am unworthy, a worm. I stain the soil 

lk " youwa on ... 
"Go on, tell us the sin quickly," the priest ordered again. 

And the man blurted it out, breathless from shame; 
"Father, I am afraid!" 

Daniel fell back as though a snake had bitten him. As the stole fell away, 
it uncovered the head of the sinner. His face was horribly white in the gray 
shadow of dusk. A tortured grimace monstrously deformed him as though 
he were crying and laughing at the same time. 

"You're afraid! Oh, you dog !" 
The priest had blasphemed but the minute he understood, he bit his lip. 

"God forgive me!" he said to himself, confused, struggling to quiet his 
anger. His eyes, which stared distractedly at the cobbler, blazed a moment, 
then dimmed, and fmally brightened with a sly thought. 

"So, you don't want to go out with us," he said calmly. "Fine. Stay here 
then. Stay. Or again, if you're afraid the Franks will enter the fortress and 
hurt you, leave it and I'll find a way for you to escape secretly and enter the 
city. There you can hole your way between the houses and return to your 
shop, unseen by anyone. No one will ever learn that you were in the 
fortress." 

The cobbler was crushed. Turning on the pavement in the church, he 
twisted his hands and lamented. 

"No, no, pity me, don't talk to me like this! I can't stand it." 
"What then?" asked the priest, feigning doubt. "One of two things: 

either you stay or you go! There is no third way." 
"I can't do it. I can't do it," the man wailed. "Don't despise me. Oh, 

Christ, it's unbearable!" 
Daniel stopped, looked at him awhile. Finally, as though he thought 

the punishment was enough, he went near the man and, changing his tone, 
said softly and firmly: 

"G t " e up. 
The cobbler, obedient, stood up. 

"What are you afraid of? That you'll die?" 
"I don't know. I don't know," he said, covering his face with his hands. 
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He reeled on his feet. "I think of that hour, I think of it all night, all day, 
and my blood freezes. I see angry eyes flashing, I hear the clang of swords, 
fountains are opened in bodies and blood gushes. Suddenly, my eyes blur 
and I think I'm going to faint." 

"You're afraid you're going to die," said the priest. "Fine. I'll give you 
the cure. And it never fails." 

The man uncovered his face. He looked at the priest, hopefully. 
"The cure, cobbler, is to die as soon as possible." 

The cobbler shuddered. He opened his hands. 
"You think that fellow there was not afraid?" the priest said suddenly, 

harshly. He grabbed the cobbler by the arm and with a taut fmger showed 
him the ikon of Christ. "He was frightened. I tell you it's so. And He begged 
God to save Him and God did not listen, because God wants us to respect 
the law. And death is a law, cobbler! You must die as soon as possible." 

"How?" asked the man, quivering with fear. "How?" 
"Here, inside, like a traitor; or outside, in the field, with us, like a man. 

Choose.'' 
There was a silence. The cobbler had hung his head. A deep sob swelled 

in his breast. 
"With you," he said at last, softly. 
"Then come." 

Holding him by the arm, the priest pulled him up. They walked to
gether along the pavement of the church to the door. There the old man 
stopped. 

"I bless you, cobbler," he said with admiration. And as the other looked 
at him, not understanding, the priest continued, 

"I bless you because you will give much more than we will. We offer 
only that which we have in plenty, whereas you will give of that which 
you lack." 

It was completely dark. In the sky, arching like a deep blue dome above 
the fortress, the new moon shone, slanted gracefully like a scythe. It waxed 
full: a time of happiness. The priest and the cobbler walked through the 
court, arms around each other, and went beneath the dark archways. 

One could already see the soldiers coming from the parapets, gathering 
in groups here and there. By the blue moonlight on the pavement, their 
shadows were sharply outlined, odd and improbable. Their armor was 
clanging. The Rovolatori talked in muffled voices as if they were afraid to 
be heard, so deeply were their souls possessed by the gravity of the moment. 
From the high walls the sentries had signaled that the fires in the Frankish 
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camp were beginning to go out. The night was quiet; not a leaf stirred. 
Yet it was cold. Everything was turning to crystals. There would surely be 
icysnowatdaybreak.Butwho,howmany, would be lucky enough to see it? 

It was still early. They had to wait. Gradually, they all gathered in the 
center court, ready. They sat down and blew on their fists to keep them 
warm. Those who came late looked for their own, each for his friend or 
some acquaintance. Then, comforted, they sat side by side because com
panionship braces you, and it is sweet to know that you will not be alone 
at your critical hour. For the last time the clans gathered in large circles, 
here the Kalamatiani, further on the Slavs of Giannitsa, and all around in 
groups, the Mainiotes. Some of these, the carefree or the braggarts started 
to sing and pretended that they were sitting up through the night on the 
mountain, guarding the sheepfold from wild beasts. The songs were drawn 
out, languid. The echo seemed to stretch their voices in the ravine, weaving 
and spinning them like a thread that would fade out, like incense or smoke. 

Beneath the arch, one group separated from the others and marched 
into the large lighted circle quietly, with dignity. One of them was holding 
a tall pole and on it hung something white and long. They recognized it. 
It was the banner of the Resurrection, the standard of the battle. The talk
ing seemed to stop involuntarily; all watched the banner coming to stand 
among them. Then they understood that the hour was near. It was as if a 
procession bearing the Holy Communion had come forth. Some stood up 
as if they no longer wanted to be on the ground; the others clutched their 
arms, the shield, the helmet, the sword. The moon was going down. From 
the depths of the fortress a cock crowed, then farther off another, and at the 
same time, as though they had been alerted by some unknown signal, the 
cocks of the city answered each other from far off, scattered in the night, 
persistent and mournful. With a muffled rattling like a stream which rushes 
among rocks, the first part of the phalanx, those who had gathered at the 
steps, began to descend to the iron gate. The banner was lifted again and 
balanced in the air. Carried by the quick stream and glimmering dimly, it 
followed the march. The Rovolatori, on whom all eyes were fixed, stood 
up, gripped their armour, and moved on. 

"With the help of God," they said to one another, making the sign of 
the cross as they marched. 

And so they started. Below, at the iron gate the vanguard stopped sud
denly and the serpentine body of the phalanx swelled and overflowed at 
the sides. "What is it?" they were asking uneasily; "why are we standing 
here?" And some explained that they were waiting for the gate to open. 
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But as this waiting dragged on, they grew impatient, stood on their toes, 
and looked up front; they also raised their voices, shouting at each other. 
"Hey, what are you doing there, you Mainiotes? Aren't you dressed yet for 
the wedding?" And others who loved a joke or found some comfort in it, 
shouted back, "They're waiting for the bride." 

The captains were infuriated; they rebuked the men. "Stop it! shut 
up!" they screamed thickly. As though they had to do with a bunch of 
arrogant school boys, they pushed those near them to bring them round. 
Fend6r, standing in the middle of the phalanx with the Giannitsotes, drew 
his sword and with the flat hit one of his own men on the shins so hard the 
fellow groaned and fell to his knees. "Get up, you dog," the captain howled 
furiously and began to kick him. The Giannitsotis got up sighing but did 
not say a word. 

The four Mainiotes and Sgour6s ran quickly through the whole length 
of the small army to make sure that the positions were as they had arranged 
them and that the orders they had given had not been forgotten. With a 
word here and there to the men, they renewed their instructions. "We start 
off slowly," they said. "We go down the hill without spacing out or scatter
ing. How does a herd move? Like this ! As the first of us start to close in on 
the tents of the Franks and speed up, we will all, in one breath, deploy be
hind them. The spears should be thrust forward on each side, left-right, in 
a line. And together, each man close behind the other: don't forget! As we 
go among the enemy, the last of us will set up a guard toward the rear." 

The men listened silently, obediently. This sight of captains who cared 
and worried about them gave courage and hope to the men. They felt ob
scurely within themselves that their leaders not only trusted but also loved 
them. Oh, yes! The heart of every man this moment was full of determina
tion and love. In the center of the phalanx Peter glowed with his silver hair 
and beard, closely surrounded by young men from his village who had 
sworn to meet with him here beyond the Frankish lines. He, himself, had 
not wanted to arm; he was wearing as always his long tunic and held a tall 
cane to ease his walking. Daniel was further on with the Kalamatiani of the 
rear guard. His head was bare and his hair tumbled to the shoulders of his 
chain mail. With one arm tightening around the cobbler's shoulder, he 
stood grinning at the moon foolishly, like a child. 

They had put the fmest and hardiest fellows in the rear to withstand 
the shock when the phalanx had fmally marched on. Here stood, all armed, 
with some huge mountain-men, Pandelis, the Zervoheris, and Timotheos, 
his brother, and there was Savvas, the ploughman. They carried heavy 
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swords against their shoulders or axes with long handles like those of tree 
choppers. These men closed the line-up. Behind them, in the fortress there 
was no one except the women who had gathered on the rampart to watch 
them. They held their breath. They, too, were Greeks, bound, from the 
moment they were born, to the Frankish yoke. Tears glistened in their eyes; 
during this brief interval of freedom in the fortress they had begun to love 
these rebellious slaves who were their brothers. 

From the parapet on the iron gate a choked voice was heard. In the dim 
light they saw a man waving his hand back and forth. It was the last sentry, 
he who was to keep his eyes on the camp of the Franks up to the last minute 
and give the signal for the march. He jumped from his place and ran to join 
the others. At the same time the bars rattled and with a trailing groan the 
two iron gates opened wide. And the phalanx ofRovolatori passed through 
the deep portico with a muffled trampling of feet, rolled down the slope, 
and came out on the large meadow which night had stretched out endlessly. 

At first they marched as the captains had instructed, hushed and bent. 
The descent was even and smooth, the earth was dry; it did not impede 
their marching. Above them the sky glittered, flooded with stars, but their 
glow did not reach the earth. Something, dark and unseen, seemed to keep 
this phantasmagoria of the heavens apart from the world below. They ad
vanced as if toward the depths of a sea which the bright message of day 
never reaches. They marched closely, docile. Already, those who were not 
in the front line, who followed the stream mechanically, were beginning 
to wonder. They were saying that the road was clear. Perhaps some passage 
had been found unexpectedly and they would get away without clashing 
at all with the Franks. Sgouros, who was on the right side, a little behind 
the vanguard, held out his left hand and touched the next fellow to assure 
himself that he had him near by. He was a young man, medium height, 
hidden behind a tall shield. His walk had a lightness and a sway about it 
which were rare for a worker or an untried fighter. A small boy held the 
young man by the waist and marched at his side in a firm, manly stride. 
Sgouros' hand groped for the young man's shoulder, squeezed it a moment 
to give him courage. 

"I'm here," a girl's voice murmured almost imperceptibly, and Varia 
turned her smiling face toward him. 

"Sh!" 
They walked a bit further. Opposite, in the blackness the Frankish 

tents loomed like quiet phantoms. Suddenly came a shrill cry, sharp, 
drowned immediately in a wheezing; then, a dull roar like the fall of a tree 
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trunk. At once the quick trampling swelled, the phalanx stretched forward, 
spread out. The first men had rushed upon the Franks. 

And then a great clamor broke upon the air like a wind storm which 
rushes suddenly upon a forest and ruffles the trees. Shrieking wildly, the 
Mainiotes leaped about, their swords and scythes high. They struck the 
Frankish guards down and mowed everything before them-canvas, men, 
lances, iron weapons. They slipped under the tents and pinned sleeping 
bodies to the earth. Swords above their heads, they leaped over rolling 
corpses and jumping beyond, with a single, scythe-like stroke hacked the 
poles which held the canvas. They were caught themselves and seethed 
beneath the folds of the fallen tents. They did not merely go forward. They 
spread out like rays and threw themselves on those who had made a stand 
further on. They cut a gap as wide as possible in the iron ring of siege, thus 
widening the passage for the others to go through. And the long herd 
rushed on, jammed together, then poured as from an open wound, spilling 
into the field and shouting a triumphant war-cry. 

The commotion which exploded and flared up at one point, now rolled 
beyond, spurted like a flame, and blazed among the haystacks in quick suc
cession. Below, along the whole length of the Frankish camp, left and right, 
torches were being lit, the roaring echoed all around, the trampling height
ened, was drawing near. Already hissing battle-sounds ripped the air and 
the torrent of Rovolatori resounded with harrowing shrieks. Pinned by 
arrows which came flying, the first bodies rolled on the earth. Great moans 
started up from the ground. The younger men, according to the instruc
tions they had, opened ranks on the side and held a front to the enemy. The 
enemy came in swarms, stormed against the meager railing of pikes which 
the peasants had set up, and raged, bloodthirsty, as they saw their oppo
nents rush out through the narrow passage and escape in the night, like a 
throng of dazed ghosts running to hide before sunrise. 

Surprised in their sleep, the Franks at first did not realize what was 
happening. Those who were stationed beyond the main camp thought that 
a fight was blistering among their own men-they were warriors after all
and they delayed attending to it. But the din of the battle was increasing; 
grim orders were being roared back and forth. Then the Franks understood 
and leaped to their arms. The prince, who for reasons ofhealth did not stay 
in a tent but in one of the country villas of the city, heard the noise and asked 
what it was. The first reports were confused and vague. He thought im
mediately of the Greeks of Myzithri who were a constant dread for him; 
he feared he was being attacked by a regular army. He ordered the knights 
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to go and spread into the field and simultaneously open the ring of the siege 
like pincers so that the enemy might think the road to the fortress was free, 
move on, and thus fmd themselves surrounded on both sides. He quickly 
put on his armor and mounted his horse. 

When he approached the field and understood the situation, his orders 
had already been carried out. Streaming like a brook of molten lead, right 
and left of the fortress, the Franks were loosening the siege at key points, 
rushing to the place where the fighting was. Scattered on the plain, the 
knights and sergeants swept the surrounding fields in quick strides, darted 
here and there, scanning the night for the non-existent hostile army. But if 
they did not fmd it, they did meet the few Rovolatori who had escaped the 
slaughter-dispersed them, cut them down, trampled them. The flow of 
the fortress men had already stopped. Squeezed between two steel nippers, 
the peasants were nailed to one place. They fought mechanically now, 
without hope. The enemy loomed larger every time and kept coming at 
them, sometimes withdrawing, then advancing slowly, yet always coming, 
unwavering, like a swelling sea which pushes her waves forward to the 
shore. Each time the waves advance higher, farther in, swallowing the sand 
step by step. 

The hardest, the most bitter thing for the peasants was the cavalry. 
They had stood up to the spears, they had survived the arrows, for a mo
ment they had even believed in victory for their side; but the horses, the 
horses which came like stampeding thunder, like steel boulders, toppling 
and kneading everything beneath their hoofs-this, for one who fights on 
foot, is too overpowering, is greater than the will of man. Emerging from 
the darkness, ploughing the fields first, the knights rushed with terrifying 
shouts and threw themselves full force on the wretched peasants. Laments 
and wails came where triumphant cries had echoed just before. And still 
the peasants endured and fought back. They rooted their feet tautly to the 
ground and bent forward, teeth clenched, gripping their spears which had 
been propped in the earth. Their staffs, being struck from their hands, 
splintered. One on top of another, corpses piled in a heap, limbs crushed 
into abominable mire, a lacerated mass, still breathing, almost alive. And 
the throng of the vanquished kept retreating, thinning out, dissolving as 
if the earth swallowed them one by one while they staggered, overcome, 
their eyes bulging with horror. 

Of the four captains who led the Mainiotes, two had already fallen. 
Straggling now, confused, the men of the fields and the mountain folk, 
Giannitsotes, Kalamatiani, Mainiotes fought left and right, with no clear 
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purpose except that which the fierce instinct of survival dictates. Their 
band was becoming steadily thinner, shriveling, like a wounded animal 
which cowers as if to muster its last forces, to protect itself from any attack. 
The enemy pressed them from all sides, harried them mercilessly. Their 
hands began to go limp, exhausted; deep breaths strained their ribs, rigid 
from the endless shouting. They no longer had front or rear guards. Their 
pre-arranged line was in shreds, a tangled skein. And yet they were anxious 
about those whom they had sworn to carry through the enemy lines, the 
sick, those who were weakest, the few aged men. Some fought with their 
right hand, gritting their teeth, while with their left, they embraced a com
panion who clung to them in a faint, his wound gaping wide. Finally, see
ing that every hope was lost, that nothing was left, they simply looked for 
some free space where they could lift their swords or thrust their spears so 
that their comrades, crowded tightly against them, would not hinder their 
action. Right, left, forward, there was no road. So they fell back, started 
again to climb the slope to the fortress, and simultaneously kept a front to 
the enemy. 

There, in this tortured retreat, Fendor suffered his first wound. Like 
lightning through the darkness, a heavy knife sped from an unseen hand 
and hacked into his left shoulder, cracking the bone. His hand dropped life
less, his knees trembled. But the Giannitsotis howled and retaliated; he 
managed to stay on his feet. Moving back, he struggled to keep his right 
hand outstretched, his sword pointed to ward off the blows. In this way he 
climbed half way up to the fortress, without being drawn into the sidelines, 
stubbornly lingering with his companions who were covering the retreat. 
His shield fell, he left it and stayed unprotected, turning his body side-wise 
to be a smaller target. But he tripped, knelt, and before he could get up, 
another sword thrust, this one from a rider, smashed his helmet. He was 
drenched in blood; his skull was cracked. Again convulsed, he jumped 
back, growling. Suddenly he leaped high, seized the horseman by the neck 
and rolled with him on the earth. Now everything whirled about him and 
a piercing noise burned his ears. He drew his knife from his belt and plunged 
it to the hilt into the Frank's neck. Then staggering up, he let out a groan, 
heavy and desperate. And the third wound came, from an opposite angle, 
fmal, inhuman -a spear which transfixed his eye and buried itself deep in 
his brain. 

He toppled as by a thunder-stroke, without a breath. 
Finally they were nearing the wall. They stretched their hands behind 

their backs and groped quickly through the dark to reach it. This was their 
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last hope-to enter the fortress, bolt the gate quickly, breathe freely, and 
escape the slaughter. Of the six captains who had started out, three were 
still alive, two Mainiotes on the flanks and Sgouros in the middle. All three 
were wounded; all were retreating continuously. One of the mountain
men felt a thick line of blood trickling on his thigh, the other's right cheek 
was smashed and his ear hung on his neck by a sliver of skin. Just before 
Fendor died, Sgouros had been hit on his left arm. He pulled the spear from 
his flesh and at the same time, maddened by the pain, he leaped forward, 
rammed his sword into the breast of the horse; with a second blow he 
flattened the sergeant, dead. All this happened in a flash, in a kind ofburn
ing giddiness. He put his hand out behind him and touched the frozen 
fmgers of Varia. The girl had managed to stay near him throughout this 
action. She held her shield now to the right, now to the left, and guarded 
him as best she could. His body covered both the girl and her brother. Thus 
pressed together, the three, Sgouros ahead, the two young Slavs behind, 
moved as one body, climbed toward the fortress methodically without 
losing a step. They stopped only at the foot of the wall, for suddenly the 
boy screamed and fell to his knees. An arrow flying from somewhere in the 
darkness had pierced his left breast deeply. He threw his arms desperately 
around his sister's neck, a sob welled up in his throat. He was about to cry, 
but he did not. Varia, who caught him in her arms, realized immediately 
that she held a corpse. 

She did not leave him on the ground. She was hardened now; fear no 
longer crippled her arms. Seeing that the Franks had already scattered and 
did not intend to enter the fortress, since they had already successfully 
penned the Rovolatori, she put down the shield and laid the dead boy on it. 
Sgouros stood a minute, gasping hard, running his right hand over his 
sweating brow. He had seen Fendor dying, he did not know what had 
happened to Petros in this murderous night. One by one, the race of the 
crucified was blotted out; only the girl was near him now. 

"Hurry, Varia," he said quickly. "They're coming again!" And he went 
forward. 

Through the darkness resounded the noise of horses galloping nearer. 
Behind them-thank God-was the wall and further on the iron gate. 
They could hear the blows and shrieks outside the open gate. The last of the 
Rovolatori were grappling with the enemy and struggling to enter the 
fortress. Varia took up her burden and, slipping close to the wall, moved 
toward the iron gate. That same moment the horsemen loomed again. 
From the ramparts a thick swarm of arrows greeted them and nailed several 
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to the earth. The Rovolatori who had managed to enter the fortress had 
climbed the wall and from there did whatever they could to help their 
brothers. The fighting at the iron gate was diminishing; the Franks were 
withdrawing. 

Varia judged this the right moment to slip into the fortress. Holding 
the shield which bore her dead brother tightly against her breast, she ran 
to enter before the gate closed. She reached it. But just there, where her 
escape was almost certain, she stopped to look back. Her eyes searched for 
Sgouros. The blackness was thick. She could not see, she could only hear 
the fighting. She scanned the night anxiously. She wanted to shout, to call 
him. "Nikeph6ros," she was about to say, not knowing how it occurred to 
her now for the first time to call him by his Christian name. Perhaps be
cause they had walked together on a blood-soaked road .... She could 
not think why this name was on her lips. But she never said it. The arrow 
came flying, whistling in the air, and nailed her to the gate. Her body con
tracted. The arrow dug into her soft breast up to the feather and quivered 
as if with animal lust. The shield fell at the wounded girl's feet and the dead 
boy rolled on the ground. Her hands hung limp, and her eyes, which had 
strained to see her loved one, were glistening with tears, were dim, and 
then closed. 

Retreating step by step, Sgouros struggled with the horsemen who 
were covering him. He struck at them blindly, straight out, then with 
curved, scythe-like, sweeping stabs. He stretched his body like elastic to 
stab them and then he would jump back to shield hi~sel£ He did not know 
exactly how many he had against him; it seemed to him as if the night 
bristled with thorns to make you bleed wherever you touched it. His chest 
ached from the continuous gasping; it was bursting with fury. He could no 
longer feel his right hand; it seemed to fight by itself, possessed. His left 
hand was heavy, like lead. Harassed beyond endurance, he planted his feet 
stubbornly into the ground; he fought not to survive-he had decided long 
ago that this was unlikely-but just out of dark spite, to torture them be
fore they took his own life. He perceived one of the horsemen apart from 
the others. His armor gleamed white, and he towered over Sgouros on an 
iron-clad charger, cornering him, his sword lifted, constantly threatening 
to strike. While the others were withdrawing, he alone pursued Sgouros up 
to the foot of the fortress, followed him step by step around the wall, and 
came with him to the iron gate. 

Still fighting with his right hand, the Greek, with his wounded hand, 
groped behind him for the gate. His search was in vain. His fingers met only 
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wood or iron; he touched Varia's body without suspecting what it was. He 
moved on and found nothing but wall. He turned back -no opening. Then 
he understood. The gate had been bolted: they had left him outside. 

And now despair overwhelmed him. Before him, immobile, threat
ened the white horseman. He lifted his heavy sword slowly, nerveless, 
calculating where to strike. To escape left or right was impossible and even 
if Sgouros had been nimble as a bird he could not have got away; there was 
no time to take wing. And his legs gave out, buckling under him. His whole 
body burdened him, wanting to lie in the earth, to fmd peace. 

"Christians! Open!" He let out a terrible shout so that those on the 
ramparts might hear him. 

He saw the sword of the Frank coming down on him and then, not 
knowing how he did it, he pushed the sword back with his own and sent it 
skidding to the left. But the thrust was powerful; he fell to his knees. 
"Christians!" he screamed again but he knew now that he could not be 
heard. His voice faded. The horse, alarmed when it felt the man below him, 
reared on its hind legs and struck the air. Suddenly, like lightning, an idea 
flashed across the lost man's mind, and before he could think it through, he 
acted on it. He rammed his sword into the bare belly of the animal. The 
blood, fume-like, bathed his face. 

He fell forward, gasping. He did not know how many seconds passed, 
but the terror that they would finish him off right there, in cold blood, 
helpless, spurred him on. Not knowing what he did or where he was, he 
jumped up, squeezed the sword's handle in his fist spasmodically. Now he 
was like a demon; his brain was unhinged. The Frank also got up. Floating 
like a shadow in the thick blackness, he moved upon Sgouros. Face to 
face, each man measured his enemy; they were cautious. Then, as though 
by a common signal, they rolled on each other, their knives striking here 
and there, once, twice, three times. They jumped back and lunged at each 
other again. The gates thundered from within the fortress; chains rattled. 
"My God," thought the Greek. "I'm saved!" This renewed his strength 
and he hit the other fanatically; he hacked everywhere, and his fury grew 
as the blade of his knife met the iron of the other's armor. Silent and un
shaken, his enemy struck him down again. The Frank seemed like a 
vaporous white haze in the darkness; his face invisible, ghostly. 

Sgouros heard the gate opening behind him and stepped back to go in. 
Unbelievable: the Frank followed him ! The Rovolatori who feared that 
perhaps many Franks would rush in, were surprised to see only two men 
struggling, the very last of the great battle. They moved to the sides, left 
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and right of the portico, and shouted for torches. On the threshold of the 
iron gate the blows came together, swiftly. The dark portico reverberated. 
Suddenly one of them staggered, opening his hands, and fell. The other, 
gasping quickly, whistling almost, bolstered himself on the wall. 

The torches came and then the Rovolatori of the fortress, not without 
some trouble, recognized in the standing fighter with the blood-soaked face 
their own Sgouros. They bent to the Frank who lay motionless. His helmet 
was cracked but the fallen mask hid his face completely. 

They dragged him in and bolted the gate. Curious yet fearful, they 
made a circle around him; they scrutinized him, whispering, not daring to 
touch him. For the first time they were seeing, calmly and closely, at their 
feet, defenseless, perhaps dead-a lord. They were awed and did not move. 
They were too frightened to uncover his head. They could not decide to 
learn the enormity of the deed. 

Finally someone-it was Sgouros-pushed them aside and bent, one 
knee to the ground, over the knight. They brought a torch near: it cast a 
reddish glow. A tuft of blond hair spattered with blood shone through the 
cracked helmet. The man was still breathing; you could see his chest rise 
and fall slowly, faintly. Sgouros put out his hand and lifted the iron mask. 
He paled. Within the metal frame of the helmet, rawly lit by the wavering 
flame and all bloodied, with eyes shut, was the face of Jean de Tournai. 

Vassiliou: Drawing 1959 



from WITHOUT GOD 

BY ANGHELOS TERZAKIS 

translated by TeddAthas,]ohn Karkas, and Staff 

WITHOUT GOD relates the spiritual adventure ofParadesis, a kind of Hamlet figure 
who is thoroughly committed by logic to extreme political and religious beliefs but is 
impelled emotionally toward their opposites. Throughout his life he has reasoned 
that God does not exist and yet with his heart he has tried to find Him. Cleopatra and 
Telemachos, his young niece and nephew, are orphans in his care. Rita was a friend, 
now dead, of his early Communist days. Nina, the daughter of Zarl£s, is the only 
woman he ever loved; he abandoned her somewhat cold-bloodedly because of his 
earnest conviction that marriage would not bring either of them lasting happiness. 
She marries another man and at the end of the novel dies of cancer. Vlank{s, a child
hood friend ofParadesis, tries without success to help him. [Editorial Note] 

IN THE summer cottage high on the hill, Paradesis waited until nine, 
nine-thirty. Anxiety was beginning to unnerve him. 

What had happened to Cleopatra? She had never stayed out so late; 
whatever else she did, she was always punctual. After the first disturbing 
gossip about her conduct, Paradesis had decided to allow her a reasonable 
degree of freedom, according to his own principles and in keeping with the 
upbringing he had given her-a kind of freedom that would not court 
danger. What danger? "One must not be a victim of prejudice," he thought, 
though he knew that his unorthodox manner ofbringing up Cleopatra was 
more difficult than the customary way and invited greater risks. Established 
morals are intended primarily to maintain the guardian's peace of mind. His 
own code, however, increased his responsibility. But such a situation, open 
to all sorts of hazards, had delighted him. It was beautiful and challenging. 

Yet tonight, seeing his theory in action, he was uneasy; but what ex
actly disturbed him? At first he tried to analyze whether it was misconduct 
he feared or some sort of accident. Was it that she might return violated? 
Or that she might be carried home a corpse? In his mind the two were 
somehow related. "Why think of the first?" he wondered sadly. "It must 
be something atavistic in me. There is no other explanation." He tried 
focusing his attention on the second, the real danger, but he could not. He 
was haunted by the picture of a young girl brutally abused, tumbled in the 
grass, bleeding, tricked and degraded, and she, perhaps senseless, not even 
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aware of what was happening to her. At the very thought, his blood went 
to his head. "What's happened to me?" he asked himself, confused. He 
knew that for a woman the transition from one phase to another is natural 
and essential. He also knew that the marriage contract often concealed smut 
and depravity. What use are conventions? Is not the preservation of virgin
ity a mere bait, a barbaric prize for the conqueror or, in more recent times, 
a cheap device to lure the male? "No, I don't care," he said decisively, 
walking back and forth in·the dining room. 

Finally, at ten to ten Cleopatra came home. She was calm, unhurried, 
with a new, provocatively indifferent manner. 

"Where were you, my child? Did something happen?" 
"No, nothing. What could happen to me?" 
He didn't like her attitude; it was too insolent. Telemachos, sitting in 

the corner, watched, quiet and sullen as usual. 
"Were you walking all this time?" 
"Y lkin Wh ?" es, wa g. y. 
A surge of anger almost choked him. Biting his lips, he said, "Noth

ing," and felt driven by some strange need to torment himself more, to 
submit to a harsh penance. 

"Very well," he added, "let's have supper now." Cleopatra crossed in 
front ofhim, going toward her bedroom to freshen up. "I'll be right back," 
she said. But as she passed him, a certain air about her struck him-the scent 
ofher body. His eyes blurred. That scent was somewhat different, tonight, 
heavier, you might say, damp, more sensuously feminine. A spasmodic 
fluttering of terror went through him, dazed him, then passed. Quickly 
smothering this sensation, he told himself, "Let me be glad at least for the 
temporary relief that she did after all come home." 

That night, as he slept, he was startled out of bed by an anguish, sharp 
in his chest. Outside, the night was very dark; no light filtered through the 
shutters. He feared another fit of his disease was coming on. Sitting up, he 
groped through his jacket near him on the chair, searching for his pills. 
Finding them, he did not hurry to take them; for he realized that it was not 
his disease but an agony, a nightmare that had wakened him. He propped 
his pillow against the wall, leaned back, shut his eyes, bowed his head, and 
listened to the tumult within him, an indefmable sound like an underground 
tremor rushing through him, transfixing him. Then he became aware of 
his shadow beside him, lately his only companion, his mute friend. It was 
not another being, not the incarnation of a strange power, but an aspect of 
himself in a kind of spectral form who sat there, waiting. 
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And a new fear came over him, fear of the unknown probability he 

carried within him, the furtive threat, the seed of death, the trap we cannot 

escape because it is in our blood. He recalled fleetingly an old theory ofhis: 

each of us carries within him his own death, one that is fitting for him, like 

all things predestined. If we could know beforehand what way each man 

will die, we would know something essential about the man himsel£ We 

would realize an apocalyptic aspect of him. Dimly, Paradesis began to see 

the manner of his own death. The revelation was double: he saw himself 

and the world differently, as in a kind of game. The pawns, silent in the 

darkness, changed positions, and with them shifted their formation, their 

proportions, the meaning of the game itsel£ Facing him, a pawn, black and 

immobile, held him in check. Thus, suddenly, silently the gambit always 

ends. One more move-checkmate! ... What happens then? What is the 

crucial, the inconceivable moment of transition from one state to the other, 

from life to death; how is it realized, or is it beyond realization; does another 

world wait for us or not? These are endless questions, trembling on our lips 

since the beginning of time and suspending our breath. So long as we stand 

firmly on life's shore, these questions have one meaning; then they take 

another. He knew that he used to be able to answer them concisely, to 

silence them logically. Now, all that was over, not because he was afraid 

but because he faced them and had to prove himself against them. Yet he 

wondered whether, after all, he was mistaken. 
"I am a coward," he thought, without conviction. It came as a question 

rather than as a discovery of self-disillusionment. How had he, an old 

materialist, taken this path, and when? On the brink of death, he realized, 

all aspects of life have new meaning. Composure, logic, courage are 

human, temporary, hollow values. He opened his eyes and looked into the 

darkness; and as surely as ifhe saw it in a mirror, he knew the expression on 

his face was like that of a whipped dog. "If only there were some com

panionship," his soul prayed. He seemed to see beyond the wall the two 

children he loved, the only beings who were near him in life, yet in fact so 

distant, so alien; their souls were closed to his ardent and thirsty offering. 

Had his love, then, been wasted, sown in a wilderness? It had created noth

ing, aroused no echo, no warmth. He saw now that everything was lost. 
After that night, Paradesis inadvertently changed. Outwardly he gave 

no sign; his manner was the same. Yet within him lay a beast coiled and 

twisted, digesting with immense pain the bitter morsels. He felt desolate 

and mortally wounded. He knew resistance was futile, but the beast in him, 

stirred by instinct, took a position of defense, never asleep, quivering, one 



Terzakis: Without God 33 

eye always half open. Certain thoughts became fixations. He rechewed 
them, ruminated and struggled to soften their cruelty, to reconcile himself 
to them. His story, he knew, was primordial, as old as man's first awareness 
that one day he must die. Yet this knowledge has never been accepted, 
never been stored away. Each day, throughout the world, a thousand times 
in a thousand different ways, the story begins again, an inexhaustible hydra 
always sprouting lively heads from her every wound. 

The summer was passing and August unfolded herself languidly. 
People went about the usual pattern of their lives. The evening air rustled 
the leaves, and Paradesis kept unravelling, patiently, obsessively, the skein 
ofhis endless agony. He searched for an end but he could fmd none. Some
times a new idea came to him like a cool wind and comforted him almost 
as if he had at last discovered the secret word that would restore his peace. 
But in the end, nothing. That wind was only a gust, quickly spent. Dark
ness caught him once more, in the middle of the road. "And yet there was 
a time," he thought, "when I had given myself up to life's struggle so com
pletely that death did not matter to me." Remembrance is no help; we can
not retrace our footsteps back along an old road. He tried every means to 
calm his frightened soul. He struggled for patience; he ridiculed, cursed 
and tormented himself, and searched in vain for strength to go on. "It 
seems," he admitted to himself one day, "that our body has an instinct more 
lively, more primitive than our spirit, and when it is pricked by presenti
ment, nothing can muzzle its howling." 

Again he returned to his books, reading during those leisure hours that 
for him were the most dangerous. But he found that his mind would 
wander, distracted by a casual word or sentence. When he read about some
one who had died, he would stop, lose himself trying to imagine what the 
man had felt, how he had acted at the precise moment he had crossed that 
tenuous dividing line. Was it like falling asleep, or something less conscious, 
a nightmare perhaps, a violent upheaval? He was jealous of those who had 
died, for they had already experienced that unique, ineffable moment. 
They were wise, heavy with their precious secret, like the bee with its 
honey, and through the mists they smiled at him, sibylline, with a haughty, 
lordly indifference. In the evening, after the others had gone to bed, he 
stayed late on the veranda, a book in his lap, trying to prolong his waking 
hours, to put off sleep, the accomplice of death. Night's butterflies, joyless, 
awkward insects, owl-like with their thick, fuzzy heads, would circle 
dizzily and fall on the page. Setting out from mysterious corners of the 
night, they seemed like mute ambassadors from another world who came 



34 THE CHARIOTEER 

to deliver the symbolic message he awaited. The night wind thrust its airy 
fmgers among the branches, tangling them, and in the distance the forest 
moaned. Reality seemed to him to have taken on another shape; the illusion 
of life had vanished like vapor and he felt lost in a desolate eternity made 
bright only by the pale, macabre glow of a candle. 

One day he suddenly recalled Rita's words: "You will tremble in front 
ofDeath, Michael, for fear he fmds you with empty hands. We, however, 
have defeated him." Perhaps she had good reason to tell him this. He would 
have done better if he had fallen in battle then, when he had unswerving 
faith and was young; when he had the strength for sacrifice, like all young 
people, the selfless exaltation. 

He no longer had restful sleep. He got up in the morning, confused by 
the experience of dark dreams he no longer remembered. He often leaped 
from his bed and went to the Inirror to look at himsel£ His eyes would have 
a wide startle, like a deer's, the pupils dilated, as if they had been trying to 
encompass visions of unknown lands too quickly traveled, whose reflec
tions he could not retain. He would gasp for breath, his ears ringing, head 
throbbing. 

One Sunday, early September, Vlankis, who had not come the night 
before, turned up around eleven in the morning; he came from the forest. 
The weather had changed a few days before. The shadows were longer, 
autumnal, and the blue of the sky was crisp and the wind swept moaning 
through the pine trees. Vlankis, in a cheap shirt and khaki pants, all dusty, 
entered the yard. He held a knobby cane and had the air of a wanderer 
arriving from far distances. 

"Where have you come from?" they asked him. 
He smiled. He had started out Saturday noon, crossed over Hymett6s, 

spent the night at St. John's the Hunter, and reached St. Paraskevi at dawn. 
He enjoyed such excursions. He brought with him now the sharp, dry air 
of the countryside. 

"Where have you been all morning?" asked Paradesis. 
"I got involved," he answered. A shadow passed over his eyes as the two 

men looked squarely at each other. 
"Can I talk to you?" said Vlankis, and getting up he took Paradesis 

aside, away from the children. "She's here!" he said bluntly. 
"Who?" Paradesis said and his hands felt cold. 
"You know who. They've brought her back to the house. She's ill." 

Paradesis' voice trembled as he tried to form a question. The weight of 
an approaching doom seemed to be on him. Vlankis looked into his eyes 
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and said, "You should have offered her your hand when I told you to. 
Why didn't you? Now, I'm afraid it's too late." 

"What do you mean?" Paradesis asked faintly. Vlankis did not answer. 
He poked the tip ofhis cane in the trodden dirt. 

"What's the matter with her?" 
"I don't know. I saw her father. We took a long walk in the forest this 

morning. Sometimes he weeps, upbraids himself, then forgets and starts 
talking again about his silly escapades. All I could fmd out is that the doctors 
:-_re concerned about her case." 

Paradesis shuddered, as if he were on the edge of an abyss suddenly 
yawning before him. 

"You must find out," he pleaded. "Go to her house." 
"I did." 
"And you saw her?" 
"Yes." 
"How is she? Bedridden?" 
"No, walking about. She seems well. She smiles." 
"Well then?" 
Vlankis again scratched the dirt with his cane. "It's not a respiratory 

illness-that's all I could fmd out." 
"Well ... tell me, for God's sake! Tell me!" 
"What can I tell you? I don't know anything. She herself said nothing. 

Her husband wasn't there ... fortunately. She's very weak, though. I 
could see that. Too much hemorrhage." 

"From what?" 
Vlankis looked up blankly at Paradesis. 

"Who knows? An internal injury perhaps, or a tumor." 
The daylight seemed to darken; Paradesis put out his hands, groping 

for support. So this is how it is: in a moment, without warning, our whole 
world comes to an end. 

He found his way to the veranda and sat down. He no longer heard 
Vlankis, who kept hovering around him, droning on, "It may be a benign 
tumor. The doctors haven't given up hope. They say there are many in
stances of cures." Something had already told Paradesis that for him it 
would end like this. Long ago he had observed that life has the two faces of 
Janus. To some it shows a smiling face, to others a fearful countenance. He, 
himself, had confronted most times only that frightening one. 

"And I was afraid," he said that night, scorning himsel£ "Afraid for 
mysel£ Yet she-yes, she will stand tall and unbending to the end, beauti-
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fully proud and dignified. What a filthy little worm I am. What a miser
able, crawling creature, never rising above the dirt." This self-castigation 
seemed to help, seemed to free him from the burden ofhis flesh. He sighed, 
mechanically and yet he was relieved. "Every ill has its good side," he 
thought, then shook himself, disgusted, realizing how subtly this thought 
had crept into his mind; he spat on the palms of his hands and rubbed his 
face in them. 

He had details from Vlankis about the location and appearance of the 
house and spent the next evening looking for it. High, near the foot of 
Hymettos, it was alone in the wilderness, with one window lit. Septem
ber wind hissed through the trees. The earth was fragrantly damp from 
the evening mists. You could wander there unnoticed for days, with only 
the howl of a passing dog to distract you. Holding the low wire fence that 
encircled the grounds, Paradesis would stand watching avidly the silent 
house, the lighted window. The shutters were closed, but some light came 
through. He asked himself, "Is she in that room or is it Zarlis spending the 
night, scanning his moth-eaten volumes for the lost secret of the Templars ?" 

He would stand there, hour after hour, until the light went out and the 
dark vacuum of night swallowed everything. 

Even time was against him. Soon he would have to take the children to 
Athens for their new school-term. What did he want; what was he waiting 
for? He did not know. His spirit was burdened and he was certain of only 
one thing: that he could not rest without visiting the little house each night, 
after dinner. A need ofhis soul drew him there rather than any conscious 
purpose. And each day, each week, by habit, by obsession, he went silently 
and blindly to wander about that isolated house, like a ghost haunting a 
marked place. 

Meantime, he could learn nothing more from Vlankis. Often, he sent 
him to see Zarlis and provided him with different excuses to enter the 
house. But all that Paradesis achieved was to learn more about Nina's hus
band. One night Vlankis had the misfortune to run into him at the gate, 
while he was going in, as if to fmd Zarlis. Thereafter, Vlankis could not set 
foot in the house without fmding that repulsive man there. He was like a 
self-appointed guard over his own household, suspiciously watching every
thing with a sleepless eye. 

His manner was mocking, scornful, even malicious. He was about 
fifty, tall, dried-up, with a clipped raven-black mustache and a large nose, 
red and jutting like a predatory beak. Under his peaked, sloping bald head 
sneered a gaunt face, the eyes watery, half-lidded. Around his bare scalp was 
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a fringe of sparse black hairs which he rubbed with a special oil, a preserva
tive, that gave them a metallic shine and the smell of rotting fish. 

''I'm not going again," Vlankis told Paradesis one night. "I'm through. 
I can't bear to look at that face." 

And he did not. Besides, he had observed that in the presence of his 
brother-in-law, Zarlis became timid as a kitten, cowering and voiceless. 
The pride of that old-world, aristocratic man was gone. Perhaps Zarlis was 
actually afraid ofhim and his gloomy presence. Once or twice, while talk
ing to the older man, Vlankis noticed Nina's husband standing at a distance, 
watching them, his body rocking as usual from the nervous tapping of his 
foot, his thin, dark red lips set in a taciturn sneer. 

Thus the last bond with that isolated house was broken. Toward the 
end of September, in Paradesis' cottage, preparations were being completed 
for the return to Athens. Country life had obviously benefited Cleopatra. 
She had added a few pounds, her color had improved, and her figure had 
filled out. Only Telemachos did not gain weight but stayed pale and thin 
as he had been since childhood. 

They were to leave the morning of the thirtieth. The day before, 
Paradesis went home at noon to help in last-minute packing. At sunset he 
went for the last time to the little house. The road was steep and he climbed 
slowly, faint-hearted. A voice in him kept saying that he was going to 
something fmal, the end of a painful story which had hardly even begun. 
Henceforth, there would be no place for nostalgia that thrives on long
stored hopes, only for sorrow that subsists on deprivation and feeds on its 
own flesh. "My life," he said almost loudly enough to hear his own words 
as he stopped in front of the house, "is a failure." 

He went around it once, not caring whether anyone inside saw him. 
The windows were almost all open, but there was no sign oflife. He walked 
near the low fence, stopping often-his eyes blurred-waiting, and then 
going on. His legs were tired and could hardly hold him up, but he never 
thought ofleaving. He felt as ifhe had been dragging himself through those 
woods for centuries, through the length of eternity, forever in sight of that 
small, low house that gave him no response; as ifhis fate in the next world 
after death was to be like this. 

Sunlight came slanting through the trees. Paradesis sat by the fence and 
sighed deeply, for he saw himself, as any passing stranger might, like a 
vagabond, a beggar who had stopped there. He expected nothing more 
from life; he felt drained of all hope. He watched the earth in the pine grove 
turn crimson; the autumn mists drifted low, and the mountainside, chang-
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ing colors, seemed to be choosing from many mantles the one most ap
propriate for its royal sleep. And in the distance, the archangel of twilight 
thrust the last rays of his sword into the heavens, red and gold in a sky 
streaming with violet. 

A long while passed as he sat there; then, he saw her far away among 
the trees. She was again in gray, in a plain, almost a peasant's dress. Over 
her head she wore a light kerchie£ 

She saw him; he was certain she recognized him, but she kept walking 
resolutely toward her door. 

Impulsively, without knowing what he did, he ran to her. He greeted 
her with a weak, almost foolish half-smile while he stood in her path. 

Nina looked at him without surprise. 
"I made you a promise," he said breathlessly, "and now here lam break

ing it. I gave you my word you would never see me again." 
He had never made such a promise. Nina waited, not replying, 

listening. 
"Forgive me," he pleaded, his voice low, his head bowed. "I can't 

keep on like this-you understand. I've been wandering around here for 
days, like a criminal returning to the scene of his crime. I know I don't de
serve your pity or your attention. I've plagued myself, going over every
thing, again and again. And now I want to say only one thing; it's mad, fmal 
-take it any way you please. But it's been on my heart for eleven years." 

Nina, who had been looking deep into his eyes, shuddered, put out her 
hand, and gently brushing his sleeve with her fmgertips, drew him toward 
the woods. She walked quickly, without a word. Her footsteps were light, 
as though once again she were a girl. 

"I have destroyed my life," said Paradesis, inwardly convulsed. "I have 
smashed my heart ... I don't know why. If you ask me today, I couldn't 
possibly explain. I know you will never question me. You're too proud for 
that. It doesn't matter. You've probably explained it for yoursel£ What
ever you think, no matter how humiliating for me, I accept it. It could 
never be so low as my opinion of mysel£" 

He stopped, seized her hands tightly in his own that were burning, and 
forced her to look at him. 

"Give me a chance to redeem myself with you," he cried passionately. 
His eyes had a feverish light. 

She watched him, silent. Into her face, again distant and impenetrable, 
a darkness came. With a quick motion she lifted her head. 

"Then they've told you that I am dying?" 
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He was staggered, as from an unexpected blow, and did not try to 
answer. Then slowly, gasping, a strain in his ribs, he began to apologize: 
he knew nothing; he never dreamed of such a thing; how could she even 
believe this of him. Besides, it's a lie, impossible! He refused to believe it. 
He had come impulsively, because he could not stay away any longer
like the last time in the square in Athens. He had tried then to tell her the 
same thing, but she wouldn't let him. Why now .... ? 

She lifted her hand, stopped him. 
"I get on very well with my husband," she said. 

He turned away, disarmed. Nina Zarlis would go from life without 
ever betraying hersel£ Numb and wordless, he leaned against a tree. Then 
he felt her soften, her face brightening, and he watched her hand slowly 
take her kerchief from her hair. 

"Look," she said with a faint smile. 
He saw that her hair was the color of ashes. Her face, though somewhat 

weary, still had a youthful glow. Her neck was thinner, her throat wrinkled. 
But her hair ! She was still Nina Zarlis and yet she was not. He felt her eyes 
watching him carefully, reading his every thought. 

He tried to speak; the words would not come. The muscles of his 
throat were tight. He wanted to hold her hands, to kiss them passionately, 
worshipfully, but she pulled away. When at last he looked up, through his 
tears, he saw her far down the path, running quickly, as if pursued by the 
wind. 

Vassiliou: Drawing 1959 



from EMPEROR MICHAEL 

BY ANGHELOS TERZAKIS 

translated by Katherine Hartis 

ONE DAY, as I leafed through some pages of Byzantine history, I suddenly saw 
passing before me the thin and tremulous shadow of an emperor who wore a monk's 
robe. He was a king, not one of the great, the glorious, not a Ioustinian6s, or 
Heraklios, or Nikeph6ros Phokas, or a Basil Bulgarokt6nos. He was a minor 
king, with a young face, about twenty-eight years old, but already drawn, his 
eyelids red from sleeplessness, his body bent, his feet bare. 

History calls him Michael IV. The years of his reign are memorable only 
because they mark the end of an illustrious era, the Byzantine Epic, of Phokas, 
Tsimisk£s, and Basil. These three giants are of the fairly recent past; they are huge 

figures who overshadow the horizon, striking immortal poses with the world in 
their hands. Their heroic epoch dominates the Middle Ages of Greece. At the end 
of their brilliant day, Michael stands humble, a suppliant, sorrowful and resigned, 
a tragic heir to a fateful legacy. 

Michael rules for seven years and becomes a kind of martyr in the course of a 
violent decline of his empire and in the fulfillment of his own doom. Among the 
many ruins heaped about him, he remains upright and inspired, living in a world 
of nightmare that is haunted by troubled and questioning shadows. He struggles, 
prays, torments himself, repents, and doubts. Suffering and ascetic discipline have 
sharpened his mind to a keen pitch and isolate him even more in his dark era. 
Michael IV is alone, with no sustaining help, in his fight against death and in his 
agony as he confronts the sacred bloodstained mystery of the world. 

His face does not have the haughtiness of history's great; his forehead is 
branded by that seal which separates from the crowd of demigods and ordinary 
mortals, the true heroes: the heroes of martyrdom.-A. T. 

ACT II, SCENE I 

The Pavilion of the Empress, Holy Thursday, 1041. 

(In the background, a large window, where the evening sky can be seen. To the 
left, a divan. To the right, an ikon stand, and up front a copper candelabrum.) 

ZoE (Reclining on the divan, wearing only diaphanous blue veils. Seems 
about 35 although she is past so.) Bum scented logs. Logs of aloes. 

ZosTf (withdraws from the other Ladies of the Girdle who are standing by 
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the window and approaches the queen.) The heat here is unbearable. Your 
Majesty will faint. · 

Zoii. No, I love the heat. It's a flame scattered in the air, which touches 
everything, wraps, and embraces it. It is like an endless embrace, a great 
warm embrace. Burn aloes logs. 

Zosn. At least let us open this window. 
Zoii. No. I don't wish it. The sound of the bells will come in. I can't 

stand the bells. It's as if they toll for the dead. 
Zosn. It is Holy Thursday, my mistress! 
Zoii. What a dreadful day! You hear nothing but bells. The whole 

city jangles like a flock of sheep herded in the fold. Ouf, what heat .... 
Zosn. I'll send two women to fan the Augusta. 
Zoii. No, I would rather you took off this garment. I'm dressed too 

heavily. How foolish! ... So! Ah, that's better. I think I have perspired 
a bit. 

Zosn. I shall wipe the Augusta. 
Zoii. No, the towel makes my skin rough. Look, my dear, doesn't my 

skin shine somewhat? How horrible! I don't like skin that shines. Once I 
had a maid, a Syrian, very dark, and her skin glistened like ebony. I had 
her flogged to make her skin coarse so it wouldn't shine any more ! Ah! 
how good it is now. (Lying more comfortably.) Talk to me, say something. 
These hours are so empty. Life is so monotonous. 

Zosn. The sun is setting. We must light the lamps soon. 
Zoii. How foolish you are! I didn't ask you to talk about that. You 

could have found something else to say. Something, for instance, about 
my body. Look at my body, Patrician Lady. Isn't it altogether fresh and 
youthful? Tell me, does it show at all the traces of time? Once a lover of 
mine, Barangos, at the time of Emperor Romanus, used to say to me, 
"Your body, my queen, is pale and hazy like the moon of my land." Down 
there it seems the moon is always hazy, wrapped in mist. I love the moon, 
Patrician Lady! 

Zosn. The moon is, indeed, beautiful. It pleases me to have it shine on 
me when I sleep. 

Zoii: When you sleep? How stupid! How can one sleep when the 
moon is shining. Ach! The light of the moon should rain on you when 
you're gliding through the Bosporos, in a small corvette, with your lover 
near you-just think! A handsome youth, all afire. That's how the moon 
should be enjoyed. Remember when we were free, my dear? What an 
unforgettable life! The corvettes used to start all together with the night 
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wind, gentle and scented. Music played softly. Over the side of the boat, 
I used to dip my leg, bare, into the cool waves. They played with it, kissed, 
tickled, teased it, like naughty children. Once a lover of mine said, "I envy 
that wave!" and he struck it with his sword. But look, Patrician Lady, 
isn't my leg beautiful? 

ZosTI. The Augusta's leg is like a pigeon. 
ZoE. Kiss it! So, kiss my foot. (The Patrician Lady stoops and kisses it.) 

Ach! What a cold kiss. You don't know how to kiss. Only a man knows 
how to kiss. I love to feel the roughness of a beard on my skin. A sweet thrill 
takes possession of you. Ouf! How terrible to think of this now, now that 
the Monk only permits eunuchs to come to the Ladies' Pavilion. Give me 
my knife, Patrician Lady, my gold knife with the ivory handle. So! I'm 
going to dig it into my pillow, once, twice, three times and I am going to 
conjure the evil spirits to take the Monk's heart. But, do eunuchs have 
hearts! 

ZosTI. No, they don't, my mistress. 
ZoE. Tell me, my dear, how can it be that there are men in this world 

who torture women? It is terrible! With a woman-it is different. A 
woman is made to torture others. Did you see how nice red looks on my 
nails. Our nails are made to be painted in blood. See: I put fresh paint from 
cochineal on mine today. Look ! How beautiful they are! (The Chief 
Eunuch with the Grand Mistress of the Palace and the Ladies of the Bedchamber 
enter holding lighted lamps and place them at various corners.) 

ZoE. Why are they bringing the lamps? Who told them to bring the 

lamps? 
GRAND MISTRESS. The sun is setting, Your Majesty. 
ZoE. Let in the light of the setting sun. I love the sunset. It is red. The 

color of porphyry and passion. Put out the lamps! (The lamps are put out.) 
Open that window there. (Sgouritzi opens it.) Ah, that way. Good. Now 
the smell of the sea comes in, a breath of the sea. Sgouritzi! Give me my 
cloak. (The eunuch brings the cloak.) Throw it on my shoulders. Do you like 
my shoulders, Sgouritzi? (The eunuch crosses his hands on his chest, a sign of 
silent admiration.) Look, look at my shoulders! You are the last man to stay 
in the Ladies' Pavilion. But what can you feel, eunuch! Anyway, kiss my 
foot. I'll let you kiss my foot. (The eunuch stoops and kisses it.) At the tips, 
on the nails. You are the luckiest man in the Empire at this moment, 
Sgouritzi, do you know it? (From a distance the bells ring.) Again those bells! 
I shall order the Patriarch to abolish them, I shall have the friars who ring 
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them whipped. But how, how, Grand Mistress, now that your Empress 
is a prisoner. Your queen is the prisoner of a Monk. Your Majesty, Zoe, 
the Porphyrogenita, niece of the Bulgaroktonos. Do you hear? I am a 
prisoner, Grand Mistress. (Bells are still ringing.) 

GRAND MISTRESS. Does your majesty wish me to close the window? 
ZoE. No, leave it open, Grand Mistress. Wide open. I want to smell 

the sea. (The sound of the bells grows stronger.) Oh! It's dreadful .•. Un
bearable .... 

GRAND MISTRESS. His holiness, the king, is on his way to church. (The 
golden-purple light of the setting sun fills the stage.) 

ZoE. How is that? Is it time then? 
GRAND MISTRESS. He is setting out with his procession. The all-night 

vigil will begin in a while. 
ZoE. From the time they forbade me to leave the Ladies' Pavilion I 

don't even set foot in the chapels of the palace, Grand Mistress. It's unheard 
o£ That Monk will make me lose my soul. And I loved the church so ! It 
smelled of incense, lots of incense, and the air was warm with candle light 
as if you were in a bath. You closed your eyes and dreamed. Christ must 
surely love scents. Put some nard and incense to bum on the ikon stand. But 
didn't the king come down yet? Aren't they ever going to stop tolling? 

SGOURITZI. The king will not attend the service tonight. 
ZoE. What? Why isn't he going to attend? 
SGOURITZI. In the afternoon, when the Lavation was taking place and 

the king was washing the feet of the poor, as custom demands, the Patricians 
stood in line outside the Pavilion, waiting to accompany his holiness into 
church. But suddenly, as he was coming out between the Prime Minister 
and the Chief Vestryman holding his candle, they saw him go pale. He 
stopped, spread out his hands, and fell down in a heap. The swordsmen 
ran to help him, but with a look he kept them away. He got up again with
out help and demanded to be alone. Everyone left. Then, instead of with
drawing into the Pavilion as the doctor had advised, he took offhis purple 
sandals, lighted his candle, and started barefoot, alone, through the Palace 
corridors. He walked without stopping, singing psalms, passed the tri
cliniums, not stopping anywhere, and the Pavilion attendants who saw 
him, withdrew frightened. He continued to walk, holding the candle in 
his hand and chanting .... 

ZoE (motions him hurriedly to stop; she shouts). All the women get out! 
Hurry! (The Ladies of the Girdle and the Grand Mistress leave.) 
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Zoii (to Sgouritzi). Did you see him yourself, with your own eyes, 
Sgouritzi? I don't believe all they say in here any more. This Palace is full 
of spies. 

SGOURITZI. I saw him with my own eyes, Your Majesty. I was coming 
to the Ladies' Pavilion when I met him close by here, where the corridor 
is dark. I hid in a comer and waited for him to pass. But he didn't see me. 
His eyes were glazed and staring vaguely. 

Zoii. He is done for, Sgouritzi. The sickness has taken hold of him, 
he's coming to a bad end. At least if some doctor could speed him on .... 
Eh? That would be a relief, I believe, for his soul. But this must not be made 
known and the man for it-he must be absolutely trustworthy. 

SGOURITZI (smiling cunningly). Your Majesty knows there are no loyal 
people in this Palace. The First Swordsman, Boukoupelis, and the doctor 
we hired then to poison the Monk, were the last ones. They were discovered 
and exiled. Your Majesty is left alone now. 

Zoii. Hm, yes, Sgouritzi, yes, Sgouritzi. But a woman never remains 
alone. This world is ruled hymen but men are ruled by women. You will see. 

GRAND MISTRESS (entering out of breath). His holiness! His holiness is 
coming to the Ladies' Pavilion! 

Zoii (straightening up). Here! After so many years! 
GRAND MISTRESS. He's alone, without attendants! The women have 

scattered .... 
Zoii (who has quickly recovered). You go, alone, and kneel before him, 

Grand Mistress. Get a move on! (The Grand Mistress leaves hesitantly.) 
Sgouritzi ! Don't let him see you near me. But don't leave altogether. I may 
need you. (Sgouritzi leaves to the left.) 

(The Emperor enters from the rear. He is, as Sgouritzi described, barefoot, a 
candle in his hand. He advances slowly, his eyes staring. His lips move as if he 
were chanting silently. He stands in the middle of the stage. Zoe steps down from 
the divan and kneels before him.) 

MICHAEL. Woman, to whom are you kneeling? 
Zoii. To my King and Master. 
MICHAEL. "Thou sayest that I am a king. 

My kingdom is not of this world." 
(Zoe rises. He looks about as ifhe were seeking something. He looks to the left 

and approaches the ikon stand. He puts his candle in the candelabrum and kneels. 
The stage gradually darkens. Soon it is lit only by the light of the candle and the 
starlight through the rear window.) 

MICHAEL (praying). "Thou wast crucified for me and thus became the 
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source of my salvation. Thy side was pierced and thus the font oflife poured 
forth for me. Thou wast transfixed with nails ..•. " (He continues silently, 
hiding his face in his hands. Finally, uncovering his face, without turning.) "Thou 
wast crucified for me and thus became the source of my salvation." Woman, 
do you hear? "And thus became the source of my salvation." 

ZoE. Yes, master. 

MICHAEL (rising). How do you gain salvation? Did you kneel before 
the Mother of God last night? Did you bare your feet to come down to 
church? Or do you wear your royal sandals? Or do you rest your body in 
your purple indolence? 

ZoE. Master, if tears would redeem sin, then the queen of the Romans 
is purified. 

MICHAEL. Have you shed tears then, woman? Have you pierced your 
heart to shed blood, as His side was pierced? If so, then you are ready for 
the sacrifice. Tears cleanse our unruly bodies from the filth of sin. If so, then 
your blood will not contaminate the sacrificial altar. 

ZoE. My blood! 

MICHAEL (coming closer). Tear the diadem from your hair and from 
your shoulders the royal cloak. All of us, before the Judge, will appear equal. 
And afterwards, kneel. Now you may kneel. Do you see Him who stands 
with His sword drawn behind you? Now you may kneel. Pray that He be 
compassionate and will cover your eyes with His wings at the fmal hour. 
That is how you will appear, queen, at the Terrible Tribune. Without a 
diadem, without a diadem! 

ZoE. Christ, help me! (Steps back frightened until she reaches the divan.) 
MICHAEL. The King of Heaven and Lord of Glory offered His son 

to the sacrificial altar. And again the Lord said to Abraham: Take thy 
son, thine only son and get thee to Mt. Moriah and offer him there in 
sacrifice .... 

ZoE. My king then wishes that I should die? 
MICHAEL. There is no death, woman! There is salvation. I bring you 

redemption. 
ZoE. (dropping to her knees). Virgin Mary! 
MICHAEL. And with these hands, with these hands ! Hm! Do you 

recognize them, woman? 

ZoE. (slyly). But surely! They are the hands that hold the world. 
MICHAEL. No. They are the hands that strangled Romanus! 
ZoE (startled). Michael! 
MICHAEL. So, you recognize them now? I'm sure you do. They are the 
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hands that warmed your breasts during our iniquitous nights of adultery. 

Look at them ! They are the hands that took benefaction from a king and 

in return gave him death. Look at them! Hands that you taught to strike 

secretly, cowardly, treacherously ...• 

ZoE (intensely). They are the hands in which I placed the crown. 

MicHAEL (lets his hands drop). Yes, you gave me the crown. But you 

took away my calm. God! All men are not born to rule! 

ZoE (rising). No! It's not true. Your brow was beautiful, Michael. 

Placing the crown on your head, I did no more than complete an act which 

God began. He created beauty, isn't it so? And love. They reign together, 

tyrannical, in the hearts of men. (Near him) Michael ... Michael ... All 

men are not born to rule, but on the chosen the Almighty places His seal. 

What rules strongest over men, tell me, power or beauty? Power is hated, 

but beauty is worshipped. 
MICHAEL. Be off, sly woman, with your sacrilegious words! Away, 

offspring of hell, seductive and treacherous ! My soul which your sorcery 

tied in a thick net, I have freed. The Lord of Glory has spread His grace 

over me. Don't look to draw it again to lawlessness. Your power is crushed. 

ZoE (sitting on the divan). I never had power over you. I had the weak

ness of my love. Why have you forgotten? You were young, poor, insig

nificant. Your brother, the Monk, brought you from the desolate shores of 

Paphlag6nia for a small office in the Palace and I saw you and chose you 

immediately. From that moment my life became unbearable, my nights 

damned. The thought of you was like a fire in my blood. A flame licked 

and seared my heart. My royal bed was like an iron prison, the mattresses a 

smoldering fire which burned my naked body. Then I called you, I raised 

you next to me, I took you. And then ... then I saw that that was not 

enough. But where does love stop? Where has God set the boundaries? To 

the land of martyrdom! Michael! On our heads we wore, instead of 

marriage crowns, crowns of thorns. He will forgive us, He who still has 

the wounds on His brow. 
MICHAEL. Don't blaspheme, I say, woman! Take your hands from me. 

Don't wind them about my neck. It is a noose ! 

ZoE (angry). So this is my reward? I have suffered the most horrible 

tortures, the deepest debasement, I, Zoe, the Porphyrogenita, the Mace

danian, from your people! I made you king and my husband, and you 

gave the power to my enemies. Your brothers hate me, although in my 

Palace they first gained pardon from their infamous life. And the Monk, 

through you, became the new king and ruler, and he denies me even my 
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freedom. Now, Zoe, the Porphyrogenita, has no longer any right to leave 
her Pavilion. She has no right to show herself to the people, no right to see 
the king! They accuse her of being a traitor, a poisoner, indecent, Zoe, the 
Porphyrogenita, and she can't defend hersel£ She does not have this right 
which even the worst criminals have. And she endures all, all, because she 
loved. But the Almighty who knows what is in the hearts of all men, will 
one day grant her the crown of eternal victory. He will tell her, as He said 
to that sinful woman, "Thy sins are forgiven thee; for thou didst love 
much!" 

MICHAEL. Don't blaspheme, I say, woman! 
ZoE. I am not a woman! I am the queen! In my veins runs the blood 

of the Macedonians. The Bulgaroktonos is in my roots. 
MICHAEL. Ah! Basil, again Basil ! Basil everywhere. This Palace where 

he did not stay when he was alive, he haunts now that he is dead. He swept 
all the lands of Christ before him with his sword, that old wild-bearded 
one, that blood-sucker; he drowned the universe in blood, he blinded, 
burned, devastated; and after he sated his fury with corpses, he now sends 
his own corpse from Hades to spread itself through the length and breadth 
of this Palace! His deeds are like crows swirling over my head, cawing 
death. And I am without honor, a coward, I, because I am not Basil. 

ZoE. He was a man, that one ! 
MICHAEL. Say it! He was a man because he slaughtered. And Tsimiskis 

also! Say it: real kings dye their robes in blood. They drank blood, they, 
the great ones, while you Michael, the humble one, drank water! Ah! 
The water that drowned Roman us in the bath! And you didn't even 
drown him yourself, with your own hands. No! You put others to drown 
him, your servants. You didn't feel that your arms were strong enough, 
Michael ... say it, say it, woman! No! And your heart was cowardly like 
a deer in a dark forest. And it was Holy Thursday, Michael, like today, and 
the bells tolled for the passion of Christ and for the salvation of man. (Com
ing closer.) Look, woman, look, Zoe, Porphyrogenita! Do you see these 
hands, these feet, this body? Are they as beautiful as they were then? Tell 
me! Are they still beautiful? No! Something secret and treacherous runs 
through them now and bloats them, in the belly, in the breast, and in the 
head! Water, the doctors said, water! Do you hear, woman? That's the 
disease! Now do you understand! The water that drowned Romanus. 
Like a tree rooted in the mire, this, my rotten flesh sucks the black and 
polluted water ofHell, drinks it and sweats it out. Woman, woman, I have 
death in my blood! 
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ZoE. Slave! Peasant, I say. It's true, it's true, ha! All men are not born 
to rule, I see it now! There are also the slaves, I forgot them. I have one 
before me! 

MICHAEL. Augusta ! 
ZoE. Yes, that's right: Augusta ! I am not your wife. I am the Augusta. 

In vain I raised you to my level. Your spirit remained humble as before, 
cowardly and enslaved like a plebeian. Long ago I noticed that your 
shoulders were made to stoop. Being king has brought you to your knees, 
you miserable thing! Hm! And your body-even that is diseased by this 
air which only iron heroic breasts can breathe. Yours has rotted, has dis
integrated, become stinking ! ... loathsome ! 

MICHAEL. Woman! Stop! 
ZoE. The sword has slipped from your hand, your slave's soul is over

come by fears. You were a deserter at Thessalonica. You think I did not 
find this out? And you were vanquished in Sicily. Shame! Look into what 
hands, Almighty, your power and dominion have fallen-the dominion 
conquered by the sword of the Macedonians! My race! 

MICHAEL. Woman! For the last time .... 
ZoE. I am not a woman, I say. I am the Augusta! 
MICHAEL. Ah! So then .... 
ZoE. Withdraw from my presence ! Do not defile me with your rotten 

breath! Already the worms of this earth stir beneath your skin. Don't 
touch my body. 

MICHAEL. Your body, eh? Your body! And yet this body was given 
to me, I embraced it, fondled it with these hands. These loins took me in, 
these thighs joyfully squeezed my kidneys. These breasts quivered against 
my chest. And your throat, your throat throbbed with my kisses ..• your 
throat ... your throat ... 

ZoE. Keep your hands off me! 
MICHAEL (his mind cloudy, his hands slowly moving up). Your throat 

... your throat ...• 
ZoE. Christ! 
MICHAEL. The throat! 
ZoE (with a choking cry). Help! Help the Augusta! 
MICHAEL (in a fearful voice). There is no Augusta here. There is only 

Divine Justice! ( Suddenly,Jrom the open window comes the deep ,funereal sound 
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of the bells. It swells, filling the night. He stands, loosens his grasp, drops his 
hands, and staggers back. Zoe, breathing heavily, rises. He, dazed, his eyes glassy, 
makes the sign of the cross, drops to his knees.) Today He is hung upon the 
cross ... the cross .•. Today He is hung ... upon the cross! Today ... 
He is hung ... upon the cross ! 

SOME MEMBERS OF THE ORIGINAL CAST 

At the first performance by the National Greek Theater, 24 March 1936 
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world. His technique, devoid of contrasts, shadings and dramatic con
flicts, is of necessity rather simple. The narration unfolds smoothly. The 
plot has no sharp edges, no rises or falls. It moves at a measured pace, and 
with a melancholy that slowly becomes depressing. His characters have 
never had hopes or ambitions, have never seen themselves fallen from great 
heights to which they have never risen." 

In a review of Princess Izabo, a novel set in the Greece of the Middle 
Ages, Yiannis Hatzinis soundly estimates Terzakis' particular genius and 
at the same time fixes the author's position among his contemporaries. 
"What has chiefly contributed to this book's vast popularity is its well
designed and masterfully developed mythical content. Moreover, we fmd 
in it a marvelous prose which alone could establish it as a classic. By com
bining structural solidity with poetic exaltation, it makes us feel as if we 
could touch the stars while we stand on the earth .... 

"Terzakis is one of our few creative intellectuals whose work, one might 
safely say, has a European significance. He realizes better than most people 
that Truth is a bird difficult to catch, and that one should be grateful to have 
felt its pulsating body on one's arm, if only for a moment, before letting it 
fly. 

"What I admire most in him is his ceaseless struggle for the absolute, 
even while he has the painful awareness that no such thing exists. This 
struggle, to my mind, is a mark of higher intellectuality: the effort to fill 
the bottomless jar of the Danaides." 

This "European significance" can, to an extent, be measured by the 
range of acceptance which Princess Izabo has found abroad. Though 
Mediaeval in theme, Greek in motive, and singularly individual in treat
ment, still the universal and contemporaneous quality of the book has not 
been lost on foreign readers. An anonymous critic of the Goteborgs Morgen
post said, "This is a book that eloquently depicts the splendour and dark
ness, the wealth and misery, the adventures and sorrows of the entire 
Mediaeval world. Unquestionably inspired by Resistance efforts during 
the German occupation of Greece, its true aim is a reminder that a nation's 
struggle for liberty and integration can be fought with much the same 
intensity at any time throughout history." 

It is significant that the widely human application which grows from 
Terzakis' particularized theme has been readily grasped by those whose 
backgrounds differ from the writer's own. If the belief that Greek literature 
is hampered by regionalism hasn't already been belied by his contem
poraries, Terzakis alone might easily dispel it. Another Swedish critic, 
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writing in the Goteborgs Handels Och Sjofartsidning, remarks similarly upon 
the broad human implications which resound throughout Princess IzabO. 
"Mr. Terzakis, in writing this chivalric novel, has recreated the total 
atmosphere of that world which we fmd in the Grail Legend. The situations 
surrounding the Princess Izabo are genuinely those of chivalric legend; but 
at the same time they convey the situation of Modern Greece. This novel 
defmitely deserves to be read throughout the world." 

The Swedish periodical Upsala pays the author of Princess Izabo the 
highest tribute in dissociating the historic implications of the work from 
the art and craft of the writing itself-a test that much contemporary prose 
would fail to pass. "In order to explain the interest aroused by this book, it 
is unnecessary to seek analogies between it and the events of our time. It is 
sufficient that the book shows the sure touch of genius, and that it is notably 
superior to most of what the West has currently to offer." This virtue per:.. 
haps most strongly assures a high place for Terzakis in the literary world. 

Though Terzakis has not gone unnoticed in America, his widespread 
recognition here is yet to come. The Spring 1954 number of Books Abroad 
(published by the University of Oklahoma) carried a brief survey of Mod
ern Greek Letters by Henriette Avatanghelos. In this survey Terzakis is 
singled out as "an excellent technician of the novel who is preoccupied 
with present-day problems of humanity .... he studies the history of a 
family during the period between the two wars (Refugees and The Decline 
of the Skler0. In The Violet City he is concerned with people of the worka
day world who are caught between traditional morality and the demands 
of modern life." 

This concern with the haphazard welding of old values onto con
temporary situations might seem, at first sight, the most directly Greek 
element in the work ofTerzakis. And yet it is a concern which he openly 
shares with the best writers in Europe and America. 

Whether recreating "the total atmosphere of that world which we fmd 
in the Grail Legend" or studying "the history of a family during the period 
between two wars," Terzakis has something vital to say to the world at 
large. His European readers can attest to this. And ifhe is as yet not widely 
known in the United States, this circumstance is a result of the slowness of 
the American reader and, more justly, of the American publisher in ''dis
covering" the wealth ofliterature being produced in modern Greece. The 
recent popularity ofNikos Kazantzakis in America has for a time deprived 
other Greek novelists of a fair hearing. However, this popularity has un
doubtedly served to open the eyes of the American reader to modern 
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Greek literature and must inevitably impose a demand on the publishers to 
explore the literary output of Greece. 

European readers have already stamped Terzakis' passport as a writer 
of the world. They have made it obvious that the strongly Greek element 
in his work does not in any way constitute provincialism. What Greece is 
for Terzakis is in every way comparable to what Dublin was for Joyce, 
Russia for Chekhov-what race and region must be for any writer of vision: 
a soil from which to grow, a school in which to study the natural history of 
man and, ultimately, a glass in which the world is magnified in every detail. 

Still it should be added that the important critical evaluation of any 
contemporary Greek writer must be made in Greece itself, by those who 
hold their common share in the land and language of the writer. It is for 
Greek readers to measure the height to which the writer has grown from 
the home soil, to assay the knowledge he has gathered from the native 
school, to judge the acuteness with which he peers into the glass and in
terprets the human patterns to be seen there. Andreas Karand6nis is only 
one critic who has surveyed the work ofTerzakis with these questions in 
mind. And he has framed his answers in terms which have found agreement 
among the most astute readers of the new Greek fiction. "The work of 
Anghelos Terzakis, based as it is on the solid talent of a builder who knows 
how to fuse every element into a coherent whole, is a landmark in the de
velopment of the modern Greek novel. His extraordinary sensitivity is 
capable of analyzing itself and of suffering the trials of its heroes. His is the 
conscience of a deeply cultivated man who feels acutely the problems ofhis 
time. And he adds to this a psychological insight equal to the task of 
anatomizing the suffering, the unsatisfied, the divided humanity which 
constitutes, in many ways, the spirit of our century. 

"Terzakis has given us psychological, autobiographical, social, and his
torical works, short stories, drama, and criticism. Clearly outstanding in the 
center of this prolific production are his two great prose works: the one, 
his long, variegated lyric-epic novel, Princess Izabo, which re-creates the 
Greek Middle Ages during the Frankish rule, but which is based on con
temporary psychological and sociological problems; the other, his deeply 
tragic novel, Without God, which passionately examines those ideological 
beliefs inherent in our attitudes toward the social conditions of freedom 
and force. These two novels, judged among the best works of contempor
ary Greek literature, deserve a universal audience. 

"Terzakis, the craftsman, lays down his pen only when he fmds perfec
tion at hand. An element of ripeness and plasticity qualifies his work as the 
prototype for younger generations of writers." 



SPYROS VASSILIOU: An Autobiographical Word 
translated by the Staff 

SPYROS VASSidou was born in 1920 at Galaxfdi, a little town by the sea, 
a town as he says, of"five hundred ships and six thousand souls once upon a 
time." He graduated from the School afFine Arts in Athens. In 1930 he won 
the Benakeion prize of the Academy of Athens for his drawings made to 
decorate the Byzantine church, St. Dionysios the Areopagite. This prize 
enabled him to travel to Italy, France, Belgium, England, and other coun
tries, to visit museums and meet distinguished artists. These encounters 
with the modem Art of the West, he confesses, speaking of himself in the 
third person, "perturbed the young Greek who was brought up in a thor
oughly Greek tradition. He wavered much between the new sirens and the 
old familiar forms-a most precious experience for an artist born at such a 
crossroad of cultures as Greece is, between the wind of modernity blowing 
from the West, and the perpetual need to dig in the paternal orchard, to 
search for primordial roots. A double danger threatens here: one may be 
either uprooted from his fatherland or isolated from the external world. 
The occupation of Greece by the Nazis and the sufferings of her people 
brought V assiliou back to seek and fmd inspiration in his native land. His 
home town and childhood experiences gave direction to his search." He was 
so inspired by Greek nature and the variety of Greek life that since 1925 he 
has had a number of successful one-man shows and has participated in all 
Pan-Hellenic art exhibitions. His works have also appeared in several exhi
bitions abroad, in Venice, Rome, Paris, Sophia, Belgrade, Stockholm, 
Cairo, New York and elsewhere. In 1960 he won the Guggenheim prize for 
his canvas, "Light and Shadows." 

Mr. Vassiliou is also an accomplished engraver, scene-painter, painter 
of murals, and an illustrator of several books. 

"In the passage of many years," he writes, "the adventures of my eye 
have been several. Sometimes the facing wall, or a piece of wood, or the 
chaos of a disorderly theater-stage, expressed in water-color or oil-color or 
tempera-all have witnessed my search. Sometimes the crystal light of the 
island of Aegina has illuminated my subject with a new brilliance. The eye 
suddenly discovered the boats, the masts, the buildings, and the human 
beings in a light that constantly changed its color and shade and had no 
specific edges, no tangible space. One had only to look and choose whatever 
belonged on one's canvas, to arrange and put it down simply and truly in 
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the given climate of color. Thus, little by little, the black and white on a 
piece of wood, the forms on white plaster or a gold background, the masts 
of a ship tracing the light of a summer noon, all these were drawn with the 
same feeling-that of the simple and unaffected line, without deliberate 
involvements. Emotion has come, perhaps, from the face of an old hero or 
from a sewing machine at the corner of a square, from the idea of freedom 
or from an umbrella left open at a threshold-from all the high and all the 
humble things, the everyday and the everlasting. Each deserves the same 
degree of honor from the artist. He must look at them, create them in color 
and form, and translate them for others. This task requires rich inner re
sources, inexhaustible mastery, and many, many years of sheer hard work." 

The rare gift of Spyros Vassiliou is that he can put on his canvas the revelation, 
the wonder, of seeing something for the first time, with new eyes. Even when he 
elaborates, he does it beautifully, never laboriously. When I visited his atelier in 
Athens (Webster Street) I was stimulated, as only another artist can be, by his 
charm and versatility, by his amusing and yet revealing use of natural and man
made objects. 

[Art Editor's Note] 

from upoETRY IN THE PAINTING OF 
SPYROS VASSILIOU'' 

BY ANDREAS KARANDONIS 

translated by Andonis Decavalles 

&.oNG THE MANY works which deserve our attention, those ofSpyros 
Vassillou keep attracting us because he always has something new to say. 
Far from the tyranny ofboth school-conservatism and absolute modernism, 
free and happy himself, he creates and sustains a world which gives us only 
delight and repose. We see it and feel it as if it were a poetic text. Vassiliou' s 
canvasses are like a record of our impressions after a journey which has 
opened for us rich poetic vistas. Vassiliou' s paintings spring from a purely 
poetic rapport between the painter and nature-nature not as decoration, 
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SPYROS VASSILIOU The Calque at the Church 1955 

SPYROS VAssruou From a Series: Small Adventures Along a Beach 1959 



SPYROS VASSILIOU The Golden Hour I959 
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but nature transmuted by the fme, deep sensibility of the artist who knows 
how to recreate and interpret it. Every landscape-like every man-hides 
a kind of secret that lies beyond the first impression which attracts us. It is, 
shall we say, a certain "unique objectivity" which is made not by its purely 
graphic aspects, but by something deeper, more personal. We can inter
pret a landscape only if we can discover this secret. It is not easily grasped, 
for it requires the intervention of a "poetic grace." This quality of grace is 
what draws us to V assiliou' s work. His paintings exhibited three years ago 
had as their main theme the landscapes of the island of Aegina, its port and 
its life, its people and their occupations, the sea, the air, the sky, the houses, 
the households. In that exhibition V assiliou revealed that through him the 
Greek landscape fmds its voice; to him it is a modus vivendi. 

He was born at Galaxidi, a sea-town which has fallen from prosperity 
to decay and has in itself become a work of art, rousing in us nostalgia for 
the old days. From childhood he stored in his imagination pictures ofbeauti
ful objects and experiences from the life of the people. These, called up by 
other Greek circumstances, overflowed across his canvasses. Thus the man 
from Galaxidi became easily and naturally the poet-painter of Aegina, and 
through Aegina, of the Greek landscape at large. V assiliou sings of Greece 
with his diaphanous colors, his elegant lines and fme contours, and especially 
with his folk disposition, which has in it something of the dance and yet, 
too, of fme embroidery. He knows how to sing of Greece in his painting, 
because he knows how to live the Greek way, simply and frugally. He is 
never seized by the intention to surprise or to create some dazzling grandeur. 
He does not seem to be searching for anything; all colors and shapes seem 
to come to his brush of themselves and take their place on his canvas spon
taneously. That which, in other painters, is a quest and sometimes cause for 
anxiety, to Vassiliou is "discovery" and "peace." It is a peace full of life, 
like the calm of those many-colored sunsets that often spread over the lands 
and seas of Aegina and allow everything, every object or creature of God, 
every work of nature or of man, to hold its unique place in what we call 
"cosmos" or "creation." His artistic manner may change, or at times vary, 
but his deeper unity lies in the fact that he always remains" a citizen of Greek 
nature and of the life of the people." He is a sensitive, open-eyed companion 
of the port, the sea, the animals, the humble homes, the picturesque furni
ture of Greek households, of the chair in the coffeehouse and the tavern, of 
the old discolored umbrella, the metal back-stairs of a house, winding up 
from the yard to the roo£ These stairs, which have greatly impressed him, 
are one of his most beautiful poetic symbols. They climb joyfully into the 
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air and take us with them and leave us suspended in the free middle distance 
between earth and sky. 

With deep love he collects all these elements of form and disentangles 
them. He selects them as if with the most delicate tools of a surgeon and 
transfers them unaltered, directly, to the canvas. He arranges them into a 
harmony, architectural and optical, which best expresses them in the con
centrated and limited space of a painting. This harmonious concentration 
is perhaps one of the most difficult tasks of the artist .... 

In a more recent phase ofhis art Vassiliou has revealed another area of 
Greece, the center of which is the town of X yl6kastro. In these paintings 
Vassiliou was not interested in depicting the most obvious and classical 
"natural beauty." They would then have been trivial-mistakes. Some
thing else attracted the attention of the painter: the beautiful, long-drawn, 
and undulating shore of the gulf of Corinth, the green of its fruit trees and 
cypresses, of its gardens, vineyards, and pine groves, a green which spreads 
and flows vibrantly toward the wide shores of the Corinthian gulf, but 
does not enliven, does not "mix" with the color of the sea. This green exists 
by itself; the shore and the sea exist by themselves. This loneliness, beyond 
the human, of the Corinthian shore aroused V assiliou. Color harmonies of 
dream and magic, soft lines, little bays that seem forgotten even by God, 
shores with fine sand or pebbles and above them swarms of sleeping trees, 
little ports with dead piers, without boats, without ships, roads by the 
beach where not a soul walks, houses wrapped in flowers, turning their 
backs to the sea, the platform of a coffeehouse empty of patrons, a small 
sea-side tavern, and the satin, uninhabited waters stretching far as the main
land, toward blue-green mountains, where an endless sky is bright each 
evening with the roses of sunset, there toward Roumeli. 

This is a seascape but entirely different from that of the islands. This is 
wide and empty of life, like a dreamland, full of a metaphysical solitude, 
bathed in a gold, indefmite sadness. Even ships passing in the distance look 
as if they are not real but creations of a fairyland. The people of the gulf of 
Corinth, except in a few places, live as if they ignore the sea, and the sea be
wails its loneliness or lies quietly, alone, without skiffs or fishing-boats, 
without that festive tumult of the little island ports. The people of the gulf 
of Corinth are absorbed in their rich inland, their all-green orchards, the 
magical attraction of their millions of fruit trees. Vassiliou, however, is a 
man of the island and of a sea whose identity is defined by the human 
presence. With this deep experience in him he could not escape the "shock" 
of realizing the aesthetic and psychological contrast between the Corinthian 
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gulf and the islands. This shock has been for him an artistic revelation. A 
new artistic and human vista naturally excited him to grasp and create and 
interpret poetically in forms and colors this other-worldly sea-loneliness as 
a symbol and as a psychological state. 

In Corinth the experienced painter of the seascape found himself again 
in his element, but there, instead of the minute picturesque elements of the 
island crowded in a little space, he depicts the wide, desert expanse hardly 
enlivened by the human presence. A lonely walker, an amateur £sherman, 
a bicycle crossing indifferently and hurriedly, a deserted beach, a big fishing 
basket empty on the sand-ali these are symbols of the area, symbols of a 
most expressive loneliness. Even a single telegraph pole standing like a her
mit and an observer of the remote horizon, a parasol on the beach with no 
one in its shade, empty chairs piled on one another-all seem to point at 
this loneliness, at this bright, blue, idyllic void. Yet such a void is charged 
with the lyrical emotion which it inspired in Vassiliou. 

From a certain viewpoint these paintings, with their ample clarity, 
their care and elegance, depict one of the most characteristic parts of Greece; 
they are a poetic and artistic victory over the vexation and despair that 
nature can cause in the soul of a genuine islander. Camus, somewhere, 
analysed the tragic spirit of the Mediterranean, tragic in its absolute lumi
nosity. He spoke about those forms of agony that the mountains take when 
evening falls on the sea. Our poet Palamas, in a sonnet telling of the bright 
light of Attica, reveals suddenly its tragic meaning, saying, "In the night 
that is blue, the tragedy oflife is more tragic." A new bright tragedy is be
ing unfolded through the new paintings ofVassiliou, in soft manners, not 
far-fetched, with the Greek sense of measure, with colors that are logical 
and human. To what extent he himself is aware of the spirit of tragedy in 
the landscape, we cannot fully say; perhaps such awareness is not im
portant for painting as a pure art. Many people believe that the most 
genuine works spring from the creator's subconscious. But Vassiliou is not 
only an intuitive and unfeigning poet; he is also a widely experienced, con
scious artist. The Corinthian landscapes inspired him in a classical manner, 
but he did not see and feel only their spirit and secret. He also saw and was 
intoxicated by their purely artistic texture. What he saw and felt is revealed 
in the way he works with detail and in the meticulous care he gives to line 
and color and contour. In short, we can never stop enjoying the poetry of 
his vision and his craftsmanship. 



THE BULL FROM THE SEA 

BY JoHN A. SToNE 

MARY RENAULT's novels about Theseus are uncommonly good be
cause they evoke a world whose spiritual allegiances are passionate. We 
read her and are persuaded that men of conviction can strive, suffer, and 
fail without seeking refuge in the belief that life is absurd. It requires excep
tional art to make vivid the actuality of such a culture at a time when men 
are confused and perturbed. The word egare, which says a great deal of the 
anguished figures in Racine's Phedre, is only superficially useful in explain
ing the grief of Miss Renault's Theseus and the destructiveness of her 
Phedra. The latter is sick in mind and is never shown to have a noble spirit; 
the former is nearly always ruled by his intellect and moral passion. Theseus, 
in these novels, is not egare; that is, he is not driven by irrational forces or 
divided from his moral selfby doubts. His mind has discipline and integrity. 
And when he comes to grief, he does not cry out that life is meaningless but 
affirms that the gods are just. He is a tough-minded man. 

In The Bull from the Sea, as in The King Must Die, the earlier novel about 
Theseus, Miss Renault assumes the coexistence of two conflicting forms of 
divine kingship. The Pelasgians, whom she refers to as the Shore Folk, and 
the Minoans had a matriarchal culture. They worshipped the Earth Mother 
and regularly sacrificed to her the consorts of their queen to insure the 
fertility of the soil. Theseus' patriarchal forbears, whom Miss Renault calls 
Hellenes, brought with them the worship of the Sky Gods (the Olympians) 
when they invaded the mainland of Greece from the north, possibly the 
Danube basin. While gradually supplanting the established order, they too 
believed in the royal sacrifice but gave it a different function. When the 
Sky Gods, who sent rain, were offended and demanded the supreme sacri
fice through diverse signs, the king willingly offered his life to save his 
people from divine wrath. In time, the idea of this form of sacrifice was 
sublimated so that emphasis came to be placed on the king' s readiness to die 
rather than on the mere necessity of bloodletting. This readiness is what 
Miss Renault calls the consenting, a form of submission to divine will which 
informs the heroism of Theseus. In Crete, the northern invaders had esta
blished hereditary kingship, but certain aspects of the matriarchal cult re
mained. Miss Renault portrays Theseus as an enlightened and strong-willed 
man who endeavors to reconcile these hostile forms of divine kingship. 
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Early in The Bull from the Sea, he begins to reshape Greek society. First 
he breaks the power of Crete, leaving Deukalion to act as his puppet ruler. 
Then he accomplishes the unification of Attica, bringing it under one law. 
In Athens, his social innovations include a festival in honor of the Earth 
Goddess, by means of which he tries to reconcile the rites of each local god
dess. This festival proves such a success that Theseus decides to proclaim, 
there and then, the unification of Attica and Eleusis, which henceforth stand 
under a single rule oflaw. From that time members of the three estates-the 
aristocracy, the craftsmen, and the peasants-come to Athens to seek 
justice. 

While always a careful craftsman, Miss Renault disposes of Theseus' 
political and social innovations in a rather summary manner. She shows 
that the idea of unity is what particularly interests Theseus; the task of unit
ing he fmds tedious. Once he achieves it, he can again travel and seek adven
ture, and Miss Renault can lead him to those experiences which are most 
important to her theme: kingship as a form of tragic election and as a dis
cipline that makes the great man free. For the Theseus novels are studies in 
kingship-kingship considered not primarily as a function but as a mode of 
being. 

Shortly before his Cretan expedition, Theseus receives a present from 
Deukalion, the successor of Minos: Podargos, the formidable bull. Theseus 
remembers this beast from his days of captivity as a bull dancer in Knossos. 
Presently he is told that the messengers from Crete have loosed Podargos 
who is destroying human lives in Marathon. Moreover, rumor is spreading 
that Poseidon has sent the bull from the sea to destroy the people. Theseus 
outsmarts Podargos, hobbles him, and sacrifices him to Apollo since he is 
sprung from the god's sacred Sun Herd. Recalling the equivocal admoni
tion "Loose not the Bull from the Sea!" which was given him by an old 
woman servant at the palace, Theseus feels relief: "I had met and mastered 
the evil of my fate; I was King indeed." 

Of course, he has accomplished nothing of the kind. For when the old 
family retainer spoke of the bull from the sea, she was referring to his anger 
-Theseus' weakness no less than that of so many heroes of Greek tragedy. 
In a larger sense, the bull represents mindless violence, blind impulse in 
nature as well as in the soul of man. And yet the bull, by the very danger 
which he embodies, challenges the individual to realize his best potentiali
ties. Theseus could not have survived the Cretan experience had he not 
achieved extraordinary mental and physical coordination as a bull dancer. 
In the end, however, the bull appears as the dark form of Theseus' own 
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irrationality which at a crucial moment overpowers his judgment, ending 
his brilliant career in boundless desolation. 

Poseidon, who is the god ofbulls as well as of the sea, manifests himself 
through these forces. Miss Renault makes this deity, whom Theseus consi
ders his divine father, subtle and completely intolerant of errors of judg
ment. Although he never comes to Theseus as a visible epiphany, Poseidon 
communicates with him by means of earth and sea sounds. Endowed with 
what Miss Renault calls "earthquake aura", Theseus is sensitive to even 
the faintest earth tremor which the god sends as a warning of an im
pending earthquake, and thus can protect his people. When he prays to 
Poseidon for guidance, the latter answers through the surging sound of the 
sea. But the important consideration about the god's relationship to Theseus 
is that he confronts him with physical and mental challenges. He is not 
merely a protector but always leaves the choice between alternatives to 
Theseus. He tries continually the inner resources of his mortal son, and 
when the latter errs once, he punishes him brutally. At least Theseus in
terprets the death of Hippolytos as divine punishment for his violent 
anger. 

The most remarkable relationship in The Bull from the Sea is the love of 
Theseus and the Amazon, Hippolyta. He discovers her during a journey to 
the north with his great friend, Pirithoos, and falls passionately in love for 
the first time in his life, though he has a far-flung reputation as a roving 
seducer. A handsome woman, Hippolyta is depicted as proud yet generous 
minded. She has the virtues of a hero and can fight like one. Indeed, Theseus 
has to meet her in single combat and disarm her before she will have any
thing to do with him. But eventually she returns his love and lives with him 
in Athens as his woman, for it is politically inexpedient that he marry so 
distinguished an adherent of the cult of the Moon Maiden, one of the aspects 
of the worship of the Earth Goddess. 

In spite of her masculinity and the hostility to men instilled in her by 
the cult in which she was reared, Hippolyta adapts to the patriarchal 
society of Athens. She is a very intelligent woman and loves Theseus. 
Stated differently, her experience among self-assertive men doesn't turn her 
into a neurotic feminist. Theseus' union with her is complete. He communi
cates with her as with no one else and treats her as his equal. For her part, 
she grows to love him so deeply that one day while fighting the invading 
Scythians at his side, she sacrifices her life to save him from an arrow aimed 
at him by another Amazon. 

The child of this union is Hippolytos, and Miss Renault portrays him 
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as a youth of great charm and humanity. Unlike the Euripidean Hippolytos, 
he is not a hunter but a healer. He is dedicated to the cult of Asklepios and is 
an initiate of the Orphic mysteries. He thinks of healing not solely in 
medical terms but in relation to a religious ideal. Hippolytos would bring 
the gods closer to the spiritual struggles of mankind. He would heal men of 
anger and hatred, of the irrationality that divides them from themselves and 
one another. It is, therefore, ironical that his destruction is brought about by 
the sick-minded Phedra, who, in her rejected passion for the boy, accuses 
him to Theseus of raping her and wanting to restore the worship of the 
Earth Goddess in the Greek world. 

The bull from the sea who terrifies Hippolytos' horses, as he drives away 
with his father's curse, and causes his death appears as the embodiment of the 
ultimate triumph of irrationality in the life of a great man. Theseus does not 
blame Poseidon for acting on his curse because he reasons that the god 
punished him for invoking his name to destroy. 

The catastrophic error of Theseus does not alter the fact that he is a 
great man. The curse, the sorrow, the failure to achieve the lasting unity 
of a world sundered by ancient fears-these acquire the quality of a defmi
tion of man's fate. Man cannot realize his noblest aspirations because he is 
frail; he is, in the words of Oedipus who also appears in this beautiful 
work, "-only a man." But the striving, the commitment to make law 
and reason prevail endow the individual with dignity. 



GREEK FLOWER; GREEK ECSTASY 

BY LEE HATFIELD 

ON SEPTEMBER twenty-seventh of last year, Hilda Doolittle, known 
on her title-pages as "H.D.", died in Ziirich at the age of seventy-five. To 
those who had met her only through her poetry, "at the age of seventy
five" might seem a calendarian's error-a figure irreconcilable with her 
kind of youthful lyric celebrations. Twenty-five years, twenty-five hun
dred years: either would have been more consistent with one's personally 
designed reality. 

"Greek flower, Greek ecstasy" filled her poetry from the beginning, 
not as copy-book ornament but as the substance of a lyric expression which 
is at once intimate and historied. Her classicism can't be criticised as some
thing borrowed, derived, a battered shield poised between self and selves. 
Her poetry is on intimate terms with the Classic World as it was, and with 
the Classic World as it still exists in the modern psyche. 

Early in her career H.D. was for a time associated with the Imagists-a 
group that included, among others, Ezra Pound, William Carlos Williams, 
and Richard Aldington. The aims of the group, insofar as they involved 
poetic disciplines, were intelligent and timely (e.g., "direct treatment of the 
'thing'; use no word that does not contribute to the presentation; compose 
in the sequence of the musical phrase"). No one seemed more at home with 
these disciplines than H.D .. Yet however much her craftsmanship might 
have benefited by the argus-eyed scrutiny of the group (and a more astute 
circle couldn't have been found at the time), she remained true to her own 
unique kind of expression, inheriting none of those smug mannerisms that 
inevitably mark the members of a literary movement. 

Early in 1917, in a preface to The New Poetry, Harriet Monroe wrote: 
(The new poetry) looks out more eagerly than in; it becomes ob
jective .... In presenting the concrete object or the concrete en
vironment, whether these be beautiful or ugly, it seeks to give more 
precisely the emotion arising from them, and thus widens im
measurably the scope of the art. 

H.D., who was represented in this anthology, consistently demonstrates 
the statement in her work. 
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Rose, harsh rose, 
marred and with stint of petals, 
meagre flower, thin, 
sparse ofleaf; 

more prectous 
than a wet rose, 
single on a stem-
you are caught in the drift. 

The lines are from her Sea Rose, a relatively early poem. But this 
sympathetic concern with the object and its play upon the senses was to 
remain one of her distinguishing characteristics. And it undoubtedly lent 
its share in dispelling, for a younger generation, the residue of Victorian 
vagueness from the craft of poetry. 

In my own mind H.D. inevitably suggests Sappho-not because ofher 
several improvisations on Sapphic fragments, but because of a similarity 
in the way these two poets regard and convey the object. In a quiet moment, 
thinking of Sappho, one is likely to recall 

Beside the cool water a breeze 
moves among apple branches 
and trembling leaves lose their lethargy. 

And likewise with H.D. Not simply "the gist of the matter," not the 
cunning moral, the pithy notion easily paraphrased, but the poem itself 
returns, delivers up its total substance: the substance of a fully perceived 
objective world. 

In my garden, 
the winds have beaten 
the ripe lilies; 
in my garden, the salt 
has wilted the first flakes 
of young narcissus 
and the younger hyacinth, 
and the salt has crept 
under the leaves of the white hyacinth. 

Consistent with this discovery and re-discovery of the natural object 
is H.D. 's ceaseless re-discovery oflyric form. Her poems written in Europe 
between two wars-in a Europe threatening to tear itself into a billion 
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worthless fragments-reveal, I believe, something peculiar to the most 
sensitive minds: the need for freshly invented form, unshakeably meaning
ful form which might somehow resist all personal and social upheaval. In 
her lyrics, as in those of the Provenc;:al Troubadours, form newly discovered 
is in itself a profound personal expression. 

Never more will the wind 
cherish you again, 
never more will the rain. 

Never more 
shall we fmd you bright 
in the snow and wind. 

The snow is melted, 
the snow is gone, 
and you have flown: 

Like a bird out of our hand, 
Like a light out of our heart, 
you are gone. 

Here form is not a rigid imposition on the tonal and imagistic material. 
It's an arrangement of natural contours realized through the sound and im
plications of the material. The contour of the single line curves within that 
of the whole poem in the way that the vase painter's line agrees with, com
plements and tenses against the outer contour of the amphora. In her best 
poems there's a grace ofline and volume as satisfying to the senses as her 
favoured flowers. Yet the surface fragility is often illusory. For beneath it 
is the lyrist' s grasp of a singing cadence as natural, as sturdy as the vocal 
cords themselves. 

It's as an interpreter of the mythos that H.D. most eloquently defends 
her kind of classicism against its critics. Her art, drawn as it often is in an
cient lines, is not for a moment reiterative. She gives to the classical as much 
as she receives. What she takes is the strong, simple, sometimes enigmatic 
outline; what she gives is life deeply lived and as deeply searched. In her 
Calypso Speaks she presents what Homer in his striding epic medium 
could not present: the specific play of emotions, the lyric residuum of epic 
movement. These lines form the end of the poem. 
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Calypso (from land) 
He has gone, 
he has forgotten; 
he took my lute and my shell of crystal
he never looked back-

Odysseus (on the sea) 
She gave me a wooden flute 
and a mantle, 
she wove this wool-

Calypso (from land) 
For man is a brute and a fool. 

71 

In Adonis she again fills classic outline with life compassionately ex-
perienced and with a sense of youth perpetually reawakening to itsel£ 

Each of us like you 
has died once, 
each of us like you 
has passed through drift of wood-leaves, 
cracked and bent 
and tortured and unbent 
in the winter frost, 
then burnt into gold points, 
lighted afresh, 
crisp amber, scales of gold-leaf, 
gold turned and re-welded 
in the sun heat; 

each of us like you 
has died once, 
each {)f us has crossed an old wood-path 
and found the winter leaves 
so golden in the sun-fire 
that even the live wood-flowers 
were dark. 

As a life-giver to the mythos it is not odd that Hilda Doolittle, in 1933, 
sought the friendship of Sigmund Freud. Analyst and analysand, professor 
and pupil, Viennese physician then nearing eighty, expatriate American 
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poet in her late forties: the two of them shared a love of flowers and Greek 
art as well as a profound curiosity about the mythic strata of the human 
mind. Her book Tribute To Freud should erase forever the caricature of an 
irreverently analytic, cigar-chewing Viennese that popular detractors have 
drawn. In speaking ofhis expertly chosen collection of Greek and Egyptian 
objects, his love of flowers ("The gardenias ! In Rome, even I could afford 
to wear a gardenia."), his compassion for the individual, she shows us an 
essentially aesthetic personality. "Greek flower; Greek ecstasy": on these 
points the minds of Freud and H.D. met. And from there-perhaps by 
way of "that old-fashioned steel engraving of the Temple of Karnak that 
hung above the couch" -they moved freely through historic time as 
though it were a place inhabited by loquacious minotaurs whose gossip 
was of the gods and the dreams of men. It was just such gossip they sought: 
the stuff of poetry, of mythos, of psyche. 

Her unique method of" give and take" with the classic is typified in 
her translation of the Ion of Euripides. The translation is a creation in the 
fullest sense. The lines of the play itself move with that fluid lyricism her 
readers had come to take for granted. But in addition, through a running 
commentary coincident with the speech and action of the play, the reader 
is ushered into the amphitheatre itsel£ The play, as it should, remains a 
play. But one is confronted also by the responsive tremor of the Athenian 
audience and the merging of the dreamed shapes of Euripides' drama with 
a fated, awakening, yet equally dreamlike reality. 

In her prose study By Avon River she brings her readers in touch with 
the England of Shakespeare just as they were brought to the Athens of 
Euripides through her translation of Ion. Her poems from the same period 
(the mid-Forties) reveal a perfect intimacy with early European lyric. 

See everywhere, 
Bright flower-de-luce, 
Sword-flower and king-spear 
For a truce; 

For strife 

Is ended, 
We ascended 
From gloom and fear, 
Not after death 

But now and here. 
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She had sounded classicism. But more importantly she had sounded 
lyricism in its every variation. To think of her as a classicist in any narrow 
sense is wrong. In the context of her work "history" loses its accustomed 
meaning. "History" is simply an immeasurable duration during which 
human senses, perceiving the repetitive actions of the natural world, have 
seduced responses in the human mind. The object sensed, the response ac
tivated, myth and meaning cumulatively formed, the entirety incised on 
memory more indelibly throughout these centuries that we so innocently 
measure than all the dated entries in the ledgers of historians. 

H.D. the classicist (in the most profound sense), the fmder of form, 
shaper of fluid contours, the sensitive resonator of all things lyric, H.D. the 
compassionate viewer of entities in their objective and subjective relation
ships, the seeker of a classic ideal: no fmer summation of all this exists than 
in her own Epitaph, a perfectlyric, a poetic testimony, a definitive emotional 
biography. 

So I may say 
"I died ofliving, 

having lived one hour;" 

so they may say, 
"she died soliciting 
illicit fervour;" 

so you may say, 
"Greek flower; Greek ecstasy 

reclaims forever 

one who died 
following 
intricate song's lost measure." 



THE DEVELOPMENT OF MODERN 
GREEK PROSE 

BY ANDONIS DECAV ALLES 

~ CAN TRACE the foundations of modem Greek to the Middle Ages, 
specifically to the tenth century A.D., when modem Greek was shaped 
on the basis of the Koine, the first common language of all Greeks and a 
product of post-classical and Alexandrine times. Mediaeval or middle
Byzantine Greek does not differ basically from the Greek written and 
spoken today. But modern Greek prose and literature usually date from 
the last hundred years or so. 

After four hundred years of Turkish rule Greece regained her inde
pendence around 1827. In the period of their long slavery the Greek people 
were not intellectually inert; had they been so, the nation would not have 
been able to achieve its miraculous resurrection. When Byzantium fell in 
1453, the island of Crete, still under the more civilized rule ofVenice, ex
perienced a minor yet important renaissance. The local Greek elements, 
mostly mediaeval, came into a strange fusion with western influences to 
produce poetic dramas, verse romances and chivalric epics of considerable 
charm as well as literary and historical interest. Folklegends mixed with 
classical and Biblical stories, and western chivalric lore, to form a varie
gated yet unified whole. The Cretan renaissance, which ended in 1774 
when Crete fell to the Turks, contributed much toward making Greek a 
literary language. 

On the mainland, those who could not come to terms with slavery 
withdrew to the mountains, to enjoy a little freedom, preserve their 
language and traditions, and prepare painfully yet heroically for the day 
of liberation which took four centuries to come. The young Greeks went 
to school clandestinely; semi-educated monks and priests taught them 
their language and their historical and religious inheritance. It is to these 
teachers, more than to any other group, that Greece owes her freedom. 
They managed to keep alive the two strongholds of the Greek conscience: 
its language and its faith. The folksongs which arose among those people 
on the mountains tell of their hardships and heroisms, the little joys and 
sorrows of their lives, their longings and ideals. For the modern Greek 
these songs continue to be his most precious cultural inheritance. 

From 1670 to 1820 an intellectual group known as the Phanari6tes de-
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veloped and grew around the patriarchal throne of Constantinople. Most 
of these were men of distinguished Byzantine families. They preserved 
classical traditions in literature and, with the Patriarch, acted as inter
mediaries between the Sultan and the Greek people. Their intellectual 
activity marks the end of the first major period in modern Greek literature. 

The second major phase begins with the liberation. Literature in this 
period was inspired by the battles that were fought to set Greece free. The 
first distinguished figure of this phase was Adamandios Koraes (1748-
!833), the unique representative of the Greek Enlightment. Born in Chios, 
he lived for several years in Holland and France where he studied medicine 
and the philosophes. The ideas of freedom and learning which had inspired 
the people of France also influenced him. He founded the famous "Greek 
Library" where he edited Greek classical authors and wrote introductions 
that explain his pedagogical, linguistic and political theories. Koraes was a 
many-faceted person. He was a political as well as a literary figure and his 
major concerns were language and education. His work aimed at inspiring 
his fellowcountrymen in their agon for freedom. 

It is a fact that the development of poetry precedes that of prose. And 
so it happened in Greece. Modern Greek poetry was born on the islands 
of the Ionian sea, on the west coast of Greece. Those islands had the ad
vantage of remaining free throughout the Turkish occupation, and their 
intellectual life grew partly under the influence ofltaly which was close to 
them. The two great figures here, who are also the fathers of modern 
Greek poetry, are Andreas Kalvos (1792-!869), with his Odes which are 
masterpieces of style, of economy of expression and of metrics, and 
Dionysios Solom6s (1789-I857), considered by many as the greatest poet 
of modern Greece. Solomos in particular played a major role in the de
velopment of modern Greek prose. He drew his language and inspiration 
from the people and their songs; his choice proved decisive for the evolu
tion of Greek literary language. At that time, the Athenian poets, descend
ants of the Phanariotes, were trying to revive the Attic dialect as the 
official and literary language of the liberated nation. They preferred the 
purist as against the demotic, the language of the people. The movement 
begun by Solomos opposed, and eventually proved victorious against, this 
so-called First School of Athens. 

Prose in those early years of freedom consisted of war memoirs for the 
most part, written by military or political figures, intellectuals or simple 
people, who felt that they were the leaders of the new nation and witnesses 
to its greatest moment in history. The range and variety of these memoirs 
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is great from the point of view of language, literary quality and attitude. 
Besides recounting battles and heroic deeds in various parts of the country, 
some of the writers give lively accounts of the conditions and mentality in 
that era. Inspired by the same historical achievement, and feeling the need 
to establish the historical unity and continuity of the Greek nation, Spyridon 
Zambelios wrote his Byzantine Studies about the Origin of the Greek Nation 
and Constantinos Paparreg6poulos wrote his voluminous History of the 
Greek Nation from the Most Ancient Times to This Day. This history con
tinues to he the best in the language. Although some of the factual truth 
has been modified since it first appeared, it is still a distinguished literary 
accomplishment in the purist idiom. 

Prose fiction itself had its beginnings near the middle of the last cen
tury. A famous jurist and amateur in literature, Pivlos Kalligas ( r 814-I 896) 
became the immediate forefather of the modern Greek novel with his 
Thanos Vlekas in 1855· His legal training and orientation gave his fiction a 
certain touch of coldness and dryness, but he was the first to achieve form 
and structure in the then non-existent art of the novel. The next important 
figure to appear on the prose scene was Emmanuel Royidis (r853-I904). 
In his "Mediaeval Study," as he called his masterpiece of irreverence, the 
novel Pope Joan, he satirized the amorous excesses of the clerics in the Middle 
Ages. He wrote clearly, simply, with great wit and a refmed style. He was 
always conscious of the power of surprise; his prose startles the reader into 
so many unexpected associations that these become the strong point ofhis 
technique. But there is still some stiffness in Royidis; his stories lack spon
taneity and variety. His spirit is somewhat cosmopolitan as was his life. He 
traveled extensively in Germany, Roumania and Egypt, read European 
literature avidly and refmed his taste in museums and galleries. Unlike his 
contemporaries and most of his successors, who drew their themes from 
the limited Greek world and the simple people, Royidis had the sophistica
tion and wit of the man of the city. 

His contemporary, Dimitrios Vikelas (r835-1909), is a significant con
trast. He came to literature at a time when the rising interest in the present 
Greek reality, especially that of the countryside with its simple people and 
their traditions, was giving birth to the literary genre called ethography. 
This form drew its inspiration from the life, customs and manners of the 
country people without probing much into their psychology. In its simplest 
aspect ethography dealt with the outward picturesqueness of people and 
things; it corresponded somewhat to realism and naturalism in western 
literature. Vikelas was horn on the island of Syros, one of the Cyclades, but 
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lived for twenty-four years in London and fourteen years in Paris as a 
merchant. An amateur in literature like most of the early writers, he had his 
literary training in translating Homer's Odyssey, Goethe's Faust and six 
Shakespearean dramas into modern Greek. In his most famous short story, 
Loukis Laras, Vikelas abandoned the short novel form with the intricate 
multi-episodic plot that dominated the short stories written up to that time; 
he simplified the plot, reduced the number of episodes and tried to deepen 
his characterizations, especially that of his hero. He published many short 
stories whose focus is the Greek countryside and its people. His interest in 
this material reflected his own gentleness and sensibility. 

As a writer of realistic prose fiction Vikelas was a pioneer. So, too, 
were his contemporaries, Vizyin6s, Eftali6tis, Drosinis and Metsakis. They 
were ethographists, the most distinguished representatives of Greek realism, 
each, in varying degrees. But the original inspirer of the new realists was 
Nik6las Politis (r852-I92r) who was not a writer of fiction but a linguist 
and folklorist. Works of his such as the Study in the Life and Language of 
Modern Greek People, and Neohellenic Mythology, as well as books on 
proverbs and traditions, and his famous Selections from the Songs of the Greeks, 
established folklore as an area of academic and literary investigation. In his 
work, writers found great unexplored wealth oflanguage, traditions, tales, 
superstitions and songs of the Greek people. The influence of Politis was 
tremendous in shaping the future of modern Greek literature. The new, 
genuinely Greek world which he revealed caused a great stir among that 
new generation of poets and prose writers known as the New School of 
Athens who brought modern Greek literature to its first great period of 
prosperity. 

A unique forerunner of the new movement was To Taxldi Mou (My 
Journey) by Yiannis Psyharis (r854-1929). Published in 1898, My Journey 
was the decisive step to modernism and the most vigorous manifesto for a 
return to the language and tradition of the people. Psyharis' linguistic 
creed was inspired by Politis' studies and was consolidated and organized 
by his own research. In My Journey he gives us his theory and puts it into 
practice at the same time. He was certainly an extremist in his demotic 
views. His language is considerably artificial, a studio product; in its effort 
to recognize the established reality, it goes beyond reality. Nevertheless, 
the foundations were correct and the message itself became the tinder that 
set a younger generation afire. Psyharis, more than anyone else, helped the 
demotic idiom prevail upon the purist tendencies in the modern Greek 
language. The theory now needed its practitioners. 
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The poets were the first in that period to use the demotic. Among them, 
Kostis Palamas (I859-I943) was the greatest. His work encompasses the 
entire history and tradition of Greece from pre-classical to modem times 
and reveals the cultural unity of the Greek people throughout the cen
turies. He wrote over twenty books of verse, short stories, drama and 
criticism and became the greatest creator of language in modem Greek 
literature. Borrowing his vocabulary and expression from all periods in 
the historical development of modem Greek, he shaped a language, not 
scholarly or artificial, but of tremendous range, flexibility and homogene
ity. His language gave to many poets and prose writers, both contem
poraries and descendants, the freedom and scope to create. 

Papadiamandis, Morai:tidis, Kondylakis and Karkavitsas were the out
standing talents of the New School of Athens; their works show the two 
phases of the new demotic trend. Some writers were enthusiastically if not 
fanatically following it; others were not wholly in the movement. Ethog
raphy was their thematic concern but their language remained partly purist. 
This was not because they had strong objections to the language of the 
people. But their training, temperament, or even some hesitation to accept 
"novelty" did not permit thein to adopt the demotic completely. Yet, even 
in these writers, the concessions to actuality and the living speech are ob
vious, and their styles are very interesting. The most distinguished figure 
in this more conservative group and perhaps the first great short-story 
writer in modem Greek literature was Alexandros Papadiamandis (I 8 5 I
I9II). He was born on the island of Skiathos, one of the Sporades. His 
grandfather who was a sailor and his father who was a priest bequeathed to 
the writer the secrets and the mysteries of his two worlds, the world of the 
sea and the world of faith. His father very early introduced him to monastic 
life, especially the orthodox pietistic group of the Kollyvades, who vigor
ously opposed any secularization of Orthodox Christianity, specifically 
the humanistic orientations of Byzantium and the West. (The most 
prominent representative of this group was Ge6rgios Gemist6s or Plethon 
in the early fifteenth century.) Papadiamandis felt deeply the clash between 
the two attitudes, but his early years in his father's household and his educa
tion in the ecclesiatical texts as well as in Orthodox hymnography gave 
his faith the firmest foundations. 

He had his early schooling in Skiathos, Sk6pelos and Challis and then 
at the University of Athens where he read the poets, philosophers and 
other writers of ancient Greece. He felt the impact and challenge of the 
classical inheritance but came to the conclusion that the charm and beauty 
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of the classics could not dispute the revealed truth of Christianity. While 
still young, Papadiamandis went to Mount Athos to become a monk. He 
stayed there some months and then left and never returned. It is easy to 
guess that he was embittered and disappointed with monastic life as he 
found it practised there. It did not agree with the ideals of monasticism and 
the holy life as he found these expressed in the early and later Fathers of the 
Church. He decided to lead his own monastic life as he himself understood 
it, kept a wakeful Christian conscience and had Christ as his prototype and 
canon of behavior. Throughout his life he was the saintly, thrifty, simple 
man, a great lover of his little island and its poor and simple people to 
whom he devoted his creative genius. 

He wrote studies and articles, a few religious poems, translated works 
by great foreign authors and published three serial novels. His real achieve
ment, however, was the short story. He wrote about two hundred short 
stories in which he depicted the manners and customs, the picturesque yet 
always difficult and sad life of his fellow countrymen in Skiathos. Papa
diamandis was at his best in this medium. His writing was never merely 
ethographic. He was not content to be solely a painter of appearances; he 
wanted to describe the anatomy of the soul and to reveal the destinies of 
man. 

In this wide range and richness his work has an unusual unity and se
quence. The technique and tone are always the same, simple and unaffected; 
his atmosphere and background have the quality of Byzantine mysticism at 
the time of its decadence. His is a world that likes the obscurity of shadows, 
though his characters are real humans as well as moral symbols. In his stories 
there lives a whole world, the Aegean, with its little island-kingdoms, limited 
yet rich in tradition and ritual, manners, behavior and belie£ Legend and 
imagination as well as superstition are perpetual necessities for the poor and 
humble islanders; through these they try to overcome the hardships and 
poverty they face. The fickle sea which surrounds their land is their element 
and livelihood, their love and death. Even when they turn their backs to it to 
struggle with the barren soil on their terraced hills, their concern and des
tiny are still bound to it, to the little skiffs that come and go and daunt the 
waves. It is as if these people live in the hybrid world of the shore, staring 
perpetually at the sea for what it can reveal to them. Papadiamandis is one 
and all of these souls. His strange mixture of paganism and Christianity, of 
piety and faith with superstition, of fatalism and vigorous animalism, is 
nothing but the reality of the world he depicts. For him these elements 
stand as the embodiments of good and evil in perpetual battle. 



So THE CHARIOTEER 

No translation will ever be able to reproduce the peculiar charm of 
Papadiamandis' language and expression, the superb mixture of the purist 
with the demotic elements. He remained a purist for the most part but he 
created his own idiom out of purist elements, combining the language of 
the Church and the language of the people whose speech he reproduced 
with great vividness and skill. He was a master of understatement, of econ
omy of expression and of controlled emotion. In the most intense moments 
of his narrative his expression achieves its utmost simplicity which is 
classical as well as Biblical. Like a great craftsman he drew a few plain, 
characteristic brushstrokes and upon the whole canvas let fall a diaphanous, 
mystical screen which gave his earthiness the quality of a dream. His choice 
of words and expression does not fall short of Flaubert' s concern for le mot 
juste. His voice was that of the grandfather, the exquisite storyteller who 
tells his marvelous stories by the fireside. 

With Papadiamandis the Greek short story came to maturity. To his 
contemporaries and to younger generations he has been the great master. 
As with the poet Cavafis the individuality of his language and style dis
couraged followers, but Neohellenic prose as a whole learned much from 
his craftsmanship. His only follower or rather colleague was his fellow
countryman, relative and lifelong friend, Alexandros Morai:tidis (r8sr-
1929). Morai:tidis lived in Papadiamandis' world and had the latter's at
tachment to the humble life and to traditional and religious ideas, but to an 
even greater degree. Shortly before his death he took holy orders. The art 
of the two old masters does not differ much except that Morai:tidis was 
more the painter of life than the anatomist of the soul. His characters are 
unforgettable, thanks to his power of perception, his sincerity and human 
understanding. 

The most prosperous period in modem Greek literature is perhaps the 
one which reached its climax around 1912. It was an optimistic period in
spired by the realization of national unity and the potentialities of peace. _ 
The writers evaluated the past as a priceless inheritance whose understand
ing was indispensable for Greece as she faced her national and social prob
lems and prepared to achieve her future ambitions. Those who wrote were 
more mature in their art and professionally more conscious of their social 
and national responsibilities. The Greek intellect came into closer contact 
with western European literature; French, German and other influences 
are quite obvious. Among the prose writers, most of them ethographers, the 
following were important in preparing this prosperity: Haz6poulos, Papa
doniou, Christovassilis, Travland6nis, the brothers Passayiannis, Granitsas, 
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Vlachoyiannis, Karkavitsas, Kondylakis, Theot6kis, Xen6poulos, Christo
manos and Nirvanas. Supreme in all of them was a love for the earth, their 
native soil, the particular area where they were born. This local patriotism 
is typical of all Greeks, perhaps because the mountains of Greece divide the 
mainland into many small parts and one third of the country consists of 
several islands. These writers depict the life of the simple people, not ideal
istically, but in its reality, however grim and disheartening. 

Among these men Ioannis Kondylakis (I86I-192o), a journalist from 
Crete, together with Constantine Pop, is recognized as the father of the 
"chronographema," the short semi-journalistic, semi-literary article or sketch. 
This is still a feature in the Greek newspapers, written mostly by distin
guished men ofletters with a wide range of topics, from types of people to 
things and events of the day. To the chronographema Kondylakis gave the 
spirit of refmed irony. He translated novels of the French romantic school 
whose influence is obvious in his own novel, The Wretches of Athens. His 
best work is in his ethographic stories among which Patouhas holds the first 
place. The material in his stories was drawn from the life of his fellow
countrymen, the Cretans; he depicted this life with bright colors, elegance 
of style, irony, humor, sympathy and deep perception. He was masterful 
in building tragic situations which possess a comic element. In the midst of 
tragedy his brilliant humor comes to alleviate pain and avert catastrophe. 
His work is full of antitheses and surprise and reflects the tragi-comic reality 
oflife. 

Kondylakis started as a purist but yielded gradually to the demotic. 
His almost-contemporary, Andreas Karkavitsas (1866-!922), accepted the 
demotic very early. As a military doctor he came to know the Greek 
province and its people very well. This is obvious in the many short stories 
he wrote with a raw naturalism and a generally pessimistic attitude. His 
Graceful Maiden is full of the bitterness and hardship of agricultural life and 
The Beggar is a terrifying picture of misery in village life. When, as a doctor 
on merchant ships he wrote his best book, Tales of the Forecastle, he had al
ready acquired enough experience of sea life to give a powerful poetic pic
ture of the workers on the sea, their nostalgia and sufferings, their joys and 
sorrows. While Papadiamandis and Moriitidis wrote about the sea people 
from the shore-in a way that has a touch oflegend about it, Karkavitsas 
wrote about his heroes as ifhe lived among them, as if he were on the deck 
of a sailing ship. His excellent use oflanguage and the masterly construc
tion ofhis stories served as prototypes for many writers of his time. 

Karkavitsas and his generation represent the pre-war period and its 
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fading romantic idealism which yielded to an increasingly harsh realism 
produced by rising social problems all over the western world. Yet opti
mism, the offspring of the new national consciousness, tended to prevail and 
led the generation of the 188o's to discover, study and evaluate creatively 
the Greek reality in its traditional aspects. After these pioneers in language 
and literary craftsmanship reached their fullest achievement during the 
first decade of the present century, a new generation of writers appeared 
who were lucky enough to fmd the way already open to them and thus 
were able to leave the provinces and reflect more about the nation as a 
whole. 

WHY I REMAINED A LAWYER 

BY DIMITRIOS VIKELAS (1835-1909) 
translated by Alice-Mary Maffry 

I ARRIVED IN Crete during the night. 
Two years previously I had completed my studies at the University 

and some months before I had begun to practice law ... I say "practice," 
but the truth is that the scarcity of clients gave me few opportunities to 
display my knowledge of the law, and the lack of activity did not add to my 
modest enthusiasm for the legal profession. I became a lawyer, not from in
clination, but from a sense of duty, for the sake of my parents. From child
hood I had wanted a military career, and this desire developed further in 
the University Phalanx during the change of government in 1862, the 
"nation-saving" change, as our demagogues then called it. Because of that 
Phalanx I neglected my lessons, and my attendance at the University was 
prolonged two whole years; meantime, however, I had the satisfaction of 
advancing to the rank of sub-lieutenant, and my uniform, which I have 
reverently preserved, stirred my youthful ambition more than the labori
ously acquired law degree. 

It was not only my uniform which prompted me to cross to the island 
of our brothers' struggle. I do not claim that I was free of all vanity, but I 
hope that I was no worse than many of my comrades of the same age whose 
spirits were fired by the revolt of the long-suffering island. How many 
rushed there, without previous training, and how many gave testimony 
with their blood for the purity of their enthusiasm! Nevertheless, I confess 
I was influenced by the consciousness that I was an officer. I imagined that 
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with such a rank I could be more useful. Besides I was healthy, whole of 
limb, sound of body. Since I had been accustomed from childhood to 
roam the mountains of Attica as a hunter, I thought that I was sufficiently 
prepared for the rigors of mountain warfare. Only the anticipation of the 
hardship at night worried me a little, but to toughen myself, for three weeks 
before my departure I did not sleep in my bed. I lay either on the floor of 
my room or on the paving stones of the open-air courtyard. At first, it 
wasn't pleasant; I gradually got used to it, however; and when I fmally 
embarked on the small steamer with the big name, the then famous Pan
hellenion, I considered myself capable of any feat. 

In the depths of a dark night the historic little ship brought us into a 
small bay on the southwest shore of Crete. That morning, guided by the 
armed islanders who were waiting for us and who welcomed us as we dis
embarked, we climbed to a village high on the mountain. A group of 
rebels was there, led by the very same chief to whom I had a letter of intro
duction from my uncle, an old friend ofhis. Before opening the letter, the 
chief, from under his shaggy brows, gave a quick, hard look at my uniform. 
He didn't say a word, but that look disturbed me, perhaps because its mean
ing was explained by the more expressive glances of the soldiers around 
me. Their clothes had nothing in common with my brilliant attire. 

I studied the chief as he read the letter. No distinctive mark set him off 
from his men. Like them, he was in the picturesque native garb, neither 
new nor particularly clean, whereas my gleaming uniform .... 

As he, the kapetanios, read the letter, everyone stood silent. Merely the 
way they stood there and their silence revealed their respect for him. He 
was a big man, agile and sinewy. His white mustache and the lines on his 
sun-tanned forehead told ofhis advanced age, but his bearing and move
ments were those of a young man in his prime. His eyes shone lively be
neath his grizzled brows. With a feeling close to fear I waited for the 
moment when he would again tum to me. Finally he fmished reading; it 
was a quiet and friendly look he gave me; a smile was on his lips. 

"Welcome," he said. "Your uncle writes that you have an appetite for 
our hardships." 

I replied with some cliches about the sacrificial altar of the Fatherland, 
about the last drop of my blood, and the like. Words! Words! And even 
though I wore an officer's uniform, I still had a doctorate from the Uni
versity; and I was a lawyer-however few my clients. The chief let me 
fmish my little oration. 

"Do you have sturdy legs?" he asked. And without waiting for my 
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answer: "As for your uniform," he went on, "it'll be rags, before you 
know it!" 

I was about to say that I would gladly dress like the other soldiers, but 
I had no chance. 

"I appoint you my lieutenant," he added. 
I saluted, just as I used to salute the leader of my Phalanx in the square 

in front of the University. I rejoiced inwardly at my appointment but 
was unsure to what I should ascribe it, to my rank in the Phalanx or to the 
recommendations of my uncle? 

"Men," the chief continued in a more serious tone, "take the lieutenant 
to rest a bit, because this afternoon-God knows." 

The men gathered around me, friendly, and led me to a nearby hut, 
where a motherly ancient village woman welcomed me. I was dead tired; 
I hadn't slept all night on the boat. I left my knapsack and my gun in the 
hut and lay in the shade of an olive tree. 

From a deep sleep I was awakened by Myrt6s, the only islander whose 
name I already knew, smiling and shaking my arm. I don't know how and 
why, but I became friends with him immediately. At the head of his com
rades, he had led me to the hut, had fixed me a small breakfast, had shown 
me the most comfortable spot under the shady olive tree, had told me his 
name, had asked and learned mine. In short, he had taken me under his 
protection. He seemed about twenty; I was five years older. He was an 
ordinary soldier; I was a sub-lieutenant and now the adjutant. Myrtos had 
never gone away from his island; whereas I came from Athens and the 
University, no less. Instead of considering him or treating him as an in
ferior, however, I was drawn to him from the first moment, as by a broth
erly feeling. His simplicity and goodness charmed me. 

"Mr. George," he said smiling, "we must set out immediately-the 
chief's orders." 

"Where to?" 
"H did ' " e n t say .... 
The whole village was in motion. Women at doorways were saying 

goodbye to their men, who, shouldering their arms, marched off in dis
orderly rank. They carried their few provisions in their native sashes be
tween their pistols and knife. I thought it wise to do the same. After a short 
consultation with Myrtos, I left my knapsack with an old village woman, 
and getting a native sash I tied it around me, and in its folds, beside my 
revolver, I hid a little tobacco and four or five pieces of hardtack. Myrtos 
pointed out where the men were gathering and then he went off. 
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As I came from the village, I saw the chie£ He was sitting on the thres
hold of a windmill, the only one there idle at that hour. On the ground 
near him sat a young islander. The man seemed to have run a long distance. 
He was beet-red, holding his fez in one hand and rubbing his damp hair 
with the other. Evidently he had brought the message as a result of which 
we were leaving. 

"You brought us luck," said the chief, turning to me. "You've just 
arrived and already you'll see bullets flying." 

"I ' d £ . " I d t s my goo ortune, s1r, answere . 
"We'll see if it is. Forward then! Lieutenant, you'll stay behind as rear 

d " guar . 
I saluted again, wondering a little why I was commanded to the rear, 

and I stayed by the mill, my sword drawn, while the soldiers passed me, 
following the chie£ I counted them; there were sixty. About the same 
number had gone on ahead. Myrtos was not among them. I expected to 
see him coming, but he did not appear, and yet all the soldiers had passed. 
A short distance from where I stood were two little houses at the edge of 
the village. I remember-the doors and windows of one of them were 
closed; on the threshold of the open door of the other sat an old peasant 
with a white beard. He seemed to be blind. Beyond the clearing between 
the houses was a thick olive grove. Suddenly, deep among the trees, I saw 
two figures coming slowly. I recognized Myrtos. He was carrying his gun 
in his left hand, and with his right arm was embracing a woman who 
leaned her head on his shoulder. He was turned toward her and could not 
see me. But they were so engrossed in each other that even if they had 
turned toward me they probably would not have seen me. They stopped 
behind a tree and there exchanged secretly the long, sweet-sweet and 
bitter-kiss of separation. Finally the two forms moved away from the 
tree. One more kiss and then the young woman again hid behind the tree. 
Myrtos came running toward me. 

His face showed the emotion that gripped him. He did not speak. Nor 
did I by any sign whatever show that I had discovered his secret. What is 
more secret than the first pure love of youth! As I had watched those two 
in the shade of the trees, my soul recalled another similar scene. I remem
bered the beating of my heart. Neither of us at that moment wanted to talk. 
We followed silently the last of the rear guard. 

It was a beautiful day. In the hills a cool wind tempered the heat of the 
summer sun. At first the path followed the brow of a mountain slope which 
ended in a sudden drop to the sea. Thick pines on both sides, breathing out 
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their wholesome fragrance, whispered in the wind. The pines gradually 
thinned out; the path, turning to the right, followed the coast over bare 
cliffs. The precipices were so abrupt and so high above the water that I 
needed all my attention to keep from slipping over the cliff. This concen
tration distracted me from enjoying the beautiful landscape. It was mag
nificent: on the one hand, the boundless sea, on the other, the mountains 
closing in the narrow valley where we were descending. Myrtos marched 
near me. Finally, we broke our silence but did not pursue the conversation 
with much vigor; besides the terrain made talk difficult. We confmed our
selves mostly to questions and answers about the places through which we 
were passing and about military incidents connected with them. Not a 
word about tender memories and loving farewells. 

At a new bend in the path the descent became even steeper and Myrtos 
pointed out a small chapel down by the seashore, gleaming white among 
the trees, and he told me that in the shade of those trees we would fmd a 
cooling spring. Good news ! I was frightfully thirsty ! The salted pork I 
had had that morning in the hut and the hardtack I had eaten on the way, 
were themselves enough to bring on thirst, and the long march and the 
hot sun made it even worse. So far, I was bearing up under my weariness, 
but my thirst was a torment. I thought that I might dispel it by smoking, 
but tobacco cannot take the place of water. I was cheered by the expecta
tion that I would refresh myself down there under the trees. From above 
I saw our troops descending snake-like toward the shore. The first men 
of the advance unit were approaching the narrow, flat valley. A few 
minutes more and we, too, would be under the shade of those trees. There 
was no fear of the spring drying up, Myrtos reassured me; it flowed 
abundantly and continuously. I was already enjoying the anticipated de
light of a rest down there, by the spring, in the shadow of trees. 

Suddenly from the foot of the thickly forested mountain opposite, 
three men came running through the valley toward us. They were waving 
their hands and shouting. I heard their voices but did not catch what they 
were saying. The first men in our troop ran to them. Our long column 
quickened its pace through the windings of the steep path, and I, too, 
marched faster. 

"What's going on?" I asked Myrtos. 
"Something's happening," he replied laconically. 

I saw for myself that something was happening, but what? This was 
no time for explanation, not while we were marching on a run and leaping 
over rocks. Obviously I would not find out until we, too, reached the 
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church. But before we got there, I saw those who had arrived ahead of us, 
moving on. The vanguard was already struggling up the mountain op
posite. My first thought was that they had npt had time to catch their 
breath. Would the same happen to us? And then? Neither refreshment, 
nor rest, nor water from the spring! And I was thirsty-oh, how thirsty! 
We were the last to arrive. The chief stood at the church door, talking con
fidentially with the three newcomers. From his gestures I guessed that he 
was showing them where and how they should go. The three, without 
saluting,, ran off through the valley, while our vanguard went up the 
mountain in a line parallel to the shore. Even then I could not understand 
what was going on. 

The chief turned to us. 
"Men!" he shouted in a thundering voice, while the soldiers came for

ward and crowded around him. "Men, if we don't run for it, the enemy 
will trap us in the narrow pass. Forward, men! You'll quench your thirst 
at the river there." 

And he set off at once. We followed, matching our pace to his. I had 
no idea what pass they were talking about. But the chief was talking to his 
islanders who needed no explanations. I had understood one thing only, 
that there we would fmd a river. From the speed of our march I supposed 
that the chief's promise would be soon fulfilled. I, too, hurried on. I looked 
to the left and right, trying to see the spring where I hoped to drink, but I 
did not see it. It probably was behind the church. Patience! I'll be com
pensated soon. Onward! 

I understood the meaning of the word "fatigue" to its fullest during the 
ascent of that mountain. All the others were marching as fresh as if they had 
only then started the trek. I had only to look up to see them climbing, light 
on their feet and lively. And without lifting my head, I saw the straining, 
sturdy legs of those marching in front of me. I, too, stretched my legs, but 
the mountain seemed endless. A sense ofhonor kept me going. Now and 
then the thought occurred to me: had the chief put me in the rear guard, 
realizing that I would not be able to endure the fatigue of the march? But 
how could I hang back when the others were going ahead? Only Myrtos 
was behind me. He did not seem tired but always stayed last. Had the chief 
assigned him to me on purpose as an auxiliary, a lieutenant to the chief's 
lieutenant? 

As I climbed, I felt my strength waning. After the misery of the previ
ous night, I had already walked four hours. It is true that as far as the church 
we had been going downhill, but does not a downward slope weary the 
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legs, too? I had eaten nothing nourishing all day. I had had nothing to drink 
-this most of all was unbearable-I had nothing to drink! My throat was 
burning, my tongue was dry, I was sweating profusely, I was gasping as I 
marched, and the desire to arrive at our destination dominated my soul. I 
imagined that from the peak the descent to the river would be quick and 
easy, and I hoped that the bank of that river would be the end of the journey. 
But the summit was nowhere in sight. I began to forget the revolution, and 
the foe, and the sacrificial altar of the Fatherland, nor was I concerned about 
Myrtos or his love affairs. I thought about one thing only: when would I 
find level ground under my feet, when would I see the river where the 
chiefhad promised we would quench our thirst? 

We fmally arrived at the peak. 
The ascent had not yet stopped, when two or three gunshots resounded 

nearby together with the sound of fierce voices, and again more shots and 
cries and-simultaneously, but from a greater distance-more shouts and 
gunfire. 

"War, war!" cried Myrtos and ran ahead. 
I followed at a run. 
It was the first time that I had heard gunfire in battle. I knew that our 

fighters, like the heroes of Homer, exchanged insults before coming to 
grips, but I had not dreamed how much these thunderous provocations 
excite the passions and fire up the blood. I, too, was caught up by the ex
altation of the fighters. I immediately forgot my weariness and ran through 
the pines, not seeing where the gunfire was coming from, and I, too, 
shouted wild, inarticulate cries. 

The mountain on which we found ourselves was separated from the 
one opposite by a deep ravine, so narrow that at the bottom where the 
river ran through, there was not always enough room for a path. Passers
by, for lack of a bridge, often had to go along the river bed. At the end, 
however, on the side toward the sea, where we were, the ravine widened 
to a narrow valley; this ravine was the key to the mountainous district of 
the island, and its capture by the enemy would be a serious blow, perhaps 
fatal. We were fighting to ward off this danger. The information received 
in the morning was that an enemy fleet had been sighted, heading for our 
end of the island. The three messengers at the chapel had brought the news 
that a hostile force had landed. Fortunately we were in time to control the 
mountain on the left side, but the right was already held by the enemy. To 
drive them out, we had to attack from the rear. Meantime our arrival had 
averted immediate danger. 
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[ n we; EUpE8T]V Kal £yw El<; n)v TIPWTT]V oapav TWV 'ITOAE[-llOTWV, E'ITL 
TI60T]V wpav E[-lELVa YE[-lLsCUV Kal KEVWVCUV TO O'ITAOV [-lOU, ELVat aMvaTOV 
va EK8EOCU aKpt~wc;. 'EKEL, EL<; Tl)v aKpav TOU ~ouvou, ~p<X)(ot EOTiap[-lE
VOl E'ITl TOU YU[-lVOU opo'ITEO(ou [-lETEOXTJ[-lCnlsOV auTo EL<; Etooc; q>poup(ou 
KUKACU'ITELOU. At U'ITEp[-lEYE8EL<; 'ITETpat EXPTJOL[-lEUOV Q<; TipO[-lUXWVE<; fl [-lE
'rEp(sta. "Omo8EV auT&V 'ITOAE[-llOTal EYE[-llSOV Ta O'J!Aa, E'ITEtTa Tipo~aA
AOVTE<; -rl)v KEq>aA.l)v £Tuq>E.Ktsov. To <XTIE.vavtt ulJlculla oE.v Etxc ~paxouc;, 
0:/...A.Cx 1:Cx oE.v5pa EKEL ~oav 'ITUKVW1:Epa Kal omo8EV a(nwv ETipoq>uA.Cx.a
OOVlO ot cXVTL'ITaAOL [-la<;. u0f...a TauTa [-lEVOUV EL<; Tl)V [-lvi)[-lT]V [-lOU Q<; 

cXvcX[-lVT]Ol<; OVE(pou. "Ev [-l6Vov £v8U[-LOU[-lal sCUT]pW<;: TOV 'ITOTa[-lOV KCnCU 
de; Tl)v KOLAaoa. Tov E~AE'ITOV TIAay(cuc; omo8EV 'roU ~p<X)(ou, OOll<; ll, 
£Tipoq>6A.anEv. "ETpcxov Ta vEpa 1:ou aq>p£Z:ovta, oTiou To pcO[-La Eupt
OKE Tip6oKo 1111a £Til T~c; ~paxwoouc; KOLTTJ<;· 'H eta -rcuv 11, £•avtaA.tsEv. 
Etc; EKELVa TipoaiJA.cuva Ta ~AE[-l[-laTa' Kal YE[-lLsCUV Kal KEVWVCUV TO o
'ITAOV, TOV vouv [-lOU Etxa 5tapKW<; EKEL KcX1:CU. "H8EAa va KaTa~&. va TI(CU, 
Va KOpEOCU Tl)V O(ljJav [-lOU. /::;.EV EOKETIT6[-lT]V on Kal Ol aAAOl yupcu [-lOU 
ELXOV ~aOlOEL oaov Kal £yw, xcuplc; v' avaTiau8ouv. Kal ot dAAOL EKpau
yat:ov TIOAE[-lOUVTE<; Kal eoxtl':ov Ta q>uoE.Kta f>ta Twv 606vtcuv Kal ttxov -ra 
XELAT] llaupa EK ~<; 'ITUphtooc;. 'H yA.wooa TCUV ea fjTO ~T]p<X Q<; Tt i.OLKTJ 
[-LOU Kal 6 Aapuy~ TCUV E'ITLOT]<; q>f...oyLO[-LEVO<;, Kal 0[-LCU<; cXVTE'i:XOV El<; Tl)V 
O(ljJaV EKELVOl Kal 5E.v EsTJTOUV va KaTa~ouv KCnCU EL<; TO pEU[-la. /::;.E.v 
Ta EOK£'1!1:0[-lllV a(na. /::;.E.v EOK£'1!1:0[-lT]V TL'ITOTE, TiapEKTO<; on OtljJ&.] 

How I found myself in the first line of fighters and how long I remained 
loading and emptying my gun, I cannot say exactly. There, at the edge of 
the mountain, rocks scattered on the bare plateau transformed it into a sort 
of cyclopean fortress. The enormous boulders served as our ramparts. Be
hind them the fighters loaded their guns, then would dart out their heads 
and shoot. The hill across from us had no rocks, but the trees were denser 
there, and behind them our opponents took shelter. All this is in my mem
ory like the recollection of a dream. I remember one thing vividly: the 
river in the valley. I saw it out of the comer of my eye, beyond the edge of 
the rock that shielded me. Wherever the stream was blocked along the 
rocky river bed, waters foamed. The sight tantalized me. I fixed my eyes 
on those waters; and as I loaded and fired my gun, my mind was constantly 
down there, below. I wanted to go down, to drink, to quench my thirst. I 
didn't stop to think that the others around me had marched just as far with
out a break. And the others were shouting war-cries as they fought and 
were splitting cartridges with their teeth, and gunpowder made their lips 
black. Their tongues must have been as parched as mine, and their throats, 
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too, burning, and yet they endured their thirst and did not ask to go down 
to the valley. I did not think about these matters. I did not think about 
anything, except that I was thirsty. It was a sort of madness. I was beside 
mysel£ Finally I could resist no longer. Turning back I went to the chie£ 
Seated behind a rock, he was watching the sky beyond the mountain op
posite us. He was frowning. His anxiety was obvious from both his ex
pression and the abrupt movements of his left hand that was twisting the 
hairs of his mustache as if he wanted to pull them out by the roots. His 
look shifted to me. If at that moment, I had been able to think at all, I 
would have realized that the chiefhad on his mind then anything but my 
uncle's recommendations. 

"What do you want?" he asked brusquely. 
"Permission, chief, to go down to the river." 
"What for?" 
''I'm thirsty." 
The chief scrutinized me, surprised. Did my request astonish him or 

the expression on my face? 
"It's not time yet," he said without anger. "Wait a bit." 
"I can't wait," I answered, raising my voice. 

The old man's eyes flashed. He straightened at once and his right hand 
gripped the dagger in his sash. I do not even dare to imagine what might 
have happened then. He was furious and I was out of my mind. Suddenly 
his face changed. He was not looking at me. His look was fixed on the sky 
-fixed so intensely that I, too, turned, following with my eyes the direc
tion of his glance. I saw nothing but a clear sky, rosy in the east from the 
rays of the setting sun. Finally, in the distance, I discerned a large bird with 
something in its beak-a snake or a ribbon? 

"Men," shouted the chief, his voice resounding. "I want five of you to 
accompany the lieutenant down to the river. Who'll go?" 

I looked on him, amazed. At the sound of his voice, about twenty men 
dashed from the rocks where the gunfire and the shouting continued with
out a break. A sinile, lost under the old man's mustache, lit up his face. 

"Onl fi " h "d "D 1 " y 1ve, e Sal • raw ots. 
And while the young men were carrying out his order, the chief 

showed me where to descend, how to reach the river, how to hide under 
its projecting bank-all this without the slightest hint of the previous 
scene between us. Had he forgotten so quickly? I could not explain. How 
did his anger pass in a moment? Why did he change his mind and not only 
agree to my bold, untimely request, but dispatch those five men with me, 
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exposing them to certain danger for the sake of my thirst? All these thoughts 
came to me, confused. I was in a sort of daze from which, however, I slowly 
recovered, roused by the responsibility I had assumed and by the danger 
ahead. And, of course, when I saw Myrtos among the allotted five, a re
doubled sense of responsibility and of peril flooded my soul. In my imagi
nation I saw again the two houses and the two figures embracing behind 
the tree in the olive grove. I was possessed by a vague need to say something, 
to make a change in the ranks of the detachment, but the chief shouted, 
"Good luck, men," and we began the descent. 

We started down the mountain slope to the sea and then turned gradu
ally toward the valley. As far as the foot of the mountain, the thick trees hid 
us, and there was no danger ofbeing discovered by the enemy. But beneath 
us lay the valley, barren of trees. The river cut through the middle of it. 
The distance to the bank was short, probably not more than a hundred 
meters, but no matter how fast we covered it, the enemy on the opposite 
side would certainly have time to take accurate aim on us as we ran. The 
closer we got as we descended, the wider the bare valley seemed. I esti
mated the distance to the bank that we had to reach under fire of the enemy 
aiming from the height above us, and I imagined I saw the young girl, 
Myrtos' friend, with her apron over her head, lamenting in despair. Ah! 
Then I forgot my thirst! I wanted at any cost to save Myrtos. The danger 
was the same for all of us, but I thought only of him. I feared for his life. 
I wanted to stop him from going with me. But how? Order him to turn 
back? On what pretext? 

I tried to devise a way but found none. We reached the shelter of the 
last trees and rested a little before crossing the valley to the river. I showed 
my companions the point we should head for-there where the right bank 
curved high and seemed to provide a rampart that would protect us from 
the enemy bullets after we leaped into the river bed. But Myrtos? A sudden 
inspiration came to me. 

"Myrtos, and you, my friend," I said to another fellow his age, the 
youngest of the five. "You two stay here and come to the river when I call 
you from there." 

The two young men exchanged looks. They came to a wordless agree
ment. 

"Sir," replied Myrtos, undertaking to speak. He did not call me by name, 
as he had before. 

"Sir, the chief ordered us five to accompany you. He did not say for the 
two of us to stay hidden, and for only the other three to go with you." 
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His answer silenced me. But I insisted; I got up and moved toward 
him, and the others stood up, too. 

"Myrtos," I said, my hand on his shoulder, "Listen to me for her sake
you know whom I mean ... " 

He looked me in the eye, without a word. What had angered him? 
The discovery that I had seen them that morning, or my meddling in affairs 
that were none of my business?" 

"Sir," he repeated coldly, "the woman I know does not love cowards." 
I realized that it was useless to insist further. 

"All right, Myrtos," I said, giving him my hand, "God be with you!" 
"May God be with us all, Mr. George." 
"Let's go, men," I yelled and we started our run. 
Those few minutes until I arrived at the river bank seemed ages to me ! 

Our appearance surprised the enemy and for a few seconds no shots came 
from their vantage point. But the short break was followed by the sound 
of heavy gunfire from both sides of the ravine. I did not raise my eyes to 
see the smoke from the enemy rifles. I kept looking at the part of the bank 
we had to reach. I ran and ran, the bullets whistling around my head, and I 
kept on running and heard behind me, left and right, the sound of my 
companions' feet. Suddenly I heard a fearful scream and at the same time 
the hollow sound of a body falling to the ground. Myrtos, I said to myself! 
But I did not turn around, nor did I break my pace. I kept on running; the 
thick fire continued, bullets whistled, and I saw before me the bank where 
I was heading, and I heard a second cry behind me .... 

I was already along the bank. One more step, and I would have jumped 
into the stream, when I felt a sudden blow and terrible pain in my left leg, 
such as I had never felt in my life, and instead ofleaping into the river, I 
had the sensation of falling into it .... After that I remembered nothing, 
until I woke up. 

The full moon was shining; I was lying on the ground. Pain was sharp 
and flaming in my leg. Two men were examining my wound. Over me, 
the chief watched silently and his soldiers crowded about. 

"Myrtos?" I asked. 
"We chased them off," the chief said, without answering my question. 

"Now," he continued, "see that you get well, so your uncle won't have 
words with me." 

Later I learned that he had not sent us because of my thirst, but to dis
tract the enemy, to divert them from the body of our troops coming to 
attack from the south. The bird carrying a streamer was the agreed signal 
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of the approach of that armed force. I was not able to fmd out if he had 
had such a diversionary tactic in mind beforehand, or if my thirst had given 
him the idea .... The distraction was helpful. The attack from the south 
was completely successful, but that unknown young girl was destined 
never again to see Myrtos alive! 

The other fallen soldier was only slightly wounded. My leg was 
amputated that night by the chief's real lieutenant performing the duties of 
surgeon. 

Now you see why, of necessity, I remained a lawyer. My military 
career lasted only one day. My uniform, however, pierced with bullet 
holes, I have kept, and I have it still. 

THE EARRINGS 

BY YIANNIS PSYHARIS (1854-1929) 

translated by Alice-Mary Maffry 

EvER SINCE she was a tiny little thing, I loved Phr6so with an especially 
fond and tender love. She was the only daughter ofher father, Mr. Peres, 
one of my best and oldest friends. I was two years older than he, but we had 
studied together in high school, and we had both married the same year. I 
was not blessed with children, and I became a widower very early. He lived 
happily with his wife and their Phroso, who was the envy of all. Not a week 
passed but we saw each other. We were both settled in Paris. Our pro
fessions were similar, or at least related; he was an artist, I a novelist, as you 
may perhaps know. We had even published a little book together; Peres 
did the illustrations and I wrote the text, a few short stories which Phroso 
liked very much. She understood something of painting and literature. 
Perhaps that is why I used to talk to her and listen to her, more so than a man 
of my age usually would to a child of her tender years. 

The time came for her to be married, and the bridegroom was found. 
Phroso, however, did not accept him immediately, but hesitated a little
in a word, she acted as all girls do on such an occasion. But the young man 
loved her sincerely, and once persuaded, Phroso changed completely; her 
conversations with Philip became interminable. I was glad that matters had 
taken this course, and to add to her happiness I decided to give her two 
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splendid sapphire earrings. I waited for a chance to present them to her. On 
the eve of the marriage, her parents had a dance in their spacious home. I 
went with my earrings early, at eight o'clock; I called Phroso, told her that 
I had a surprise for her, put the earrings on her ears myself, and kissed her on 
the forehead. She hesitated a moment, shivered as if something strange had 
suddenly happened to her when I touched her, said what she had to say to 
thank me, then went away quickly. The music struck up and she began to 
dance with her fiance. But who can say what followed then? Hardly 
twenty minutes later, Phroso fainted. The child fell to the floor, the guests 
gathered around her, everyone wanted to help. When she recovered and 
got up, her mother looked at her, horrified: 

"Your earrings, Phroso, what have you done with them?" 
Phroso was shocked. Her hands went to her ears, as if to feel whether 

the sapphires were really missing, and with a strange cry, she said: 
"It's true ! I don't have them any more ! I don't have them any more ! 

Where can they be?" 
Everyone began to search, but it was no use. Needless to say, the dance 

was ruined after this incident; the guests didn't dare look at each other. 
One of them must have stolen the earrings; each was afraid that he was 
suspected. Stolen when though? Naturally, at the moment she fainted and 
everyone went to her side. There was no question that the earrings had been 
stolen. Earlier the same winter two paintings had been taken from my 
friend Peres, and the thiefhad never been found. Thus everyone concluded 
that the game continued, that this same thief, because of hatred or mere 
greed, had come at the right moment to steal the earrings. 

I believed this along with the others; but when I got home and thought 
it over, it seemed to me very difficult for anyone to have stolen the earrings. 
In such a drawing room, in such company, who could have managed to un
fasten and then to remove from Phroso' sears the two earrings, one after the 
other? It was true she had fainted; in the uproar and confusion that her 
fainting brought on, surely something like this could have happened. But 
even so, imagine the daring of the person who at such a moment conceived 
the crime and also had time to execute the theft. 

Whatever the explanation, I was sorry that my fme little girl didn't 
have the pleasure of my gift. It was precious to me, as well, for the sapphires, 
as Phroso knew, had belonged to my late wife. What could I do? What's 
done is done. At any rate I had to give her something. To leave the daughter 
of my greatest friend without the slightest keepsake? Impossible. I decided 
to buy her a tea-set of the English variety, one of those little tables with a 
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round porcelain top that turns, a Lazy Susan: you put it in a comer of the 
living room, you tum the top, and give a cup to each of the ladies and 
gentlemen who have come to call. 

As soon as Phroso received it-I sent it to her the next morning-she 
immediately wrote me a delightful note, warm and devoted, telling me 
how great my kindness was, that she didn't deserve it, and that she would 
take extra good care of the tea-set and keep it proudly in her living room 
forever and ever. 

She didn't mention the earrings in her letter, undoubtedly because she 
didn't want to sadden me or to grieve herself by speaking of so unfortunate 
a loss. I thought, too, that it would now be best to forget the matter. It was 
improbable, very improbable, that they would ever be found. But even if 
they were, it would still be unpleasant: imagine the shame for everyone if a 
professional thief were suddenly discovered in such select, distinguished 
company. It would also be unpleasant for poor Phroso; it would remind 
her of an incident which some might say was the result ofher own careless
ness. And unpleasant for me, too, after all, to weep unceasingly like a miser 
over his stolen jewels. I, therefore, decided to be quiet about it. I barely 
managed to see Phroso the day after-the day of the wedding; we didn't 
exchange two words. That same evening she left with her husband, and I 
relaxed. She was to be away three or four weeks. I imagined that, on such a 
trip, a newlywed girl has other things to think about than a gift of earrings 
from an old family friend. 

About two weeks after she returned, I went to see her. I went early, at 
two in the afternoon, before the other visitors arrived. The tea service was 
in its corner, just as she had promised. I sat a while and waited. Phroso 
wasn't ready yet. She seemed to be taking rather long at her toilette
longer than was necessary to receive an old man like mysel£ Finally she 
appeared. I cannot describe her expression. I told you that I am a novelist; 
I am, not only in my books, but also in life, and just as I analyze my fictitious, 
imaginary characters, so, too, I analyze real people, living ones, according 
to the same principles. My profession as well as my nature causes me to 
do so. And at that moment, without wanting, yet without resisting, I 
analyzed Phroso. Curious! As she approached and gave her hand, she 
lowered her eyes. Then I noticed her expression -strange. She looked 
guilty, as if she felt she were to blame for something. I was even more at a 
loss when, instead of "Good afternoon," I heard her suddenly say, "You 
can't imagine how sorry I am!" 

There was surely no need for her to speak of the earrings after six weeks 
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had passed. Neither in her letter nor on her wedding-day, had she said a 
word about them. What's past is forgotten. As for the tea service, it was in 
her living room; further comment was unnecessary. Certainly her father, 
after the dance, had told me a thousand times how sorry he was that the 
sapphires had been lost. But Phroso's tone was different. Her "I'm sorry" 
somehow didn't convince me. She didn't show any sorrow; rather she 
showed penitence; her little sentence seemed to mean, "How I repent that 
my earrings were stolen!" -a statement which made no sense. 

I may have been mistaken; my imagination may have carried me away 
again. I did not reply and we changed the subject. I kept watching her, 
though, and saw during my visit that she frequently bowed her head and 
avoided looking into my eyes, that something was bothering her-ina 
word, that she lacked a certain air of confidence which a child always has 
with a friend of her father's. A month later I was happy to see that her con
fidence had returned and that she behaved toward me with her usual ease, 
with naturalness and joy. I had invited her and her husband to my house for 
dinner, together with her parents and some young men who, like myself, 
wrote novels and for whom I was a kind of fatherly patron. 

A small party; no ceremony. After dinner we all went, men and women 
together, to my study, where we lighted cigars or cigarettes and continued 
our conversations. In the dining room Phroso had expressed her opinions 
pleasantly and amusingly; she now sat near her husband, silent, dreamy, 
happy. Once in a while, without anyone but me noticing, she pressed her 
husband's hand. She seemed hardly aware of the others, as if she didn't care 
what was happening around her. When we were all settled in my study 
where I kept my own works, the young men began to praise them, out of 
kindness surely and perhaps with some desire to flatter. You would have 
thought that one fellow was possessed by a madness for my "extraordinary 
talent." He held forth with such fervor in the middle of the study that every
one was carried away and began praising me and my novels to the skies. 

"Oh, yes. How beautiful, how beautiful they are. How true it is!" A 
new voice was suddenly heard. I turned around, amazed. Phroso' s voice ! 
I didn't remember her ever having spoken with such ardor about my novels. 
I realized that I had to answer her; she seemed embarrassed that she hadn't 
restrained herself and that these words had passed her lips. 

I went near her and said, "Since you like my little novels so much, I 
hope none of them is missing from your library. If so ... " 

"Of course, of course, I have them all," she said, "at least I think so ... 
thank you ... " 
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"Even so, come, take a look here," I added. "You may see one you don't 
have. I'd like very much to complete your collection, my child." 

My library, as I said, was in my study. On one shelf were my complete 
works. I urged her to look and tell me. I even read the tides to her, begin
ning with the first. Without a moment's hesitation, she answered that she 
had them all. 

"Lili ?" I insisted. "Do you have Lili ?" 
"Lili? Yes! No! Oh, yes, I think so! But no, indeed! I don't have it." 

Phroso blushed in confusion and was silent. 
"It doesn't matter," I said. ''I'll send you the whole series, with a dedica

tion in each copy; those you already have you can give to your friends. As 
for the new ones, I hope you will keep them." 

I sent them off the next day, put Lili in the package, too, though I 
would have wagered that Phroso not only had it but had also read it, time 
and time again. In my mind sprang a suspicion so curious and powerful that 
I did not dare admit it even to mysel£ First I had to make sure of something; 
but this would be difficult. How could I search in Phroso's private library, 
especially since it wasn't in her living room? And even so, she could easily 
hide Lili, lest she appear to have lied. I was determined, however, to prove 
something else which seemed to have no connection with Lili at all, yet 
actually did. 

I was pacing in my room, when I heard myself cry out, "I know, I 
know where the earrings are!" Actually, if the earrings were where I be
lieved them to be, my other suspicion would probably also prove correct. 
I was certain that the earrings could be found at the home of my friend 
Peres, in the ballroom, near the place where Phroso had fallen in a faint. 

But how was I to search without anyone seeing me? 
I went to Peres' house at a time when he was usually out, and I told the 

servant that I would wait in the office, as I often did. Through a door ofhis 
office, one could pass into a little greenhouse, and from the greenhouse, to 
the ballroom. In the center was a fountain, with artificial rocks and some 
sand at the bottom. I knelt, scratched and searched about. I soon had the 
earrings in my hand. 

Of course. Logic had led me to them. Just as Phroso said she didn't have 
Lili, when I believed she did, so she also knew at the dance where the ear
rings were, even while she cried that they were lost. You remember how 
she protested, "I don't have them anymore! I don't have them anymore!" 
Twice Phroso had shown such distress. The same thing had happened both 
times. But she herselfhad thrown the earrings into the fountain; she her-
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selfhad hidden them in the sand or, if you prefer, she herselfhad stolen 
them. 

Why, though, had she thrown them away? What reason had she to 
"steal" them? I cannot easily explain the mystery, since I am involved in it. 
But the sentiment was so pure, so charming-or so childlike-that I can 
reveal it to you without shame. Lili had put me on the right track. 

My Lili is more a short-story than a novel, an innocent little romance. 
One day I had the notion to analyze a girl who, as often happens, is in love
if one can call it love-with a man much older than she-just like the little 
boys who say they will marry their nurse, since at that age and in such a 
narrow circle their nurse seems to them the most perfect and most sig
nificant person in the world. So, too, with girls: a man of fifty or fifty-five, 
a friend of their father perhaps, has in their eyes some superior quality, 
something enchanting. As for me, my romances had helped somewhat. 
Lili especially had helped. Phroso read my books and imagined that I was a 
Heaven-knows-what exceptional and unique person. Though sometimes 
the opposite happens with girls-that is, as soon as a man turns thirty when 
they are only sixteen, they immediately consider him old-Phroso didn't 
even notice my grey hair. For of course, she was seeing me as I appeared in 
my books. The poor girl ! Who could ever have been capable of skimming 
through the pages of her heart, to tell us afterward what secret caresses he 
had seen within it, what heartbeats he had heard, what tears perhaps, since 
she hid them with terror deep within her; and if they were discovered, 
she would choke from shame. Illicit love ! 

Now I understood why she had not wanted to keep the earrings on her 
ears. She had accepted the tea-set with pleasure, not feeling that she was 
doing anything improper. Indeed, she had placed it in her living room to 
keep it, to look at it forever. It didn't bother her. For even though that little 
table, with the cups all around, was also a gift from me, still it was an alien 
object; you didn't wear it, you put it in a comer and left it there. In short, 
it didn't touch you; you didn't feel it clinging to your skin. I marvelled at 
the womanly sentiments which so fmely and clearly distinguished one gift 
from another. Remember that I myself, with my own hands, had put the 
earrings on her ears. At that moment, she must have blushed; she must have 
reflected that since she was going to be married, since she loved Philip and 
Philip loved her, her duty was to forget everyone else. It may have seemed 
to her like infidelity, like a betrayal, especially on the night before her 
wedding, to wear on her ears something which her husband hadn't given 
her. The earrings had burned her skin and her heart. Thus she took courage, 
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drew near the fountain, threw them in, and hid them in the sand so that no 
one could see them. Then, however, unable to control herself any longer, 
she became distraught. And that is why she fainted- because she no longer 
had them. 

[" Apxl~CX 1:cbpcx VeX KCX'l:CXACX~O:lV(J) A,( yo 'A( yo a1to 1t0l0 Myo BE Sf.'AT]OE 
VeX Kpcrt~OTJ O'raqm6:: 'rTJ<; 'reX OKOUAO:plKlCX. To crEp~['l:OlO '[0Cx"(, 1:0 Mx'l:TJ
KE llE xcxp6::, B£x(j)c; VeX q>cxncxa-rft 1tW<; EKCXVE 'rl1tO'rl<; ci'l:01t0. :=:evCXV'r(CXc;, 
'l:O~CXAE cr-ro cro:A.6vt 'rTJ<;, va 'rOX!l, va -ro ~AE1t!1 1t6::V'l:cx. !lEV 'r~V 1tE(pcxsE. 
Ko:l -r6vnc; 1:o -rpcx1tE~6::Kt EKE"lvo, llE -ra q>A.tv-rs6:vtcx -rou yup(J) yup(J), 
EhCXVE BtK6 [lOU, EhCXVE a1to [lEVCX, [leX crUVCx[lCX EL'rO:VE KO:l t;f.vo 1tpCX[lCX' 
BEv 1:0 q>opoOcrec; a1t6::V(J) crou, '[Q~CXsEc; .OE lllcX y(J)Vl6::, EKEL -rO:q>tvEc;. M' EVCX 
Myo, BE cr' O:yyt~E, BEv 'rovvot(J)8Ec; KOAATJ[lf.vo cr-ro 1te-rcr£ crou. Kcxl a'A~-
8Etcx 86::[lcxcrcx -ro cx'la'l:TJ[lCX 1:0 yuVCXLK~mo 1tou -r6cro tjJt'A6:, [leX Kcxl -r6cro 
1tCXO'rptK6::, l;EBto:KplVEl EVCX B&po a1to -rO:A.A.o. 9U[lTJ8~'rE Kt6A.o:c; 1tWc; 6 
rBtoc;, [lE -ro xf.pt [lOU, 'rflc; 1:a 1tf.pcxcrcx 01:aq>n6: 'rTJ<; -ra Buo -ra crKouA.o:
p£Ktcx. 'EKELVTJ 1:~ O'rlY!l~• Sa KOKKLVLOE' Sa O'l:OXCxO'rTJKE 1tW<; aq>o0 1t6::El 
VeX 1tCXV'rpE<J>-rft, d:q>oO aycx1t~ 'rO <ll[Al1t1t0 Kl O:q>oO 6 <ll(Al1t1t0<; 'r~V O:ycx1t~, 
XPEO<; 'rTJ<; VeX l;exacru KCx8E aAAOVE. "I O(J)<; l!CxALO'rCX VeX 'rflc; <j>CxvT] KE crav 
O:mcr-r(cx, crav 1tpoBocr(cx 1tpoc; 'rOV O:v-rpcx 'rTJ<;, lllcX 'rE'rOlCX ~po:BELCX Kt6A.o:c;, 
'r~V 1tCXpCXllOV~ 'l:OU y6::[lOU 'rTJ<;, VaX!l 1tlCXO[lEVCX O'ra<j>'rl6:: 'rTJ<; a1to K6::'rl 
1t0U 6 anpcxc; 'rTJ<; BEV -r~c; -roB(J)OE. T~c; EKCXLYE 'rO 1tE'r0t KO:l 'r~V KcxpBt6:. 
Aomov EKCX[lE Koup6::yto' sUY(J)OE 01:0 OLV'rpl~Cxvl, -rO:pptl;E llEOCX, -rax(J)crE 
cr-rov d[l[lO, va !l~v -ra Btft KCXVE(c;, E1tEt-rcx O[l(J)c; BE. ~6::01:cxt;E, 1:o:p6::x-rTJKE' 
yu:x 'l:OU'rO KO:l A.tyoSU[lT]OE-ll~V EXOV'rcxc; ma 'reX O'KOUA.cxp(KtCX.] 

I explained all this to myself: but I had to make sure. And I had to fmd 
a way so that Phroso wouldn't realize I suspected anything. I went to pay a 
call on her at-home day, the day she received visitors. I went late, however, 
so as to find her pouring tea for her guests. Phroso was near the tea service, 
getting the cups ready. I began conversing with the guests. Speaking about 
unimportant matters, but in a tone which made every man and woman 
listen, I made this remark which, you must understand, followed very 
naturally from my train of speech: 

"Of course! Sometimes such things do happen; something you like, 
something you love, you suddenly prefer to be rid of, to toss into the water, 
for the very reason that you love it." 

At exactly the same moment, just as I fmished the sentence, Phroso 
dropped the cup she was holding. It crashed to the floor. 

I stood up. More accurately, I jumped to my feet. To change the sub-



IOO THE CHARIOTEER 

ject, I persuaded her to give me the broken pieces. The pattern was manu
factured only in England and I would need a sample to send away for 
another cup, so that none would be missing from the set. 

When she had given me the pieces, I wrapped them in my handkerchief 
and left. 

I sent one fragment to England as I had said I would. I kept the other 
pieces and put my two sapphires into the broken porcelain: a symbol of the 
purest, the most virginal, perhaps even the truest love which I ever had the 
good fortune to encounter. 

THE YEARLY VICTIM 

BY ALEXANDROS PAPADIAMANDIS (I85I-I9II) 

translated by JoAnne Cacoullos 

THERE WERE three who embarked from the wooden, sea-rotted pier 
below MorfoUlaina's battered cottage: Kaloumbas, Ni6gambros-the 
newlywed-and Bambollkos. The old cottage, ravaged by many storms, 
had been the dowry of Morfoulaina. Later it was her daughter's legacy, and 
finally it was given to her daughter's daughter. 

One Sunday, about the middle of November, the wedding had been 
celebrated. The whole neighborhood and other guests had amused them
selves through the night with songs and dances, violins and lutes. And one 
Monday, toward the end ofDecember, below the old house, from the sea
worn steps under the cliffs, by the jagged rocks scattered there, Niogambros 
and Bamboukos got into the felucca to go fishing. 

Kaloumbas was the renowned "fisherman with one hand" -dynamite 
had devoured the other-who used to catch the famous blackfish that 
weighed from five to twelve okas. He used to tie these fish like oxen to the 
stem ofhis boat and drag them alive through the waves, a huge fishhook 
through their jaws, ready for slaughter whenever two or three buyers pre
sented themselves. Bamboukos was an aged seaman who for forty years 
had sailed the Black Sea and the White Sea, the Mediterranean and part of 
the Ocean, a bosun in merchant ships. Then he had asked for a pension, but 
"his papers were not in order," they told him. Now he sailed at half wages 
as a helper in fishing and ferrying craft. Niogambros had been wed the 
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Sunday of five weeks past; his marriage was not yet forty days old. 
For two hours Kaloumbas and Niogambros waited for Bamboukos so 

they could untie the cable and set sail. For two hours Bamboukos ran from 
rock to rock, from safe to precipitous footholds, chasing his son Pappos. 
His two older sons were away. One sailed with merchant ships, the other 
served in the Royal Navy. Of his daughters, one had died, the other had 
married abroad, and another was living in the home of strangers. As the 
staff ofhis old age, to steady his rheumatic knees, the old fisherman had only 
his son Panagi6tis, a twelve-year-old, whom Argyr6, Bamboukos' dear
departed wife, in overweening affection, had nicknamed "Pappos," that 
is, grandfather. 

But Pappos eluded the old man. He scampered from rock to rock, 
from beach to beach. He loved to run, to dilly-dally and disobey. When he 
was not at the beaches, hunting crabs in caves or small octopodes in low 
waters if the sea was calm, he would run to Kotr6nia, a place above the 
village on the craggy hill where their little house stood by the small church 
of Saint Nicholas and could be seen high-up from afar. He robbed the bird 
nests. He never let the young owls grow lest they hoot fearfully among the 
rocks. If a small seagull fell into his hands, he would cut its wings and try to 
learn from it the art of swallowing, without chewing, bits of sweets-as 
many as he could steal from Vasilis, the Candy-man. 

The sea journey was to last forty-eight hours or at the most three days. 
Bamboukos, not wishing to leave his son to "horse around" during this 
time, wanted to take him along. Yes, Pappos loved boats and he loved the 
sea, but he could not endure discipline. That boat on which his father was 
to sail with two others, would have been a solitary prison for him. And 
when he suspected that his father was thinking of taking him along, he took 
care to make himself scarce. 

The old man pursued him. Once or twice he saw his diakamo, his 
shadow, flitting among the rocks. Pappos knew many kinds of foxy tricks 
and his feet obeyed him. He did not suffer from rheumatism. How could 
old Bamboukos ever reach him! 

Finally, gasping for breath, his tongue hanging out, Bamboukos re
turned unsuccessful to his two companions, who were impatient. 

"Well, come on," Kaloumbas shouted when he saw him without his son. 
"Come on and let him go!" 

"All the better," Niogambros added; "we're rid ofhis pranks, as well." 
The old seaman bent down, untied the cable, and hopped into the skiff. 

The others got in, too. 
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"I've been turned inside out by that daredevil," said Bamboukos, "run
ning and chasing after him." 

He was really angry. When he set foot in the boat, he forgot to cross 
himself and merely said automatically, without thinking: 

"Happy drowning, boys." 
Kaloumbas burst out laughing; Niogambros was silent. Ni6nymphe, 

his bride, watching them from the window, heard the dreadful joke; her 
white forehead clouded and a sigh filled her breast. 

"May your words miss their mark," she whispered. 
A strange idea came to her then, to call her husband back, to keep him 

there, not to let him go. But she lacked the courage to do so, and she had not 
yet acquired enough familiarity with him. She knew that he would mock 
her, perhaps, and never be persuaded. 

But when the small craft had gone far out, she began to recall other 
circumstances, and her fears overwhelmed her. This man whom she had 
married :five weeks before was tavatz£dikos, a difficult fellow, quarrelsome 
and blasphemous. In the neighboring island from which he had orginally 
come, he had been engaged once before but had dissolved the union a short 
while back. She was told that his mother-in-law-to-be knew witchcraft, 
that she would put him under a spell and harm them both. How could 
Nionymphe have known, poor thing? Her family had arranged the match 
and she had accepted him. 

And even the gold-embroidered clothes, the bridal garments she had 
worn at her wedding, even these had been accursed. Her parents had bought 
them ready-made from a mother whose daughter had gone to her grave 
before she had been able to wear them as a bride. Oh, an evil omen! 

Nionymphe wept. 
Meanwhile the sea heard the echo of the old seaman's dreadful jest and 

carried the men from wave to wave, not to the opposite shore where the 
calm, blue waves playfully unfolded, but to the center of the sea where the 
depths are unfathomable, the terrifying abyss; and it carried them beyond, 
to the other extreme of the sea, by sheer, gigantic crags where there is 
neither love nor mercy but only frenzy and terror. 

The only other observer of the departing skiff besides Nionymphe was 
Siraen6, the Kourtesaki. Soon afterwards, when the boat was about :fifty 
meters away, Pappos came near, gaping and laughing like a carnival mask, 
thin, tawny, and sunburnt. He watched the seamen pull in the oars and 
prepare to set sail for the open sea. 

"A good voyage, father," he said. 
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"Why didn't you go with them, you scamp?" Siraeno, the Kourtesaki 
asked. 

"So that you could ask," Pappas replied impudently. 
"And where the devil will you be wandering tonight-catching your 

death of cold? Your father probably took the key of your house with him." 
"I'll come to your house, aunt Siraeno, the one with the three walls and 

the half roof,'' answered the little blackguard cunningly. 
"If you want to-come," said the poor widow. 

Siraeno delivered pitchers of water to the homes from the village wells 
and fountains. She smoked tobacco, was extremely solicitous towards the 
ailing, and she consoled old-Gatsinos and old-Zoumbotli, teaching them 
how to bear patiently the ills of old age, though in fact they had money and 
sons and daughters, while she herself was abandoned, alone in the world. 
She had given her house, humble but newly-built, to a neighbor girl whom 
she had taken a liking to without knowing why. With this offering as a 
dowry the poor girl had been able to marry. Siraeno had been living for 
two winters now in the half-dilapidated house of the dear-departed 
Skorianina. The house actually had two stone walls, one wooden wall and 
half a roof; it was open and without a partition. The fourth wall had 
crumbled long ago. Probably she would spend this winter in the same house. 
If the girl to whom she had given the dowry had not found her fate so 
quickly and married, Siraeno would have had a refuge with her under the 
same roo£ But Siraeno had wanted to do the correct thing and so she rid the 
girl of her presence as soon as the girl had married. 

In the house with the three walls Pappos came that night to sleep. The 
opening of the fourth missing wall was covered by an old boat-sail which 
another neighbor had given the widow. 

"How could you bear not going with your father who wanted you with 
him?" Siraeno said when the boy lay wrapped in an old rug. 

In reply, Pappos began to snore. 

The moon had "turned wintry," and everyone said, "A moon on its 
side, a captain alert." It was calm the first day and until the twilight hour of 
the second day. That evening the weather changed. Menacing clouds 
gathered north and east. That night the weather was much worse; by 
morning it was violent. Rain, wind, storm. 

It was no longer weather for fishing. The skiff did not seem to be re
turning. The sailors said that the wind would prevent the three fishermen 
from approaching the opposite shore. They were probably confmed to 
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some small sea-cove of the island or they would have been sighted hazard
ing the return to the harbor. Maybe they were at sea. Of course the boat 
would be travelling with sails down; they should come back soon. 

"They'll be appearing any minute." 
On the second night Pappas curled up again or rather "roosted," like a 

hen or a pigeon, in the house with the three walls and the half roo£ Sleet 
came and the wind howled, tossing the boat-sail which seemed to be strug
gling to cover the terrible gap in the wall and the roof, like rags trying to 
conceal the nakedness of poverty, and there was a great uproar, and the few 
teeth in Siraeno' s mouth chattered from the cold. Pappas was clenching his 
teeth, his features distorted like a Blackface mask, and he rubbed his hands 
and shouted: 

"Look, aunt Siraeno. Doesn't it seem now as if we're sailing on the sea 
with my father in Kaloumbas' boat? It's all the same, isn't it? Do you hear, 
aunt Siraeno, how the rain is falling, how the wind roars, vrrr! krrr! brrr !" 

The third night-a night, a day, and six hours after the twilight of 
Monday-Pappas did not come there any more. Aunt Siraeno waited for 
him until midnight and asked all the women of the neighborhood if they 
had seen him. There was no sign of him. 

Along the desolate promontory, at the pier's end where the harbor 
curves a mile opposite the town, night was already falling and there by a 
small cave below a steep precipice something alive moved. It had come 
there at sunset. In the thick of night, beneath the clouded storm sky no one 
could have discerned whether it was a wild creature or a child, this living 
thing that moved in the darkness. 

Pappas began to be ashamed that he had not gone with his father. All 
the seamen were saying (he himselfhad heard them), that to become a good 
sailor one must go through a storm-indeed several storms. But if one 
roosted like a chicken in the house of aunt Siraeno with the three walls 
and the half roof and the boat-sail, one tasted all the bitterness of a storm 
without ever being able to become a good sailor. 

When Pappas saw that forty-eight hours had come and gone and the 
boat did not appear anywhere, when he heard the seamen saying it could not 
possibly be on the opposite coast but had to be somewhere around the 
island and would probably appear before long-the naughty child worried, 
as much as he could worry. He went round the harbor to a place opposite 
there where the boat had set sail. He stood and watched the open sea dance 
in the wild storm, and he scanned the distance, trying to see the boat some-
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where. Deep within him his soul wept and his heart pricked him because 
he had disobeyed and had not gone with his father. 

The sleet stopped, started, and again stopped. And the wind, northeast, 
Grafos, blew hard with all the strength that Graios can have. 

"God," Pappos said; "make my father come and not to curse me because 
I didn't go with him. My own dear St. Nicholas, you who are my neighbor, 
and I never brought you a candle or incense ... oh ! sometimes I stole a match 
or some candle from your ikon in your little church and you pretended you 
didn't see me ... so I could run after the bats and the little owls in the night 
... don't hold a grudge against me and bring my father back quickly ... and 
let him not be annoyed because I didn't go with him ... and I will bring you 
twice as many matches and candles as I took from you and two times more 
than that and just as many more than that." 

In the twilight Pappos had seen far off at sea, a thing like a cork or the 
shell of a walnut tossing on the foam. Not a white sail but a black thing, 
like a stain. Later the twilight thickened to darkness. And when much time 
had passed, how much he did not know but "one hour, one tiny hour," he 
thought he heard a noise, a confused shout or again a piercing whistle like 
a siren, then a fearful wailing, or was it the roar of waves that filled the air, 
or the sharp groans of wind that drowned out every sound. 

Pappos hoped, believed, that the black spot was nothing else but the 
boat of his father. And again he heard that roaring and the cry which the 
wind distorted threateningly. Very likely they were only the peculiar 
voices of the storm. But the little sea urchin was certain that those sounds 
were separate and specific, that the noise was that of a hulk running aground, 
and the cry, a cry of agony. 

To that cry Pappos answered with a heart-rending howl. He began to 
sob. His father was surely drowning. And he could not help him. Oh, to 
have strength, like the wind and the sea ! 

Lightning ripped the darkness. About two hundred meters out Pappos 
saw, in an instant, bodies tossing among the waves. 

"The Little Blacks," he said between sobs. "They fell on the Little Blacks. 
Oh! and I ... didn't go with them!" 

[ME. 't~V cXIl<i>LAUKT]V 'tij<; EO'ItEpa<; dxcv lOEL 0 na'lt'ltO<;, 'ltEpav EKEL, a
VOLK'ta, de; -rO- TIE.A.ayo<;, ~va 'ltfXXYila ci>aav cpcA.Mv, ci>aav KE.A.ucpoc:; Kapu
B(ou, va 'ltapaBepvn Kal Va Ka'tEPXE'tal Et<; 'tOV acppov 'tWV KUI:ltXTC.UV. AEU· 
KOV LO'tlOV oxl, O:A.A.a llaOpov 'ltp<'iylla ci><; llLaV KT]A'i:OO. "YO'tcpov E'ltu-
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KVWSTJ iJ cXfJ.<JllAUKTJ KO:l EYLVE vuE,. Kcxl acpoO 'ITO:p~A.Scv wpcx apKE'r~, 'ITOOTJ 
Btv ~E,cupcv, O:A.M: «flUX wpcx, fJ.L<X ~p['t"crcx:., 'roO E<JlcXvTJ v' aKoucrn ~p6nov, 
Ehcx cruyKEXUfJ.EVCX<; Kpcxuyac;, chcx 'ITcXALV crupLYfJ.OU<; of,Ei:<; KCXL <JlO~Epov 
po'l~Bov, chcx 't"OV p6x8ov 't"OU KUfJ.CX't"O<;, OO'rl<; 'reX OUVEKcXAU'IT'rEV oA.cx, KCXL 
't"OV of,uv yoyyUOfJ.OV 't"OU aVEfJ.OU, ocrnc; 'reX E'ITVLYEV oA.cx. 

'0 ne:X7!noc; ~A'ITLOEV, E'ITlO'rEUOEV, O'rl EKELVO 't"O fJ.EACXVOV OTJflELOV 'lj'rO 
xcuplc; &.A.A.o iJ ~cXpKCX iJ cpepoucrcx 't"OV 'ITCX't"Epcx t"OU. Kcxl ~KOUE t"OV p6x8ov 
EKELVOV KO:l 'rTJV Kpcxuy~v. 'reX 6'ITOLCX ~'ITElAEl VeX cruyxen 6 aVEfJ.O<;, KCXL Bu
VCX't"OV VeX fJ.TJV )!jcrcxv aA.A.o 'rl ElflTJ t5L61"po7!0l 'liXOl ~<; 't"plKUfJ.LCX<;, KCXL 6 
fJ.lKpoc; So:A.cxcrmvoc; flcXYKCX<; )!j-ro ~E~aLO<; on ot 86pu~Ol EKELVOl 'ljcrcxv x(i)
plO'rOL, on 6 Kp61"oc; 'ljm 7!pocrcxpc:XE,cxnoc; OWfJ.CX'rO<;, Kcxl iJ Kpcxuy~. Kpcxu
YTJ ayCiJv£cxc;. 

Etc; 't"Tjv KpcxuyTjv t"CXU'rTJV ~Vt"TJOEV 6 ne:X7!noc; 5lcX O'ITCXpCXK'rlKOU oA.o
AUYfJ.OU. "HpxLcrE vel: KA.cx[n fJ.E'ra A.uyflwv. ·o 'T!cx't"~p -rou ~E~cxtCiJ<; t'ITV[

YE'ro. Kcxl cxu-roc; Btv ~Mvcx-ro VeX t"OV ~OTJS~crn. ".01 VeX ctxc t"OOTJV Mvcx
fJ.lV, 't"OOT)V, OOT)v 6 &.vEfJ.O<; Kcxl iJ Sc:XA.cxcrcrcx! 

'AO'rpCX'ITTJ BlecrxlcrE 't"o crKo'roc;. ·.oc; E.KCX'rov opyULac; avoLK-ra ~:.tc; -ro 
'ITEAO:yoc; EIOEV 6 ne:X7!noc; EV cXKCXpEL fJ.CXOpcx 'rlVcX OWfJ.CX'rCX 7!pOEf.EXOV'rCX 
't"OU KUflCX'rO<;. 

- T 'ApCX'ITaKLcx! E7!p6<J>Epcv tv fJ.EO<tl 't"WV A.uyfJ.WV -rou 6 veoc;. 'A'ITa
VCiJ O'r' 'Apcx'ITcXKLCX E'ITEOCXV. M.Q! Kl' EYQ 'ITOU Btv E'IT~ycx fJ.CXs( 'roue;.] 

His first idea was that if he had gone with them he would have saved 
them. His second thought was to undress and dive into the sea or, without 
undressing, to swim, to run to his father's rescue. But how? Where would 
he go? How could he reach that spot? It was not near by ! He felt he would 
surely be a victim of the waves or a broken fragment on the rocks. His 
third thought was to shout towards the town to the people, to his friends 
and neighbors, to tell them to hurry with boats and save the drowning 
men. But he had to run a thousand steps up-hill to reach the end of the 
coast which faced the small town. And his cries, however sharp and pene
trating, would not have been heard; they would have been strangled and 
muted in the fearful tumult of the storm. 

The Little Blacks were ridges or rather reefs whose sharp black peaks 
jutted slightly above the waves. Pappas recalled, involuntarily at that 
moment, an Austrian man-of-war which in the blockade of 1886 had 
seemed in danger of falling on the Little Blacks, but it never fell. He had 
been seven years old then and remembered it well. 

All along the Big Harbor had gathered (he was saying to himself 
again involuntarily) Old-man Loukas, Kotimbas, Dioletas, and many 
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other seamen, and they had watched the Austrian ship, a mountain of a 
thing, sail close to the islands and almost fall in the shallow waters near the 
Little Blacks, and they had said: "Holy Virgin, let it fall on the Little 
Blacks, Mother of God, let it fall on 'em." But with one broadside it had 
swerved and reached the Ants and Old-man Loukas had said, "It got 
through the Little Blacks, let it not escape the Ants." But it escaped the 
Ants, too. 

The Little Blacks which had spared the Austrians, were crushing his 
father's boat and were drowning him and his two companions. Oh, have 
mercy, good Little Blacks, save them and don't let them drown! Mercy, 
Little Blacks, mercy! 

Early, the dawn of Thursday two large, powerful boats went and 
searched around the Little Blacks between the White Island and the Bear. 
They sailed the length ofPt1nta' s peak and around the Ants, the other reefs 
facing the harbor. But they did not fmd a body, either of man or boat. 

Two or three days later when the weather was calm, a small brig from 
another island found an oar floating towards the place opposite the open 
sea. And another fisherman found fishing gear which had drifted to the 
beach. 

Whether the vision that Pappas had seen was real-bodies impaled on 
the reefs, the Little Blacks; whether in fact he had heard the cry of agony or 
whether his fantasy had deceived him-mattered little: the men were given 
up for lost. Many days went by but they did not appear. Either on the Little 
Blacks or elsewhere-the villagers said-they must have been drowned. 

The eighth day after their departure, the bodies of two drowned men 
were discovered near the desolate promontory. The third body was never 
found. 

Ah, who can relate the legends of these martyrs of the sea, these toilers, 
these worthy of all compassion and love! Every year this sea of ours de
mands her victim. Terror and mourning prevail on our small island. 

After the tragedy, when Siraeno saw Pappas again, he was pensive and 
sober; she felt he had at once, through the disaster, become a man. Poor 
Siraeno, the Kourtesaki, weeping whatever tears were left to her from her 
own misfortunes, found only these words to say to him: "It is good you 
did not go with them, my child." 



THE UPSIDE-DOWN MAN 

BY ALEXANDROS MORAITIDIS (r85I-1929) 
translated by Meretla Psarakis Assmus 

ON CHRISTMAS EVE old lady Spyrena had aroused the curiosity of the 
whole village. According to the precise calculations of the old crones in the 
neighborhood-everywhere the most observant of rational creatures
twelve times, from dawn to ten in the morning, she had appeared on the 
rock overlooking the open sea, the highest point in the small island town. 

"What's got into her?" the crones repeated, seeing old Spyrena coming 
and going breathlessly from Al6nia, the threshing floor, where she lived, to 
the edge of town. 

From time to time, she passed a workman burdened with a heavy lad
der, who made daily rounds, patching up roofs. In the villages these small 
repairs are needed during the winter when rainstorms and winds and espe
cially thick layers of snow keep displacing the tiles until the poor shelters 
become like sieves. 

Sometimes old Spyrena, in her excessive absent-mindedness, would 
step into some freshly white-washed doorway, and then the poor woman 
would draw upon her head and her heels a thousand-and-two curses. These, 
in such instances, swarmed like dirty flies about the little village. 

But the old woman heeded no one. She only watched. Standing near 
the windmill, battered by all the winds, she looked out to sea. 

"Neither ship on the coast, nor birds on the plain!" she muttered sadly, 
pacing back and forth while the unrestrained north wind churned the waves 
into clouds of foam. 

The day wore on and the wind grew more and more bold. Already it 
had been blowing for a week. As old Spyrena said, it had "gone mad." On 
the mountains, the snow glittered. On the open sea, the north wind raged, 
making the waves leap and dash together. During its occasional sudden 
shifts, it whipped up showers of sharply hissing salt-spray and resounded 
violently along the cavernous coast. Not a sail braved the desolate sea. All 
boats, small and large, were moored, shunning the fiendish dance of the 
elements among the dismal rocks. 

The fishermen, despairing, had folded their nets in bags, pulled the boats 
high on the beach, and were sitting in the coffeehouses by the shore, playing 
cards-scambtli-and contentedly puffmg on their narghiles. 
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Late afternoon on Christmas eve, a crowd of islanders at the market 
place heard the harsh bugle of the butcher, a sound which mingled with the 
wild squeals of pigs being slaughtered. The butcher, who had served as 
bugler in the army, had kept his bugle as a pleasant souvenir of his army 
days. He sounded the bugle on official holidays to call his customers. Of 
course, Christmas eve, coming after forty days of fasting, was one of the 
most important days at his shop. That afternoon the bugle was as resonant 
as a cracked pitcher and the pigs squealed mournfully, but above this con
fusion in the market place, the sea raged supreme. 

"Not even a bird flying!" repeated old Spyrena on the rock. "That 
crazy wind has gone wild." As she watched the storm on the open sea, she 
gathered close her billowing black dress and clutched at the fluttering ends 
of her black kerchie£ When she turned to go away, she was stopped by a 
young sailor who was bundled in an overcoat, Russian cap, and heavy 
boots, on his way to the market. The sailor greeted her: 

"What is it, Aunt Spyrena?" 
"What could it be, my child? 

My eyes ache for you as I watch the sea 
And ask the sailors, 'Where can he be?'" 

The old woman liked to answer in rhyming couplets that unburdened 
her heart and renewed memories of her absent son. 

"Waiting for young George, Aunt Spyrena ?" 

"A plague on every carpenter, a curse upon their hands, 
Who build the ships that take our lads away to foreign lands." 

The old woman answered in another couplet. She forgot herself, watch
ing the waves crash fiercely as if they wanted to uproot the barren islet in the 
middle of the harbor. 

"Tell me, Aunt Spyrena," the sailor asked, "What boat did George sail 
?" on. 
"On Captain Kostanci's ship! They should be coming from Saloniki 

where they went with a boat load of salt from Ph6kais." 
"With Captain Kostanti !" the sailor burst out laughing. "With that 

upside-down man? And you sit here waiting for him, Aunt Spyrena? The 
sailors will make him angry. Young George, the joker, will tease him, and 
Kostanti will wreck his old brig. Don't you know how impossible he is? 
Merry Christmas, Aunt Spyrena !" the sailor added and went toward the 
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market place. She stood quiet, trying to blink away two large tears that 
glittered like diamonds in her eyes. 

The old woman felt that something bad might happen. She had heard 
about Captain Kostanti, and deep inside her mother's heart fears were 
roused, vague but persistent. Although earlier she had decided to go to 
market for a little meat and pork fat, she now was so sad that she returned 
home empty-handed and went out only to the baker to get the Christmas 
bread which was ready and the kokona, the loaf shaped like a doll, with the 
white egg in the middle, a Christmas gift for the son she awaited. 

Returning home, she found her two small grandchildren shivering, 
their arms hanging stiffly, blue with cold, their fmgers curled like the prongs 
used for catching sea urchins. 

Both were boys, her daughter's children, orphaned of father, poor 
things, growing up in their grandmother's desolate home, filling it at times 
with their endless chatter and at times with their sobbing. Their mother 
worked in the fields to earn a daily wage. 

"When's Babba comin', manou?" asked the two in unison, waiting for 
their uncle, who would bring them all sorts of gifts from his travels. 

The old woman didn't answer but began to make two more bread
dolls. 

"D ' ' ' ' ?" k d h din o w eat meat t mo wo , manou. as e t e younger stan g near 
the low table, while the old woman was shaping the dough. 

"Has the crow brought the cheese, manou?" the other boy asked, re
ferring to the traditional jest which says that a crow removes the cheese from 
the house during all forty days ofLent and brings it back again on Easter 
day. The old woman often narrated such stories to her young grandchildren. 
But old Spyrena didn't answer. The sailor's remarks about her son still 
disturbed her. 

"Where' s Kalikandzaros, the Christmas elf, manou ?" the one boy asked 
a gam. 

"T'night I'll sing when Babba George comes," said the other. 
They continued endlessly in this way, but the old woman gave no 

reply; she only reflected and at times her mournful thoughts overflowed: 
"Imagine going with that idiot? I wouldn't be surprised ifhe wrecked his 

old frigate in a fit of stubbornness." 
Captain Kostanti was the austere sixty-five-year-old skipper whom the 

merry islanders, always teasing and often ironic, jokingly called "that up
side-down man". He had been known in his youth for his industry, intel
ligence and seamanship. Starting with a knowledge of coastal water and 
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enlarging his field of navigation to Pteleus and Stills, he had been the first 
to dare take the one-hundred-fifty ton Greek brig, Our Lady of the Annun
ciation, into the harbors of the Black Sea and the Danube. 

Sporting his old-fashioned fez, he had sailed to Marseilles. When he 
disembarked to present his Pratique, the coast guard ordered him to row 
back to his brig anchored three miles way, to dress himself presentably. But 
Captain Kostanti came ashore again dressed exactly the same way, except 
for his beloved fez that he had turned upside-down and wore slanted over 
one eyebrow. From this episode he claimed he got his nickname-trying, 
perhaps, to forget the other reason why it had been given to him by the 
witty islanders. · 

And oh! how he loved to tell of this incident afterwards ! 
"When we reached the port authority-we were almost unhinged from 

rowing," he related, "the guard asked us, 'Who's the captain?' 
" 'I am,' I got up and said to them. 'What! Don't you know me?' And I 

stood firm, tilting my fez a bit more. 
"'Let me tell you, Captain,' the officer said, 'Your fez is good enough 

for you, but for the harbor master it isn't good at all, unless you want to 
fc k '" pass or a sto er . 
Whenever he told this anecdote, Captain Kostanti laughed heartily. 

But in his village he was well known. He did not like fancy clothes. His 
breeches, once sea-blue or geranium-red, had faded with time, as clothes 
will. These breeches had suffered not only from age, like their owner's 
mustache, but also from the stormy seas. As on a fisherman's trousers, the 
brine had stuck to the loose folds, making gray flecks like dim stars. Sailors 
also get old, like Captain Kostanti's breeches, from time and from the sea: 
time bends their backs and brine whitens their hair. His pale yellow capote 
from Saloniki began to turn black; his fez lost its bright color, its blue tassel 
shriveled like a sea animal, and its only distinguishing mark was the wide 
black circle of dirt accumulated around it from thirty years of sea-going 
life. Yet, the blessed man loved that fez! He almost worshipped it! 

"So there!" he would say to the young fellows who teased him. "I'm 
telling you, this is the fez I wore when I went to Marseilles. Let's see you go 
and do it!" Puffmg out his chest, he would boast, "I did it!" 

Indeed, this clever seaman was a self-made captain. Beginning on the 
big ships that bring from Mt. Athos kombol6gia-the strings of beads men 
of the provinces use to while away the hour-seals, and flasks, he learned 
about the winds, the time and the stars so well that he could foresee every 
change in weather. 
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As for reading the compass, he followed other "signs," he said, which 
were very dependable but known only to him. Extremely thrifty, always 
looking for profit and trying to surpass the other islanders, like a dolphin in 
the waves, leaping higher than his fellow swimmers, he had always one aim 
-to build a brig. And he did. 

The first time he sailed his new brig from the Danube into the island 
port, his joy beamed from him like the sun in March. While his crew rowed 
him to the port-master, he gave himself airs, like a gypsy king, sitting back 
in the stern, dazzling all with the splendor of his red fez-newly bought 
then-its blue tassel fluttering lightly, still bound by the white paper the 
makers wrap around it so its silken threads wouldn't tangle hopelessly. 

But Captain Kostanti had one great eccentricity that stemmed from his 
complete faith in his seamanship. 

He never listened to advice from the sailors, either about the handling 
of sails or about navigation. Whenever a seaman, ignorant of this eccentri
city, advised him to do something, Captain Kostanti would do the complete 
opposite, even if it meant damaging his ship. 

He had run Our Lady aground on a rock three times, because a sailor had 
pointed out a reef, as if the captain had not known it was there. 

Captain Kostanti knew all the reefs. He said he could pass every one of 
them with eyes shut and he wouldn't put up with any teaching from "his 
children." 

Whenever a reef was pointed out to him, Captain Kostanti yelled 
angrily, "Who are you to tell me, you nincompoop!" And then, even 
though as a skilled sailor, he had been ready to veer the ship away from the 
reef, he would stay on course. Because of the "lesson" as he called that ad
vice, and because he did not want to seem to have been instructed" after he had 
mastered the sea with his bare hands," he would ply straight ahead and lo! 

Kraffff! Our Lady of the Assumption scraped against the reef, while 
Captain Kostanti, still angry, shouted: "What this fez knows, you numb
skulls will never know!" 

[' AA.A.' e.txe. ttlav tte.y6:A.T)v t5to-rpon(av 6 Kcrne.-rav K().)VOTcxvn'Jc;, npoe.A.-
9oGcrav EK Tfjc; noA.A.fjc; ne.not9~oe.().)c; ne.pt -rae; vau-rtKac; yvci>oe.tc; -rou. 

t:.f.v t'jve.£xe.-ro 65T)y(ac; Kat napaTT)p~oe.tc; tK ttEpouc; -rllv vau-rllv, e.i:TE 
KaTa TOV xe.tptOttOV TWV LOT(().)V, ELTE. KaTcX T~V EV YEVE.l 5te.ueuvcrtv TOU 
n'J...o(ou. ·ooaKtc; 5E vaG-rat, d:yvooGv-re.c; T~V i.5tO-rpon(av TOU, f19e.A.ov va 
65T)y~O().)Ol -raxa TOV Ka'ltE.Tav K().)V()"[avT~V, oo-roc; E'ltpaTIE.V OA().)c; TO 
Evav-r(ov, EOT().) Kat ttE (S'J...6:(ST)v noA.A.6:Ktc; -roG nA.o(ou -rou. 
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T plc; e1xe Tipoaa:p6:~el -r~v «EooyyeA.lO"rpla:V» E.Til ~paxou, fn6-rl Ka:-rO: 
-rov TIA.oOv -rq> (mef>E(XSTJ Tia:pO: va:6-rou vO: Tipoo"E~T]. ETielfl~ EKeL TIOU ~v 
{}<J>a:Aoc;, O:yvQO"roc; -raxa: etc; a:u-r6v. Ka:l 6 K<XTie-rO:v KQvo-ra:v-r~c; ~v E.
yvwpL~ev. nH~eupe OAec; 't'Ec; ~Epee;, we; ~A.eye, VeX 'ITep6:01J !lE KAelO't'cX !l6:
'rl0:, O:A.A.O: «-roO ~pxe-ro d:OXTJ!l<X va -rov 5a:aKa:A.e6ouv -rO: TI<XL5l6: 't'OU». 

"0-ra:v -rq> ll'ITe5eLX9TJ TIO't'E yVQO't'~ etc; a:u-rov {}<J>a:A.oc;: 
-~u ea: !le !laenc;, ~pe aypa!l!la:-re; 
EITieV 6 KO:'ITe't'cXv KQVO't'<XV'r~c; eu!lQ!lEVOc;, E.vq> we; fle~LW't'O:'t'oc; va:u

't'lKoc; ~-ro !f-roL!loc; va o-rpE.ljln ~v Tipq>pa:v Ka:l Tia:pa:K6:!lljln ~v {}<J>a:Aov • 
• AA.A.' E'ITelfl~ -rq> E.y€.Ve't'O 'ITO:pa:-r~pT]OLc;, «fl<XOK6:AE!l0:», we; ~A.eyev, tva: 
!l~ <J>cxvfi O'rl ,flT]yeh<Xl a:u-roc; 'ITOU ELXe <J>6:yel ~ 96:A.a:ooa: !lE '[~ xou
cp-ra:, E.~T]KOA069T]Oe va TIAETI Ka:-r· eu9ei:a:v· Ka:l t5o6 : 

-Kp6:cp<J><J>! ~-rpL~ev ~ «Eua:yyeA.LO"rpLa:» E.Til 'rijc; 6<J>6:A.ou, E.vq> 6 K<XTie-
-rO:v KQVO"r~c;, 9U!lQ!lEvoc; cXKO!lTJ• Tipoo€.9e-rev: 

-"Ooa: ~E.pel a:O-ro 't'o cpE.ol, 5ev 't'cX ~pel 't'o ~ep6 oa:c;l] 

Fortunately, all three times nothing happened to the wooden hulk on 
which Captain Kostanti vented his strange caprices. 

When a favorable wind pushed the boat gently, and the waves, like balls 
of cotton, danced on the bowsprit of the vessel, sweetly whining, and a 
pleasant coolness glided down the sail, the sailors were so delighted that they 
would start humming a sea-chant. In such happy hours it wasn't unlikely 
that they sometimes took chances with the dangerous whims of Captain 
Kostanti. After all, where would he vent his anger but on the black ribs of 
Our Lady or on his own fez. Yet when there was strong wind and high seas, 
the awe-struck sailors would stand by, mute and obedient, fearful lest an 
untimely word clash with Captain Kostanti' s blind instinct. It could very 
well drown them all some day, 'just like that, for fun." 

Old Spyrena, because ofher inborn fear or because of excessive hope
for too much hope can be tiring-was exhausted at dusk and didn't return 
to the rock again. Besides, the cold was severe. But as she listened to the 
incessant moaning of the wind, she kept saying: 

"Not even a bird on wing!" She left her beloved rhymes incomplete. 
As she sat by the fire, she kept worrying, "It wouldn't be at all strange if 
they contradicted that upside-down man and every soul went to the 
bottom!" 

Just then, she heard her two small grandchildren coming from the 
bakery, the bread-dolls still hot in their arms. 

"Babba! Manou, Babba is here!" 
In their excitement they could hardly breathe. 
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The old lady wakened from her lethargy, got up from the hearth, and 
went to the doorway, where she saw her neighbor. 

"Congratulations, your George is back!" 
"He's come? My boy?" 

She answered only this, running half-confused toward the shore, fol
lowed by the two children who still held their bread-dolls. 

Captain Kostanti usually spent Christmas in his home port, always 
finding an excuse to pass through during the holy days. Early that morning, 
a shepherd had seen a boat heading from the Thermaic Gul£ He had 
announced this news to the old woman, who had been scanning the seacoast 
all day. And indeed, a boat in full sail did appear at dusk, plying round the 
barren islet outside the harbor, tacking to come in at an angle despite the 
blast of the harsh northeast wind. As the wind was against the ship during 
a turn, the sails fluttered and flapped dangerously. The waves broke against 
the bow and the ship rocked as if she were about to sink to the bottom. The 
iron hands of a sea-demon seemed to be striking the black bow. The boat 
was in good condition and withstood the swell of the waves but soon they 
were stronger than iron. 

No matter how much he neglected his own appearance, Captain 
Kostanti kept Our Lady in fme trim. He had a peculiar love for the color 
black and so Our Lady shone pitch black while her sails were always 
sparkling white. Much as he enjoyed his own patched breeches, he hated 
patched sails. He was a proud man who loved his country dearly. On the 
holy day of the Three Hierarchs, when all the island celebrated, he would 
drop a whole silver dollar into the church plate. When he sailed into his 
home port, he was accustomed to flying not only the large bright-colored 
flag, but also the multicolored code flags and pennants, which he used only 
for adorning his brig. 

"I want them to know I'm coming," he would say. Our Lady was easily 
recognized by the villagers. Many of them in the market place near the 
slaughtered pigs, found an exciting spectacle in this small brig which suc
ceeded in defying the waves. Konstanti was dear to the townspeople; and 
whenever they saw his boat entering the harbor, a full crowd always 
gathered by the shore. Besides, they hoped to laugh at some ofhis contrari
ness. Now, because of the feast day, the arrival ofhis brig was more solemn 
than usual. Even the butcher left his work to sound his bugle in the middle 
of all the laughter and jokes. 

"Luff! Captain Kostanti !" someone shouted. 
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"Don't say that! Suppose he does something crazy-and there's a stormy 
sea!" another answered. 

The unfavorable weather had hindered other sailings, but Our Lady 
managed to appear at the entrance to the harbor, and after one more tum, 
she would be coming nicely to anchor. So near was she to the land that 
Captain Kostanti was visible, proudly at the wheel. 

All had turned their eyes toward the ship when they were shocked to 
see the graceful brig draw nearer than she should to the Bourtzi. She could 
no longer make the tum. 

"Look! There!" the people cried. In confusion, some hurried toward the 
barren islet, linked to the town by a bridge, heedless of the high waters which 
the northeast wind had swept in, flooding the bridge. 

"He's at it again-upside-down!" someone shouted from the crowd. 
From the ship came sinister creaks, like the dry bones of a huge skeleton 
cracking. 

The butcher dropped his bugle. 
The islanders had wanted to laugh at the contrary ways of this upside-

down man but not so much that a grievous accident might occur. 
Misfortune, however, was upon them. 
Our Lady ran aground sideways on the rocky islet. 
The islanders were horrified, convinced that the well-known caprices 

of the captain had caused this calamity. 
And they were right. 
For the rough voice of Captain Kostanti was still heard above the 

wreck, yelling, 
"What this fez knows, you numbskulls will never know!" 

This is how the trouble occurred. During the last tum, George was 
overjoyed on arriving in his homeland and was eager to drop anchor as soon 
as possible. Seeing that the captain didn't tum the boat and forgetting what 
sort his captain was, George called: 

"What are you doing, Captain Kostanti ?" 
Captain Kostanti had been about to order "reverse sails." But when he 

heard George's remark, he yielded stubbornly to his unexplainable whim 
and preferred to ruin his brig than seem ignorant of navigation. There was 
no hope for the ship. But even though no one feared for the safety of the 
crew-five men besides the captain-shouts of terror came from the market 
place and the crowd rushed toward the dry islet. Through all the shouting 
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came the wails of old Spyrena. Hurrying, too-the edges of her skirt 
drenched-she repeated: 

"Imagine going with that upside-down man! Imagine going with that 
upside-down man!" 

Other times, she called to her son: 
"G I" et out, you, get out. 

But the sailors stayed aboard, thinking that with the help of the islanders 
they might save the ship. Captain Kostanti, as if nothing had happened, as if 
he were not the cause of her destruction, kept pacing from the stem to the 
bow, shouting incoherently. The fierce northeast wind beat against the sides 
of the boat, striking her on the rocks and finally smashing her to bits. Sails, 
ropes, wood and other gear were scattered about the turbulent harbor, 
mangled, pitiful wreckage, tossed by the waves, crushed, sinking, then 
bobbing up again in the froth and dashed against the rocks-a frightful, 
indescribable scene of shipwreck. After all, she was a thirty-year-old brig. 
What could you expect? The sailors had time to save only their sea bags. 

Night came, thick and starless. Black and grey clouds darkened the sky, 
and snowflakes made the roofs and the streets white. The unhappy islanders 
went home to rest so they might rise after midnight for the Christmas 
ceremony. Nor were many carols heard, for the children, usually going in 
groups from one house to another, didn't dare come out in the extreme 
cold. Only two musicians, elderly men, one with a violin, the other with 
a lute, managed to go to some houses "to start the year right." 

Soon the lights were out even in the few houses where, it seems, 
people had stayed awake longer. Only a one-story cottage near Alonia 
still had a light that filtered through the window cracks. It was the house 
of old Spyrena. Now seated calm and undisturbed at the fireside, by the 
faint glow of an oil lamp, she was wearing a new shawl and in motherly 
affection was shining the boots ofher son. He, close to the fire in troubled 
sleep, was perhaps thinking he had caused the disaster. Nearby, on a heavy 
rug, slept the old woman's two grandchildren, the bread-dolls in their 
arms, while on either side of them were two pairs of shoes, made of green 
goat-skin, new and still tied together with cord, gifts from the just
returned sailor. 

At that moment, an old man was passing through the market place, 
bareheaded, wet and covered with snow; his heavy boots, slightly creaking, 
made tracks on the white path. He walked slowly, bent, wringing out his 
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fez that was soggy wet and in the wreck had lost even the last threads of its 
tassel. 

He was the upside-down man, still muttering, as if nothing had hap
pened to him, as ifhe had never even had a brig: 

"What this fez knows, you numbskulls will never know!" 

THE FUNERAL ORATION 

BY JOANNIS KONDYLAKIS (186I-I920) 

translated by Alice-Mary Ma.ffry 

1889 

AT THAT TIME we were a lively set of young people at Khania, who 
shared a love of horseback riding. At the city gates a Turk, Tzanerikos, 
used to hire out horses. We would each take one and set off for the surround
ing countryside. What those horses suffered from our youthful folly can
not be described. We rode like madmen and forced them to leap over every 
obstacle, whether wall or ditch. And, of course, when we got drunk, we 
had no pity at all for the animals. Our spurs sank deep into their flanks; our 
riding crops raised welts on their hides. And we used to get drunk regularly. 
In each village we found wine shops, or friends would take us in. And later, 
when we arrived at Souda, we were drunken Cossacks. Sometimes we 
urged the foaming horses on to the sea, for "the bath of the Centaurs," 
as we called our swim on horseback. Then, drenched to the skin, we re
turned to Khania and handed over the beasts, exhausted, to Kale-kapisi. 

On these excursions, whenever we passed a certain village of the plain, 
old Kamarian6s took us to his house. We could not escape him. We were 
friends of his son Alexandros, who was studying medicine in Athens. 
Kamarian6s insisted we could not refuse the father of our friend, since 
every time he saw us, he thought he saw his son with us. He would take 
our refusal as an offense, and it would make him feel sad. He was good and 
cheerful for his sixty years. Besides he had excellent wine. How could we 
refuse him? 

However, he had one unpleasant habit which we feared. When he drank 
and was filled with the joys of intoxication, he would beat his hairy chest 
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which he kept uncovered, as did all the older peasants of Crete then. When 
he got over-excited he would not only hit himsel£ He would give one blow 
to his own chest and another to the chest ofhis neighbor, and would yell: 
"Chest of marble!" Our chests, though, were not of marble. We would 
gasp for breath and fear we might spit blood. 

One day news came that Kamarianos had suddenly died. The Centaurs 
decided to go to his funeral. His village wasn't far and we set out on foot. 
With us came the apothecary, Zamalis, a friend who was about sixty, 
but we were bold with him as if he were our own age; we thought him 
younger than he was, for his hair and mustache were still golden blond. 

On the way someone had the idea that we must make a speech about 
our deceased friend. All agreed that I was best qualified to improvise and 
deliver the funeral oration. I tried in vain to escape. 

"Why me?" I asked. "I've never made a speech." 
"Do you think we ever have?" 
"But what shall I say? He was an illiterate farmer. There's nothing to 

say except that he was a fme fellow." 
"Well, say that," said Zamalis. 
"That's not enough for a funeral oration. If at least he had been in the 

" war ... 
"Of course he was. No doubt about it," said one friend. "Say that he 

fought in '66 or that he distinguished himself in the revolution of Mav-
, . ,, 

roy ems. 
"You mean the time when nothing happened!" said Zamalis, laughing. 

"Don't you know that Mavroyenis' revolt went by without even getting 
started?" 

"Say that he fought in '66-that'll be enough. He must have fought; 
it's impossible that he didn't. In Piraeus we once eulogized as a fighter of 
'21 an old man who didn't even know how to hold a rifle." 

The boy who spoke had gone to high school in Piraeus. He told us that 
when their old school superintendent died they used it as an excuse not to 
go to class. They told their teachers they wanted to attend the funeral of 
poor Barba-Tassos. The headmaster gave permission, and one of the 
students agreed to recite a poem. To have something to say about the 
superintendent, he dubbed him a relic of the War ofLiberation and recited 
the poem: 

"Behold yet another relic of the Sacred War 
Who whetted his sword on the skulls of Turks. 
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And probably the only weapon poor Barba-Tassos ever held in his hands," 
said the story-teller, "was a broomstick." 

Such talk made us laugh so much that Zamalis said: 
"Are you going to a funeral, boys, or a wedding?" 
"Do you want us to begin crying already?" said one of my friends. 

"We'll have time to weep when we hear the orator praise the valiant deeds 
of Kapetamos Kamarianos. '' 

Zamalis joined us in laughing about the title "Kapetanios." 
At the village, they were taking the body from the house. The relatives 

and the villagers followed, weeping and wailing. We followed, too. But 
we'd had such fun on the way that we had to make a real effort to assume 
the solemn and sorrowful mood of the occasion. I began to think about 
the speech and to fear I would not be able to bring it of£ I racked my 
brain for ready phrases from funeral speeches I had heard, but I remembered 
only snatches, not enough even for a speech of ten minutes. What I feared 
most was something else. The cheerful spirits I was suppressing inside me 
were not quenched. The more I wanted to appear sad, the more everything 
seemed funny, even the lamentations of the widow and the dead man's 
other relatives. I couldn't get out of my mind the superintendent who had 
sharpened his sword on the skulls of the Turks and the title "Kapetanios" 
we had given Kamarianos. As these thoughts were tickling me, I had to 
control myself and to be careful constantly not to laugh. 

"I won't make the speech," I said to the friends walking near me. "I 
can't. Let someone else talk or else no one." 

"Now that we've already told the family?" 
"Did you tell them that I would make a speech?" I asked in despair. 
"Well, since you decided to, didn't you? You should have said clearly 

that you didn't want to, but you left it up in the air." 
"Well, in any case, it's you who got me into this." 
"You're being silly. Do you think it's a speech at Khania? You'll be 

talking in a village to uneducated peasants. Say that you will. Who's going 
to understand? Just put some words together. When you're tired, say 
'eternal be his memory' and be done with it." 

"All right. But leave me alone to get my thoughts in order." 
The church for the funeral service was outside the village. Perhaps it 

was the chapel by the cemetery. We were crowded like sardines around the 
deceased. With difficulty room was made for the speaker to approach. 
The villagers had learned that I was to speak and were gaping at me with 
curiosity and admiration. It was the first oration ever given in their village. 
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The schoolmaster, a peasant himself, complete with knee-breeches, kept 
up the funeral chanting and gave me grudging looks. The great importance 
given by the villagers to this unprecedented event, made even deeper my 
sense of the responsibility I had undertaken. 

The corpse was before me and they were all looking at it. He seemed 
alive. Death, coming suddenly, had hardly changed him. But as I looked, 
I heard Satan whispering in my ear: 

'just imagine, the way his hands are crossed, if suddenly he were to start 
beating his breast and yell, 'Chest of marble!' " 

A wave oflaughter surged within me, I could hardly hold it back. 
Looking elsewhere, I met the faces of my friends and again I had to 

restrain a fresh impulse to laugh. With their eyes they seemed to be grinning 
at me as if they were thinking the same thing about the deceased and, like 
me, were clenching their teeth to keep solemn. I bit my lips. I wanted to 
make them bleed, to hurt, anything to escape the urge to laugh which was 
unsettling my imagination. 

Just then, I heard people asking me to start. It was time. I had some 
sentences in my head, but when I was told to speak, they scattered and left 
my brain empty, and I was in a kind of darkness. Even my eyes dimmed. I 
was speechless for several minutes which seemed to me centuries. And, as 
the others told me afterwards, for a moment I stretched out my hands, like 
a man drowning and trying to grab somewhere. 

Finally I found something. I seized a ready phrase and started my 
downhill course. "A sorrowful duty has gathered us here in the House of 
God .... " 

"It's very crowded. We'll die of the heat," murmured a companion near 
me. 

['H f>LaKoTI~ EKELVTJ iSXL 116vov 11ou ·KotjJe -ro vfilla, O:A.A.O: Kal EOQKE vEav 
euKaLp(av et<; -rov TIELpaollov TIOlJ ~SeA.e Kal Ka'AO: vO: llE Ka't"aO't"pEtiJU· 
.EM:yKU)Oa Kal 'ltcXAlV 'reX XELAT) !lOU. "ETIEL't"a apxloa VeX t:epo~~X"' Kal 
v· O:val,;T)-rc;) ouyxp6v"'<; -ro v~lla Tiou ·xaoa. Kal. O:cpou TIEpaoa aA.A.TJV 0:
Y"'v(av, Et:T)KO'Ao68T)oa: 

«'0 TipoKe(llevo<; veKpo<; uTI~pt:ev O:vopeio<; oLO: -r~v Tia-rp(oa -rou, cpL
Mo-ropyo<; oLO: -r~v otKoyEVEL6:v -rou, euye~<; Kal O:ya8o<; OLa -rou<; cp(
A.ou<; -rou. TO: opT), -rO: oTioia utjJoGv-raL UTIEP -rO:<; Kecpa'A6:<; lla<;, -rO: 1\euKO: 
.. OpT) MyU), OLT)YOUV't"aL 'reX<; l')pU)LKcX<; ao-rou Tipat:EL<; Ka't"Cx 't"OV 't"plE~ KpT)
't"lKOV O:yc;)va Kal. Ka't"Cx -r~v -reA.eu-ra(av ETiav6::0't"amv, fln<; f)v6::yKaoe -rov 
~ou'A.-r6::vov VeX OUV8T)KOAOY~OU llE 't"~V !llKpcXv, O:A.A.a llEyaMtjJUXOV Kp~
't"T)V. ·A~KEL<; et<; yeveO:v YLYO::V't""'v Kal. l'tllL8EU)V. To ovo116:: oou uTI~pt:e 
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'tOOOV 'tlf.lT)f.lEVOV f.lE'taf,u 'tWV Of.lOE9vC>v oou, ooov o'lrijpf,E cpo~Epov etc; 
-roue:; £xepouc:;. Ol ToOpKoL a' ETPEf.lav ••• :. 

'EoC> dAA.TJ OLaKom'J. 
-TO: TiapacpouOKWVEL<;, f.lOU ElJJL96pLOEV ~ CJ>GlvTJ EVO<; a'l!o -roue:; cp(A.ouc:; 

f.lOU, 6 oTiotoc:; EOTEKETO olTIA.a f.lOU. 
napa -rp(xa Va 'tOU CJ>GlVaf,Gl «OKaOf.lO<;!:. fl KcX'tl 'tE'tOLO. 'ETif]ymva 

'tooo ~pata. Etxa TiapEL 'tOV aiSpa 'tOU ... de:; 'ITOUf.lE 'tOU (3TJf.la'tO<;, Kal ol 
aKpoa-ra( f.lOU, XGlplc:; vO: VLw9ouv f.lEyaA.a TIPcXYf.la'ta a'IT' ooa EAEya, £
KpEf.lOV'tO a'l!o 'tCx XELAT) f.lOU. Kal flf.lOUV lKav<'>c:; vex 'tpa~f]E,Gl f.laKpLO: O'tO 
op6f.lO 'ITOU 'xa 'ITcXpEL, &A.A.' ~ KaKO~OUAT) EKELVT) OLaKO'IT~ f.lOU 'tCx xaA.aoE 
TiaAL.J 

His words not only broke up my thoughts but gave a new startle to the 
temptation which threatened to destroy me. Again I bit my lips, cleared 
my throat, and tried to fmd the thread I had lost. After another anxious 
minute, I went on, 

"The deceased who lies before us was courageous for the sake of his 
country, affectionate to his family, courteous and kind to his friends. The 
mountains, which rise above our heads, the White Mountains I mean, tell 
of his heroic exploits during the three-year Cretan conflict and in the last 
revolution which forced the Sultan to come to terms with tiny, but great
souled Crete. You belong to a race of giants and demigods. Your name 
was as honored among your fellow countrymen as it was terrifying to the 
foe. The Turks trembled before you." 

Another interruption. 
"You're going too far," whispered another friend. 

I almost screamed at him, "Shut up!" or something like that. I had 
fmally found the tone of the rostrum, let us say, and my listeners were per::. 
haps not responding deeply but they were clinging to my words. I was 
ready to go far on the road I had taken, but that malicious interruption 
ruined everything. How was I to return to my panegyric on the valiant 
deeds of the departed? I had to pass to his other accomplishments. But, in 
the confusion which had come upon me, my way was not easy. Clearing 
my throat, I said and said again: "The deceased lying before us." Then I 
had an idea-I wish it had never occurred to me-to speak about Alexandros. 

"What sorrow will pierce like a sword the heart of your son Alex
andres," I said, "when far from you he learns of your death! Why could 
he not be near you to sweeten your last moments? Perhaps his scientific 
knowledge, together with the warmth of his filial love, would have suc
ceeded in tearing you away from the claws of inexorable death .•.. " 
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Then a peasant behind me, a relative of the family, whispered down 
my neck: 

"Speak about the other children, too." 
I almost lost my mind right then and there. But I managed to tum back 

the laugh which tickled like a hiccough in my throat. In my anguish and 
the heat, the sweat was streaming down my face. Again silent, I swallowed 
hard. The other children, too? In the name of God, what was I to say ! Was 
I supposed to know them well? I leaned slightly to the peasant, 

"What are their names?" 
"Androulios." 
"Androulios," I said, "the renowned marksman, who is impatient to 

emulate the heroic feats ofhis noble father." 
"Maria," whispered my prompter. 
"Maria, the jewel of your home, the modest and virtuous Maria." 

Hearing her name, Maria let out a loud cry: 
"Oh, Papa, how can I enter the empty house, never to see you again!" 

I could not hold back much longer, my power to resist was gone. What 
torture to have an irresistible impulse to laugh, to burst into great guffaws, 
and yet to be choking on my distress. The prompter continued: 

"Nik'l G h li' " o aos . . . aroup a a ... 
I looked again at the deceased and felt more lamentable than he. 
What had I to say about Nikolaos? 
Nothing. Then across from me, where two of my friends stood, came 

a snort, a laugh bursting from the nose because the mouth was stuffed with 
a handkerchie£ That outburst and the handkerchief which I saw in a mouth 
under a bent forehead, finished me. Laughter burst from me. And once it 
began, I could not stop it. I wanted to say: "May the earth rest lightly on 
you," but only the ftrst syllable came out, the rest was lost in my ftt of 
laughter. 

I turned about, desperate for an excuse to justify my sacrilegious mad
ness. Some villagers looked at me, perplexed, others angry. Only my 
friends did not look at me. They had hidden. Then I saw the apothecary 
and in his face I found the excuse I needed. Zamalis dyed his hair; in the 
heat the dye had run and with the sweat was making yellow rivulets down 
his face. 

"Do you dye your hair?" I asked, as ifl were laughing about this dis
covery. 

"Say rather that you are ready for a strait-jacket," answered Zamalis and 
wiped his face with a large, colored handkerchie£ 
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The priest began chanting to cover up the scandal. Then, two hands 
were pushing me out, the villager who had been telling me the names. At 
the door he said: 

"Do you want good advice? Run! Run as quickly as you can!" 

THE SEA 

BY ANDREAS KARKAVITSAS (1866-1922) 

translated by Christina Pappas and Staff 

1896 

MY FATHER-please God, may the wave that shrouded him be a holy 
ointment-never meant to make a sailor of me. 

"Keep away, my son," he used to say. "Keep far away from that treach
erous phantom. She is faithless, without mercy. Adore her all you please, 
glorify her-she plays a game of her own. Never mind her smile that 
promises treasures. Sooner or later she will either dig your grave or throw 
you away, mere skin and bones, worthless to the world. Talk of the sea, 
talk of a woman-same thing." 

These words were spoken by a man who had eaten his heart out at sea; 
whose father, grandfather, and great-grandfather-all, straight back to 
the first of his clan-had lived and died before the mast. And he was not 
the only one who spoke this way. When the other old veterans of the 
rigging and even younger men who still had callouses on their hands sat 
in the cajen{o, puffmg on their narghiles, they would say to me: 

"There's no bread from the sea any more. Give me a vineyard on dry 
land and I'll turn my back on her." 

The truth is that most of them, at one time or another, had earned 
enough to buy not merely a vineyard, but a whole island. They kept 
throwing all their money back into the sea, though. Each competed with 
the other to build the biggest boat or be the first to become master of his 
own ship. And I, who often listened to them, seeing the difference between 
their words and their actions, could not unravel the mystery. Something 
uncanny, I said to myself, comes and drags away all these souls and plunges 
them blindly into the open seas even as the wild north wind dashes the 
pebbles along the shore. 

And I felt that this same power, whatever its nature, was also pulling 
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me there. From childhood, I had loved the sea. You could say that I took 
my very first steps in the water. My first toy was an old wick-can, with a 
little stick for a mast, two strings for cables, and a bit of paper for a sail, 
but in my burning imagination I saw a three-decked schooner. Excited, I 
went and threw it into the sea. If you like, I myself was on board that ship. 
But as soon as I launched it, it sank to the bottom. I was not slow to make 
another, a bigger one, of wood. My shipyard was the small harbor of St. 
Nicholas. I launched this tiny ship and, swimming, followed it out to the 
mouth of the harbor where the tide carried it far away. As I grew older, I 
became the champion rower in my group and the best swimmer; all I 
lacked was fms. 

"Well done, boy !" said the old tars to me when they saw me dipping in 
and out of the waves, like a dolphin. "You are going to put us all to shame." 

I strutted about and fully believed that one day I would fulfill their 
prophecy. As for my books-I remember I was in high school-I shut them 
forever. I found nothing in them to satisfy my passion. Meanwhile every
thing around me, animate and inanimate, taught me a thousand times more 
than my books. My greatest teachers were the sailors with their sunburnt 
faces and their colorful clothes, old men with their endless yams, the ships 
with their striking shapes, and the graceful girls with their songs. 

"How handsome is the helmsman, drenched by sea and rain, 
Then donning his white uniform to take the wheel again." 
This had been my cradle-song; to me it was the voice of our island, the 

voice that lured men out to a life at sea. I yearned for the day when I, too, 
would become a helmsman and stand, drenched by salt spray, at the wheel. 
I would then be a handsome fellow, truly a palikari, the pride of my island, 
and the darling of all the girls ! Yes, I loved the sea ! I watched her stretching 
wide, from the cape into the far, far distance, fading into the roots of the 
sky, a sapphire calm, smooth and silent, and I ached to learn her secret. 
Other times I saw her angry, dashing foam against the shore, mounting the 
cliff-tops, climbing up into the caves, roaring and echoing as if she wanted 
to reach into the heart of the Earth and smother all its fires. And I ran, in
toxicated, to play with her, to make her angry, to make her chase me, to 
feel her spray on me, to tease her just as we tease wild animals who are in 
chains. And when I saw a ship pulling up anchor, heading from the harbor 
towards the open sea; when I heard the shouts of the sailors turning the 
capstan, and the farewells of their women, my soul fluttered around that 
ship, like a mournful little bird. The ash grey sails billowing full, the rigging 
taut, like straight pencil-strokes, the bronze cleats of the masts tracing high, 
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bright lines, called me to come with them, promised me other lands, other 
peoples-wealth, happiness, love. Night and day, my soul had only one 
passion-to go to sea. Even when news of a disaster overwhelmed the 
island and grief burdened the souls of everyone and mute sorrow spread 
from the wrinkled brows of the lamenting to the unfeeling rocks by the 
shore; when I saw orphans in the streets, women in mourning, the be
trothed girls who were inconsolable; and when I heard survivors describ
ing their ordeal, I was seized by an obstinate wish that I had been aboard 
that ship-obstinate and yet chilling. 

I could wait no longer. My father was on a voyage with his schooner. 
My uncle, Captain Kaligeri, was about to sail for the Black Sea. I threw 
my arms about his neck and begged him to let me go along, and my mother, 
fearful that I would get sick if I did not go, also urged him. He took me 
with him. 

"I will take you," he said, "but you must work; the ship needs work. 
This is not a fishing boat where you only eat and sleep." 

I was afraid of my uncle. He was always rough and mean with me, as 
he was with his sailors. "Better a slave in Algiers than a sailor with Kaligeri," 
they would say to describe his heartlessness. Oh, whatever rotten salted 
meat there was, whatever moldy codfish, whatever bitter flour, whatever 
wormy hardtack, whatever chalky cheese, all were in the stores of Captain 
Kaligeri! And his tongue was always ready with commands, fierce blas
phemy, and insults. Only the most desperate men signed up with him. But 
the magnet that pulled at my soul made me forget all this. Let me set my 
foot on a deck, I thought, and never mind how much work there is. 

In truth, I threw myself into the job. I made a game ofthe rope ladders. 
The higher the task, the more willing I. Perhaps my uncle planned to wear 
me out from the beginning so that I would regret my choice. I went from 
scrubbing to scraping the decks; from mending the sails to plaiting the 
ropes; from tying to untying the rigging. Now at the pump, now at the 
capstan, loading, unloading, calking, or painting, I was always the first to 
volunteer. The first? The first-what did I care? It was enough for me that 
I could climb high to the cross beam of the mainmast and look down on 
the sea furrowed behind me, receding as if in submission to my will. The 
rest of the world, those who lived on dry land-I pitied. 

"Huh," I thought disdainfully, "what a life .•. !" 
In my exaltation, I suddenly heard the voice of the captain shouting 

directly below me, 
"Take in sail! ... Furl and clew down the sails!" 
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Startled, I ran after the sailors. They sprang to the jibbing, with me close 
behind. When they scrambled up to the yardarms, I followed after. In 
five minutes we had taken in all sails. But the captain would not stop 
shouting, cursing, blaspheming. I listened, and-damned if I understood 
what he was saying. 

"What's going on?" I asked the man next to me, as we tied the main 
skysail. 

"Th . " h h d "C ' ? I ' d " e twtster, e s oute . ant you see. t sa torna o. 
A tornado ! I shuddered. I had only heard about its horrible marvels, 

how it destroys whatever is in its path, rips sails, topples masts, cripples 
everything afloat. Now I would see it with my own eyes. No, it wasn't only 
one; it was three, perhaps four. Two appeared in the direction ofBatoum, 
the others were coming from the open sea. Before us the Caucasus crouched, 
revealing its uneven coast. The sky suddenly was covered with clouds; 
the sea turned black and began to shiver as if it had caught a chill. It was 
the first time I had seen my beloved frightened. 

One tornado was lean and proud as an elephant's trunk and hung over 
the water, black and unmoving. The other, fat and straight, suddenly broke 
in half, like a column of smoke, its base scattered and the top hung, sway
ing, from the clouds. I watched it move its neck back and forth, sending 
out feelers like the tongues of snakes as if it were searching for something 
in the water, then suddenly twisting up and coiling back into the thick 
darkness. The third, though black as ashes, towering like a poplar tree, 
ravenous and bloated, staggered and began bearing down directly upon us. 

"Down, you fool, come down!" I heard a voice from the bridge. 
I turned around. The sailors had gone down from the mast. I, braced 

securely in the crow' s-nest, had forgot myself, watching the marvel. I slid 
down to the captain. He was wide-eyed, staring at the fantastic shape of 
the tornado. In his right hand he held a dagger with a black hilt and he stood 
near the aft mast, using it like a barricade. Near him, the bosun was quickly 
loading a rusty blunderbuss, while the sailors around him looked now at 
the sky, now at the dark sea, petrified. 

As it whirled upon us, the tornado sucked up water and spouted it into 
the sky, into the dense and tumultuous darkness. At any moment, we 
thought the twister would strip the ship or snatch it out of the sea into its 
maw. Soon it was only six meters away from us, or so it seemed. Its body 
glowed, a greenish-yellow light, like a smoky crystal; while inside, it 
seemed to have pistons moving up and down, as if it wanted to put out a 
huge fire in the firmament. 
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"Strike," commanded the captain. 
The bosun emptied the gun at the tornado. Old nails, lead, corks, all 

were digested into its bowels. It seemed to tremble and then stop. It tried 
to move on again, it spun about, then hovered there, churning the air and 
the sea. 

"We haven't done a thing," the captain said in bitter disappointment 
to the bosun. 

"I see that, too," answered the bosun. "You'd better cast the spell with 
the five-pointed star, Captain, and I'll take the sin on my soul." 

"My God, forgive my sin," the captain murmured decisively, making 
the sign of the cross. 

And with that, he took his dagger and cut a five-pointed star into the 
mast and said three times: 

"In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the 
Word was God." 

He then plunged the blade into the center of the five-pointed star, as if 
into the ribs of a wild beast. 

A roar broke, like a cannon exploding, and a mammoth wave rolled 
across the deck. At that moment, lightning flashed over the Caucasus, then 
a quaking thunder, a hurricane burst, and the cowering sea now became a 
white mass frothing angrily from one end to the other. 

"Up sail," commanded the captain quickly. "Up topsail! Up jibs! 
Clew down fast!" 

We hoisted full sail, and the ship once again held to its course. 

Three weeks later we arrived fully loaded in Constantinople. There I 
received my mother's first letter. Her first letter-the first knife wound in 
my heart. 

"My child, my little John," my old woman wrote, "when the blessings 
of St. Nicholas and my prayers bring you once again to our island, you will 
no longer be a captain's son. Your father is lost, the beautiful schooner is 
lost. Gone, gone, are all my joys. The Black Sea has swallowed them all. 
Now you have nothing but this poor hovel, your useless old mother, and 
God. May He bless the work of your hands. Work hard, my child, and 
respect your uncle. If you should have anything left over, send it to me, so 
that I may light the Saint's candle for the soul of your father." 

I crossed my arms and looked with tear-filled eyes at the sea. The words 
of the Bible seemed but an echo of my father's words. He had been the 
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master of his vessel for many years, but now his widow had to wait for 
my left-overs to be able to hold a memorial mass for him! And his body, 
those sinews of steel, what waters were tossing them about, what sea gull 
pecking at them, what wave was bleaching those slender bones ! 

Oh, my God! We had met last when his ship entered the port of Theo
dosia. When he saw me up high, reefing the top mainsail, he crossed him
self and stood speechless. 

"Why are you watching him, Captain Angelis?" Kaligeri had yelled 
to him. "I would not exchange him for your best sailor." 

I had prayed that the sea would open up and swallow me. As long as I 
felt him looking at me, I could not rest. I ran quickly from one end of the 
ship to the other, I went down to the bow, I ran up to the bridge, I crossed 
to the staysails, I manned the capstan, worked the pump. He understood 
that I was embarrassed and he did not move from where he sat but merely 
followed my actions with mournful looks, as ifhe saw me on my deathbed. 

The next day I ran into him on my way to Constantinople. As soon as 
I recognized him, I wanted to go and hide, but even from far away, his 
look was so compelling that my feet refused to move. 

"What's wrong with you, my boy?" he said. "Have you thought seri
ously what you are going to do with your life?" 

For the first time I noticed how gentle his voice was. But I was not 
embarrassed. 

"Father," I began, "I have thought. My action may be wrong but I can't 
do otherwise. I can't live any other way. The sea calls me. Don't try to stop 
me. Let me alone, or I will go away and you will never see me again." 

He crossed himself, stood there a bit, looking me straight in the eyes, 
and then shook his head. 

"Very well, my son," he said. "Do whatever the good Lord guides you 
to do. I have done my duty. I spared neither money nor my good counsel. 
Remember this well, so that you do not curse me later. Go, with my 
blessing." 

It was his last blessing and my first grie£ During this, my first voyage, 
the sea had already requited my love. I was forced by necessity to remain a 
slavey for Captain Kaligeri. A slavey for a bit of bread-bread for myself 
and for my mother. But in spite of all of her advice, I could neither respect 
nor work for my uncle any longer. Ifl am to be a sailor, I thought, thank 
God there are other ships. I would rather suffer the curses of a stranger than 
those of my own relative. I decided to disembark, with God's help, at the 
next port. 
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"All for the best, but wait and see .•• ," said Captain Kaligeri, when he 
guessed my purpose. 

One day I went to ask him for some olive oil for my dinner. 
"There's none for the likes of you," he grunted. "It's for those who stay 

at the helm." 
I went back a second time-the same; a third, again the same story. I 

waited till the day when it was my turn at the helm, and then I took the 
ikon of St. Nicholas, tied him on the wheel, and left it cold. The ship began 
to make aimless circles in the sea. 

"Hey, John! Who irt blazes is at the wheel?" shouted the captain. 
"The fellow who gets the olive oil," I replied. 
The sailors roared with laughter. 
The captain became enraged. 

"Get out of here," he screamed, "take your clothes and get out!" 
"I will," I said, "with my wages." 
He took me into his cabin and began figuring what he owed me, ac

cording to his usual system-on such and such a day we agreed that you 
would start working, the next day you brought your clothes aboard, the 
next day we shoved off, and on the next day you started work. lsn' t that so? 

More or less, he was cheating me out of five days' pay. Well, it could 
have been worse. 

"That's it," I answered. 
And I got off in Messfna with two sovereigns. 

Now began for me the life of a real sailor. Life and discipline. A true 
ant, a drone at my work, but not at saving. What is there to save in a hand 
to mouth existence? A pair of boots: one pay gone. An oilskin: another 
pay gone. A high old time at Kemar Alti: another gone. One month out 
of work: six months in debt. Try making a nest egg to keep your own 
household. 

Glory be to Death, who soon closed my home; my mother died within 
the year and so that worry ended. From ship to ship, from captain to captain, 
from voyage to voyage, I soon completed ten years at sea. Night and day 
my father's words kept ringing in my ears. But what good were they now? 
Can you hit a knife blade with your fist? Oh, if only I, too, had a small vine
yard on dry land, I'd throw a black pebble over my shoulder and never 
look back to the sea. But where would I fmd a vineyard? So I crossed my 
hands and accepted my destiny. The wave would either gobble me up or 
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throw me ashore, mere skin and bone. Very well, then. I would live a gay 
life. Work and play ! Was I the only one? All seafarers endured this fate. I 
served on many ships and among many foreigners but I did not envy their 
lot. The life of a sailor was the same everywhere. Curses from the captain, 
insults from the stevedores, threats from the sea, buffets on dry land. 
Wherever you turned, things were against you. 

One day, arriving in Piraeus with an English frigate, I thought of going 
home. I had not returned since the day I had left with Captain Kaligeri. 
Fate had swept me away with her wings and had whirled me round the 
globe. So I went and found my house in ruins, the grave of my mother over
grown with weeds, and a little sweetheart of mine was now a handsome 
woman. I had memorial service read for my mother, lit a candle for the 
soul of my father, and cast a few glances toward my old love. At the second 
glance, I thrilled. 

"Who knows?" I said to myselfbitterly. "Who knows? Perhaps ifl had 
listened to my father, I might have been Mary6's husband now." 

Her father, Captain Pararis, was an old sea dog, a contemporary of 
my father. He had been lucky at sea, had made enough money at it, then 
found the right time to sell his boat, bought some fields and made them into 
a small Eden. He had turned his back forever on voyaging. 

The next day I did not leave as I had planned-nor the day after, nor 
the day after that, nor the week after. I don't know what held me there; I 
had no business in those parts. But every minute, one thought ran through 
my mind, a thought that snuffed out all others. 

"If I had listened to my father's words, perhaps today I would be 
Mary6's husband." 

I took to strolling by her house. Every evening, at twilight I went along 
the path where she went to fetch water from the well, hoping to catch one 
look at her. The long and the short of it was that I had fallen in love with 
Mary6. When I saw her passing with her eyes lowered, her proud carriage, 
her ripe breasts, her hair tumbling about her shoulders, I ached to press her 
close to me. The same magnet that had drawn me, a raw youth, to the sea, 
now drew me towards a woman. I fell to pursuing the beautiful woman 
with the same passion. The matchmaker for me then had been Captain 
Kaligeri; now it was old Mrs. Kalomoira. 

"I will not leave until I get an answer," I thought. 
The old woman arranged the matter beautifully. With honeyed words, 

she soon convinced both the girl and her father. 
"Let me tell you," said Captain Pararis aside to me one night. "Your 
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purpose is good and your bearing is honorable. I could not hope for a better 
man to take into my house than the son of my friend, of my comrade. 
Maryo is yours-on one condition. You must give up the sea. I say to you 
just what your father used to say. The sea is faithless and without mercy. 
You must give up the sea." 

"But what can I do," I said. "How shall we live? You know very well 
that I never learned another trade." 

"I know. But Maryo has her own means." 
"So you expect me to marry a woman who will support me?" 
"No, not to support you; don't be angry. I do not wish to insult you. 

You will work, she will work; you will both work. There are the gardens, 
the vineyard, the fields. They yearn for good workers." 

The truth is that this was what I wanted, too, and nothing else. I would 
give up the sea-l would gladly give her up. I had become like St. Elias 
who put an oar on his shoulder and took off for the mountains, seeking to 
dwell there, where the people didn't even know the word "oar." I felt 
exactly the same. I wanted to forget the name of the sea, even her color. 
Her charms no longer held any mystery for me. Her spell over me was 
broken. 

"A d " I "d hi "Y h d " gree , sat to m. ou ave my wor . 

I lived three years with Maryo, up there in Trapf, the village of my 
father-in-law, three years of true living. I learned to use a hoe and worked 
beside her in the gardens, the vineyards, the fields. I hardly noticed time 
passing. Work and love. Sometimes we dug and hoed; other times we 
played in the citrus groves like new-born colts. I learned to tum up the soil 
around the citrus trees, to prune the vines, to plough the fields. I had fifty 
crowns a year from the citrus fruit, twenty from the wine, forty from the 
wheat, besides the seed and money for the household. It was the first time 
I had seen profit, like a living thing, actually in my hands. The mute earth 
in a thousand ways, colors, patterns, fragrances, fruits, and flowers, sang 
"Thank you" to me who worked it. When I ploughed a furrow, she stayed 
ploughed; she took the seed and protected it from the birds; she warmed it 
and dampened it, until finally she brought it to my eyes again, fresh and 
cool and green and gold as if to say to me, "See how I have revived it!" I 
would lighten the vine of its load and the vine would quiver with tears of 
joy; its eyes would open like a butterfly and it would spring forth suddenly 
heavy with grapes. I would prune the citrus tree and she, graceful, a vision, 
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proudly spread tall and ripe, giving me shade for my midday rest and 
fragrant sleep at night. My whole being was refreshed by her pale gold fruit. 
Ah! God certainly blessed the Earth when He gave her such sensibility. 
Not the unfeeling vampire that you make furrows in and that hurries back 
to cover all trace of you-you flatter her, praise her, serenade her, and she 
pushes you aside, as if to say, "What do you want here?" and then she rushes 
ahead to open the pit for you. Cain after his crime should have been made a 
seafarer. 

After each sunset we would go back up to the village. Maryo went 
first with her capricious little goats, their bells tinkling; I followed behind, 
my hoe on my shoulder and my mule loaded with firewood. Maryo would 
light the fire for our dinner. I would light my pipe and stretch out on the 
threshold, under the white honeysuckle that climbed our walls beside the 
basil, the mint, the marjoram, who asked only for a bit of digging and a 
drop of water to bathe us in return with their redolent air. 

"Good evening." 
"Good evening to you." 
"G d . h " oo rug t. 
"A happy awakening to you." 

Thus would I exchange heartfelt greetings with my neighbors. I no 
longer watched the skies nor calculated the position of the moon, nor the 
twinkling of the stars, nor the strength of the winds, nor the Pleiades in the 
East. And late at night, when I lay in my wife's arms, what bay or enticing 
harbor could grant me such happiness ! 

[To (J"A.a'"A.o xw11a ~KavE xl'"ALOu<; -rp6nouc;, XP~11a-ra, .OX~11a-ra, 1-lupou
OLE<;, Kapnouc; Kal aVST) ytO: vO: '"A.a'"A.~on. «EU)(<XplO'tW» vO: !lOU dnfi 'TtOU 
'tO oou'"A.wa. "Avotya -r' opy(J)Ila Kal -r' opy(J)Ila ~1-lEVE O'tTJ 6EOT) 'tOU, OE
xMavE 'tO OTI6po, 'tOV ~KpUi3E U'TtO 'tcX 'TtE'tELVcX, 'tOV l;;eo'taLVE Kal 'tOV V6'tl
l;;E, llonou -rov ~OELXVE na'"AL o-rO: !lcX'tla 11ou 6'"A.6opooo, x'"A.QponpaOLvo, 
xpuoa<pEVLO, oO: vO: !lOU ~AEYE : Ko(-ra TIW<; 'tOV UvcXO'tT)Oa! • A'"A.O:<pp(J)Va 'tO 
KA~!la ano 'tO f36:poc; 'tOU Kal 'tO KA~Ila OaKpul;;ov-rac; 'tlVal;;6'tav xapo6-
!1EVO, 'tcX !lcX'tla 'tOU UvOLyE OcXV m:'taAOUOa KaL at;a<pva np613aLVE O'ta<pU· 
'"A.o<pop'tQ!lEVo. Ka66:ptl;;a -rTjv KL'tptO: Kt' EKELVT) i3Epyo'"A.uyEp~. nav~pta, 

IJ'~AQVE <JlOUV't(J)'tTJ Ka!lapQ't~, !lOU xaptl;;E LOKLO O'tcX !lEOTJ!lEPLVcX KcX!la'ta 
Kal U'TtVO ap(J)!la'tlO!lEVO -rlc; VUX'tE<;" 'tO dvaL !lOU OAO 'tO op6otl;;E 1-lE 'tO 
xpuo6t;av6o Kapn6 'tTJ<;· "A! 6 9Eo<; EuMyT)OE 'tTJ f~ nou ~<; ~OQOE 'tO 
a'loST)!la. "Oxl EKELVO 'tO ava(06T)TO O"WLXELO 'TtOU 'tO au'"AaK~VEL<; Kal -rpe
XEL vO: oe3~on -r' axvapl oou· 'tO KaAO'TtlcXvEL<;, 'tO 'TtaLVEUEL<;, 'tO -rpayou
oac;, Kal KELVO OE OTIP~XVEL oO: vO: oou '"A.En «'tl etc; tow!:. Kal 13pUXLE'taL 
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vO: aoG O:vo(t;n 'rO A6:KKO. ·o K6:r]c;. eaA.aaatvoc; E1tpE'ItE va mxn ETIEL'r' cXTIO 

-ro KaKOUPYTJfla· 
Ka8E TJALo~aa(AEfla cXvE~a(Vaf!E o-ro xU)pL6. 'E!-mpOc; EKELVT] f!E -rO: 

Ka'rOLK6:KLCX KOUOOUVOO'r6ALO'ra Kat 1taLYVLOL6:pLKa· TILOU) eyw f!E 'r~V eX· 
t;(va a-rov Glf!O Kat 'r~ f!OUAa cpop'r@f!EVT] KatjJ6t;uA.a. "Ava~E 'r~ <j)@'rlCx 'rO 
Maptw vO: E.-roLf!6:an -ro o~::'LTivo flac;. "Ava~a Kat yw -r~v TILTia f!OU o-ro 
KmwcpA.t f,aTIAU)f!Evoc;, O:v<Xfleaa a-ro f,aveo O:yt6KATJfla Tiou aK6:AU)VE 
a-roue; -ro(xouc;, OLTIAa a-roue; ~aatALKOU<;, -roue; ou60flOU<;, -rtc; fl<XV'rZ:oup6:
VEc;, TIOU ot Z:TJ-roGaav 1tapO: f...(yo aK6:ALOfla, K6flTIO v~::p6:KL ytO: vO: fleX<; 
A.ouaouv flE fl6aKouc;. 

-KaAT]OTIEpa. 
-KaA.~ aou OTIEpa:. 
-KaA.T]vux-ra. 

-KaM f.TJ!-LE~fla· 
"AA.A.aZ:a KapOLoa-r6:A.ax-rec; euxtc; flE -roue; OUV'r01tl'rE<; flOU. t:.tv KOL'r<X· 

Z:a mO: 'rOV oupav6, OEV f,E-raZ:a 'rOU cp~::yyaptoG 'r~ 8EOT]. 'rO -rpEflOA6:fl1tT]" 
fla -rwv O:a-rp@V, -roG cXVEflOU -ro cp60T]f!a, -r~c; Tio6A.tac; -r~v O:va-roA.~. Kat 
O'raV apya O'r~<; yuva(Kac; f!OU apal:a 'r~V ayKaAL6:, TIOLO<; K6pcpoc; Kat 
TIOLO AlflcXVl TIA6:vo fl1tOpoGae vO: xap(an 'r~V Eu-rux(a flOU!] 

Thus, the second year passed and we entered the third. One Sunday in 
February I took my wife down to St. Nicholas, because her cousin, Captain 
Malamos was christening his brig that day and he had invited us to the fes
tivities. It was a beautiful day-the beginning of my passion. The shipyard 
was full oflumber, masts, planks, chips of wood, and shavings. The wind 
carried the tang of salt spray, of resin, of pitch, of hemp rope. Piles of 
oakum, heaps of iron. And from one end of the beach to the other, little 
rowboats, brightly painted, some boats upside down, cai:ques without 
fittings, keels all scarred and barnacled; skeletons of cai:ques, schooners, 
sharpies, ketches, sloops, yawls; some merely a prow's beak and a cross
beam, built up to the plank-sheer, and others almost fully fitted. All the 
working gear of the seaman's world, the humble desires and the high hopes, 
were there, wooden shapes along the sandy beach. The guests, from every 
part of the island, in their Sunday-best, strolled about the drydock scaffold
ing; children scrambled in and out; the men stroked the beams-fondly 
admiring, often speaking to them-guessed their worth, calculated their 
speed, and gave advice about every possible detail to the master-builder. 

Propped up in drydock, with its sharp thrusting prow, its garlanded 
stern, its buttressing shores, left and right, the brig of Captain Malamos was 
like a centipede sleeping in the sands. The sea, intensely blue, glittered and 
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flirted, and her small waves, tongue-like, teased its feet; she sprayed it with 
her foam and warbled to it mysteriously, intimately: "Come, come, let 
me cradle you in my arms, let me give you new life with one of my kisses. 
Why do you sit there, wood, without a soul, sluggish? Aren't you tired of 
the drowsy forest and the useless existence? Shame on you! Come out and 
wrestle with my waves; come, bare-chested, and tear the wind to shreds. 
Come and be the envy of the whales, companion of the dolphin, the sea
gull's haven, song of the sailors, the pride of your captain. Come, my 
darling, come !" 

And the brig, the novice, began to creak, eager to leave its bed. 
Captain Malamos, freshly-shaved, smiling, in his felt vraka and wide 

sash, and his wife beside him, in her fmest silks, were glowing, both of 
them, as if they were celebrating again their wedding. And the violin and 
the lute and the flageolet, made their gladness resound far and wide. 

!-what shall I say? I was not glad at all. Sitting in a kind of stupor, I 
watched the sea reaching to my feet and a certain sadness squeezed my heart. 
After all these years, I was looking again at my first love, shimmering blue, 
all smiling and gay. I felt that she was looking into my eyes, that she was 
speaking sadly, that she scolded me plaintively: 

"Faithless one, cheat, coward! ... " 
"Be off, devil!" I said and crossed myself. 

I wanted to get away, but my feet would not budge. Like a piece of 
lead, my body was transfixed upon the mooring stone and my eyes and 
my ears and all my soul were surrendering to the wave, listening to her 
complaint: 

"Faithless one, cheat, coward! .•. " 
I was almost in tears. 

"Ah, my sweet? A penny for your thoughts," I heard nearby. And I 
saw Maryo, beautiful and smiling as ever, with her splendid womanly 
figure. I was tongue-tied, as if she had caught me at some infidelity. 

"Nothing," I said, "nothing .•.. Help me get up; I feel dizzy." 
So I clung to her, as ifl were afraid the wave would carry me of£ The 

priest in his stole read the blessing to the vessel. The master-builder gave his 
commands: 

"Release the aft shores!" 
"Release the fore!" 
"Release the keel and the hull! ... " 

One by one the props were taken from the hull and the brig began to 
quiver, as if it had grown numb from sitting there, still timid in its new life. 
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The children who had climbed to its deck ran fore and aft all together from 
one side to another, their noisy pattering like the hollow footbeats of a herd. 

"Forward!" the master-builder yelled. 
After one great shove from the guests, the ship sighed and with its 

beardless crew, slipped into the water like a duck. 
"Good voyages, Captain Malamos, good voyages, and may its every 

nail be gold!" called out the sailors, sprinkling sea water upon the happy 
pair. 

Just then a child tripped somewhere and, fainting, tumbled into the 
water. I did not waste a minute. I leaped in fully dressed. In two dives I 
found the boy and pulled him out. I saved him but I myself was enmeshed 
in her nets. From that moment, my sleep and all my joy were gone from 
me. The plunge into the sea, the cool water which had embraced my body, 
kept dragging my soul after her, like a slave. I kept remembering her and 
felt as if something alive were exciting me up and down my spine with 
many kisses. 

I did not work again. I tried going to the garden, to the field, to the 
vineyard-but all depressed me. I wandered every day along the beach, 
dipping into the water, breathing deep the salt spray, tangling with the sea
weeds. I hunted sea urchins and crabs. Often I went down to the harbor and 
timidly approached the sailors who sat about in friendly groups, to hear 
talk of a ship's gear, of voyages and storms and shipwrecks. They hardly 
looked at me. I was a farmer, you see, to them, a country hick; they were 
seamen, wild dolphins! The young sailors, seeing me, said, "Hey, where 
did that zombie come from!" The older ones condescended to tell me some
times, "You, John, you've tied your mooring-rope well. You've no fear any 
more of wind or wave. You've dropped your anchor deep." All this to me 
meant: "You're finished. Dead. You don't live in this world!" 

I would wander again along the beach, to tell my sorrow to the sea. 
Finally I began making little boats, intricate little boats with oak decks, 
masts and sails, and with my burning imagination I saw them as three
decked barques. 

Maryo watched me and crossed hersel£ 
"All-holy Mother, my husband's lost his mind!" she said. She promised 

great candles to the Virgin ofTinos, she went barefoot to the shrines in the 
fields, she read scriptures over my clothes and beseeched the saints, day and 
night, to bring me back to my senses. 

"Say and do what you will, Maryo," I told her one day. "Neither offer
ings nor the saints, themselves, can cure my sickness. I am a child of the sea. 
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She calls me to go to her. Sooner or later, I must go back to my trade." 
Hearing these words, Marya went into mourning, "Your trade!" she 

cried, "you will be a sailor again! You will fall again to that!" 
"Yes, a sailor. I can't resist. The sea is calling me ! " 
But Maryo-she would neither think of it, nor hear of it. She began 

her tears, her imploring. She clung to me, held me tightly to her breast, 
showered me with kisses. She cursed the sea, abused it, blasphemed it. All 
in vain! Neither her warm embrace nor her kisses could hold me any 
longer. All things seemed stale-even our love in bed at night. 

One evening, at sunset, as I sat at the edge of the harbor, I saw a frigate, 
full-sail. She was like a great rock, sky-high, in the waters. All her rigging 
was sharply traceable. I saw the jibs, the mainsails, the topsails, the foresails, 
the bronze cleats ofher masts. I can even say I saw the hatchways. I saw the 
captain's quarters with the ikon of St. Nicholas hanging high and his votive 
light always buming. I saw the sailors' hammocks, heard their talk, smelled 
the woodwork. I saw the galley, the water kegs, the pump, the capstan. 
My soul flew out to her and perched there like a small moumful bird. I 
heard the wind rip through the cordage, singing a song of the sailor's life. 
Before my eyes drifted visions of women-blondes, brunettes with flash
ing eyes, garlanded with flowers, their breasts bare-all wafting kisses to 
me. I saw the noisy harbors, tavems full of smoke and wine-glasses glinting 
and the sweet voices of santuris and lutes. And just then, I heard a sailor 
pointing me out to his friends, say, "There's a fellow who tumed his 
back on the treasures of the sea because he was afraid!" 

I jumped to my feet. No, not afraid, never! I ran home. Marya was 
down in the valley. I threw my clothes into a bundle over my shoulder, 
took the little nest egg from under the pillow, and ran off like a thie£ It 
was dark when I got to St. Nicholas. I untied a rowboat and went out to 
the frigate. 

Since then life has been like a dream. Perhaps you will ask, "Have you 
no regrets?" Even I do not know. But if I went back to the island even now, 
again I would have no peace. 

The sea keeps calling me. 
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WHEN FIRST 1 HEARD of it, I was hardly out of the cradle. And when I 
became a youth of twenty, they still spoke of it with the same wonder and 
even greater horror; the Y ot.lsouri, the brave Y ousouri, that grows in the 
bay ofV 6los; theY ousouri, that sometimes surges up to the surface of the 
sea, and other times recoils tightly into an impenetrable stronghold of 
knotted branches, roots and vines ! It is a legend on our island. From genera
tion to generation, sailors tell the story of the Y ousouri, from father to son, 
from son to grandson-forever great, forever marvelous, hard as iron, 
strong as a lion, haunting and deathless as a phantom. 

Those who first saw it have vanished from the memory of men. Those 
who dreamed of uprooting it, sleep quietly in the earth or in the depths of 
the sea, never to be awakened. Those who have gone in search of it have 
never repeated their attempt. 

"There is," they tell you, "something treacherous and fatal about it. It 
changes color and shape and is slippery as an eel. It roots itselflike a fortress, 
phosphoresces like a dragon of the deep-one look at it and you are para
lyzed." 

When I was a child, whenever I heard this story, a strange feeling of 
fear and obstinacy would seize me. 

"Very well," I would say, "there is the two-span Arab who swallows en
tire oceans and dams up whole rivers with his beard alone. There is the 
immorta_l mermaid, Gorg6na, the mythical sister of Alexander the Great, 
who wanders through the sea and at the bitter news ofhis death sinks ships, 
crew and all, with her tail. And there is Arlstos with his spear, who kills wild 
beasts and topples mountains and uproots oak trees. But that a tree, an off
spring of the water, a nursling of the sand, should perform so many won
ders ! Shame on us ! I heard young and vigorous men speak of this tree as 
respectfully as if it were a part of the Holy Trinity. The devil! After all, 
these men had marched square into the path of the Turk's cannons. With 
lighted torches they had leaped on the Turk's powder magazines. They had 
faced death a thousand times ... yet they did not dare uproot one lone tree." 
I could not understand this. 
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"Tell me, father," I once asked. "What is this Yousouri?" 
"Mere wood, my child: seawood," he said casually. "If you wish to see 

some, go fmd my pipe." 
I went to the cupboard for the pipe, a thick, long one with knots, black 

as ebony. 
"So this is the Yousouri and it can be cut after all?" 
"Of course it can-you have some in your hands. I cut off yards of it 

when I was a sponge diver." 
"Then why don't you try to cut the Yousouri ofVolos?" 

The smile on his lips turned to stone; his expression became stiff, his 
eyes blank, as if his wits had deserted him. 

"Ah," he fmally answered, "the Yousouri ofVolos is not the same thing. 
I was there once and almost left your mother a widow." 

"But since it can be cut ... " 
"It can, when it is young. In Barbary there are forests of it. As the divers 

fish for sponges, they steal a branch when the tree is asleep. But when it is 
awake, not even the sword of the Archangel can sever it." 

"Does the Y ousouri ofVolos never sleep?" 
"Of course-how can it do without sleep? But it has already become a 

ghost tree and has lived for who knows how many ages. You should see the 
bones of those fools who tried to cut it-how they hang from its branches 
like chandeliers!" 

His somewhat timid glance fixed upon a cracked water jug standing in 
the courtyard; his forehead wrinkled and he turned pale as if he had seen a 
viper crawling from the jug. 

"How did you cut this piece, father? With some sort of diving gear?" I 
inquired once more. 

"No, I plunged carrying a rock like the people ofKalymnos. There were 
no mechanical devices in my day!" 

"When I grow up, I shall cut the Yousouri down," I said obstinately. I 
thought he would try by every means to discourage me; that he would tell 
me fearful tales to make me despair. He said nothing. He studied me pen
sively for an instant, from head to toe, as ifhe were measuring my height; 
then he smiled. 

"Good, when you are grown, you may go," he said again casually. "For 
the present learn about the sea." 

I learned about the sea. I became a cabin boy, then a sailor. I weathered 
storms, cyclones and tempests. I sailed to Barbary on the ships of the sponge
fishermen. But cabin boy and sailor and sponge diver, I never forgot the 
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ghostly Yousouri ofVolos and the promise I had made my father. My desire 
was in my blood and grew with my body. I had to cut the Yousouri or, if 
necessary, uproot it and drag it behind the ship to my island. I would set it 
on the sandy beach, a monstrous trophy, and send the town crier to pro
claim throughout the region: 

"Come out, countrymen, and see the great miracle. The marvel of the sea 
has been defeated by the marvel of our island, YiannosGamaros! The moun
tains tremble and groan. Come, countrymen, to see and spread the news." 

They would run, swarming like bees; the seafarers would look and 
cross themselves; the women would be terrified; the young fellows would 
envy me; each willowy maiden would say: "Here is a brave and handsome 
youth, worthy to be my mate." I would be hailed as a second St. George 
here on our island. Now and then a secret terror, a longing, tortured my 
soul lest another man would do it first and snatch my glory from me. Who 
could say what might happen? But again I would console myself with the 
thought that no man born was more able than I. I even believed that this 
tree had sat upon its sunless throne throughout many centuries, merely to 
bring me glory. Thus I arrived at my twentieth year. 

I was diving for sponges at Egrip6 with the outfit of Captain Strapatsos. 
Sailing from place to place, we passed by the bay ofVolos. 

I seized my opportunity. 
"What do you say, Captain? Shall we make the attempt?" 
"Wh ?" at attempt. 
"Let's cut the Y ousouri." 
The captain laughed; so did the others; fmally I laughed, too. I dared 

not show that I was serious. 
"What are you talking about," he said. "Are you sick in the head? Shall 

I send for the priest? Aman, how many have tried and failed. Are we going 
to do more than they?" 

"Why not? Are we worthless, too? As for those others, they plunged 
with rocks. One dive and they surfaced again. What can a single dive do?" 

"Foolish one, stop dreaming; let's earn our bread," was the captain's 
fmal response. 

I did not allow myself to lose hope. "I shall persuade him fmally," 
I thought. 

And truly, after many maneuvers, I induced him. It was a Sunday when 
we were not working. 

"What do you say? Shall we go?" I suggested. 
"Where, idiot?" 
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"For the Y ousouri." 
"And who will take the plunge?" 
"Why ask? I will." 

I4I 

At last we set out; through the glass I studied the sea floor; not a sign of 
the Y ousouri. I made one turn, two, three: nothing ! I began to despair. A 
strange despair. All these many years ofkeeping the thing alive in my imag
ination, recreating it before me, wrestling with it, conquering it! And now 
all that a lie ! I could not endure such a thought. The Y ousouri had to be 
somewhere ... perhaps in the depths, perhaps by the shore, even in the 
clouds ! Let me but meet it, let me but measure myself against it, then let it 
overcome me. Let my bones, too, dangle from its branches, like those of the 
other fools. But never to see it in my lifetime ! Why, then, had I lived so long? 
Why had I come to my twentieth year? Why had I studied the sea, scanned 
the ocean beds .•• merely for my daily bread? 

"Pull for port, pull, so we may get a bit to drink," called the captain, 
indifferent. "The old folks have their fairy tales, too." 

A cold sweat broke through me. My eyes blurred. 
"By God, Captain, have patience. Let's make one more turn." 
But neither he nor the oarsmen would listen. The ca1que turned and 

headed for the harbor. It, too, was indifferent. 
Clinging to the gunwale, I never stopped looking, right and left, my 

heart pounding as ifi were seeking the bones of my mother. In vain! All the 
way to the bottom, the blue-green water revealed only dead seaweed; here 
precipitous depths, there rippling stretches of sand, warm, soft, virginal 
beds for nymphs. But no Yousouri: nowhere the tree of my dreams. I 
thought of putting the glass aside and lying on deck. But at that moment 
the shadow of a turbid cloud swept by like a whale and startled me. 

"S l" I . d top. cne . 
The caique stopped and turned back. We all saw it-like a thousand

year oak sitting on its throne. It was not a lie, not a myth after all! 
I dressed quickly, dagger in my belt, gripped my hatchet and plunged. 

But as I raised my eyes, a chill went through me. The old men had been 
right. What is the two-span Arab ! The Gorgona? Aristos? This was the 
marvel! Its scaly, dark-brown roots were suckling in the marble sea bed, 
penetrating its fissures, embracing the cornerstones, hooking into joints: 
like a living body, a force to reckon with. Its trunk upright, bearlike, its 
knots overgrown with hairy fronds, the Y ousouri towered fathoms high. 
A-thousand-rooted branches, some crooked, some smooth, writhed here 
and there, high and low, as if they wanted to span the wide gulf with their 
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webbed grasping. All about, the transparent, glassy water bathed it, its 
sustenance and its mate, its breath and its bed. And below the marble 
pedestal, the abyss gaped darkly, cold and bottomless. 

I had found the tree asleep. But even ifl had found it awake, my chances 
would have been the same. If I wanted to snatch only one twig and then 
surface, it would be easy enough. But I wanted to cut it at the root. That 
was what I had come down to do ! I made the sign of the cross, raised my 
hatchet-slash! I managed the first blow. The serpent woke. There stirred 
such a whirlwind, a pounding, a clamor that I felt as if all the currents of the 
ocean deep were twisting upon me. 

The water seethed and churned violently; a darkness leaped from the 
void and I felt lost. I crouched low, latched on to a branch so as not to be 
carried away. Suddenly I saw the knots, embedded among the hairy 
fronds, glitter blue as the eyes of an Arab, and I felt their fire flickering over 
me like a viper's tongue. And on the greenish-white branches I saw the 
skeletons hanging, bones of the fools who had dared to challenge it. In its 
roaring I heard another noise, the sound of the bones knocking one against 
the other and the feet kicking spitefully as if to say: 

"What brings you here?" 
The captain was signaling me from above: "Come up. You will accom

plish nothing." 
I would accomplish nothing ! I, too, had realized this. But could I sur

face? What of the marvel of our island? What of St. George? No, ifl had 
not taken the plunge, well and good, but now the die was cast. As soon as 
the whirlwind subsided, I raised my hatchet and with all my strength 
managed a second blow. Had I been striking stone, it would at least have 
cracked. But here not even a chip broke off. Instead of making a dent, my 
hatchet bounced back two spans, three, four, as if it had been striking at 
rubber. "I must uproot it," I decided bitterly. 

I sent up a signal: "Throw me the crowbar." 
They lowered the tool to me. I threw the ax aside, grabbed the crowbar 

and I began on the roots. Who knows how long I tortured myself? Hours 
passed and the crowbar was still in my hand. Only occasionally did I raise 
my head to take a breath and look about me-lest a shark attack me. 

Finally I tugged again: "Throw me the cable." 
"Come up, you fool," was the captain's response. "Why do you want 

the cable? We have a lighter rope. Come up or I'll cut your air supply.'' 
"Do, and I'll tear the hose," I answered angrily. "Or have you forgotten 

that I have the dagger with me?" 
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Frightened, Captain Strapatsos threw down the cable. 
From a safe distance, I grasped it and managed to hook the trunk. Pro

ceeding to the other side, I again attacked the roots with the crowbar. The 
knotty eyes glimmered as if to hypnotize me. It quivered and squirmed 
like a fish: its branches, like the tentacles of an octopus, swayed languidly 
here and there, twisted and coiled, curled their fronds at me, to ensnare me. 
But they could not! And even ifi had known nothing of its dolorous games 
and had heard nothing of its doings, the skeletons I beheld there were 
enough to warn me of the danger. At every movement of its branches, I 
clung like an oyster to the side of the marble. Feet, hands, eyes, all worked 
simultaneously. And the sharp crowbar detached the shoots one by one, 
removed them from their beds, separated them from the rocks; sometimes 
they peeled off smooth, other times they broke off full of prickles and knobs 
or stuck with countless shells. 

Finally I became aware that it was coming loose from its foundations. 
"Up!" I signalled. 
They pulled me up. I undressed quickly and took my first deep breath 

of fresh air. 
The sky was getting dark. Opposite us Mt. Pelion rose deep-blue as if 

bathed with indigo. Its villages gleamed white on its slopes, like scattered 
marble. In Volos the lights were beginning to glow, and the heavens, a 
reddish-purple in the sunset, revealed their stars one by one. When I saw 
familiar faces around me, I felt alive again. For a moment I forgot the 
Yousouri and even my own glory. 

"What have you accomplished?" asked Captain Strapatsos. 
"Now you'll see," I said jumping up. "Come, boys, to your oars. We 

shall pull the Yousouri to our island tonight." 
"What? And no harm came to you? The ghost didn't touch you?" 
They all gathered about me, feeling my flesh, moving my arms. And 

yet they did not believe I was still in one piece. 
"Pull b " I "d " h h b " , oys, Sal , t e tree as een cut. 
They fell to their oars and pulled hard. But instead of moving forward 

the caique went backwards. 
"Fool, you're joking with us," said the captain, indignantly. "What are 

you talking about? You cut the Yousouri?" 
"By St. Nicholas, I did," I insisted. "Pull! Did you expect me to cut it 

down entirely so that it would crush me? Two strong pulls and it will be 
out by the roots." 

Once again we began to row, struggling thus for an hour. You could 
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hear the tholepins creaking; a stubbornness seized the sailors and they grew 
fearless as ghosts. Captain Strapatsos, wild with joy and pride, gave en
couragement and high spirits to all with his cries: 

"Oh-Oh! Oh-Oh! To your health, brave lads! Straight ahead, my 
lions! Shame on us! Forward, tigers!" 

And the brave lads, the lions, the tigers rowed so deep, so hard, that 
the oars almost splintered. Finally a profound bellowing rumbled from be
low and the waters swelled in a great wave upon us. The swift-winged 
ca'ique spurted forward. Suddenly a giant sea-monster seemed to fill the 
bay from one end to the other: the Y ousouri. 

"Let me see! And me ... !" 
The men all ran to the stem to see the marvel. Frightened, they made 

the sign of the cross. 
"Forward," I said to the captain. "Let's drag it away now at night, be

fore the Turks get wise and take it from us." 
Just as we left the bay, the south wind answered us like an enraged 

Gorgona. The sky blew out its stars and hid its rim. The darkness of Hades 
spread over us. The waves dashed mountain-high, whirled their phos
phorescent foam about us and cast a white light, opaque and joyless. What 
horses and what steeds, what seals, what whales were thrashing about in 
herds, were deluged, were roaring, were shrieking through that black 
chaos? It was not a sea: it was fury and earthquake, a curse and wrath; the 
poisonous wrath of the ocean depths. 

But nothing happened. TheY ousouri, tightly secured, followed in our 
wake. Occasionally, I heard it flailing about and snorting like a creature 
going uphill. It had been shamed by its defeat and was trying by every 
means to regain its freedom, but who would release it? In the middle of 
the wild sea I kept hearing one triumphant voice above all the other 
sounds-the voice of the town crier; I kept feeling one sentiment-the 
admiration of the old men; one desire-the blessing of each maiden, 
"Here's a brave youth worthy to be my husband." 

At dawn, standing at the bow, I saw our cloud-veiled island. We had 
three Iniles to go, three good Iniles. Through the night our arms had 
slackened at the oars. Our faces had become strained; our eyes, bleary; our 
foreheads, wrinkled; our black-black hair turned white, as if the years had 
washed over us like ashes. The captain, stretched out on a bench, was quiet 
as a corpse. The silent rowers moved their oars listlessly, like machines 
that work without feeling. Only I continued to row as usual. 

Indeed I took over the oars several times, but what could even I do? 
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My desire was greater than my strength. The waves still kept rising, win
nowing and raining upon us, and tossing us fearfully about. 

At last the sunrise came. The mainland loomed beyond the mists that 
clouded the open sea, and our hospitable island was opposite us. 

"Ala, boys, we've arrived!" I shouted. 
And I jumped to the bow to watch the harbor from afar, to see the 

sand where I would toss the tree like a monstrous trophy. The calque flew 
toward shore, skimmed over two reefs, and nuzzled into the sand. I ran to 
the stem to untie the cable. 

Alas ! In my hands I held only a rope, all frayed ! 
What had become of the unfruitful tree? It is still to be found deep in 

the bay of Volos, upon its God-constructed throne, with its scaly roots, 
its bear like trunk, its hairy branches writhing here and there, as if it longs 
to entwine everything within its snare. The sailors still hand the story on, 
from generation to generation, from father to son; hard as iron, strong as 
a lion, haunting and deathless as a phantom. 

And I, Yiannos Gamaros, the young St. George of my island-I am 
now a tottering man of seventy, still buffeted about by the sea for a mere 
bit of daily bread ! 

FROM Tales of the Forecastle 



TO TELEMACHUS 

BY LEE HATFIELD 

If you must leave these shores, my son, 
Go by other ways than we have gone, 
That your ribs be not broken 
On the shingled strand of Circe's island
That on the Sirens' reef your blood 
Shall not be mingled with the ancient corpses. 

For between the whirlpool and the rock 
The channel is a narrow one, and not without its 
Fickle tides and doldrums; and we who 
Once sailed too near the Scylla wonder often 
In the night, in the calm between two dreams, 
Whether we survived or perished there. 

And so if you must leave these shores 
Listen first to those warnings that the seas 
Whisper hoarsely in the night, 
And go by ways less treacherous than these. 

For by whatever course you travel 
You will learn that the way leads always 
Back to Ithaca. 

And once returned, it is only 
By a difference in the patterns of our wounds 
That you will know 

Yourself 
Frommysel£ 



ΠΡΟΣ ΤΟΝ ΤΗΛΕΜΑΧΟ 

translated by Andonis Decavalles 

~Αν είναι καl χρειάζεται ν' άφήσεις, γ ιέ μου, τοΟτες τlς άκτες 

Μην πάρεις τοuς δικούς μας δρόμους. Πήγαινε άπό άλλοΟ 

Για να μη σπάσουν τα πλευρά σου έπάνω 

Στl')ν άπλωσια με τα χαλ(κια, στης Κίρκης τό νησί, 

Καl να μη σμίξει τό αtμά σου, 

Πάνω στόν ι;ράχο των Σειρήνων, με τ' άρχαϊα κουφάρια. 

Γιατl άνάμεσα στόν βράχο καl τόν στρούφουλα 

Είναι τό πέρασμα στενό, κι' εχει τα ρέματά του τ' άστατα 

Καl τlς νεκρές του τlς γαλfjνες. Κι' έμεϊς ποu κάποτε 

'Αρμενίσαμε πολU κο ντα στη Σκύλλα άναρωτιόμαστε 
Συχνα τη νύχτα, άνάμεσα σε δυό μας ονειρα, 

"Αν έπιζήσαμε τότε fJ dν χαθήκαμε. 

Γι' αύτό κι' dν χρειάζεται ν' άφήσεις τοΟτες τlς άκτες 
., Ακουσε πρωτα έκεϊνα τα μηνύματα ποu ψιθυρίζει 
Ή θάλασσα βραχνα μέσα στη νύχτα 

Κι' άπό περάσματα λιγώτερο προδοτικα πάρε τό δρόμο σου. 

'Όποια πορε(α κι' dv διαλέξεις 
eα μάθεις πώς δ δρόμος σου 

Πάντοτε θα σε φέρει πίσω στην 'Ιθάκη. 

Κι' δταν πια γυρίσεις 

Μόνον άπό τlς διαφορες ποu θάχουνε τα σχέδια 

των πληγων μας θα μπορεϊς να διακρίνεις 

Τόν δικό σου έαυτό άπό τόν έδικό μου. 
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