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EDITORIAL 

THE GREEKS have a saying that he who tries to hide behind his fmger makes 
himself all the more conspicuous. For many months we have tried to hide 
behind ambiguous replies when readers anxiously, sometimes indignantly, 
ask why their copy of The Charioteer fails to arrive on time. We have tried 
to conceal an obvious truth that has marked the destiny of The Charioteer 
from the day it first ventured into the crowded magazine world. During 
the recent, unavoidable delay between the last issue, Number 4 ofVolume I 
and this, the first ofVolume II, we realized that we must tell our readers the 
awkward actualities of our case. The Charioteer is like most little magazines; 
it lacks funds. 

We have been fighting our Waterloo with the money question for a 
long time. We cannot anticipate victory by hoping, as Wellington did, that 
a Blucher or night may come. An expedient rush of reinforcements cannot 
sweep our enemy once and for all from the field of our endeavors; nor can a 
night of protracted silence give us respite. The sudden, opportune help that 
we have sometimes received spurs our expectations of a sustained force that 
will endure through many campaigns. 

Meantime, whether or not such a force materializes, Parnassos and the 
Staff of The Charioteer are determined to continue to work against difficult 
odds. We beg our readers to be forgiving if the arrival of The Charioteer 
is sometimes tardy. We ask, too, their kind understanding for the necessary 
increase in the subscription price. Although all the Staff donate their 
services, the old price did not cover the cost even of printing and mailing. 

The Charioteer lives precariously because its very nature limits the 
scope of its appeal. We hope that our readers may thereby recognize one of 
the most significant reasons why The Charioteer should stay alive. Not 
everyone loves literature; and if comparatively few people care about 
literature, still fewer care about the literature of modern Greece. Yet we 
cannot imagine that anyone could care about modern Greek literature who 
does not care as much, if not more, for literature at large. The circle of our 
readers is limited but it reaches around the world, and we like to think that 
they belong to those generations of readers whose discriminating taste has 
kept alive the arts, especially literature, when earth and air have seemed to 
conspire for their destruction. So, too, we like to think that our readers 
cherish each issue of The Charioteer as a worthy addition to their permanent 
library. In short, we like to think that The Charioteer deserves to survive 
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because it addresses a select, happy few, the discerning lovers of literature 
who are not only of today but also of decades to come. 

We quickly add that no one is more aware than we are of the impossibil
ities such fond thoughts involve. Our readers, fortunately, keep giving us 
comforting proof that our attempts, so far at least, have not been in vain. 
The letters of praise, from all parts of the world, from distinguished 
professors, writers and editors, from librarians, translators and students, for 
the fourth as for the previous three issues, are deeply rewarding. 

What most touches the editorial heart, though, are letters like one that 
came, just as this fifth issue was going to press, from an unknown reader, 
R. van K., in Holland: "Since I have read and re-read the four editions of 
'The Charioteer' I feel not capable of saying how pleasantly they have told 
me of your culture and how much unexpected treasures I did fmd between 
the two white covers .... So the numbers of your periodical have really 
overwhelmed me ... and make me wish my people to know more, and 
still more, of your culture. This vivid culture, full of life and beauty, this 
amazing literature-blessed the day I left Asia to find this in Europe." 

This issue, we trust, reveals more "unexpected treasures" in the range 
of talents that characterize Greek literature today. No two temperaments 
are, perhaps, further apart than those of George Theotokas and Photis 
Kontoglou. Theotokas, who moves easily with the stream of modern 
European literature, easily lends himself to English translation. Kontoglou 
is a lion in the path of the translator and is, we admit, essentially untrans
latable, but we could not resist the challenge of his remarkably individual 
prose, the rough charm of his substance and manner. The one man, a 
vigorous intellectual leader, suggests the tradition that we in America call 
"genteel," the noble tradition of the man of letters. Theotokas, though, 
seems to live as freely in the world beyond his windows as in his book-lined 
study. Kontoglou is far more personal and is withdrawn among craggy 
distances of the mind where temperament is often cultivated for its own 
sake. Each man speaks with a voice ofhis own-the one, of the West, the 
other, of the East. Each at the same time attracts the antithesis of the other. 
Together they illustrate some of the varieties of Greek experience during 
the times and places of their lives. 

What we most wish to convey in this issue is the strong sense ofhuman 
history that pervades the Greek mind. The Greek impulse to journey back 
into human time is as old as Odysseus's voyage to Hades, so we are not 
surprised that all the writers presented here readily appropriate the past. 
Kontoglou, the observer, is a kind of Arcadian Samuel Pepys. Writing a 
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language almost as private as the Englishman's, he pokes among ruins with 
the same inquisitive sadness that sent Pepys walking through London after 
the Great Fire. Theotokas is a European, as thinker and artist, and yet o:qly 
a Greek could feel the all-consuming power ofhistory as he records it in tP-e 
lives ofhis sensitive young heroes. 

The past for the Greek writer is as constantly usable as the very stones 
that seem to populate the Greek countryside-stones for a temple, a castle, 
or a peasant's hut. The castle, like the temple, is a measure for our under
standing of that past. The castle serves as a picturesque but grim reminder 
of how much the story of the Greeks is the story of their fight for freedom. 
But the castle, according to Terzakis, also speaks of the pagan past. His 
suggestion that the ancient gods sleep in our veins gives a fme startle to our 
imagination and we suddenly see that the Greek world, past and present, 
history and landscape, is a living labyrinth, full of ever-changing, yet some
how changeless, colors and shapes and meanings. The existence of The 
Charioteer is justified if in its pages our readers discover even one small clue 
to guide them through that world. 

BEBE SPANOS 

For the Staff and Parnassos 



Kontoglou: Drawing 1926 Ikon of the Hodegitria, Kimolos 



THE ISLANDS 

BY H. D. 

I 

What are the islands to me, 
what is Greece, 
what is Rhodes, Samos, Chios, 
what is Paros facing west, 
what is Crete? 

What is Samothrace, 
rising like a ship, 
what is Imbros, rending the storm-waves 
with its breast? 

What is Naxos, Paros, Milos, 
what is the circle about Lycia, 
what, the Cyclades' 
white necklace? 

* * * 
What is Euboia 
with its island-violets, 
what is Euboia, spread with grass, 
set with swift shoals, 
what is Crete? 

What are the islands to me, 
what is Greece? 

II 

What can love ofland give to me 
that you have not-
what do the tall Spartans know, 
and gentler Attic folk? 



ΤΑ ΝΗΣΙΑ 

translated by Andonis Decavalles 

η λογαριάζουν τα νησιa για μένα; 

Ή 'Ελλάδα τl είναι; 

τι είναι ή Ρόδο, ή Χιό, ή Σάμο 

ή Πάρο πού ~λέπει δυτικό: 

καl ή Κρήτη; 

τι είναι ή Σαμοθράκη 

ή καραΜσκαρη, 

κι' ή "Ι μ~ρο πού σπάζει 

με τα στήθια της τα κύματα; 

Ή Νάξο, ή Πάρο, ή Mfjλo, 

δ κύκλος γύρω στη Λυκία, 

κι' οί Κυκλάδες τl είναι, 

τό λευκό γιορντάνι; 

* * * 
τι είν' ή Εϋ~οια 

με τlς νησιώτικες ~ιολέτες, 

ή Εϋ~οια ή χλωρόσπαρτη 

δεμένη με τα γοργορέματά της, 

τl είν' ή Κρήτη; 

τι σημαίνουν τα νησια για μένα 

κι' ή 'Ελλάδα; 

π 

Ή ά:γάττη τfjς γfjς τl νa 1~ο0 δώσει 
δπου δεν τόχεις -
τl νa ξέραν οί λε~εντονιοl τfjς Σπάρτης 

καl τfjς Άττικfjς οί ά~ροί; 
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What has Sparta and her women 
more than this? 

What are the islands to me 
if you are lost-
what is Naxos, Tinos, Andros, 
and Delos, the clasp 
of the white necklace? 

III 

What can love ofland give to me 
that you have not, 
what can love of strife break in me 
that you have not? 

Though Sparta enter Athens, 
Thebes wrack Sparta, 
each changes as water, 
salt, rising to wreak terror 
and fall back. 

IV 

"What has love ofland given to you 
that I have not?" 

I have questioned Tyrians 
where they sat 
on the black ships, 
weighted with rich stuffs, 
I have asked the Greeks 
from the white ships, 
and Greeks from ships whose hulks 
lay on the wet sand, scarlet 
with great beaks, 
I have asked bright Tyrians 
and tall Greeks-

"what has love ofland given you?" 
And they answered-"peace." 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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τι τrιότερο άτrο τοϋτο νό: είχε ή Στrάρτη 

με τις λυγερές της; 

"Αν θσu χαθείς 

τi νό: μοΟ κάνουν τό: νησιά, 

ή Νάξο, ή Tfjνo, ή "Ανδρο, 

ή Δfjλο-κότrιτσα 

τrou κλείνει το λευκό γιορντάνι; 

ΠΙ 

Ή άγάτrη τfjς γfjς τι νό: μοΟ δώσει 

δτrου δεν τόχεις, 

και με τi ή άμάχη νό: με 'yγίξει 

δτrου δεν τόχεις; 

Κι' Ο:ν τrάτησεν ή Στrάρτη την 'Αθήνα 

κι' ή θή<:ια σύντριψε τη Στrάρτη, 

το καθετι άλλάζει σό:ν νερο 

κι' άλάτι δπου σηκώνεται νό: γδικηθεϊ τον τρό,μο 

και νό: ξαναπέσει. 

IV 

«η σούδωσε τfjς γfjς ή άγάτrη 

ποu δεν τόχω;» 

Ρώτησα τοuς Τύρους 

κεϊ ποu κάθονταν 

τrάνω στό: μαϋρα τους καρά~ια, 

φορτωμένα θησαυρούς, 

ρώτησα τσuς .Έλληνες 

άπ' τ' aσπρα τους καρά<:ιια 

κι' ·Έλληνες άπο καρά<:ιια τrou τό: σκέλεθρά τους 

κοίτονται τrάνω σε όγρες άμμοϋδες, 

πορφυρά, με τό: μεγάλα εμ~ολα, 

ρώτησα τοuς ξύπνιους Τύρους, 

τοuς ·Έλληνες με τη ψηλη κορμοστασιό:

« Tfjς γfjς ή άγάπη τι σας εδωσε; » 
ΜοΟ άπάντησαν- «Είρήνη». 

ΙΙ 
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v 
But beauty is set apart, 
beauty is cast by the sea, 
a barren rock, 
beauty is set about 
with wrecks of ships, 
upon our coast, death keeps 
the shallows-death waits, 
clutching toward us 
from the deeps. 

Beauty is set apart; 
the winds that slash its beach, 
swirl the coarse sand 
upward toward the rocks. 

Beauty is set apart 
from the islands 
and from Greece. 

VI 

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. 

In my garden, 
even the wind-flowers lie flat, 
broken by the wind at last. 

VII 

What are the islands to me 
if you are lost, 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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v 
Μό: την έμορψιό: τη €>άζεις ξέχωρα. 

την έμορψιό: την aναρρίχτει ή θάλασσα, 

ενα yυμνο €>ράχο. 

Πλάθεται ή έμορψιό: 

,με τό: συντρίμια καρα€>ιων 

πάνω στ' aκρόyιαλο, κι' ό θάνατος 

κρατάει τις ρfjχες- περιμένει 

άπλώνοντας νό: μας aδράζει 

aπό τό: Μθη. 

την έμορψιό: τη Μζεις ξέχωρα. 

Οί aνεμοι ποu κοματιάζουν το γιαλό της 

στριψοyυρνοϋν τη χοντρην aμμο 

πρός τό: έπάνω, προς τοuς €>ράχους. 

Χώρια την έμορψιό: τη Μζεις 

aπό τό: νησιό: 

κι' aπ' την 'Ελλάδα. 

VI 

Οί aνεμοι στον κfjπο μου 

ρήμαξαν τοuς μεστωμένους κρίνους 

Στόν κfjπο μου το άλάτι 

μάρανε τις πρωτες τοϋψες 

τοϋ μικροϋ ναρκ(σσου 

και τοϋ πιό ,μικροϋ ύακίνθου 

και τό άλάτι χώθηκε 

μέσα στό: φύλλα τοϋ λευκοϋ ύακίνθου. 

Στόν κfjπο μου 

ακόμα και τ' aνεμολούλουδα 

τάρριξε ό aνεμος στερνό: στό χωμα. 

VII 

τι νό: σημαίνουν τό: νησιό: yιό: μένα 

σό:ν έσu χαθεϊς; 

13 



what is Paras to me 
if your eyes draw back, 
what is Milios 
if you take fright of beauty, 
terrible, torturous, isolated, 
a barren rock? 

What is Rhodes, Crete, 
what is Paras, facing west, 
what, white Imbros? 

What are the islands to me 
if you hesitate, 
what is Greece, if you draw back 
from the terror 
and cold splendour of song 
and its bleak sacrifice? 

Kontoglou: Drawing 1928 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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τι νό: μοG κάνει ή Πάρο 

σό:ν άποστράψηκαν τό: μάτια σοu, 

καl τl σημαίνει ή Μf\λο 

σό:ν σε τροiμάζει ή έμορψιό: 

ή φο(!ιερi], ή (!ιασανιστικi], ή άπόμονη, 

δ γυμνός (!ιράχος; 

η είναι ή Ρόδο, ή Κρi]τη; 

τl είναι ή Πάρο ποu (!ιλέπει δυτικό: 

κι' ή άσπρη "Ι μ (!ι ρο; 

τι λογαριάζουν τό: νησιό: γιό: μένα 

σό:ν έσu δ~στάζεις; 

τι είν' ή 'Ελλάδα σό:ν πισωδρομίζεις 

άπ' τοG τραγουδιοG τον τρόμο, 

τη ψυχρi] του αίγλη 

καl την ε ρ μη του θυσία; 

Kontoglou: Drawing 1928 

Ι5 



from ARGO 

BY GEORGE THEOTOKAS 

translated by E. Margaret Brooke and Ares Tsatsopoulos 

SERGEANT PIKIOS AND THE FAIR VISION 

SERGEANT PIKIOS took a few steps forward in the square before the 
Syngros Prison and stood looking at the dismal spectacle that met his eyes 
in the moonlight. 

"I ' l" h "d t s a rum go . e sa1 . 
On one side the prison front, poor, miserable, blank and depressing. 

All around, anaemic trees, a few mean sheds which did duty as coffee
shops, and further away, houses squalid and featureless, sprawling untidily 
over the rocky ground between the electric railway and Piraeus Street. 
The whole landscape sunk in a dumb stupor breathing misery and death, 
gleaming whitely in the dark from the thick dust that lay over all and from 
the silver light above. Far away, in the direction of Harokopos, a dog 
wailed its sorrows to the sky, without response. With great dexterity 
Sergeant Pikios spat sideways out of the corner of his mouth, keeping the 
rest ofhis lips still. 

"It don't make sense," he said. "The world don't make sense at all. All 
these philosophers, no better than old women! We give our lives-what 
for? Self-respect, they say, and what's self-respect, I ask you! Self-respect 
. " lS ••• 

He spat again out of the other side of his mouth. 
"It's a rum go ! For the sake of self-respect you kill the woman you 

love-and the one you don't love-and if you don't do it, then you're 
ashamed of yoursel£ Which means to say that all this happens so as you can 
respect yoursel£ See? Say yes then-and admire yourself, Self!" 

He was a little man, dark and wiry, all nerves and uncertain emotions, 
with thick black-dark hair plastered in an oily streak over his forehead, and 
big deep-set eyes that shone in the dark. A carnation, to mark the occasion, 
was stuck jauntily between his right ear and his cap. His uniform was im
maculate and newly pressed, clean as a new pin, the buttons shining. A 
convivial soul, typical of his class, equally at home with the tango or with 
the knife, Sergeant Pikios had sampled all the delights that Athens and 
Piraeus had to offer, and had grown to despise them. Absent-mindedly he 
stroked the hilt of his bayonet. 
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A voice cried from the only sentry-box on the square: 
"Who goes there?" 
"Sergeant of the new guard!" 
"Halt!" 

17 

The sentry on duty advanced a few paces, his rifle at the ready, and 
recognized his superior. 

"No sign oflife from the other," said Sergeant Pikios. They looked up 
towards the sentry-box on the prison roo£ The regulations ordain that the 
sentry at his post shall walk up and down his railed corridor so that he can 
keep the square constantly under observation. But, true enough, there was 
nobody walking on the roo£ 

"He must be sitting inside, the cold must be too much for him," said the 
sentry on duty in the square. 

"I hope he hasn't fallen asleep," said Sergeant Pikios. 
In truth, the sentry on the prison roof was asleep and Sergeant Pikios 

knew it, since he had taken good care to put him to sleep by doctoring his 
drink. So the only guard at the front of the prison and in the whole of the 
square was the sentry below. The sergeant of the new guard had picked 
him purposely as being the simplest and most gullible of all. 

"I've got a splitting head," said Sergeant Pikios, feigning illness. "Nip 
up to Harokopos for a tick and get me some aspirins and some fags from 
the kiosk. Leave me your rifle and I'll do sentry-go for you." 

Simple as he was, the sentry hesitated to obey this order. 
"If they fmd out, Sergeant ... " 
"Go on, nothing'll hurt you. I'm sending you, and I take full responsi

bility. And nobody will fmd out." 
"But if they go the rounds ... " 
"I'm going the rounds, aren't I?" said Sergeant Pikios. 

Persuaded at last, the soldier took the money tendered him by the 
sergeant and disappeared in the darkness. Coming back from Harokopos 
with his purchases after a very short interval, he fell into an ambush near 
the electric railway bridge. A gang of unknown hooligans suddenly sur
rounded him and forced him at revolver point to follow them to a deserted 
spot in Petralona. There they gagged him and kept him for about an hour, 
giving him a sound beating when he tried to get away. 

When they set him free he ran to the prison and, fmding his post 
deserted, he gave the alarm. But it was too late. The ruse was primitive but 
well organized, and it had worked. In the window of one of the first floor 
cells in the front of the prison an iron bar had been filed through, leaving a 
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space big enough for a man to crawl through; hanging from the window 
was a rope of blankets, clumsily knotted. Three prisoners, Communists, 
awaiting trial for the sins oflast May, had disappeared. One, probably the 
ringleader, was Damianos Frantzis, the student of philosophy from Con
stantinople. With them had gone Sergeant Pikios, who was thus proved 
to be a tool of the Communist Party. This simple story, like an adventure 
from a film, afforded food for many days' comment in the Athens news
papers, which published long, mostly imaginary descriptions of the 
escape, with anecdotes galore about the person and exploits of the sergeant. 
His photograph appeared in all the papers, cheek by jowl with the picture 
ofDainianos. The police cast about in every direction but they could fmd 
no trace of the fugitives. 

A few days later, at about ten o'clock in the evening, a closed car could 
be seen making its way along Kephissia A venue and Mesogeion Road, 
with four silent passengers, three of them fugitives from the Syngros 
Prison -one of them driving-and the fourth, the now legendary sergeant, 
now of course not in uniform. They reached the toll-booth without attract
ing any attention; there they were forced to stop to pay the toll. 

"It's no good trying to drag me with you," whispered Sergeant Pikios, 
continuing what was evidently a previous discussion. "I've made up my 
mind, and I shan't change it." 

"You'll change it when you see the sea," whispered Dainianos Frantzis 
in reply. 

"No!" 
The sergeant had made up his mind not to leave Athens and he was not 

going to explain his reasons. Perhaps he could not explain them clearly, 
even to himself, but his decision was fmal. They had almost had to force 
him into the car. In any case he could not have stayed any longer in their 
hideout, which was sure to have been discovered before long. The organ
izers of the trick had promised to get him out of the country by some means 
or another. They said that they had no other obligation towards him, and 
anyhow they could not hide him for ever. 

"Your attitude doesn't make sense," continued Dainianos in the same 
tone. 

"N hin k " ot g rna es sense. 
"What do you mean?" 
"I know what I mean." 
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"You're not a real Communist. You're a Greek individualist, an anarch
ist, a rebel, not because you believe in it, but from obstinacy and vanity." 

"I ' I" t sa rum go. 
Damianos Frantzis looked out of the car nervously. 
The shed was lit by two big electric lamps. Two fat, dirty men were 

rummaging in a drawer, counting money. One of them was already 
making towards the car, bringing the change. At the door of the shed a 
young girl of some twelve to thirteen years, daughter of one of the toll
gatherers, was standing, looking at the car with big, wondering eyes. She 
was delicate and poorly dressed, with fair hair. For a moment her eyes met 
those ofDamianos. What happened, at that moment, to the disturbed soul 
of the young prison fugitive? 

The young, immature face, neither child nor woman, was printed in 
his memory for ever; it seemed to him (and perhaps it was) so beautiful, so 
dazzling and bright, a face that radiated such sweetness, such tenderness and 
purity that tears sprang into his eyes. Suddenly life took on a brighter hue, 
the texture of the atmosphere, the substance and rhythm of the world, 
seemed subtly to have changed all at once. The harsh, sombre colours that 
had filled his imagination, the weight and burden of the impact of opposing 
forces that had oppressed him until that moment, were suddenly softened 
and melted away in a tide of freshness as if a divine spirit had breathed over 
them. Wave after wave of bright gold caressed the earth and gently lapped 
the shadows of the sky. All was fair and gold, like the sun-warmed sand, 
like ripe corn, like the beams of the rising sun. Two beautiful eyes shone 
fleetingly, alight with proud laughter, dim with anguished pleading, blue 
like the infinite blue of the sky. Blue? Were they blue, really? How could 
they be anything else? That's how the demon of beauty willed them to be, 
at that instant, and that's how they were suddenly revealed to a dark, 
tormented soul, vanquished for the first time. 

The car leapt forward and sped down the road towards Sowuon. 
Nobody felt like talking. Sergeant Pikios leaned out of the window and 
spat out into the dark, damp night. Somebody lit a cigarette. Damianos 
Frantzis leaned his head back exhausted, breathing heavily. "It's a rum go!" 
he said. 

"For the last time, Comrade Pikios," said Damianos impatiently, "we 
invite you to follow us." 

He was dog-tired after all these adventures, and especially was he 
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weary of the sterile discussions that had gone before. His voice sounded 
sharp in the darkness. It was the first time he had raised his tone above a 
whisper since the night of the escape. 

"I've said it once," replied the sergeant. "It don't make sense, saying it 
all over again." 

They were standing face to face among the rocks of a naturally-hidden 
cove situated to the left of the historic headland of Cape So union. A small 
motor-boat was anchored a few metres away from the shore. Going aboard 
meant wading up to the waist. Their two companions had already gone and 
were following the scene, standing up in the stern. 

"Good-bye," said Frantzis, stepping into the water. 
"Good-bye," replied the sergeant drily. 

But when he heard the chug-chug of the engine as the motor-boat 
headed rapidly towards the open sea he felt a pang at his heart and sprang 
forward, treading in the water without any reason. He waved towards the 
open sea, in a sweeping gesture. 

"Good luck, boys!" he shouted. "Best ofluck to you!" 
He stood there for a little while, his feet wet and his throat tight, 

following the little boat which was journeying under the pale moonlight 
towards an unknown destiny. That same night a Soviet steamer had 
weighed anchor at Piraeus and was due to pass by that spot. A black vessel, 
with a red flag and fair, silent sailors, she would take the fugitives without 
stopping to Odessa, where others had gone before them. Always the same 
route. Then the Soviet would naturalize them and appoint them as teachers 
in the primary schools for the Greek minority in the Soviet Union. Unless 
they showed exceptional capabilities. Then they could be used on more 
important work. Perhaps Damianos Frantzis ... The little boat was no 
longer visible. For the first time Sergeant Pikios felt an impulse of real 
affection towards these three men whom he would never see again. 

He came out of the water and climbed slowly up towards the road. 
His feet were frozen and hurt him. He shivered with cold and sneezed 
loudly two or three times, alone in the middle of the road. All around him 
the cool, fresh countryside glittered in the silver night. He looked at his 
shadow stretching out in front ofhim, long and shimmering. 

"I ' I" h d t s a rum go . e murmure . 
He slid his hand under his coat and stroked the sheath ofhis bayonet, 

still hanging from his belt as it had always done. 
"All right," he murmured, and climbed up towards the summit of the 

headland and the ruined temple. 
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When he caught sight of the columns he began to mutter again: 
"Eh, they didn't make a bad job of it, these old chaps. All marble. They 

thought there'd still be something left, see? Marble can't crumble away, 
however many wars there are, and however many class struggles and all 
the rest of it. Good stuff, marble; it lasts. Longer than men and longer than 
gods, too. Self-respect, see, that's it. Something to leave behind you. What's 
left of Pikios, eh? Nothing. Let the newspapers write 'The Famous Ser
geant'. Famous, my eye. They can't kid me. I know I'm nothing, that is, I 
don't exist. But what the world means, I don't know .... " 

Soliloquizing absently, he reached the summit at last, and wandered 
vaguely among the columns and the shadows of the temple. But suddenly 
he stopped. During the course of his ramblings his palm had chanced to 
touch a pillar, and he had begun to stroke the smooth marble, its pure lines 
worn by time into gentler curves. At first he did not turn his head to look 
at it. He let his hand slide up and down the fluted marble; the contact trans
mitted to him a deep thrill of tenderness that swelled suddenly into a very 
tempest of emotion. He turned then, aflame, grasped the column fiercely 
with both hands and pressed his body against it, looking up towards its top. 
The column was slender in spite of its bulk, graceful and lissom like the 
body of a beautiful young girl, gleaming white in the moonlight, with 
fitful shadowy folds that seemed to sway before his eyes in the transparent 
darkness. It towered above him and melted into the air like the song of the 
s1rens. 

"None of that, you witch, you! I know what you are!" cried Pikios, 
beside himself, in a strangled, passionate voice. "Like all the rest, aren't you? 
Harlot, that's what you are, harlot, dirty slut, nothing more!" 

Immediately he sprang back, aware of what he was doing. For a few 
moments the sound of mad laughter floated out into the silent night. Far 
above his head the columns were waving now like cypresses swaying to the 
caress of the wind, dipping flexibly, no longer fast to the earth, waving in 
the breeze, white with black folds, like banners. In the air around him 
Pikios sensed the presence of a demon. His laughter died abruptly in his 
throat and he ran out of the temple, stumbling like a drunken man against 
the stones. He fell on his knees at the edge of the precipice, looking with 
dazzled eyes at the moonlit sea. 

"The sea is great," he said slowly in a chanting, sing-song voice. 
When he turned again towards the temple of Poseidon, the pillars had 

ceased their demoniac dance and were looking at him remotely, motionless 
and mysterious. "You're not a real Communist," said the voice ofDamia-
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nos Frantzis in the recesses ofhis memory, "you're not a real Communist ... " 
Pikios took out of his pocket a folded letter, put it to his lips and kissed it 
lightly. Instinctively his hand began to trace the sign of the cross, but fe 
stopped himself in time. 

"I ' I" t sa rum go. 
Lost amongst so many divinities, he did not know which one to choose 

to preside over his last moments, so he dismissed them altogether. 
He took off his overcoat and jacket, opened his shirt, pnmed the letter 

to his clothes so that the wind would not blow it away, and unsheathed his 
bayonet. For the last time he let his glance feast on the immensity of the sea, 
glittering far below. 

"The sea is great!" he murmured once again, without thinking of what 
he was saying. 

He lay down and pressed the point of the weapon against his belly, 
holding the hilt firmly with both hands. With his eyes wide open, his teeth 
clenched, his nerves strained to their fullest extent, he felt the metal tearing 
soundlessly through the flesh. 

His letter said: 

Dearest Mother, 
I am writing the present to ask you to forgive the great pain I am going to 

give you and to explain that I never considered the parties and programmes and 
such like so wonderful, but I used to go to the Party meetings with the other 
comrades more out ofhabit and I used to say, what have we got to lose? Some
thing good might come out of this revolution, so let the world try it and let's see 
what will happen; if they're not satisfied after all, which I'm afraid will be the 
case, then let's talk it over and try and find something better. There's always 
room to talk things over. But as far as I am concerned, the world doesn't make 
sense, perhaps it's my own pig-headed fault, but I don't see any future for me in 
Greece, only troubles and being chucked out, and why should I go to foreign 
countries begging and asking for a job? I hate favouritism and I can't get on with 
foreigners. Nor do I believe in women after what I've seen in my life. So I said to 
myself, let me die and finish with it all for it doesn't make sense. Only I want the 
authorities to know that there was nobody mixed up in the Syngros Prison affair 
when those communists escaped except me, so they must let the other boys alone, 
they knew nothing about it, and I don't want their blood on my hands. So once 
again I ask you to forgive me, you're all I have in the world except for my brother 
John, and he'll look after you, so don't grieve because it doesn't do any good. I 
only want you to know that when I die I shall be thinking of you all the time. 

Your most affectionate son, 
Miltiades. 
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Alone in the bows of the Soviet vessel Damianos too was looking at the 
great, free sea. The wind stung his face. He held the rail tightly with both 
hands, deeply enjoying the resistance of his body to the air. A feeling of 
immensity born of the spectacle of the sea in the bright night invaded him 
and mingled with the sensation of conflict created in him by the wind's 
buffeting. Upright and strong, he was voyaging, away from the law, 
against the elements. 

The ship had set her bow for the Dardanelles and Constantinople. To
morrow evening she would bring him once again before the Bridge and 
the Golden Horn. The beloved visions ofhis early youth would pass before 
his eyes, hurriedly, half visible in the dim light. Once again he would see 
the gloomy Seraglio of the Sultans dominating the green waters, the 
glorious domes of the grey city of the Seven Hills, the dark, cold mouth of 
the Bosporus, and opposite, on the coast of Asia, Scutari, gilded by the rays 
of the setting sun; further away, the Islands, floating lightly like dream ships 
in the mist of the Sea of Marmara. Constantinople, the island of Halki, the 
Emperor, heroic and patient on the Walls, Papasideros .... Once more, 
clear and sharp, he saw the bony, harsh face of the Byzantine monk, his 
glittering eyes, his long white beard, streaming over the Bridge like a 
tattered flag. He heard again the old man's hoarse passionate voice: "The 
dogs are howling and our Lady is weeping. Our Defender is weeping, 
weeping for the City. Mary, Mother of Grace, Europe has betrayed us, 
Christian Europe .... " "All this don't make sense," muttered Sergeant 
Pikios still in his ear. "Nothing makes sense, nothing makes sense." The 
wind whipped him unceasingly, whistled fiercely round him as if to tear his 
eyes out. But he breathed strongly and deeply, he withstood its onslaught. 
He knew that he could resist it as long as he liked, the wind could not beat 
him down. "All this don't make sense, nothing makes sense." But it must 
make sense, it must, there must be some meaning in it all. Far away on the 
endless steppes, a hundred and sixty million people-flesh and blood and 
spirit-were toiling and struggling in the pulse of a gigantic effort to build 
a better world. Machines revolved ceaselessly, hammers beat an unending 
rhythm on the steel, chimneys whistled. On the blood-soaked steppes of 
the Revolution another kind of war was being waged, there in the fire and 
the iron. In the red glare of the furnaces, strong, half-naked men, smoke
blackened, silent but cheerful, were building the foundations of the future. 
The sparks of this mighty battle had set the sky on fire, had dimmed every 
other light. A hundred and sixty million people, all together, once for all, 
in the fire and the iron. "Forward, the damned of the earth." Forward, one 
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more mighty heave! The wind whistled shrilly, moaned and rose to a 
frenzied scream in the Aegean Sea .... 

"Where are we going, my soul, where are we going?" 
Suddenly the wind dropped and fell away without warning. The 

pitching ceased, the ship rolled light and easy in the calm sea. Eye and 
breast were relieved, arms relaxed, heroic visions faded, melted away like 
a mist lighter than air. The world was emptied clean of all its grandeur, its 
struggles, its fears. "Nothing makes sense .... " But the earth had sud
denly become dazzlingly fair. 

Alone in the bows of the vessel, Damianos looked beyond the night, 
with wide-open eyes, at the fleeting vision of Beauty. He gazed stupefied, 
reverent, unable to resist the mysterious charm, the divine exaltation that 
flooded him, in an instant, at the sight of one small human creature. He too 
felt around him this night the presence of some demon. And now, con
quered and bewitched, at peace in the shining peace of the sea, he gazed, 
incapable of thought; he heard, issuing from the depths ofhis being, from 
the very deeps of the world itself, a slow music, strange and rare and half
extinguished, a new music .... 

MEETING UNDER THE PEPPER-TREES 

THAT SAME NIGHT Alexis Notaras was walking, aimless and absent
minded, along Queen Olga A venue, on the pavement bordering the 
Zappeion Park. The air was still full of the last dying breath of the summer. 
The pale pepper-trees lining the avenue rustled from time to time with their 
foliage intact, but in the park the yellow leaves were already settling on the 
paths, waiting for the first storm to make them dance and then whirl them 
away in the mad rush of its waters. And the absurd little river llyssos, 
completely dried up by the heat waves of the summer, was waiting, too, 
for the waters that never came. 

During the last few weeks Alexis had gone out a great deal, always on 
his own. He had not touched his books and papers since last May, and he 
could not bring his mind to undertake the smallest intellectual effort. He 
saw nobody except the members of his own household. The violent death 
of his young brother had shaken him deeply and had almost shattered his 
nerves. Only now was he able to recall fairly calmly the events that had 
plunged his family into mourning. 

He remembered the day of the riots. He had stayed inside, his nerves 
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ragged from the ceaseless sound ofbattle. When he had tried to accompany 
Manolis Skyrianos in his excursion into the scene of the fighting, his .. 

strength had failed him as soon as he crossed the threshold. He had huddled 
close to Aunt Lucia. Both were anxious about Linos, for they knew that he 

could never sit quiet in the face of such an exciting affair. Professor Theo
philus Notaras had shut himself up in his study, working away, bent over 
his papers, as though nothing untoward were happening. 

It must have been about six o'clock that evening (the fighting in the 
Kephissia A venue had ended altogether with the defeat of the rebels, and 

only in the remoter suburbs were a few occasional shots exchanged between 
the Government forces and the Communists) when a policeman, looking 

very grave, knocked at the door and asked to see the professor. 
"Mr. Dean, sir," he said (for he was awed by the appearance ofTheo

philus Notaras and gave him the title of Dean, which he did not really 
understand, perhaps with the vague idea that a Dean was a sort of very 
high-class professor), "your young son was injured in the fighting in St. 
Constantine Street, at midday. We have only just identified him. But don't 
you worry, sir .... " 

Alexis and Aunt Lucia sensed intuitively what had happened. Alexis 
leaned against a chair to save himself from falling, and his aunt was already 
turning towards him, forgetting the other for a moment in her distress, 

when the professor asked harshly: 
"Where was he hurt?" He clung to the last shred of hope, refusing to 

believe the worst until the dreadful truth was made known, indisputable 
and irrevocable. 

"I don't know," said the policeman drily. 
He knew very well, but he did not want to say so. He directed them to 

the Municipal Hospital where all the bodies had been taken. Later Nice
phorus also appeared, summoned from Olga's flat in Voulis Street where 
he had at last been found. He was as white as a sheet and his hand trembled. 
He did not speak to anyone and he did not shed a tear. Linos's body was 

there in the big hall filled with corpses, their bodies bearing the marks of 
all kinds of wounds, their faces contorted; he was lying on his back on a 

sort of table, a hole between his eyes. Two thin streams of blood had dried 
on his cheeks. 

The professor was the only one who did not lose his self-possession. 

Dour and uncompromising, he made all the arrangements for the removal 
of his son's body, for the funeral, for the announcement in the newspapers: 
"Linos T. Notaras, aged r6, beloved son of Theophilus and brother of 
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Nicephorus and Alexis, who died a violent death .... Interment took place 
to-day .... " The private secretary to the Ministry of the Interior came to 
convey the heartfelt sympathy of the Minister, prevented from coming in 
person by his arduous duties in the ordering of his country's political 
affairs. Murmurs of condemnation came from the professor's circle: "The 
forces of the State should be more careful where they shoot. There was no 
reason for all this bloodshed. Pavlos Skinas had no right to let loose such a 
rain of fire in the suburbs, as if he were face to face with Lenin and Trot
sky .... " The professor, however, cut short the discussion: "The instru
ments of the law were doing their duty. Pavlos Skinas was doing his 
duty .... " But when he returned from his son's funeral his overstrained 
emotions suddenly betrayed him. As he stood in the hall, stiff, upright and 
proud, in the same attitude he was wont to adopt in his university chair, he 
seemed to be debating in his mind whether he should go back to his study 
and go on with his work, when all at once he fell to the floor like a great 
tree crashing to the ground. "Concussion," said the doctor later. For two 
days and nights he was unconscious; he came back to life a broken man, 
prematurely aged, stooping, his once inflexible will destroyed. N otaras the 
Third had reached the end ofhis career. 

In the face of so much misery Alexis had stayed mute and dumb
founded, unable to fight against his own collapse. He seemed to have lost, 
at one blow, all volition, all his love of living, everything that bound him 
to life. Only his love for his young brother still had power to warm his 
heart, a love that flowered suddenly after his death, a hopeless love, weighed 
down by grief and a nostalgic affection that sometimes tortured him like a 
recurring nightmare. And it tortured him because he had not been fully 
alive to it before, he had not let it develop as it might have done whilst there 
was still time, he had never let Linos see it, and he had never felt the urge to 
express it so strongly as he did now, to get it out ofhis mind, to return a full 
measure of love to him who had inspired it and had perhaps needed it. 

Whilst Alexis was walking along, the figure of a girl appeared at the 
corner of the quiet street, walking towards him on the same pavement. She 
was dressed in white, hatless, and looked young and slender, though she was 
still too far away for him to distinguish her features. "Can it be-Morpho?" 
he whispered to himsel£ There was no reason to expect her to be there, 
at that hour, but the thought came unbidden into his mind. His heart beat 
hard and his pale cheeks flamed. Excitement stirred in him. He had not seen 
her for a long time, since before the accident. And since then he had seen 
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hardly anyone. She always used to go away for months in the summer. All 
this while he had not even asked anyone for news of her, he had no desire 
to see her, he did not know what he wanted from her-but at that moment 
he was sure that he did not want love, joy, beauty. All these things were so 
strange to him now, so incompatible with his present condition. He walked 
on more slowly, hesitating, conscious only of the wild beating of his heart. 
"It is, it is, it is!" 

Morpho was walking quickly towards him. She had not seen him. She 
was carrying a racket. Suddenly Alexis thought: "I am mourning my 
brother; I am wretched and she is playing tennis and enjoying hersel£" 
His face betrayed an instinctive revulsion, but he reflected in time that he 
had no right to complain, for there was no tie between them, not even the 
bond of simple friendship. And the sight of her fresh young beauty, her 
deep, restless glance, her white dress moving in graceful, slow folds-the 
charm of this elusive and spontaneous creature, half visible in the shadowy 
dimness, was enough to blind him to everything else; he knew that as soon 
as he met her again face to face he would be vanquished, enslaved, utterly 
carried away. 

They had come very close to each other before Morpho recognized 
him. She started, as though their meeting were an unpleasant surprise. She 
had never expected to see him, she had not missed him, and she did not 
know how to talk to him after what had happened before, and after the 
accident. And she had no time to think what to do. For a moment he 
hesitated whether to greet her. He felt suddenly very unhappy at this 
encounter, he wished a thousand times that he had not seen her again, that 
he had never met her, that nobody might approach him, not even Morpho, 
that he might be left alone in his loneliness and misery. But she stopped, 
pulled herself together and held out her hand. 

"Good evening." 
They looked at each other silently for a few moments. 
Morpho, very ill at ease, out ofbreath, withdrew her hand immediately, 

fixed her eyes on his chest, and suddenly felt she hated him fiercely with all 
her heart, with every fibre of her being. A passion ofhatred shook her and 
she wished, at that moment, that he had died instead of his brother, whom 
she had never known. But when she looked up and met his eyes, and saw 
him so sad, so broken up by events and by this meeting, her hatred suddenly 
melted away and her heart swelled with sympathy. 

"I'm so sorry," she said, "I was terribly sorry to hear of it. I wanted to 
write to you .... " 
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"Th nk " a you. 
"I d.idn' t write-I always thought I should be seeing you and then I 

could tell you-then I went away unexpectedly, and then it was too late 
to write to you .... " 

She felt very embarrassed, she groped for the right words, she didn't 
know what to say. For a moment Alexis felt a return ofhis revulsion. These 
formal phrases upset him. But he was instantly aware of her unease, of the 
sympathy that lay behind the cold, empty words. He smiled sadly. 

"Never mind," he said, looking down. "It was a great blow to me," he 
added after a pause. 

He was utterly overwhelmed, his arms hung down like sticks, his 
eyes were wet as if from recent tears. He had a feeling of hollowness in his 
chest and felt dizziness creeping over him. If he could only get away! As 
her sympathy for him deepened, her breast rose and fell unevenly under the 
folds of the white dress, which was open at the neck, revealing to his gaze a 
skin tanned golden brown by the sun and the salt of the sea. Her arms, too, 
bare to the shoulder, were tanned to the same delicate brown. He looked 
at her closed mouth and it seemed to him like some rare and unattainable 
jewel; suddenly the exquisite grace of her lips, their perfect harmony of 
line and colour, filled him with admiration. Morpho was swept by a tide 
of emotion, an engulfmg wave of tenderness. It aroused in her an irresistible 
longing to offer her heart, to console someone, to save someone, to sacri
fice herself for someone-for him! She pressed his arm unconsciously. 

"I'm so sorry," she said, "that I can't do anything for you." 
No sooner were the words spoken than she regretted them, she felt 

ashamed of her impulsive but meaningless declaration. She was doubly 
ashamed-ashamed of her frankness and at the same time of the emptiness 
of her remark. But Alexis felt the touch ofher hand on his arm like a strong 
current oflife flowing into him; he straightened himself up and came alive, 
his eyes shone. For the first time for many long months he felt again an 
intense desire for companionship, for human understanding and affection, 
for the consolation of another human soul, a deep desire for a woman-for 
her, the young girl standing before him, trembling with emotion and a kind 
of fear, for her only, whom no other could ever replace. And he felt deeply 
grateful to her for the simple pressure ofher hand; it had done him good, 
the gesture had touched him very much. He could not bring himself to 
speak his emotion aloud. But he knew he did not want to leave her. 

Rousing himself abruptly from his confusion, he asked her what she 
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had been doing since he last saw her. Morpho, realizing that he wanted to 
change the subject, readily followed his lead. 

"I spent the summer very quietly," she said. "I was quite alone. And I 
didn't want company. I went to Crete with Mother, we went all over, an 
educational trip more than anything else. Then we went to Mount Pelion. 
Father came too, with some relatives from Egypt .... " 

She chattered away easily, her previous constraint almost gone. He 
affected a great interest in the conversation though it was nothing but an 
excuse to be with her as long as he could. And in truth anything that con
cerned her began to have an irresistible fascination for him. 

"What part ofPelion?" he asked. 
"Z " agora. 

They talked about Zagora. 
"I used to go down to the sea every morning," she said. "It takes about 

an hour, through the woods. I went by mule, all on my own. I used to swim 
with the fisher-lads. And in the afternoon I read or walked all over the 
mountain." 

Now they were wandering back towards the Stadium slowly, absorbed 
in their trivial chat. Alexis accompanied her almost without realizing it. 
Morpho did most of the talking, telling him all the incidents in her holiday. 
Here and there he put in a word or two, but in spirit he was soaring over 
the lush green mountain with its forests and running streams, its old belfries 
hidden amongst the leaves, a jewel set in the glittering expanse of the 
Aegean Sea, winking and shining in the sun. He forgot she was by his 
side; he imagined he saw her there in that lovely natural setting, her hair 
blown by the wind as he had seen her before, transported by the magic of 
the sea and the light. And in fancy he saw himself close to her in the silence 
of a moonlit night, a night when he would not let her go as he had once 
done. But what was it, this current that was sweeping him away? Was it 
love? Love ! Love ! The word thrilled through him, the sound of it beat a 
wild rhythm in his blood that matched the wild beating of his heart. He 
suddenly felt that whatever it was, this madness, it was something that 
had been born in him on the day when he first saw her, something that he 
had never lost. 

"This year," said Morpho, "I discovered English poetry, and it seemed 
to me that I discovered the whole world again." 

"Thou wast not born for Death, immortal Bird," muttered Alexis half to 
himsel£ He went on after a while: "It is a beautiful language, indeed-
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probably it's because it was written by young men, handsome and full of 
love. I think that ifi should ever see the grave ofJohn Keats it would touch 
me very deeply." 

Morpho suddenly recollected that last summer, reading Keats's poems 
in the Pelion woods, she had involuntarily pictured the young English 
poet with the face of Alexis Notaras. Now she became aware of it for the 
first time. 

"Where is his grave?" she asked. 
"In Rome. I've never been to Rome. I should like to go-not only for 

the sake ofJohn Keats, but also to see Michelangelo's 'Moses.' They say 
that if you stand at exactly the right distance from the statue you can see 
the body of a woman carved in his beard. Some say it's the face of a Pope. 
Though how they can fmd any likeness between a Pope and a woman's 
body, God knows! I think myself that a mischievous little devil took hold 
of the great man's fmgers whilst he was working and made him do it, 
just for the fun of it. Anyway, believe me, there's no art, however great, 
in which we don't sense a man-or a devil-laughing at us somewhere, 
somehow. You know, John Keats has been one of my most constant 
companions." 

They stopped at the beginning of Herod Atticus Street. Alexis, lost in 
a momentary dream, murmured unconsciously: 

"Darkling I listen; and for many a time 
I have been half in love with easeful Death ... .'' 

Then he asked, looking at her racket: 
"Do you play a lot?" 
"Three times a week.'' 
They said good-bye without looking into each other's eyes. She went 

up towards Kolonaki and Alexis turned back into Queen Olga A venue, 
walking fast now. He felt quite different, as though a burden had been 
lifted from him; he felt lighter, more alive, almost cheerful. His veins 
throbbed with new life. He wanted to run along the avenue of pepper
trees. He still heard very distinctly the tones of her voice. Vivid and en
chanting pictures of the Greek countryside and the islands flashed through 
his mind, one after the other in swift succession, or blending momentarily 
into each other, into a composition that was pure fantasy: Mykonos, Crete, 
Pelion, the Aegean Sea, the sun, sun and sea, joy of life! The white dress on 
the rocks of the Cyclades, whipped by the keen little north wind, the deep 
blue sea in front, the same delicate restless face gleaming under the pale 
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pepper-trees of the avenue in Athens, the same big, questioning eyes. In his 
fancy he saw her plunging into the heart of the green mountainside, en
joying the delights of nature, awed by the grandeur of the spectacle that 
the world offered her-or, laughing and gay, roaming in the woods to
wards the sea-or forgetting time altogether under the chestnut-trees of 
Pelion, a book in her hand, dreaming over a half-read page. 

His ears were filled with the sound of her voice, deep, warm, soft as 
velvet, its endless modulations rippled around him in the still night air. 
The echo of her voice, though he could no longer hear her words, though 
her presence was now only a memory, went on ringing in his ears like a 
slow, majestic chime that for a moment fused every sound, every image, 
every emotion oflife into a harmonious whole. 

His heart swelled to the thunder of distant music, he felt that the whole 
world must be filled with the sound of it, that the whole world would be 
absorbed in it-a music rare and strange, like her voice, that the world had 
never heard before and would never know again. 

Alexis had reached the statue of Byron which stands at the cross-roads. 
Like a man who wakes from a dream, he looked wonderingly at the cars 
that rushed by on their way to Phaleron with their lights ablaze. The sight 
of all this traffic seemed to him very singular. At that instant he could not 
grasp this rapid movement, this stream oflights, all the quick and incoherent 
life of the city. For a little while he gazed very solemnly at the marble 
figure. He felt again the touch of the girl's hand on his arm. His inward 
tension relaxed in a slow, melting sweetness. 

He managed to collect his thoughts enough to mutter: 
"She plays tennis three times a week. To-day is Friday. That means she 

probably goes every Monday, Wednesday and Friday .... " 
Suddenly he recalled how their conversation had begun. He remem

bered her words. ''I'm so sorry. I was terribly sorry to hear of it. I wanted 
to write to you .... " Without the sound of her voice the phrases sounded 
hollow and meaningless. And her attitude at first-her obvious embarrass
ment when she approached him, as though she were carrying out a disa
greeable but inescapable duty. She had never met Linos, she could not 
understand. Alexis recollected very vividly a moonlit night last spring 
when the two brothers had stayed out for a long time in the garden of 
their home. Again he saw the deep-set eyes of the handsome boy shining in 
the transparent darkness. Again he heard his voice. He had said he wanted 
to be a hero. And then the ghastly scene in the municipal hospital, filled 
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with bodies, the boy lying on his back and the two streams of congealed 
blood. The blood that had given him the opportunity for to-day's meeting, 
for a tender conversation with a girl under the pale pepper-trees. 

For a moment Alexis felt an icy chill, the dread shiver that the presence 
of Death brings to the living. 

"Love! Death! Ifi only knew .... " 
He went straight on across the wide space formed by the cross-roads. 

Streams of cars were rushing past in all directions, cutting recklessly across 
each other's paths, meeting and parting and meeting again in endless 
swirling eddies, in imminent danger of piling up, one on top of another. 
The tram came hurtling down the slope and swung out in a threatening 
curve towards Hadrian's Gate; it seemed to be pushing before it towards 
Phaleron a frenzied horde of vehicles, whilst others swerved wildly to one 
side during its passing or looked as if they were rushing after it in mad 
pursuit. 

Crossing the road, Alexis thought no more oflove or death, or Morpho 
or ofLinos. Nor even ofhimsel£ In one moment he had wiped them all 
from his mind. He was conscious only of an instinct that urged him forward, 
slowly but steadily, a cold enthusiasm that pervaded his whole being. He 
liked to walk alone like this in the midst of these terrifying machines, these 
blinding lights, these spasmodic noises, in danger of being trampled down 
from one instant to another by a blind enemy unconscious even of his 
existence. In his spirit the silent music awoke again, clear of every memory 
of the past, like a heroic march that rose up triumphantly and drowned the 
roar of battle. He plunged into the narrow streets at the foot of the Akro
polis, utterly engrossed by the music, incapable of any other thought or 
feeling. 

Wandering in and out of the narrow alleys, he was halted at last by the 
lights of what looked to be a small coffee-shop. He walked in blindly, 
following some unconscious urge, and found himself in a room of fair 
proportions, poorly furnished and dirty, full of noisy, low-class people. 
A number of men, wearing their hats, were sitting at the tables playing 
backgammon in an atmosphere thick with smoke and the reek of cooking. 
The floor was littered with newspapers, dirty and befouled by the mud of 
the streets, slopped water, and spittle. Opposite the doorway two yellowed 
pictures ofKing George I and Queen Olga testified to the shop's antiquity. 
Alexis sat down in a corner unnoticing and unnoticed, absorbed in the 
effort to grasp this music which seemed to spring from within him, but 
which he could not bend to his will. He closed his eyes and seemed to feel, 
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almost to see, a mighty vibration like the big wings of invisible birds, 
beating strongly and silently in a cloud-laden air. Then everything began 
to whirl around him with frightening speed; a feeling of dizziness over
powered him. But it passed off almost at once. He leaned his head on his 
hands and took long, deep breaths of delight; he felt that his moment had 
come, that out of these pangs would be born the poetry that he was meant 
to give to the world. 

An unfamiliar voice broke in on his dreaming. 
"Sorry, sir, the shop's closing. It's past midnight." 

Indeed, the room was empty and most of the chairs already stacked in 
neat piles. 

Alexis got up automatically, paid the waiter and moved towards the 
door. 

"You're forgetting your papers, sir." 
"Ah, yes, of course." 
He turned and collected from his table a mass of scribbled sheets. 
Where had he found the paper? He didn't remember anything. He 

must have asked the waiter for it. How long had he been in there, dreaming 
and writing? He had no idea. When he went in he had not looked at his 
watch. And he had not felt hungry, the idea ofleaving had never once come 
to his mind. He could have stayed all night if they had not turned him out. 
But his excitement had left him now, and the music was gone. There was no 
music in the world any more. Life had taken on once again its drab hue of 
reality, its heaviness. All that remained to remind him of the travail in which 
his poems had been born was a gentle, almost pleasant pain, a faint languor. 

He moved forward in the dark. When he reached the corner of the 
street he turned back to look at the place where he had spent so many hours 
in unconscious creation. A small lamp shed its light on the inscription: 
"New Zealand Coffee-House." A modestlittle tree, looking as if it had been 
planted there almost by accident, relieved the plainness of the fas;ade. At the 
far end of the alley the black silhouette of a tall cypress stood guard over 
the shadows of a Byzantine dome. Around, all was night and silence. 

Soon the lights of the "New Zealand" went out, too. The cypress tree 
swayed slowly in the starlight and the little tree shivered and ruffled all its 
leaves. The silence deepened. Suddenly Alexis felt-and he too shivered 
with a thrill of eager joy-that something different, something rare and 
strange had been born there that night, in this humble little coffee-house in 
an unnamed street, something that was stronger than himself, that bore in 



34 THE CHARIOTEER 

it, springing from the deeps of life, an invisible, imperishable seed of 
immortality. None would ever imagine it, but he knew it, he knew now 
very clearly what was the metal he had struck, delving blindly in the 
darkest depths ofhis own soul. 

Again he heard the invisible wings beating, beating, cleaving the sky 
from end to end. 

from ALCIBIADES 
BY GEORGE THEOTOKAS 

ALCIBIADES belongs to the kind of dramatic works which are inspired by a 
historical character and necessarily cover a broad span of time. In such dramas, the 
author may present persons and events with some degree of freedom, particularly 
during crucial scenes. 

The theme involves the hero at grips with his destiny. Alcibiades, as the author 
has conceived him, is, first and foremost, a man of action, possessed by a vision of 
power and glory. He dreams of Hellenism, united under his leadership, ruling the 
civilized world. He feels that the realization of this dream is within his reach, 
calling him and awaiting him. At the same time he is tormented by a feeling that life 
is too short; this feeling becomes anguish as he sees the obstacles in his way. He is 
disturbed by the loss of time. "He will only just have time." 

His tragedy is that his vision goes beyond his personal powers and also beyond 
the objective, historical facts. It is premature. Another century must pass before 
Alexander brings it to fruition. Alcibiades does not see this, nor would he admit it 
if he saw it. His passion is stronger than his judgment. 

Socrates warns him that he is trying to outreach the authorized limit-the limit 
which life sets to every human endeavor, beyond which the powers of destruction 
begin to work. But Alcibiades rebels. He acknowledges no limits to his impulse. He 
breaks through them. He goes fatally down the road to destruction, always on the 
watch for a way out; but, .finding none, he resorts to treason. He betrays Athens to 
Sparta, Sparta to Athens, Greece to Persia. But he never stops believing in himself 
and in his vision, even when the barbarians are putting him to death. His faith is 
his undoing and his consolation.-G. T. 

ACT I, SCENE I 

Athens, a room in the house of Alcibiades. The front door is at the rear of the 
stage. Early evening. The lamps are lit. The stage is empty. Demonstrators go by 
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in the street, shouting rhythmically: "De-mo-crats, De-mo-crats. Three 
cheers for the war." They halt outside the house. Voices are heard: "Three 
cheers for Alcibiades! We-want-YOU! To Sicily." The demonstrators depart 
shouting rhythmically: "Si-ci-ly, Si-ci-ly!" 

A slave enters, out of breath, from the front door. 
SLAVE. My lady, my lady! We've won. We've won. 
Hipparete, wife of Alcibiades, enters from the women's quarters. She is a 

woman of the upper class, with great dignity and an obvious sense of social supe
riority. She is followed by her attendant, Phyla, a purely instinctive, passionate 
young creature. 

HIPPARETE. What are you shouting about? 
SLAVE. My lady, they've voted for us. The Assembly of the People 

voted for our policy. 
HIPPARETE (without enthusiasm). So the war's going to begin again. 
SLAVE. Glory be to the great gods; all Athens is upside down. Don't 

you hear what's going on outside? 
PHYLO (in nervous excitement, half opening the door and looking out). All 

the young men have poured into the streets. The children are running after 
them. 

HIPPARETE. They needn't hurry. They'll all get their tum. 
SLAVE. My lady, wasn't it a shame to see the Spartans going about in 

our country with their noses in the air? (He caricatures the Spartan strut.) The 
Dorians. No, by Seilenos, I can't stand them. They stick in my throat. 

PHYLO (looking out). They're laughing their heads off. It's like a holiday. 
HIPPARETE. That's typical of us. When they call us to go and get killed, 

we start merrymaking, as if it were a wedding. 
SLAVE. But it is a wedding, my lady. The boys are going to take Sicily. 
HIPPARETE. I know. Shut the door, Phylo. I don't want a demonstration 

in my house. 
Phylo obeys the order. 
SLAVE. They've gone mad. You hear of nothing but Sicilian wealth, 

Sicilian horses, Sicilian women. 
HIPPARETE. They're said to be very pretty, aren't they? 
SLAVE. What does it matter, my lady, if it's for the good of Athens. 
HIPPARETE. The good of Athens-that's the one thing we never manage 

to be clear about. 
SLAVE. Women like goddesses. Well, between you and me, who's 

ever seen them, who knows them? But then, who's seen Sicily? And 
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yet, wherever you go, the boys are drawing maps of it on the ground. 
The door opens violently and some youths enter, highly excited. 
YOUTHS. Long live Alcibiades! Cheers for the war! We're off to 

Sicily. We want Alcibiades. Hurrah! 
The slave pushes them out. 
SLAVE. Get out. Get out! What are you doing in here? Show some 

respect for my lady. Go and pick up a shield, and tell me what it weighs. 
You've been enjoying yourselves long enough. Get on with you. (He shuts 
the door.) They're drunk with enthusiasm, you see. People got bored, all 
this time without a war. We were numb, and now we've come to life again. 

HIPPARETE. And what did Nikias say at the Assembly? 
SLAVE. What was the poor fellow to say? The old, old story. You know 

Nikias. Well, what business do we have starting up new overseas expedi
tions? We've enemies enough on the alert right here at home. And how are 
we going to manage to govern Sicily from so far away? A bird in the hand 
is worth two in the bush -and other old men's sayings of the same sort. But 
the young men are all fired up, and every now and then, while he was 
speaking, you heard them all suddenly shout together: "We want arms ! 
Cheers for the war! Sit-down-old-man!" 

Phylo laughs with excitement. 
SLAVE and PHYLO (in unison). Sit-down-old-man! 
HIPPARETE. Silence! I do not permit such talk in my presence about a 

man like Nikias; he's a great peacemaker, a great patriot. 
SLAVE. Ifl was his worship and owned the mines at Laurium, you'd see 

what a great man I'd be. Don't take his side, my lady. He got in some nasty 
blows at the master. "Beware of him," he said, "that young man, always 
throwing money away on luxury. He's a dangerous character" -yes, 
that's how he talked. "He only thinks of himself," he said, "and he's going 
to get you into a mess, just so he can have his fun and show off." 

PHYLO. How dared he talk like that about an Alcmaeonid, a nephew of 
Pericles, an Alcibiades? 

SLAVE. That's politics; it doesn't mean a thing. They abuse each other 
roundly from the platform; then, when the Assembly is adjourned, you 
see them walk off together as if nothing had happened. But, my lady, what 
a scene there was when the master got up to answer them! Such enthusiasm. 
Such cheers. "Have you anyone better to lead Athens?" he asked. And from 
everywhere came one great shout: "We want YOU!" 

PHYLO. Quite right. That's what they ought to be told. Have we any
one better? No. Let them tell us if we have. 
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SLAVE. It was a fme speech, my lady-so proud and clever. Clear facts 
and sound arguments. He said: "It's our sacred duty to stand by our allies, 
the Agastaians" -or the Egestaians-whatever their name is. People are 
having a bad time over there, in the Sicilian waters, it seems. We gave our 
word. Can we go back on our word? 

PHYLO. Who ever heard of such a thing? 
SLAVE. They're being attacked by the people ofSeilenos-or Melinos

how can one remember all those names? But they're not the only ones. 
Some other scoundrels have joined the dance, and they're first cousins to 
the Spartans-the Syracusans, blast them. And these people, my sweet, are 
gradually going to eat up all Sicily and become a great power like us. Can 
we allow that? What, if you please, will become of the freedom of the 
peoples? What will become of the ideals of democracy? Didn't we fight 
all those wars for their sake? And we'll fight for them again, with Alcibiades 
as our leader! I ask you-is there a better democrat than Alcibiades in the 
whole Greek world? 

PHYLO. Most certainly not. What a thing to ask. 
HIPPARETE (aside). Freedom ... Democracy ... How often I have 

heard such talk. 
SLAVE. Well, this is a good chance for us to take Sicily, instead of 

letting it fall into the hands of those scoundrels. Why shouldn't we take it? 
We've got the ships. What is war? The master told the Assembly. It's a 
question of naval superiority. Whoever has the most ships does whatever 
he chooses, and everyone respects him. So, to protect our allies we shall take 
Sicily-well and good-and we shall pacify it, and organize it, and set up a 
real democracy there, and keep it under our thumb, for its own welfare. It 
will be good for Sicily, and good for us. Isn't that fair? 

PHYLO. Of course, how can anyone object to that? 
SLAVE. Well, after they'd all gone on saying the same things over again 

till sunset, the Assembly voted for war and appointed Alcibiades and 
Nikias generals-so that Athens might be united, they said, with the leaders 
of the two opposite parties fighting side by side. Then they thought again 
and decided to put in one more general, to reconcile the other two if they 
ever quarrelled; and they elected Lamachos. He's not very bright, but he's 
an honest man, and a well-known hero. But they all agreed that our master 
was to have the supreme command. It's his expedition. And they say, 
when he comes back, he'll be a second Pericles. 

PHYLO. He's that already; who can deny it? 
SLAVE. Well, let him come back first, victorious and covered with 
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honor and glory, and then everything will go as we want. But, my lady, 

you don't seem to be as keen on the war as we are. 

HIPPARETE. No, it gives me no pleasure to see Greeks fighting Greeks. 

SLAVE. But what would become of Athens, if she sat quiet on her eggs 

like a brooding hen? Athens spells squabbles. 
HIPPARETE. Isn't what we have enough? Aren't we the first and most 

famous city in the Greek world? What more do we want? 

SLAVE. Begging your pardon, my lady, we're all you say; and you have 

enough and to spare. But the little man hasn't got enough. 
HIPPARETE. Is anyone starving in Athens? 
SLAVE. No, by Zeus. Everyone has more than enough to eat. But who 

doesn't want to better himself? Sicily will make us rich. 
HIPPARETE. Well, so be it; since they think riches will bring them 

happiness. 
PHYLO. It isn't only riches or hunger, my lady, that people are worked 

up about. And the master isn't trying to better his position, which is the 

first in Athens, and in all Greece. It's something else that's pushing him

and the city, too. 
HIPPARETE. Well, as you know more about it than I do, tell me what 

it is. 
PHYLO. Glory, my lady, glory. 
Shouts and cheers in the street. The front door opens; Alcibiades enters. He is 

richly dressed, radiating good looks, joy, and pride. 
ALCIBIADES (speaking to people outside). Come in, gentlemen, and drink a 

cup of wine in my house. 
Nikias enters; a heavy, middle-aged, thoughtful political and military leader. 

Also Lamachos, a dashing young general. They are followed by a naval captain, 
Antiochos, a personal friend of Alcibiades. The last comer stands aside, somewhat, 
while the generals speak. 

NIKIAS. Hail to you, Hipparete. 
LAMACHOS. Hail, wife of the demagogue-leading the people astray 

like this. 
ANTIOCHOS. Good evening, Hipparete. 
HIPPARETE. Good evening, gentlemen. Please, come in. 
NIKIAS. Well, Hipparete, here we are again on a warlike footing. It 

doesn't look as if my generation is ever to have any peace, and I'm afraid the 

younger generation is going to have the same fate. 
HIPPARETE. It's a comfort, Nikias, to have the benefit of your wisdom 

and your experience. I'm glad you've put your differences aside. 
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ALCIBIADES. We're all glad about that. Hipparete, give us some wine to 
drink to the reconciliation of the parties and to the success of our arms. 

Hipparete goes out to prepare the refreshments, accompanied by the two 
attendants. 

NIKIAS. At least no one can say this time that the Right has dragged the 
people into war for the sake of its fmancial interests. We did whatever we 
could to stop you. 

ALCIBIADES. As to that, you can have an easy conscience. 
NIKIAS. I had to stoop to a personal attack on a man of my own class

!' m not accustomed to that sort of thing. 
ALCIBIADES. Your assault irritated me, Nikias, but it didn't wound me; 

it was all according to the rules of the game. That's how Democracy works. 
I felt there was no malice in your speech, but only concern for the good of 
the city. But even you must see now that there's no holding Athens back. 

NIKIAS. The people don't listen to talk like ours any more. They laugh 
at us. They're not satisfied with the glory of our country. They're not 
content with the free and happy life we have organized for them, nor with 
the peace, to which you gave my name. 

LAMACHOS. The Peace of Nikias. Well, you've nothing to grumble 
about. It lasted quite a time-six years. 

NIKIAS. The Peace ofNikias-another one gone. 
ALCIBIADES. A cold peace, Nikias-without faith or friendship. We 

never really believed in it, nor did the Spartans. Lately, we've all realized 
that it was nothing but a cold war. The people prefer their war hot-the 
real thing. 

LAMACHOS. The people need war and are clamoring for it-they want 
something to warm their blood. They want to try their strength, to feel that 
they're alive. Damn it all. You know, I'm not much interested in politics. 
Give me a troop of soldiers and a fine white city, shining in the sun, that I 
can conquer with my sword. (Laughing, he slaps Alcibiades on the back.) I'm 
sick ofloafmg around the arcade and the barber shops. 

ALCIBIADES. That's the spirit, Lamachos. It's a pleasure to hear you. But 
here comes the wine. 

Enter Hipparete, and Phyla carrying a tray with cups. Hipparete distributes 
the cups. 

PHYLO (aside to Alcibiades). Long life to you, sir. We want you. 
ALCIBIADES (aside to Phyla). Your health, little bitch. (He notices that 

Hipparete is watching them with feigned indifference.) Clear off. 
LAMACHOS (raising his cup). To victory. 
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ALCIBIADES, NIKIAS, ANTIOCHOS. To victory. 
PHYLO (aside to Alcibiades). You'll win, sir; I know. I believe in you. 
ALCIBIADES. Go, I tell you. 
Exit Phyla. 
NIKIAS. Hipparete, your husband is a better politician than we are. He 

knows how to rouse the instincts of the crowd and make it follow him, 

while I, as you see, can only persuade the wise. 
HIPPARETE. We sometimes need to hear the wise, too, Nikias. 

LAMACHOS. The crowd has its own wisdom. So far, its instinct has 

guided it pretty well. 
NIKIAS. Not always, my dear fellow. Let's not forget the time when it 

made Cleon, the tanner, its leader. 
LAMACHOS. Let the dead rest in peace. 
NIKIAS. All the same, since the subject has come up, I won't conceal 

from you that I prefer to see one of us, an Alcmaeonid, at the head of the 

crowd. However much we may disagree, I hope we'll fmd some way of 

getting on together, in the hour of danger. 
HIPPARETE. 0 h yes. It's unfortunate for us, if we don't. 

ALCIBIADES. I don't doubt what you say, Nikias. Our basic disagree

ment just now is that I don't believe that Athens can be in danger if every

thing continues to go as it has begun-with the same spirit and the same 

enthusiasm, and, of course, the same leadership. 
HIPPARETE. Politics isn't a woman's business. But I confess that the 

enthusiasm of the crowd terrifies me. I tremble when I see the streets like 

this, full of people shouting madly. Now they want Sicily. Who knows 

what they'll want tomorrow? Shouldn't you, the leaders, hold the people 

back a little; control them? 
LAMACHOS. No, no. It's not right for anyone to hold the city back. 

Leave it to its impulses. Believe me, it will begin to go down if it's allowed to 

grow soft for a long time and be content with fme words instead of actions. 

HIPPARETE. But, general, these impulses that never rest-where will 

they lead us? Where will it all end? 
LAMACHOS. Always forward. And we'll strike the first blow every time. 

That's how we're made. That's our strength, and that's our life. If we don't 

attack, we feel we're on the decline, that we're as good as done for. Athens 

must fight. 
NIKIAS. Oh, yes, it must fight and must strike the first blow with all its 

heart-to defend its liberty and empire, when there's a need. 
ALCIBIADES. But there is a need-try to realize-there's always a need. 
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That's how empires are won and held. You can't sit down and calculate, 
like prudent landlords, how much empire you want, and say: "Thus far is 
quite enough, and we don't need any more." To keep up the might of 
Athens you have to go on seizing and subduing and striking and never 
allowing any other power to raise its head. Today it is Syracuse, tomorrow 
Carthage, the next day-who knows? Macedonia-or perhaps Etruria or 
little Rome. And there's always Sparta, and there are always the Persians. 
Someone will always rise too high and will have to be pushed down before 
he becomes stronger than you and picks a quarrel with you. Someone will 
always be plotting against your supremacy. Make up your minds. For a 
people that has reached the point where we are now, there's no more time 
for tranquil, carefree security and happiness. Attack, struggle, conquest
that's our destiny, our only policy. 

HIPPARETE (with a subtle smile). Careful, Alcibiades! I believe you've 
begun to make your speech all over again. 

ALCIBIADES. You're right, Hipparete. Forgive me, gentlemen. I'm 
stirred, too, by the excitement of Athens. I was born with it. I only wanted 
to say that once we have started to found an empire-even if we called it a 
Confederacy-we no longer have the right to cry halt. 

NIKIAS. That's one point of view, one form of strategy. It can certainly 
be justified. All the same, at my age, people look well before they leap. 
That's my task today-to make you be cautious. 

LAMACHOS. I, gentlemen, am an optimist, as always. Since the battle of 
Marathon, for seventy-five years, Athens has been victorious everywhere. 
I don't see that our armed forces have dwindled or that the power of our 
rivals has increased. (Turns to Antiochos.) What does our Navy say? 

ANTIOCHOS. The Navy of Athens knows only one purpose and has 
only one thought-mastery of the seas. That, I believe, we're in a position 
to promise you. In all the Mediterranean and in the countries beyond, 
there's no nation that can stand up to us at sea. 

LAMACHOS. Well, it all seems as it should be. Who ever conquered the 
ruler of the seas? 

ALCIBIADES. No one, that I know o£ 
HIPP ARETE (aside to Antiochos ). Will you always be with him, Antiochos? 
ANTIOCHOS. Always, Hipparete, as far as it is in my power. 
NIKIAS. It is enough, if this mastery is maintained to the end. 
LAMACHOS. Let's not borrow trouble. The Dorians are no seamen. 
HIPPARETE (aside to Antiochos). It's a comfort to me that he has a friend 

like you beside him. 
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ANTIOCHOS. As long as I live, I'll do my best never to leave him. 
HIPPARETE. And you'll bring him back to me again? 
ANTIOCHOS. Yes. Something tells me not to have any doubts this time. 
NIKIAS. Gentlemen, from this day henceforth I'm a soldier again. I obey 

the city's decision. I shall do my duty. But don't ask me for enthusiasm. 
Besides, while we are on the point, I don't consider enthusiasm a military 
virtue. Let's leave it to the poets and to the Assembly. Our business is to be 
cool and circumspect. Tomorrow morning, if you agree, we'll begin to 
study the plan of our campaign. 

ALCIBIADES. Tomorrow morning, at headquarters. 
NIKIAS. Let's be off, Lamachos. 
LAMACHOS. We've talked long enough. Time to get down to work. 
NIKIAS. Goodnight. 
HIPPARETE. Goodnight, Nikias; goodnight, Lamachos. 
ALCIBIADES. Goodbye, gentlemen. 
LAMACHOS. Goodnight, goodnight. 
ANTIOCHOS. Goodbye, generals. 
Exit Nikias and Lamachos. 
ALCIBIADES. Alone, at last. After all that tussle with the crowd, it is 

something to be again with my wife and best friend. 
HIPPARETE. It's a long time since I've heard you talk like that. I didn't 

expect it today. 
ALCIBIADES. You should have expected it today. At an hour like this, I 

need you more than ever. 
HrPPARETE. You know very well that it's quite enough if you remember 

us-just give a nod, and we're beside you. We're not likely to leave you. 
Are we, Antiochos? 

ANTIOCHOS. Anyone who loves Alcibiades is bound by the strongest 
ties in the world. 

HIPPARETE. Inescapable ties, I may say. 
ANTIOCHOS. For many people in Athens today, Alcibiades is what 

makes life worth living. 
HIPPARETE. Hear what he says about you? "What makes life worth 

living!" What shall I say? 
ALCIBIADES. Don't say anything. Don't make me feel how selfish I am 

compared to you. But don't doubt the truth of what I'm saying now. The 
air is very cold up on the naked heights of fame and power. I need the 
warmth I fmd beside you; it makes me feel, for a moment, like a child 
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again. Without your love I don't know if I can sustain to the end the role 
that I've chosen. Antiochos, you're to command my flagship. 

ANTIOCHOS. At your orders, Alcibiades. 
ALCIBIADES. I couldn't entrust the helm of my expedition to anyone 

else, during the few hours that I sleep. 
ANTIOCHOS. Rely on me. With you, to the end. 
ALCIBIADES (pressing his hand). Goodbye, friend. 
ANTIOCHOS. Goodbye. (Silently greets Hipparete and exits.) 
ALCIBIADES (to Hipparete). You'll stay here, tied to the house, inseparable 

from the landscape of Attica. 
HIPPARETE. As always. 
ALCIBIADES. Every day I'll have you in my mind. I'll think of you as 

lovely and immaculate, like the incarnation of the goddess. 
HIPPARETE. Oh, don't begin your sacrilegious games again. (Looks 

around her in fear.) I don't like you to make fun ofholy things. In your posi
tion, you can't afford to play those dangerous games any more. I can't 
forget the scene, the other day, when you got drunk and mimicked the 
mysteries again and acted the part of the hierophant. 

ALCIBIADES. A little fun does no harm once in a while. And why not 
make fun ofholy things? Attica asks for it; there's always something of an 
ironic smile in the air here. But what's all that got to do with you? I'm not 
joking now, you know. When I think of you as the goddess, I love you 
more-it increases my desire for you. 

HIPPARETE. Hush! You terrify me. Don't talk about the gods. 
ALCIBIADES. Very well. Shall we say I feel as if you were an incarnation 

of the city? 
HIPPARETE. I hope, for the sake of Athens, that you love her differently 

than you have loved me. 
ALCIBIADES. Why? Hasn't my love for you been very great? Wasn't it a 

perfect love, both of body and soul? Didn't I give you all I was capable of 
giving? 

HIPP ARETE. Yes, sometimes. 
ALCIBIADES. Happiness is not lasting. People of our experience ought 

to know that. Life can only give us a few moments of bliss. But when 
they're perfect and are found again every so often, we may give thanks to 
fate. 

HIPPARETE. And am I to give thanks, when they're found again with 
other women? 
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ALCIBIADES. Oh, not a scene of jealousy on a day like this! 
HIPPARETE. I'm in no mood for a scene, believe me. It's just that I 

didn't want you to go away thinking that I don't know everything. 
ALCIBIADES. Everything? What do you mean? 
HrPPARETE. I mean all the latest. I don't mean the old stories-they're 

over and forgotten-everything that happened before I made that petition 
for a divorce, and you trampled on it in the Agora, in front of the Archon, 
and seized me and carried me back home. 

ALCIBIADES. I've never regretted it. 
HrPPARETE. I mean Timandra, and Theodote, and even some of my 

maids in this house. 
ALCIBIADES. I don't know what you're talking about. But even if all you 

imagine were true-what would it matter? The deepest part of me is given 
only to you, Hipparete. Don't dwell on these silly little slips of mine on an 
evening like this-an hour marked in history. 

HrPPARETE. History? I'm going to disappoint you again. Do you know 
what History is to me? Your excuse to run off with the Army or Navy
yesterday to the Peloponnese, today to Sicily, tomorrow who knows 
where-anywhere, so long as you're away from Athens. (Suddenly becomes 
pathetic.) Stay here, Alcibiades. Don't go away. 

ALCIBIADES. How can I? You don't mean what you say. 
HIPPARETE. Stay here. I beg of you. 
ALCIBIADES. You seem to have taken leave suddenly of your senses. 

Have you forgotten what happened today? What the city decided? 
HrPPARETE. Stay, Alcibiades! Stay here and live in any way you like. 

I'll pretend not to understand. I won't bother you about your little esca
pades. I accept them all. I recognize that you're above all of us-and that a 
nature like yours must be given special privileges in life. Don't leave me 
again. 

ALCIBIADES. Hipparete, think a little more calmly. How can I stay be
hind? And you, who have so much of Athens in you-can't you see what 
I'm trying to do for the city-and for you? 

HrPPARETE. No, I don't see, I don't know, I don't understand-what
ever you may say, or however you may explain it. Why, why isn't our life 
enough for us, as it is-and such happiness as we have, little as it may seem 
to you? 

ALCIBIADES. You know me, Hipparete. You ought to have realized that 
for me happiness isn't the first thing in life. 

HrPPARETE. No, it is fame. 
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ALCIBIADES. It's something else, something here. (Strikes his breast.) As 
time passes, there's a flame inside me, getting stronger and stronger. I can't 
go on living, rmless I let it pour out and cover the world. 

HIPPARETE. You're the first man in Athens. Half of Greece is yours. 
Why do you need that far-off island that you're going to conquer? 

ALCIBIADES. Listen to me. I'll tell you something that I've never con
fessed so openly to anyone before. It's an idea that came to me of its own 
accord, like a message from outside; and now for some time it has possessed 
me. Sicily is only a base, a point of departure. 

HIPPARETE. Departure? For where? 
ALCIBIADES. I'm going to conquer Italy. 
HIPP ARETE. All Italy? 
ALCIBIADES. All that I need. And I won't stop there. I must subdue 

Carthage and close the Mediterranean. 
HIPPARETE (terrified). And afterward, where will you go? 
ALCIBIADES. After that, you can easily see what will happen. I shall have 

as many armies as I want and inexhaustible forests for shipbuilding. Con
fronted by such force, the Peloponnese will drop into my hand like ripe 
fruit. Under my leadership, I shall unite Greece. 

HIPPARETE. Gods ! And then? 
ALCIBIADES. Then, with the united forces of Greece and Italy, I shall 

cross over there-into Asia. I shall march across the territory of the Great 
King. I shall reach the great sources of wealth and power. 

HIPPARETE. You terrify me, again. I feel as if you were possessed by a 
demon. 

ALCIBIADES. Perhaps I am. Socrates hasn't got the monopoly of demons. 
But mine is of a different sort. He thirsts for world rule, and he feels, he 
knows that what he seeks is not impossible. Everything all arormd us is 
summoning me, preparing my way. There-! feel it's enough to stretch 
my hand out .... But time flies; I'm in a hurry. Our life lasts only for a 
moment, one flashing, enchanted moment. 

HIPPARETE. I've never seen that look in your eyes before. I knew your 
mad passion for power, but I never imagined it could go so far. You'll 
destroy our life, our home, this city, and perhaps all Greece as well. 

ALCIBIADES. What is our life worth, if we don't add greatness to it? 
What's Greece worth, if she's to stay shut up in herself and her petty 
politics-and if she isn't going to shine above all and lead the whole world? 

HIPPARETE. What you're saying is frightful, mad. Wake up, Alcibiades. 
Where are you taking us? 
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ALCIBIADES. Ah, you can't see ! 
HIPP ARETE. I see chaos. I'm terrified. 
ALCIBIADES. But it's there, and it waits for me-the work of my life, 

my own Greece, as I shall make it. Even if it doesn't understand, any more 
than you understand. I shall do the thinking for you. 

HIPPARETE. No, Alcibiades, you haven't the right. If all Greece knew 
what is in your mind, she would cry out to you, No! We don't want this 
crazed pursuit of greatness, this frenzy, this mania for glory. 

ALCIBIADES. You want your little cities, with their pitiful independence 
and their petty wars over a field or two. You want the barren political talk 
of the Agora, idleness in the sun, and the futile games of the sophists. 

HIPP ARETE. We want our own life-our sky, our sunlight, our sea, and 
the works of our fathers. 

ALCIBIADES. Ancestral glories aren't enough for me. I don't want a life 
of mediocrities-a stagnant, self-satisfied life, without the thrill of great 
anticipations. 

HIPPARETE. No, no. Our life isn't what you say it is. It's not to blame, if 
we've forgotten how to live it properly. It's great and noble, it's the best 
thing there is, and it won't let you destroy it. It will have its revenge on 
you, if you despise it. It will punish you. 

Socrates enters by the front door and stands apart. The interlocutors do not see 
him, but the vivid radiance of his personality alters the climate of the scene. 

ALCIBIADES (gripping her hands forcibly). I am not easily punished. I'm 
not going to give in. 

HIPPARETE. Let me go ! 
ALCIBIADES. Your beautiful life is not going to stop me. 
HIPPARETE. Let me go. You're hurting me ! 
ALCIBIADES (freeing her hands). What I'm saying is true. Understand that. 

Whatever obstacles there are, I shall overcome them. 
HIPP ARETE. May the gods help us. 
Hipparete sees Socrates. They look at one another for a moment, and she 

exits. Alcibiades feels the presence of Socrates, without turning to look at him. 
ALCIBIADES. So you're here ! 
SocRATES. Here. 
ALCIBIADES. You didn't come to the Assembly. 
SocRATES. I was prevented. 
ALCIBIADES. Prevented? By whom? 
SocRATES. Someone invisible. 
ALCIBIADES. The demon, of course. He would be against my policy, too. 
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SocRATES. As you know, he doesn't often give explanations. He simply 
told me that he expects no good to come of your expedition. 

ALCIBIADES. Speak frankly, Socrates. What's on your mind? 
SocRATES. Speak? What am I to say? I know nothing. I ask questions 

that I may learn. 
ALCIBIADES. Ask away, then. Since you think it's a time for playing 

games, start the game of question-and-answer again. 
SocRATES. A game? Whoever said such a thing? It's always a time to 

improve our minds and increase our wisdom as far as we can. We should 
neglect no opportunity. 

ALCIBIADES. You've hit on a splendid opportunity. I see exactly what 
you're getting at. I know you. 

SocRATES. You make the oddest remarks. I do not yet know mysel£ 
Nor you, for that matter. You astonish me afresh every day. 

ALCIBIADES. I lack wisdom, it seems. Didn't you come to inform me 
of that? 

SocRATES. You jump to conclusions. If you really want this sort of 
conversation, we should first defme what wisdom is, and then try to fmd 
out who has it, and who hasn't. 

ALCIBIADES. No, Socrates, I'm not going to get involved in a maze of 
syllogisms today. My wisdom, from now on, is called Action. 

SocRATES. What did you call it? Action? 
ALCIBIADES. Yes. I've done with words. I only believe in Action. 
SocRATES. Splendid. Why not? But in what action, my friend? Every 

action, or only action that is wise? We keep returning to the same point. 
I'm not to blame. 

ALCIBIADES. My vision leads me wisely. My whole being convinces me 
that this is my path. I have it before me, and I feel from the depths of my soul 
that it is in my power to make it come true. I won't let it escape me. 

SocRATES. What does it matter if it escapes you? Why do you pursue 
it? 

ALCIBIADES. I want to give some aim to life, for myself and for the 
world. 

SocRATES. An aim to life? But such an aim already exists, I believe. 
Why look for it in foreign waters? Isn't it in you and in everyone? You 
know that perfectly well. Why repeat it? You've known it for years, from 
the time when we tried to go in for what we used to call psycho-therapy. 
The aim is the Good, and everything should be done for its sake. All our 
lives, here in Athens, we've been striving for this-to find out what is the 
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Good-the Good toward which our every action should tend. Have you 
forgotten, my boy? 

ALCIBIADES. You're exhausting me tonight, Socrates. I haven't the 
appetite I once had for dialectical contests-but I know your method well. 
Y au' retrying to set me in opposition to myself, to make me lose my internal 
balance, so that you can take me with you where you please in argument. 
But what you're trying to do isn't in the city's interest just now. 

SoCRATES. I don't see how anything can be to the city's interest, except 
the True and the Good. 

ALCIBIADES. Leave me. We've come to the parting of the ways. For me 
the Good is a vision of greatness and glory, for whose sake it is worth sacri
ficing all littleness; it is an uncontrollable impulse to go farther ... farther ... 

SOCRATES. Ever farther, where? 
ALCIBIADES. The world has no end; you know that better than I. 
SocRATES. The world has no end, but a man has his limits, Alcibiades. 
ALCIBIADES. I admit no limits to my impulse. I break through them. 
SocRATES. So you are aware that they exist? Everything in human life 

has a limit. That's the secret. 
ALCIBIADES. Beyond the limits, ever farther-that's the destiny of the 

elect, of those marked by fate, of men who create, who open new roads, 
who make History. 

SocRATES. Creation, roads, History-very fine things. Who can deny 
that? Certainly not I. But there's always a limit. I do not say that there is 
nothing beyond it. There are many different things. Among others there's 
the good that becomes evil, the beautiful that becomes ugly, the justice that 
becomes inhuman, and the sublime that becomes the ridiculous. Let us 
everywhere discern the human limit; that's our problem. 

ALCIBIADES. I shall pass it, Socrates. I have the power. 
SocRATES. Pass, my boy. I've said what I had to say. 
Socrates exits by the front door. Enter Phylo, who has been eavesdropping. 
PHYLO. Don't listen to them, sir. Forge ahead! 
ALCIBIADES. So you were here, little bitch? Did you hear everything? 
PHYLO. I heard. 
ALCIBIADES. And what do you make of it all? 
PHYLO. I made out that they want to hinder you. But you know better 

than they do. Don't take any notice of the old man. He's cracked. You 
should hear what the people say about him in the shops. He's fit to be put 
away, I tell you. 

ALCIBIADES. Don't talk like that, little bitch. That man sees farther than 



Theotokas: Alcibiades 49 

other people. But no one is infallible. I'll show him that he's made a mistake, 
at least this once. He doesn't yet know what Alcibiades can do, ifhe puts his 
mind to it. 

PHYLO. Sir, take me with you where you're going. 
ALCIBIADES. With me, on the Sicilian expedition? 
PHYLO. Yes, sir. I'll look after your tent and your clothes. I'll sweeten 

your dreams. 
ALCIBIADES. Can't be done, little bitch. 
PHYLO. Why, sir? Aren't you pleased with me? Didn't you enjoy your-

self, all those nights you came to me? 
ALCIBIADES. And how did you enjoy yourself? 
PHYLO. I never think of anything else any more, except those hours. 
ALCIBIADES. Never mind, little bitch. It can't be. It's quite enough that 

all Athens is talking, because I take a cook with me on my expeditions. 
Imagine if they heard that I was taking a girl, to keep me company in my 
tent ! I can already hear Aristophanes. 

PHYLO. Why should you mind what they say, sir? You're above them all. 
ALCIBIADES. I do mind, little bitch. My power depends on their vote. I 

can flout their conventions, and what they call "public sentiment" only up 
to a point. But I mustn't go too far. Not yet. 

Enter the slave in a state of hysteria. 
SLAVE. Oh, oh, oh. The devils. The devils. 
ALCIBIADES. What's up? What's the matter with him? 
PHYLO (to the slave). Shut up. Don't carry on like that. What's happened 

to you? 
SLAVE. Athens has been seized by a swarm of demons. They're jumping 

over the walls and flying over the houses. Oh! 
ALCIBIADES. Is he mad? (To the slave.) I'll tan your hide for you! 
SLAVE. I saw them with my own eyes. I saw them. They're smashing 

all the statues of Hermes and hiding in the dark. The sacred Hermes. 
(Throws himself in a corner and weeps.) 

ALCIBIADES. The Hermes. 
PHYLO. Sir, I'm frightened. 
Enter Antiochos. 
ALCIBIADES (to Antiochos). Is something happening outside? 
ANTIOCHOS. Extraordinary, incomprehensible things. At the same 

hour, through the whole city, gangs mutilated the holy statues of Hermes 
and ran offlike lightning and disappeared in the night. No one managed 
to make out who they were. 
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ALCIBIADES. In the whole city, do you say? 
ANTIOCHOS. Yes-so I hear-everywhere. In the Agora, at the cross

roads, at the temples. They smash the faces and the phalluses. 
ALCIBIADES. How do you explain it? 
ANTIOCH OS. I don't think it's just another case of sacrilege by drunken 

revellers. This was a concerted plan, which has been carried out simul
taneously, and with astonishing exactness. 

The slave weeps plaintively. 
ALCIBIADES (on edge). Put him out. 
Phylo takes the slave out and returns. 
ANTIOCHOS. It's a political thing-but I don't think it stems from 

Nikias. 
ALCIBIADES. I don't believe that either. Nikias is a pious man; he 

wouldn't mix himself up in anything like that. And he's an honorable 
soldier. From the moment he receives the order to fight, he will do his 
duty. No; something else is going on here-something more sinister .... 

ANTIOCHOS. Yes, I think so, too. I suspect some hidden ferment, some
thing outside the regular political parties, that's trying to shatter Athenian 
morale and confuse the people's mind. 

ALCIBIADES. Whatever it is, the people will take it as a bad omen. 
ANTIOCHOS. Certainly. There'll be an outbreak of panic and supersti

tion; they'll begin to talk nonsense. Someone has tried to let loose the winds 
of Aeolus again. 

ALCIBIADES. What do you think they're after? 
ANTIOCHOS. What else but to attack the man in power, to paralyze his 

action, and to prevent him from any great achievement. I'm afraid it's a 
common conspiracy of all the mischievous, the envious, and the recalci
trant, all the Antis-the anti-war people, the anti-Athenians, the anti
democrats, and even some of your own democratic friends who've begun 
to be afraid of you and your career. In short, all the anti-Alcibiadists. 

ALCIBIADES. The group of the Antis ! What a wonderful story this 
Athens of ours has dished up for us again ! And, I ask you, what could all 
these Antis think up for a demonstration, except to go and break the God's 
phalluses. (Laughs.) The Antis against the phalluses! 

ANTIOCHOS. This is no time for laughter, Alcibiades. 
ALCIBIADES. It's always a time for laughter, my friend. Don't worry. I 

prefer this. Our victory was too easy; we were in danger of resting on our 
laurels. I'll fight on all fronts at once, Antiochos. I like it. 

PHYLO. I'm scared, sir. What are you going to do? 
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ALCIBIADES. Going to do? I'm going to take you with me, little bitch. 
PHYLO. You will take me with you? 
ALCIBIADES. Yes, now there's no sense in being careful not to offend 

them. Civil war has been declared, and I'm not afraid of them. I do not in
tend any more to deprive myself of anything that gives me pleasure. 

PHYLO. Oh, sir, how handsome you are when you're angry! 

Kontoglou: Drawing 1928 



fromLEONIS 

BY GEORGE THEOTOKAS 

translated by Dina Kyriazi and Alice-Mary Maffry 

AuTUMN. 

The sky was deep blue, the air sweet, the mountains were fragrant with 
pine trees and thyme. 

The light was boundless and invincible. It seemed to pour forth from 
everywhere, not just from the sky, but from the earth, the rock, from the 
clusters of white houses, from the blue sea gleaming between the gentle 
lines of the mountains. The dust and mist were a diffuse light in the atmos
phere; the columns of the Acropolis were a condensed and solid light. The 
mountains were so buoyant that they seemed to rock slowly in the wind. 
They kept changing color, silver-gray, then pink, then violet. In the moon
light, they were like anchored clouds. The city was a dim whiteness, 
sprawled across the valley among rare patches of green, abrupt rocky hills 
and steep quarries. It was Athens. 

His father had told him, "Of course, we've lost what we had; now we 
must see how to ... " 

Then he had gone abroad and left his son alone to wait in a cheap hotel 
near Omonoia Square, with a carton of books and his paints. 

It was the first time that Leonis had lived alone, and from one point of 
view he was happy. He had a great feeling of absolute freedom, in the 
streets, in the restaurants, or at night in bed, the lights turned off, the win
dow open, listening to the unending movement of life outside. Another 
great satisfaction was to be able to smoke from morning to night without 
stopping, and with no one there to scold: "You are only seventeen, it isn't 
proper, you are ruining your health." But his heart was heavy and his every 
thought left him with a strained, bitter feeling, like the taste of a cigarette 
when you've smoked too much. 

He avoided his paints. Aimlessly, he enrolled in the Law School, where 
everyone went who wanted to study something but did not know what. 
The school was an escape but it did not particularly interest him. He had 
no friends. Most of the time he went about alone in the bright sunshine and 
the air was heavy with the strong smells of the refugees and soldiers. At 
night he walked in the dark streets where an occasional faint light glim
mered and suspicious shadows flitted around the corners and the night 
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patrol came noiselessly and demanded draft cards. He was ashamed to go 
into the cafes. 

Finally he found some old acquaintances, boys from the College and 
the Lyceum, and some fellows whom he had known only by sight but who, 
refugees now, came up and spoke to him. Some were old scouting friends, 
and some were well-known soccer players who had once played on the 
fields ofTaximios. Now they wandered aimlessly between Omonoia Square 
and the Zappeion Gardens, planning trips to Africa or India. They had 
submitted applications to various foreign and Greek companies abroad and 
were awaiting a reply; meantime they studied maps and magazines that 
gave information about remote and exotic places. These friends had de
cided to go away, to see the world, to make their careers in rich lands, to 
make a pile of money. And they were serious. Each one would have twenty 
Negro slaves and as many women as his heart desired; he would hunt 
elephants and lions. Others were willing to take their chances; they didn't 
care about companies and careers; all they wanted was adventure, the lure 
of the unknown, the intense life. They talked about China, Tibet and the 
lake ofT chad. 

Sometimes these young men took Leonis to Hafteia for a game of 
billiards. There they smoked big English pipes, took off their jackets and 
played with their vests on-this was a rule of the game. Leonis tried to play 
but he was clumsy and did not do well at all. Afterward the group would 
drift off to some cheap houses of ill fame around Canning Square or the 
lower end of St. Constantine Street. When these fellows had no money, 
they would spend the night in the parlor, smoking their English pipes, 
joking with the girls and watching the other clients come and go. The place 
reeked of smoke, perfumes, and the washbasin. 

Some other acquaintances of his had set themselves up at the "Stock 
Exchange," as they called it; that is, at the free exchange market, conducted 
in the open air in front of the real Stock Exchange. A frenzied uproar pre
vailed there; hundreds of people were crowded together, frantic, sweating 
profusely, hair disheveled, jumping up and down, shouting figures. 

The whole city was in turmoil. 
Not long before, the front line had broken, Smyrna had been occupied, 

and an entire population had fled to Greece. Most of these people came with 
nothing but the clothes on their backs and installed themselves wherever 
shelter was available-in palaces, theaters, railroad stations, schools, deserted 
houses. The refugees hung their washing over the walls and flooded the 
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sidewalks with dirty water. Wherever there was a public faucet there wa5 a 
battle around it. The hotels and restaurants were crowded, like boats 1,'e
turning from a festival. The streets smelled of military debacles, of catastro
phe. Everywhere were patrols with bayonets, armored cars, crowds pf 
dirty, homeless people, and the women who were begging or who tried to 
sell small valuables wrapped in handkerchiefs. They all seemed to be waiting 
for something, but they did not know what it was. In the main squares some 
men made speeches or recited poetry, but no one understood what they 
wanted; probably even they, themselves, did not know. 

In the bright light some flags passed, torn now and blackened by the 
smoke of many battles, and the men who marched by seemed sick and 
feverish. One day Leonis saw some soldiers who were crying as they 
tramped in the Athenian sunshine behind their tattered flag. It was the most 
piteous sight he had ever seen: those ragged soldiers, weeping. 

"How did you like the Acropolis?" he was asked one day by an old 
friend of his father, a high court judge. 

"I thought the columns would be white," answered Leonis. 
"Why?" 
"Well, in photographs they are always white. Besides, I had the idea that 

marble has to be white ... but when I climbed up, I saw that they are 
reddish, yellowish, even gold, say, but certainly not white." 

"You mean you did not like the Acropolis?" 
"I d.d ' h " 1 n t say t at ... 

The judge was disappointed with him. 
Leonis could not explain. The Acropolis didn't fit in with anything else. 

Nothing made sense. Even if the columns had been white, they would not 
have matched with anything. Chaos was everywhere, a discordant confu
sion, a crazy excitement in the dust and light. 

He looked at the sea from the Acropolis, from Philopappos Hill, from 
Lycabettos, at the lacy outline of the shore which grew misty and quivered 
in the fme vapor of the warm earth; he looked at the tiny boats sailing out to 
sea. Far away, on the horizon, in the dazzling coolness of the Aegean, he 
sometimes thought he saw the shadows ofByzantium. And he felt suddenly 
as if nothing had intervened, as if everything happening to him now was a 
vision, as if the true reality was there, on the horizon, in the mist of the 
dazzling sea. That reality seemed to be emerging again into the light, rousing 
again the innocent faiths of his earlier days: it was coming toward him, 
about to take him into its sweetness and warmth. He seemed to see the 
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Municipal Gardens with its children and music. His former friends, the 
Twelfth Company of Scouts, seemed to be marching toward him in fours, 
with flags and bugles; and Helen, his sweetheart, seemed to be coming, 
too, as he had known her then, during the lost, far-offhours they once had 
shared, there, where the ... 

But the mist dissolved, the shadows vanished into the shining blue 
element, and he realized once again that all these things were no more. They 
had finished, it seemed, forever. And his love, too, had died with every
thing else in that fmal breaking away, when he had fled from his city. He 
had left, not as men usually come and go, following their individual desires 
or needs, but suddenly dragged by an enormous wave, infmitely stronger 
than personal will, a wave that cut lives in two, destroyed familiar habits, 
broke up homes, threw communities into confusion, swept up an entire 
nation and tossed it suddenly from one side of the sea to the other. 

All this was, it seems, once again, what the newspapers called History. 
Leonis, willing or not, was plunged again deep into History. He was be
coming a mere anonymous historical person. 

"I have my art! I have my art!" he would say to himsel£ 
But his paints were still locked at the bottom ofhis trunk; he did not 

even look at them; even thinking about them made him feel bitter. It was a 
curious bitterness, which he did not try to explain to himsel£ He let it 
overwhelm and benumb him when he lay in bed at night in the gray hotel 
room, filled with the reflections of street lights and the discordant noises 
from the pavement below ... 

One day, along Constitution Square, he ran into Yannis Stasinos. They 
embraced. Then they looked at each other curiously and did not know 
what to say. 

Stasinos seemed miserable. He had become very thin; his cheeks were 
hollow; he was more like a skeleton than ever. His head seemed smaller, his 
skin a grayish yellow. He was battered, unshaven, dirty. He had recently 
been discharged from the army for poor health. 

Leonis suggested that they go for a walk but soon realized that his 
companion could hardly move his feet. Leonis helped him into the Royal 
Gardens and there they sat on a bench. 

"Do you have a cigarette?" Stasinos asked timidly. 
They lit up cigarettes. Stasinos leaned his head back, exhausted, and 

stretched out his long legs. 
"Let's not talk about the war," he said. 
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"As you wish," replied Leonis. 
"How's your painting?" asked Stasinos. 
Leonis looked wearily at the sky. 

"I don't know," he answered. 
"Why don't you know?" 
"I don't know anything. I feel very tired." 
"Are you tired of painting?" 
"Worse. I hate it." 

THE CHARIOTEER 

"You'll get over that. As soon as you get used to your new life here, 
you'll start painting again and you'll be as happy as ever." 

"I don't know-sometimes I feel like a snake that's shed its old skin. But 
my new skin hasn't grown back yet and everything irritates me and hurts 
me. And I'm not sure it will ever completely grow back." 

"Th t' fi " a s unny. 
"Everything's funny." 
"Yes, of course." 

Stasinos looked about, absent-minded a few moments, then added: 
"And funniest of all are the ideologies, the struggle." 
Leonis felt his weariness, his apathy, his bitterness grow as he sat beside 

this defeated soldier. 
"Why was Paul Pro!os killed?" he asked in a low voice. 
"Paul Pro!os wasn't killed for ideologies," Stasinos answered hollowly. 

"IfPaul Pro!os died for anything, it was for Helen Phokas." 
Leonis jumped. 

"Impossible!" he cried. 
"Why impossible?" 
"I knew him. I knew them both. It's absolutely impossible!" 
"You don't have to believe me, but I'm the only one who knows the 

truth about that story. The only person in the world." 
"What story? What do you know?" 
"Paul Pro!os never stopped loving her from the moment he first became 

aware of the world. He never in his life loved anyone else. She was his great 
love, his only love." 

"Impossible!" Leonis repeated, wearily. 
"Don't believe me if you don't want to. I never saw a man so much in 

love as he was. But he was hurt by her conduct, the way she lived; he felt 
cheated and ridiculous. You knew him well. You know how stubborn he 
was in matters of self-respect. He couldn't give in to her at all. His pride-it 
was like a disease-wouldn't let him. One day he vowed never to speak to 



Theotokas: Leon is 57 

her again, and he kept his oath. But he was unhappy. He enlisted before he 
was called up, to give vent to his emotions, to forget." 

A while later, though, Stasinos shrugged and said, "Who knows? 
Maybe he had something else on his mind." 

"He wrote to me about Greece," Leonis said quietly, "about Greece with 
her wounded feet." 

"Perhaps. Who can say? Anything is possible .... " 
Stasinos surrendered his views easily. 
Leonis reflected. 

"I remember," he continued, "he told me one day that it wasn't only a 
question of Greece. He talked about our era and said that he wanted to take 
part." 

"I don't know what to say," replied Stasinos. "When a man is killed, 
how can anyone be absolutely certain about the reason why he walked 
toward death-or if indeed he had any reason. So many strange things 
happen. One can suppose anything, even what I said and what you said. 
Perhaps it would be best for us to admit that Paul Proi:os will stay in our 
memory like a mysterious person whom we never understood well, who 
didn't give us explanations for his existence, but a beautiful person, perhaps 
the most beautiful I've ever seen. And yet I haven't told you the most cu
riousthing-thestrangestthingisthatshelovedhimasdeeplyashelovedher.'' 

"But if she loved him," Leonis whispered without looking at him, 
"why did she do all that?" 

"I wish I knew. Because she wanted to." 
"But if she loved him ... " 
"She loved him, but she wanted to love him in that way. She had her 

own way of loving. She wanted to love him and at the same time to do 
everything that she did. She was that kind of woman; she couldn't be any
thing else. But she loved him very much. I'm sure she never loved another 
man. I saw the letters she wrote him after he broke away from her. I assure 
you that no girl writes such letters if she does not feel something." 

"But why did she marry?" 
"Who knows? Maybe she got married in the same way that someone 

ff " goes o to war .... 
Stasinos was quiet a moment, then added, "What can I say? Perhaps all 

this is just the working of my imagination. In war, you see, one's imagina
tion gets muddled." 

Leonis felt that he could not continue the conversation. Nervously he 
lit another cigarette. 
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"I'm sure she cried a lot over him," Stasinos went on after a while. "She's 
probably still crying for him. But she certainly isn't going to cry all her life. 
Especially now that the Revolution has made her husband an admiral!" 

He shook his head sadly and said, "You've got to accept it, my boy, 
everything is funny!" 

For the third time Leonis tried to paint, but again he failed. 
He set himself up with his paints near a window and looked outside for 

a long time. He did not look at anything specific, only at the sky, the 
scattered clouds, the sunshine. He wanted to paint something that could be 
called, for example, "Impressions of Athens," a composite picture where 
pale tones would dominate. He did not need to have a definite theme in 
mind. He wanted to create something that would contain all the motifs that 
made up this new reality: Athens, the reflections oflight on the walls, the 
the sudden, sharp line of shadows, the rose-gold patina of history on the 
ancient temples, the simplicity and tenderness of the mountains, the light
ness of the air, the noise of the city, the clever, stubborn face of the crowd 
and, in the distance, through an almost invisible veil of mist, the dazzling 
Aegean. He wanted to create something that came from within himself, 
once and for all. Just as during a sea voyage everything takes on a blue color, 
your feelings, your thoughts, your desires all seem blue. And when you re
turn to the city you feel that you are overflowing with blue; so you sit and 
paint a blue woman, for example, and thereby purge yourself, make your
self free of the sea. Thus Leonis wanted to fmd the blend of colors, the 
unique tone that would express Athens, and all the motifs that were a part of 
Athens, to cover his canvas with this tone and so release his emotions. The 
desire was there, but he did nothing. 

Again he wrestled with his paints, hour after hour, and got nowhere. 
What he wanted most did not come; the catharsis, the liberation did not 
occur. He went near, as far as the edge, but nothing happened. A barrier-he 
did not know what it was-stood in his path. It was something he could not 
overcome. He knew what he wanted. He saw within himself what he 
wanted, but he could not find a way to bring it out into the light. 

Again, in despair, he tossed away his brushes. Annoyed, he kicked 
them across the room. He could not paint; it was only too obvious that he 
could not. Something had gone wrong; something did not work as it had 
before. Leonis felt like a singer who had lost his voice. Something in his life 
had been destroyed, but he did not know exactly what. Whenever he took 
up a brush, he knew what he wanted to paint and visualized it clearly 
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within himsel£ At first it seemed to be the easiest thing in the world, so 
easy, in fact, that it was not worth the effort. But, by the time he had thought 
about it and decided that perhaps it was worth the effort, this terrible 
facility had already paralyzed him. It was not true facility but something 
treacherous, a difficulty that resembled facility in order to fool him, a 
difficulty not in the execution, in the art, but within him, in his heart, his 
thoughts, his will, a difficulty like an unbearable weight that insidiously 
crushed all his previous powers. 

So, he threw his brushes aside. In his nervousness, he accidentally over
turned the chair that he used as an easel. But he did not feel like picking it 
up; he did not need it anymore. He stood undecided in the middle of the 
room and looked at himself in his wardrobe mirror, his hands in his pockets, 
disheveled, splattered with paints. 

"I' 1 " h .d ve ost my art, e sa1 . 
Until that moment he had not realized the full significance of these 

words. Now facing the mirror, he understood for the first time. Something 
had vanished into the past, into the mist of the blue sea, a piece ofhis life had 
become a memory. Something had ended, as the old songs say, "forever." 

He sprawled across his bed, his clothes and shoes still on, and stayed 
there a long time until dusk fell and the room was dark. He did not feel like 
getting up and turning on the light and going out to eat. He lay there, 
staring into the darkness and, from time to time, not complaining, but 
surprised and helpless, he said to himself, "I've lost it! I've lost it!" 



GEORGE THEOTOKAS: A Critical Mosaic 

BY I. M. FANAYOTOPOULOS, ANDREAS KARANDONIS, 

AND APOSTOLOS SAHINIS 

translated and adapted by Andonis Decavalles and Lee Hatfield 

EvEN THE EARLY articles and fiction of George Theotokas reveal his 
double nature-that of the creator and that of the intellectual, familiar with 
the movement of ideas, absorbed by the problems of his time, and willing 
to struggle for a cause. He attracted attention in 1929 with his first book, 
Free Spirit, an "essay" as he called it, which defmed the attitudes of the 
younger generation, his own, and stressed the need for a new consciousness. 
His second book, Hours of Idleness (1931), repeated the promise ofhis first 
work. In Facing the Social Problem (1932), Theotokas analyzed ideas which 
he was to explore later through his fiction; he gave, for instance, a charac
teristic description of the unhappiness between two world wars: 

Then time changed suddenly and the inane post-war decade began; it reached 
its inglorious end in an atmosphere of agony and defeatism, which reminded one 
in some ways of the war atmosphere itsel£ It was characterized, grosso modo, 
by the lack of moderation; by disorder and indiscretion in all matters, political, 
economic, moral and intellectual; by a mass madness-the physical and psycho
logical result of the war. There was a lack of conscience, a childish indifference 
toward whatever was to follow. People threw themselves avidly into the intense 
life, the grand life. The various nations, half-ruined, their war wounds still open, 
succumbed blindly to the mania of producing machines, money and entertain
ment. But this revel could not last for long. One morning we felt that the whole 
structure of our civilization had been shaken to its foundations. Then all our great 
fun came to an end and fear got hold of us. 

Theotokas refused to yield to the vertigo ofhis time. He did not lose 
hope and patience as did others of his generation. Bravely determined to 
keep his outlook fresh, he fought with an affirmative voice against doubt 
and negation. 

Argo, in 1936, brought him wide recognition. Argo is the first attempt 
to study modern Greek reality as a whole, to analyze the psychology of the 
types which express it, to examine its strong and weak aspects, and to out
line the possibilities of improvement .... In Argo, Theotokas observes, 
dissects, composes, dogmatizes, classifies; he is indignant and enthusiastic, 
passionate and yet rational. It is a long book, of broad scope and many 
characters, written with utmost economy of expression, often with a lyrical 
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exaltation. It is, too, a work of logic and gives a coherent picture of Greek 

life during three decades. 
A year later, his second novel, The Daemon, depicts a modern Greek 

family of illusionists-people gifted with exceptional capacities who, 

nonetheless, fail to achieve fulfillment. Their failure is deeply moving, a 

downfall into tragic misery, which brings them only ridicule. 
In The Log Book of Argo and The Daemon, which records the shaping of 

the two novels, Theotokas informs us that Argo, particularly, was intended 
to be: 

1. The dramatic story of modern Greece, the weight of her great name, the 
shame ofher modern decline, the yearning for a restoration, for a renaissance, and 
the resulting passionate vigil. ... 

2. The drama of the post-war generation; a cosmopolitan subject because it 
involves problems faced by all European countries .... 

3· The drama of the glory which counterbalances the agony of modern life 
and, in a deeper sense, which constitutes an antidote to the idea of death. 

Leonis, the latest and most mature novel ofTheotokas, tells the story of 

his own childhood and adolescence surrounded by historic events of the 

time. In this novel Theotokas' s creative and intellectual talents work 

harmoniously. Although the characters are few, we feel the incessant ebb 

and flow of crowds; we experience intensely the great moments of the 

First World War and the subsequent destruction of the Greek communities 

in Asia Minor. Personal and mass experiences merge. The drama of each 

individual who, either consciously or unconsciously, crystallizes those 

difficult times in his thought and feeling, becomes a deeply moving tragedy. 
In his essays Theotokas shows his deeper cosmopolitanism combined 

with his sense of modern Greek reality. His hellenolatry (if the term means a 

feeling for the land, its history and destiny, a feeling free of prejudice), 

speaks eloquently. This feeling is accompanied by his faith in the living 

language, his love for man and the human adventure .... InLeonis we must 

admire, too, those episodes which express with biological accuracy the 

awakening of adolescence: pages full of youth, written with convincing 

clarity, that vacillate between the charm of dream and the sting of reality. 

I. M. PANAYOTOPOULOS 

George Theotokas is one of the few modern Greek writers whose work 

vividly illustrates that moderation is as valuable today as it was in ancient 

Greece. His masters were Makryiannis, Ion Dragoumis and Yiannis 
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Psyharis. Makryiannis, a general in the Greek War oflndependence, a man 
of little schooling, wrote a book of memoirs which is truly striking for its 
strong, simple, clear style; Dragoumis, who was a statesman, writer and 
intellectual-at once an idealist and a rationalist-is remembered for his 
powerful use of the vernacular; Psyharis, a pioneer in modem Greek 
linguistics, was the most revolutionary champion of the demotic idiom. 

George Theotokas learned much from these eminent predecessors; but 
he enlarged the area they opened and made it a part of his own time and of 
Western Europe. The European spirit, that contributed, thirty years ago, to 
the rebirth of Greek literature, found one of its principal voices in Theotokas. 

He came at a critical moment in the history of modern Greece. Several 
dramatic vicissitudes, which had increased Greek territory and enhanced 
Greek international prestige, ended tragically in 1922 with the disaster of 
Asia Minor. The "Greater-Greece" ideal had nurtured Greek literary and 
political life for decades; although it was thwarted, it remained an uncon
scious motive. Sharing their frustrations with the Ionian refugees, the 
Greeks began to realize that the actual is more difficult and intractable than 
the ideal. They began to recognize that Greece was not merely a comer of 
the Balkans, but a part ofEurope; that she had to be reorganized according 
to European standards. The Greeks also began to realize that they had to 
discard the old Germanic, romantic idealism, and yet avoid the dogmatic 
outlook of certain Communist intellectuals who wished to orient the 
country toward Moscow. 

Such realizations remained for the most part unexpressed; they were the 
unwritten longings and impulses, the moral stirrings that roused the young 
intellectuals in the 1920's to search for new ideals. Their old masters no 
longer satisfied them. It was at this time that Palamas, renowned and 
elderly, was writing love letters to Rachel; that Sikelianos was organizing 
the Delphic Festival; that Vamalis, in rhetorical verse, was abusing the 
bourgeoisie; and that Kazantzakis, still unformed and unaware of the fame 
he was to achieve after the war, was touring the world as a press correspond
ent. 

In that moment, when all creative work seemed to have halted, a slim 
volume of essays, Free Spirit, by Orestis Digenis (the pennameofTheotokas), 
appeared like a clarion call. The book was a confession of faith, of confidence 
in the immediate intellectual and literary future of the country. Without 
rejecting tradition, Theotokas asked for a new literature which would 
truthfully portray the Greece that had emerged from the war and from the 
ordeal of refugee immigration. Such literature had to depict Athens as a 
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growing Mediterranean metropolis-not, according to previous literary 
custom, as a parochial setting for idyllic love affairs. 

Free Spirit was remarkable for its direct, restrained, limpid and epi
grammatical style. It had the easy grace of a European, a Parisian work, and 
it made a deep impression on the younger generation as well as on many 
older readers. It was censured by leftists and conservatives, but it cleared the 
way for the rising literary generation and for Theotokas himsel£ 

More than thirty years and a second world war have passed since then. 
With integrity, good faith and self-restraint, Theotokas has continued to 
make his presence felt in Greek life and letters. His strong feeling for the 
roman fleuve, or saga novel, found expression in his first long novel, Argo, 
which appeared in 1936. 

Argo is a symbol of the ship of life that optimistically sets sail for the 
conquest of the Golden Fleece. The many young men aboard are the restless 
young heroes of war-torn Greece. In the Twenties they rehabilitated their 
ravaged country and created a new literature; and again in the Forties, they 
fought for freedom and human dignity against fascism-without rhetorical 
outbursts or grandiose ideas. These representative young men of Argo 
ponder their problems seriously, but they also live intensely. The novel was 
reprinted many times and has had a strong appeal which promises to be 
lasting. 

In his later years Theotokas has devoted himself mainly to drama. He 
discovered, not unjustly, that the drama is a more direct way than the novel 
of achieving rapport with the public. His many plays, long and short, are 
often based on Byzantine history, the War oflndependence, the deeds of the 
heroic Greek Klephts (the highland chieftains who fought in the war of 
liberation), or on the lives of the ancient Greeks. His is neither a realistic 
drama nor a drama of idea. The plays are highly imaginative and treat life's 
paradoxes with a subtle humor. Three of his plays, The Game of Folly 
Versus Prudence,Encounter onPendeli andAlcibiades, won considerable success. 

In his essays Theotokas confronts the problems of the Greek world and 
the world at large. Freedom, human dignity and beauty are the values 
which guide his thought; moral and spiritual insight always tempers his 
judgments. Most of the essays written during the thirty years of his rich 
literary career were recently collected in a large volume, March of the 
Intellect. His travel book on the Middle East and on Mount Athas gave him 
occasion to reveal his close afftnities with the sources of Greek Orthodox 
religion-Byzantine mysticism-to which he attributes much of the revival 
of modern Greek literature. 
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In their lives, their politics and their intellectual preoccupations, the 
Greeks are accustomed to a messianic outlook. George Theotokas mustered 
all his talents and all his faith in bringing about, thirty years ago, a literary 
rebirth which defmitely altered the course of modem Greek literature. He 
also enriched a tradition still very much alive and continuing to bear fruit. 

ANDREAS KARANDONIS 

Leonis is a confessional novel told in the third person, which analyzes 
the author's early experiences in Constantinople as they relate to history at 
large. Leonis is George Theotokas himself; but he is also one of the many 
sensitive young men who lived and grew in the shadow of the First World 
War. The psychological and emotional atmosphere of the times is tightly 
knit with the lives of the main characters, Leonis, Paul Pro'ios and Helen 
Phokas. The crisis of the hero's adolescence, his psychological development 
as a member of the Twelfth Boy Scout Company, his first great love for 
Helen Phokas, and fmally, the historical rhythem of a highly agitated period 
-all are depicted in a suggestive and realistic manner. In Leon is, Theotokas 
presents both real and imaginary characters. The principals, as well as some 
minor characters like Old Bilarikis, Leonis' s grandfather, and Galibour, the 
French teacher and poet, are drawn distinctly and with much charm. 

Leonis has the painful privilege to be born into a time and place which 
become landmarks in history. The First World War drew the dividing line 
between two eras and violently opened the new century. Constantinople, 
the City ofLegend, the crossroads of continents, which has endured scores 
of conquerors and occupations, gives the young man's thoughts and ways a 
cosmopolitan tone until then (1940) unknown in modem Greek literature. 
The hero studies painting; later he loves poetry. During the world-destroy
ing, world-creating period, an overwhelming, unfulfilled love adds to his 
maturity. 

The value of Leon is is in its evocative historical atmosphere rather than 
in its personal story line. "It was a fantastic, gigantic minuet which was 
History," he says, describing the parade of the Allied Forces, "and Leonis, 
too, was within History ... and you would say, he felt that great surge of 
History lifting him easily, taking him along with all those armies and races 
and empires." Near the end of the book, when Leonis recollects those 
events, he says, "I am marked by the contradictions of my century, I'm a 
child of the century, the last child of History. People, up to this time, have 
always given their fate different names ... we call our fate History." 

APOSTOLOS SAHINIS 



GREEK DEMOTIC LOVE SONGS 
translated by Theodore Stephanidis 

THE IMPORTUNATE LOVER 

I am a-weary of a youth who ever sighs for me, 
Who lingers ever at my door and will not let me be. 
A rose-leaf padlock I will fit, and bolts of yellow whin, 
And he can have me for his own should he the door break in. 

THE FORSAKEN NIGHTINGALE 

A little bird winged through the sky 
With sorrowful and bitter cry. 

"0 birdling sweet, 0 birdling fair, 
Tell me the cause of your despair." 

"On yonder wooded mountainside 
A nightingale sang to his bride; 
A fickle mate, alas ! was she ... 
A nest hangs empty in a tree." 

BRIDAL SONG 

Today the earth is joyful 
And bright the skies above, 

0 golden dove. 
Today the sun is taking 
The moon to be his bride; 
May stars spring from their love, 

0 golden dove. 

AU BADE 

This morning I arose at dawn and to your door did creep 
With the glad music of my love to waken you from sleep .... 
She has not heard, she has not come .... Play louder, sweet guitar, 
May daybreak put me not to shame when fades the morning star! 

"0 Strike my strings with bolder hand, more passionate I'll sound, 
And if your sweetheart I bring not, then dash me to the ground!" 
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HOW LOVE IS SNARED 

To far Arabian lands I roamed where desert sunlight glared, 

And there a wizard I did seek to learn how Love is snared. 

"By lingering glances Love is lured, from lip to lip Love darts, 

And prisoned deep within the heart, Love nevermore departs." 

THE LOVERS 

Early rose a youth broad-shouldered; to the plough his oxen strong 

Yoked he in the morning freshness and the paling stars among. 

Soon his sweetheart came to greet him, hurrying across the lea, 

"Milk and fruit and bread I carry; you are hungry, eat with me." 

Long they sat, the two together, blind alike to earth and skies, 

Of the circling sun unmindful, seeing but each other's eyes .... 

Said the one ox to the other: "Will our master never heed; 

Will he nevermore unyoke us or give us our evening feed!" 

THE OCEAN 

0 mighty ocean, you who drink of earth the rivers all, 

Drink, too, I pray you, drink the tears that from eyelids fall. 

Then would your waters grow more deep, and on their swelling tide 

My love could cross your cruel reefs and safely gain my side. 

THE DESPAIRING LOVER 

"Old man, the years have made you wise; bring wisdom to my aid 

And tell me how I may forget a fair but fickle maid." 

"Seek boulders on the mountain slope and bear them to the plain; 

Exhaust your body and your mind, and thus forget your pain." 

Where once the mountain stood, a moor joins far the sky; 

And, where the empty plain once rolled, a mountain towers high. 

I toil but forget her not-still for that maid I sigh! 

THE HIGHLAND MAID's COMPLAINT 

Mother mine, why did you wed me to a husband from the plains? 

I am homesick for our mountains free and green from springtime rains. 

Like a severed rose I wither and my cheeks are wan and pale, 
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For the breezes here blow sultry and the brooks flow warm and stale. 
Here the nightingales sing never and the trees no music hold; 
Here the lowlands breed but cattle while the hills breed warriors bold; 
And the maidens here grow early brown and bent like witches old. 

PAST YOUTH 

I, too, was young, long long ago, 
And hot blood in my veins did flow. 

(Youth comes but once, and short his reign; 
Ah me, for youth not met again 
Forever and forever !) 

Then many a maiden fair to seek 
I kissed on mouth, I kissed on cheek, 

And many a maiden found I fair 
To kiss on eyelid and on hair. 

I met a maiden on my way 
And from my saddle I leapt gay; 

My mare I tethered to a tree. 
And sat that maiden on my knee. 

I kissed her once, she kissed me twice, 
Upon the lips I kissed her thrice; 

But as I kissed her once again, 
My mare tore loose her bridle rein. 

"Kiss me no more," the maiden said 
"Pursue your wayward mare instead." 

"Robbers may take, for all I care, 
My saddle and my bridle fair, 

"And wolves, before I leave your side, 
May have my mare, bones, hooves, and hide!" 
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THE LOST OPPORTUNITY 

Mine was the fault without a doubt; 
I was a timid, bashful lout 
Who feared to seize his chance ofbliss 
And dared not steal a single kiss. 

I met you by your cottage gate, 
You said your parents would be late; 
Yet, sitting by this craven clown, 
You sighed in vain with eyes cast down. 

WHEN WE MEET (Koulouriotikos Dance Song) 

Is it your wish, love, when we meet, 
That nothing should reveal us? 
Then plant a pear tree by your gate 
And let its boughs conceal us. 

Your window shutters are my foes, 
Their hatred ever showing; 
They slam to when they see me come, 
Though never wind be blowing. 

Forgive me, sweet, and scold me not 
Ifl have called you cruel, 
For cruel, too, is the cold light 
That shines from every jewel. 

SWEET BASIL GREEN (Syrtos Dance Song) 

Where can I fmd sweet basil green, 
Broad-leaved and moist with dew-drop sheen? 
I'd weave my love a fragrant crown, 
Round as the moon that gazes down, 
And cast it on the windy tide 
That, drifting, it may reach your side. 

Urged onward by the ocean squall, 
Sail vessels big and vessels small; 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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One battles with the wild north wind 
-Christ and Our Lady, be You kind!
One glides before the west wind staid, 
All sails set, like a plump white maid. 

The third and fairest ship of all 
Requires no wind and fears no squall; 
Sped by a sigh, it skims the blue
The ship that brings my kiss to you. 

THE ALPHABET OF LOVE 

translated by Theodore Stephanides 

THE PEDDLER WHO wanders round the Greek villages often displays, as 
part of his stock in trade, a few slim paper-covered volumes illustrated with nai've 
woodcuts. These books generally include Kazamias and The Alphabet of Love. 
The first is the Greek equivalent of 0 ld Moore's Almanac, a medley of predic
tions, charms, herbal remedies, and culinary recipes; the second consists of a collec
tion of distichs whose initial words begin with each successive letter of the alphabet. 

The distich, a form of folk poetry still much cultivated among Greek peasants, 
is a rhymed couplet in which the whole idea must be as tellingly expressed as in an 
epigram-in fact, it is an epigram. Mockery, philosophical reflections, dirges, can 
all be compressed into a distich, but love themes are the most popular, and some 
persons show a marvelous dexterity in composing extempore couplets at village 
festivals and other gatherings. In the Aegean island of Kalymnos, for instance, 
distich competitions are still held and among the villages there is keen rivalry for 
the prize. 

Copies of The Alphabet of Love usually give jive or more distichs for each 
letter of the alphabet, an easier feat in Greek than in English; for in the Greek 
language words beginning with "x" and "z" sounds are by no means uncommon. 
The following examples have been restricted to one distich per alphabet letter, and 

from this small selection the reader may gain some idea of a form of folk poetry 
which is little known outside Greece. T. s. 

A 

At your sweet smile the heavens gleam and hills and valleys bloom; 
Sunbeams are woven from your hair as on a golden loom. 
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B 

Before your door a blade of grass grew in the morning light, 
But you did crush it, cruel maid, beneath your foot so white. 

c 
Could you but look into my heart, 0 maiden sweet and fair, 
As in a mirror you would see your face reflected there. 

D 

Do you remember how one night we watched the full moon rise, 
And, lip to lip, we never knew when dawn had kissed the skies! 

E 

Endure, my heart, the cruel words of her whom you have lost, 
Endure them as the hills endure the chill winds and the frost. 

F 

For five long years I courted you, yet you have spurned my suit; 
I wooed, alas ! a lemon tree-and plucked its bitter fruit. 

G 

Gone is the time, 0 heartless one, when you my love could spurn; 
Aye, for another now I sigh-sigh you for me in turn! 

H 

How can I face the mocking world that points at me with scorn? 
For I am wounded once again -and by the selfsame thorn! 

I 

I haunt the spot when last we kissed beside the fountain clear, 
A lingering echo of that kiss I hope that I may hear. 

J 
Jerusalem or Mecca lure the pilgrim from afar, 
But I am lured by your bright eyes as by a holy star. 

K 

King, golden-crowned, the rising sun has put the shades to flight; 
The east drips with the crimson blood·ofLove's accomplice, Night. 

L 

Life is a golden apple tree and Love its blossoms gay, 
And Death a robber of the night who steals the fruit away. 
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M 

My love is like the frozen drift that on Olympos glows: 
Before the summer sun can thaw, another winter snows. 

N 

No more shall sing Love's nightingale from Life's sweet myrtle bough; 
For on the cruel ground it lies, slain by a broken vow. 

0 

0 stab me with a dagger sharp, but spare my heart alone-
For you are shrined within that heart and you may wound your own. 

p 

Proud maid, the rose tree by your gate with cruel spell you blast; 
A rosebud dies of jealousy each day as you go past. 

Q 
Queen are you of all my heart; why do you refrain 
From turning Love's enchanted key to enter your domain ! 

R 

Red roses still retain their scent though sere they be and dry; 
And likewise shall my love endure when cold in death I lie. 

s 
Sweet maiden, you have every gift of beauty and of grace. 
And I thank Him Who gave me eyes by which to see your face. 

T 

The youth who meets you passing by and feels no passion grow, 
May lightning smite him! For naught else can set his blood aglow. 

u 
Ungainly pitcher by the well, would I could take your place; 
You know her lips against your lip, you feel her arms' embrace! 

v 
Vile is the tongue that rails at Love, and viler still the heart 
That, fearful of so sweet a wound, would flinch from Love's keen dart. 

w 
Why does your mother light a lamp when daylight fades and dies, 
Since, brighter than the moon and stars, she has your shining eyes ! 
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X 

Xeromero and Agrapha, the mountains and the sea, 
Stand witness to my steadfast love and intercede for me. 

y 

You pass me by indifferently, proud maid, each time we meet; 
But other trees bear oranges that beckon just as sweet. 

z 
Zoe, the springtime of my eyes, my heart's midsummer goal, 
The autumn of my withered hopes, the winter of my soul! 

,, 
.. 

Kontoglou: Drawing 1928 



THE DEMOTIC SONGS OF GREECE 
BY ANDONIS DECAVALLES 

NOTHING REVEALS more genuinely the special character of the 
Greek nation, and the pulse of its life, than its folk songs. As the poet 
Apostolos Melachrinos wrote, "The Greek race survived its hard experi
ences because it never stopped singing.'' No poetry deserves its name more 
than that which comes from the mouth of the people, expressing the soul of 
that people, simply and directly, without affection or concern for literary 
fame. Moreover, nothing nourishes the folk muse more than a national 
history like that of Greece, proud and heroic, full of adventures, wars, tears, 
oppression and deprivation counterbalanced by endless hope, deep tradi
tional convictions, love oflife and freedom. 

How do folk songs come to be? A fellow who has the gift of versifying 
and a musical sensibility, yields to a deep impulse in a moment of emotional 
excitement, and composes a song-verse, music and all. He has no literary 
aspirations. In giving voice to his feelings he draws amply from the treasure 
of national images, expressions and experiences; he assimilates and remolds 
them into his own pattern. The traditional elements in his song make it 
seem familiar to a fellow creature who happens to be in a similar mood or 
circumstance and thus easily repeats the song. So its words and melody fly 
from mouth to mouth. Each new singer modifies this ''anonymous" song. 
It becomes common property and through constant repetition it is shaped 
. fi 1£ Wh " 1" "b "1 mto some ma orm. atever persona or o scure e ements were 
originally in it are discarded and new elements are put into its metrical and 
musical pattern, which stays unalterable. 

The Greek name for folk song, demotiko tragoudi, suggests its origin and 
substance, as well as its ancestry. The word demotic reminds one of the ancient 
demos, the country district and also the commons, the people. The word 
tragoudi-which, in modern Greek, means both "poem" and "song" -has 
incited many scholars to fmd its etymology. Prevalent opinion connects it 
with ancient tragedy, through the intermediate phase of the Roman dance
plays. Another, and more congenial opinion connects tragoudi with the 
origin of tragedy, the dithyramb, the ritualistic song-and-dance in honor of 
Dionysos. The dithyramb, a folk product, survived among the people long 
after the decline of Greek drama, until the end of the pagan world. 

As a form of expression, the Greek demotic song, closely associated 
with music and dance, dates from time immemorial. For Homer the demot-
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ic song was a major source of material and technique. Syrtos, the most 
common of all Greek circle dances, where the dancers hold one another's 

hand, is a descendant of the Homeric hormos. Dirges like those sung today 
in the Greek provinces by professional women-mourners are also men
tioned by the old bard in his description of Hector's funeral. An ancient 

miller's song that began, "Alei, myla, alei'' ("Grind, oh mill, grind"), has 
its modem equivalent, "Alethe, myle, alethe." Theognis tells us that in 
Rhodes at a certain time of year children walked from door to door and 

sang the song, "Elthe, elthe, chelidon" ("Come, come, o swallow"). This 
custom continued in Byzantium and survives today in some parts of 
Greece. As the Greek people, living on the same soil, in the same surround
ings, near the same sea, met the challenge which history kept offering them, 
they did not lose their inveterate beliefs and customs. Rather, they cherished 

them all the more and their songs, passed from grandfather to grandson, 
show the unbroken chain of Greek tradition. 

The modem development of the demotic song starts from Byzantium. 

The erudite Byzantine poets, writing mostly in the purist idiom, did not 
care much about the achievements of the folk muse which was active 

throughout the Middle Ages. The Byzantine poets ignored it disdainfully 
while they continued to adapt the late Hellenistic poetry to the new cir
cumstances. Besides secular poetry there gradually developed what was to 
be the great literary voice of Byzantium-religious poetry. This strictly 
religious epoch (whose greatest poetic creators were Romanos the Melode 
in the sixth century, Theodore the Studite and St. John Damascene in the 

tenth), yielded to a revival of classical studies under the Macedonian dynasty. 
Circumstances during these centuries gave rise to the acritic epic cycle. 

Its setting was not Constantinople but the distant Eastern parts of the 
Empire where barbarian tribes, Arabs and Turks and Slavs, waged constant 

war along the much-disputed borders. To the Greeks who had been fight
ing for centuries against the Arabs around the Euphrates and Tigris, war 
had become the normal way oflife. Professor Trypanis writes, "Byzantine 
leaders no longer subinitted blindly to their sovereigns in Constantinople. 
The Arab Einirs, on the other hand, took advantage of the decline of the 
Caliphate and lived as independent princes. In this universal disorder the 
Middle East resounded with stories of the feats of arms and the glory of 
various individuals." 

One of these was the hero of the acritic cycle, Digenes Acritas. His 

name indicates that he was the offspring of two different races, born of a 
Saracen father and a Greek mother, and that he was a guard of the borders, 
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the acrae. His virtues, aretae, are those of the ancient Greek epic heroes: 
valor, good counsel, great manly beauty, unsurpassed skill in fighting, 
wrestling and hunting. 

Of this cycle, only a few songs from Asia Minor and the islands have 
survived and some fragmentary versions of a unique though feeble scholarly 
work, the Epic ofDigenes Acritas. Its ten books, in two parts, tell of the ro
mance and marriage of the hero's parents, and of his youth, marriage and 
chivalric deeds. The epic obviously borrowed much from the late Hellen
istic romances, from Homer, the Homeric hymns and Pindar, as well as 
from Arabic, Persian, and Indian poetry. Professor Trypanis remarks that 
"Acritas is the medieval Hercules, the personification of Greek virility." 
All the songs of the acritic epic reveal the new national consciousness, the 
strange, harmonious unity of various cultures, the revival of the past, and 
the heroic attitude toward life as a perpetual challenge for feats of valor. 

After the fall of Constantinople, most of the Byzantine intellectuals 
went abroad. Some stayed with the Patriarch to continue Byzantine tradi
tion, regulate the new national life, preserve education, and stimulate the 
national consciousness. The few Greek lands, like Crete, Rhodes, Cyprus, 
Chios, and Monemvasia, which remained for a while under Frankish rule, 
tasted some of the fruits of the growing renaissance. In the enslaved parts 
of Greece, the people were the only poetic force. During the four hundred 
years of Turkish occupation, demotic songs were almost the only means of 
literary expression, and they-especially the klephtic songs-give a 
poignant picture of the daily events, thoughts and passions, sorrows and 
hopes of the enslaved Greeks. 

The klephtic songs spring from the life of the klephts, the "unlawful" 
bearers of arms who detested the Turkish rule, or any authority whatever 
and, as guerrillas, withdrew to the mountains. The klepht was not origi
nally an idealist or a cavalier or a romantic hero. Homeless and hunted, 
seeking rather than avoiding encounters with his enemies, pitiless, intoler
ant and unrelenting, the klepht lived always near death. He developed a 
keen intelligence and cunning, a frankness, self-respect, and endless courage. 
At first the klepht fought for his own personal freedom. His motives were 
individualistic, not national. In time, however, especially toward the mid
dle of the seventeenth century, he became conscientious and nationalistic 
and aimed for the liberation of his country. 

His notions of life and death were archaic-pre-Christian. When he 
was killed, dignity obliged his relatives to recover his body and give it 
honorable burial. His arms were not sold. The wish of the klepht, expressed 
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in klephtic songs, was that a tomb with an open window should be built for 
him so that he, posthumously, might hear the roar of battle and enjoy the 
arrival of spring. It was, perhaps, primarily this constant expectation of 
death which made the klepht a great lover of life and of nature, and gave 
the klephtic songs their characteristic vigor. The klepht seems never to have 
wondered whether life was worth living. He was convinced that it was the 
only life and that it should be lived intensely and nobly. He had a primitive 
incapacity to accept death as something fmal, as the end ofhis existence. The 
dead klepht who speaks in the klephtic songs understands death only as an 
inversion of life and understands life as something he had, and lost, and is 
longing for. Klephtic dirges never mention a day ofjudgment, Paradise or 
Hell, or punishment or reward in any sort of after-life. Christianity did not 
creep into their eschatology. The dead go to the Nether World where 
nothing appeals to their senses, where they move without joy, tormented 
by their remembrance of the Upper World. Memory is their only link with 
the world of the living, their only way of continuing to participate in life. 
The living, in turn, pray that their dead may not drink from the water of 
Lethe which will bring about the fmal separation. Charas, Death, is often 
personified as an ugly, anthropomorphic creature, often a horseman who 
challenges young men to wrestle with him on the" marble threshing floors," 
or who abducts young girls in the prime of their beauty. He is always evil, 
unyielding and quarrelsome. 

The klepht' s world is wild nature, the mountain peaks, the grottoes, 
the ravines, the craggy rocks, wherever his adversary cannot reach him. He 
has a passionate love for the shadows of the big trees, for the fresh water of 
the springs, for the roar of the river, for the songs of the birds. This love is 
neither the passive acceptance of the farmer nor the pseudo-romantic love 
of the city man. It is not even the physiolatry of the ancients. Nature is his 
companion, with human qualities and human feelings. Nature shares his 
joys and sorrows and anxieties, speaks to him, solaces him, warns him about 
coming danger, informs him about things happening elsewhere, and 
stimulates his endurance and his courage. The demotic songs rarely express 
religious feelings directly through religious themes, but rather through a 
discreet mysticism that is the quintessence of man's experience with the 
invisible powers and omens of nature. 

The demotic songs reveal that the Greeks were conservative and 
patriarchal. They had a strong interest in family life combined with noble 
attitudes and energetic concern for moral purity. They were, too, instinc
tively sociable and hospitable. But even while they respected the foreigner, 
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they retained a sense of racial differentiation, which is still part of the Greek 
mentality. The demotic love songs tell that the foreigner is undesirable as a 
lover. When a foreigner is accepted by the young girl or the young man, 
the family intervenes, at times even cruelly, to impose its traditional princi
ples. Significantly, a foreigner is not only someone of different race or faith, 
but also the Greek who comes from a different region as well as from 
abroad. The man of the plain, the islander, the inhabitant of the shores is a 
foreigner to the stern, conservative mountaineer, the highlander. 

The typical lover in the demotic love songs is usually decorous, simple 
and reticent, idealistic yet earthly in expressing his love. The erotic mys
ticism of the West is never in his words. He expresses himself through 
natural symbols and images of everyday life. His love is physical and 
balanced. It often has to fight against social prejudice and conventional 
restrictions. Marriage, rather than clandestine love, is the desired goal, 
although there are songs which tell oflove betrayed and virginity usurped. 

Love songs come mostly from the islands, from the shores and the 
plains. For the mountaineers, in the heroic discipline of their lives, love, as 
such, had little place, but was, at best, a biological expression which did not 
touch the soul. It did not become a passion or an anxiety. For the klepht, in 
particular, a woman was a sensual object, nothing more, unless his own 
honor and dignity were involved. In some songs the girls admire the 
klepht' s manliness; they dream of and long for it; the klepht, in response, 
expresses a feeling of manly, protective superiority. 

A special group of demotic songs known as tragoudia tes xeniteias, songs 
of nostalgia for the homeland, are characteristic of the Greek temperament. 
The barren soil of Greece has always forced the Greek to go abroad to earn 
his living. The unique beauty of his home country keeps the mind of the 
expatriate perpetually enslaved to it-as Odysseus was in his longing for 
Ithaca, for nostos. The foreign land may have riches and comforts, but it 
cannot be loved; it has no warmth for the expatriate. "Black" is the typical 
adjective for xeniteia, which means the place far from one's homeland. 

Nikolaos Politis (r852-I92I), the first scholarly Greek collector of 
Greek demotic songs, estimated that there are about twenty thousand of 
them. They have a marvelous variety of theme and treatment. Politis classi
fied them according to meaning and content. The historical songs were 
obviously inspired by a historical figure or event, or by a way oflife in a 
particular period. Akin to them are the klephtic and the acritic songs. 
Another group is the paraloges, or ballads of epic character. These are like 
powerful synopses of tales, like the poetic expression oflovely legends. The 
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themes of some of these ballads come from ancient Greek literature and 
mythic tradition. Their affinity with the analogous myths and songs of 
other Indo-European peoples proves their prehistoric ancestry. 

Demotic songs depict basic aspects of human life: songs oflove, songs 
of the bride and the bridegroom, lullabies, songs of children, carols, carnival 
and other festive songs, songs of xeniteia, dirges, songs of the NetherWorld, 
aphoristic and professional songs, songs of labor and satiric songs. They 
show that the Greek people are moderate in disposition, frugal in their 
everyday life, and classical in their expression of feeling. The songs have a 
remarkable sensitivity and charm. Whatever objectivity they achieved, 
they never lost their human appeal or sharp insight into the human soul. 
The love of earthly life, of peace and freedom, gives them a touch of 
melancholy, for they originated mostly in years of hardships, of national 
or individual calamities. 

Technically, their verse form is the fifteen-syllable line, the so-called 
politicos, which, like blank verse for the English language, has been the most 
popular and the most natural form in Greek poetry. This verse, divided 
into two half-lines, achieves utmost economy. Every couplet is independ
ent; every meaning is clear and compact, in small, balanced metrical units. 

By their simplicity and spontaneity, their mythopoetic imagination and 
their pantheistic vision, they have for many years attracted scholarly 
attention in Greece and in Europe. Among the earliest modern collectors 
was Arnold Passow (r828-r87o), a German philologist who published 
Carmina Popularia Graeciae Recentioris in Leipsig in r 860. This long work 
codifies many collections that date as far back as Byzantine times. 

Passow wrote: 

If the Greeks will ever achieve their independence, if the day comes when 
they will cultivate undivertedly and undistractedly the unique gifts that nature 
has given them, everything shows that they will soon be able to reach and surpass 
the civilization of other European countries. The sciences will again flourish in 
their country, philosophy will open new schools and the fme arts will produce 
new masterpieces. This nation will also produce great poetry where the art of 
words will achieve its best. I hope, however, that these my hopes will not make 
the Greeks underestimate and neglect a work that is humble and easy. May they 
hurry up and collect whatever has not been lost yet of their demotic songs. The 
whole of Europe will be thankful to them for what they will do to preserve them. 

After four hundred years of savage slavery, Greece regained a distin
guished place in European culture. In less than a century and a half, despite 
subsequent ravages, Greece brought forth a literature that has had world-
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wide applause. The rise of this literature was hastened by the demotic songs. 
To Solomos (1798-I857), the first great poet ofliberated Greece, they were 
a powerful medium, a treasure oflanguage, music, imagery and theme. He 
learned and borrowed from them, and fought successfully against the arti
ficial attempts of the early Athenian school to impose a stifling, antiquated 
idiom as the literary language of modern Greece. Other poets followed 
him: Palamas, Gryparis, Sikelianos, Malakasis, Kazantzakis, Seferis, Elytis, 
Vrettakos, Ritsos, and many more. Even as these poets, each in his way, 
found an inexhaustible source ofinspiration in demotic songs, so will future 
generations of Greek writers learn from these songs the secrets of the art of 
poetry. 

Kontoglou: Drawing 1928 



from WRITERS AND TEXTS 

BY I. M. PANAYOTOPOULOS 

translated by Katherine Hortis 
PHOTIS KONTOGLOU 

MANY YEARS have passed since this unusual thinker, painter and 
writer, part savage, part civilized, came to walk in the streets of Athens, 
with a book in his hands, Pedro Cazas. He arrived from distant lands, from 
adventures and persecutions, from gulfs of steep cliffs and tempestuous seas, 
from monasteries and cathedrals, and he looked and acted strangely. His 
mind was full of chants, ikons, sailors, pirates, ships, gorgons, strange 
beasts, and monsters, Stevenson's treasures and Defoe's Robinsons. He was 
unrelenting and irreconcilable," a strange and paradoxical mystery," in the 
pattern of our organized intellectual life. He wanted very much to throw 
stones at it, to tear it apart, to reshape it according to his own views. 

"I was born," he wrote me in an old biographical note, "in Ai'vali of 
Asia Minor, the old Kydoniai, in r895. I spent my childhood on an ances
tral estate, on a promontory surrounded by the sea, in the middle of a 
primitive and inspiring nature, in an odd, medieval, pastoral, ascetic 
atmosphere. When my parents noticed my love for the sea, they planned 
to make a sailor of me and send me to a naval school in England to become a 
captain. I, too, wished it so, but within me prevailed my longing to become 
a painter. So I went abroad. 

"I traveled in many countries and fmally went to Paris, but I never had 
any formal education. I forgot to tell you that during the First World War, 
when communication with the Orient was interrupted, I worked as a milling 
machinist at Perigueux and Limoges, France. My stay in Spain inspired 
Pedro Cazas, which I started in Paris and completed many years later, when 
I returned home to my fief, after the armistice. Until then I had not pub
lished anything. After the devastation of the Greek communities in Asia 
Minor, in 1921, I found refuge in Athens. It was then that my Pedro Cazas 
was printed." 

At the age when the soul is shaped, when character is formed, when the 
first experiences with the outside world engrave themselves on the mind, 
when the first responses of the individual cell are vigorously roused, 
Kontoglou stood ecstatic for hours before the archaic, half-vanished wall 
paintings; his ears were filled with Byzantine hymns, his nostrils with the 
fumes of incense. Then he turned his eyes to the Aegean sea and felt it 
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ripple, endlessly anxious, always wise and great and haughty among the 
storied Hundred Islands. Unassuming intellectuals, monks, shipwrights, 
ship captains, humble peddlers, serene tillers of the soil, "ancient men," 
as he was to call them later, were his world-Nature and Faith, the stern 
rock, the furious wave, God, creation that repeats itself in every moment, the 
soul that is full of unquestioning piety and does not yield to haughty pre
sumption but draws strength from perseverance. 

Then came the years abroad. The Hundred Islands and Ai:vali were 
transformed into a different, wide, noisy, tortured, faithless, unballasted 
world. Kontoglou walked through it, unbending, eager to enrich his im
pressions without adulterating them. So he has remained to this day. I do 
not know what he will offer us in the future, but his personal tradition is 
well-defmed; we can fairly guess what to expect from him. 

Pedro Cazas. I choose a passage from the prologue, to which he gives 
the Horatian title, Desinit in piscem: "The truth is that I am a primitive man. 
Sometimes I feel that I am a gifted man; other times I see clearly that I am 
no more than a man with simple opinion. I speak this way while everything 
in me is at peace. I spend my days almost alone. I have always had a great 
love for books; however, I was not among those who make others expect 
anything special from them. That is why the printing of my books was to 
me something unexpected. I myself wonder that it took shape .... I live on 
a wind-beaten hill. All day below me the sea ripples and unripples, and at 
night I hear only its roar. I do not often go to town. Among people I lose 
my courage, like a dog that guards sheep on the mountain .... Quite young, 
I left home, yearning to visit remote places. There is nothing left now that I 
desire. My eye searches constantly for a little hill and a narrow strip of the 
sea .... Now I wish to rest. I spent a winter in Barcelona, a year in Porto, 
another year in Saint Malo and Calvados, a few months in Dordogne, and 
more than three years in Paris and Belgium. I passed through Senegal and 
Liberia, as I went toward Angola. I wrote to Shackleton, the explorer, 
and begged him kindly to take me with him to the North Pole, but there 
was no way .... Robinson Crusoe is my inseparable companion." 

The prologue to Pedro Cazas ends with these words: "For me, the 
artist has the vivid impression that he lives in infinity. Only thus does he 
escape the limits of his time and of his country and become that unique 
being who enjoys the air of absolute freedom. He is stamped with an 
indelible seal. He cannot be among those who pass through this life and keep 
their eyes shut to the rich ornamental variety of the world, of earth and sky." 



82 THE CHARIOTEER 

From such a stony shell Kontoglou emerged. The first impression he 
gave us was that of the "unlearned genius"-the man who relies exclusively 
on the power of his soul and his creative impulse. On the other hand, 
practice has contributed much. Kontoglou, the painter-inseparable from 
Kontoglou, the writer-disciplined his talent and composed more solidly 
according to his own aesthetic code. The writer enriched his language 
through all kinds of reading. The external elements that I believe shaped 
Kontoglou, the artist and the man, are the impressions ofhis childhood, the 
journeys ofhis youth, the stories he read about pirates, his study of Byzan
tine painting and of the church books, sermons of the Holy Fathers, ascetic 
writings, hymnography. We must add that all the while he explored his 
inmost psychic experiences; and he never lost his childlike feeling for 
nature. 

In 1924 his second book was published, Vasanda (a Sanskrit word, 
meaning spring). He begins it with a confession of faith: "Apart from You, 
I never felt like caring for any man. This shows that I am a strong soul, a 
soul who is not afraid of roaming alone and without solace in a wasteland, 
such as this world is. But lo! This love has become the nourishment of my 
soul. In the rascality which surrounds us on land and sea, You show me that 
nobility has not disappeared entirely from the earth. In this corrupt world 
one man, and one man alone shows that our nature is divine. Christ fills the 
desperate waste of centuries. I hear His sweet voice and I praise God that I 
am a man and can hear Him at every moment, though everything around 
me summons me to curse this world. I shrink in my loneliness like a lion 
which lies down far from the animalcules. There I think of You." (This 
was written on Mount Athas, in Kapsokalyva, beside the sea.) The book is 
composed of short lyrical pieces, full of gaudy colors, brimming with an 
odd power. The book closes with "Attempts to Translate" from the Book 
ofJob, the Psalms ofDavid ... , Robinson Crusoe, Timon of Athens, Hamlet, 
As You Like It, and fmally from Bernardin de Saint Pierre. The epilogue 
contains these important words: "Our time lacks the powerful expression 
that is art, because it has no faith." 

In 1933, the society Greek Arts printed an album in Greek and French: 
Murals in the Churches of Hymettos-the Monasteries of Theologos and Kaisa
riani. The commentaries in it were by Professor X yngopoulos and Photis 
Kontoglou. About the artist who painted the narthex of Kaisariani, 
Kontoglou wrote: "This painter is simple and pure like a sweet-smelling 
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mountain herb. His unaffected art is restful and refreshing like the water in 
a clear brook, like the speech of a mountain shepherd. His work is charac
terized by the deep humility and reverence of all the religious painters 
during the years of Turkish occupation. He works effortlessly as ifhe were 
praying; and though the lack of any personal vanity is obvious in these 
paintings, their very simplicity reveals his rare gifts, his wide experience, 
and his dexterity. His works have an archaic quality, not a remote and dead 
reminiscence of the ancient world, but an element of life rising from the 
inexhaustible resources of the soul of the people. This 'living archaism' is 
common among the painters who worked under the Turkish occupation." 

It is from this description, I think, that we should start in order to under
stand Kontoglou, the painter, the indefatigable artist who best frames and 
interprets Kontoglou, the writer. For Kontoglou, painting is like breathing. 
It is his natural way of expression; his hand never rests. Any little thing that 
attracts his attention becomes the seed of a future composition, memory 
and experience, a phase in a study that is constantly enriching itsel£ Even as 
Kontoglou, the thinker and writer, draws directly from Byzantium, from 
Anatolia, so Kontoglou, the painter, has in his veins the skill, the devotion, 
and the simplicity of the great eastern masters of religious painting. How
ever, it would be a great mistake to consider Kontoglou' s work static and 
antiquated. He is an indisputable master of Byzantine painting. 

But Kontoglou formed his own personal tradition from many sources. 
He studied the manners of several schools before he found his own truth. 
The impulse for adventure took him to Western Europe, the region of 
quick and often fickle artistic revivals, where he studied the masterpieces of 
the European past. He returned home, however, to the Anatolia of ema
ciated ascetics, ecstatic visions, warm souls, and alert minds, and he felt, 
dawning in him, a divine light. Its first reflections came from the dim oil 
lamps burning in his desert, rooted in the rock. By that light, for the first 
time, he saw the spectacle of the world and he heard the mystical god who 
walks on the clouds. In his quest for expression-the expression, that is, of 
moral and technical value-Kontoglou hated above all the superabundant, 
smiling faces of the Renaissance. His thirst for simplicity matched his thirst 
for clarity. In his work, the ancient power of classical Greece is transformed 
and enriched by the purifying devotion of the Byzantine. The feelings of 
Kontoglou are not rigidly dry. They are solid and simple, but plastic; they 
do not break the material world into fragments, but interpret it as a com
pact whole. 
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We must, indeed, remember Kontoglou, the painter, when we con

sider his writings. We may, thus, imagine what we might have had from 

the writer if painting had not absorbed most ofhis creative energy. 
Kontoglou lives with an incurable nostalgia, not for the ancient, but for 

the old. Kambouroglou, another Greek writer, once wrote that we are tied 

to antiquity by admiration, and to oldness by pain. This awareness of pain 

is in all the work of Kontoglou. Since he is straightforward, he does not 

hesitate to express his disgust for the modernists, or his antipathy for science, 

that leads man astray from the primordial paths of his culture. Kontoglou 

is intensely averse to the technological armature of our times, which faith

fully serves the foul demon ofhatred. He admires the "ancient men," the 

simple ones, the illiterate and unsophisticated. Virginal landscapes, rocks, 

ruined castles, restless seas, sparse vegetation, wilderness and loneliness-all 

these are in his heart. In these landscapes his worship of ascetic nature and 

his love of adventure lift up their wings. Two kinds of masters share his 

imagination: one is the plunderer, the demolisher, the pirate; the other is 

the rude, unassuming farmer of the fields. Both are symbols of strength, of 

Good and Evil in their archetypal, cosmogonic form; they are the roots, not 

the branches. Kontoglou's Journeys, printed in 1928, bears this sub-title: 

"various parts of Greece and Anatolia, descriptive of what has remained 

there from the time of the Byzantines, the Franks, the Venetians, and the 

Turks." His landscapes are enlivened by history and tradition, wrapped in 

the meaning, style, and color of an old parchment. 
Astrolabe is a curious book. In it are stories about various parts of the 

globe, about men and their customs and crafts, about desert islands, winds, 

mountains, and whatever else the author gathered from writings of 

travelers, or from what he himselfhas heard and seen. The book, illustrated 

by himself and by his student, Yiannis Tsarouhis, was published in Athens 

in I934· "What I like most," he says, "is to draw something simple and 

masterly that will be obvious to whoever sees it. Whatever I like in every 

country I relate to my art, free of philosophy or any kind of abstractions. I 
think that the greatest gain for man is to find pleasure in simple and beautiful 

things. I do not accept what some people say, that today our mind has 

changed and seeks philosophies and systems. Man has it in his power to 

become crafty or to remain simple .... " 
Other writings by Kontoglou, Art on Mount Athos, Konstantinos 

Palaiologos, Saint George the Chiopolitis, short pieces of art criticism, of 

lyrical and hymnographical prose, have appeared in various newspapers 

and magazines, or in issues ofhis own short-lived magazine, Philiki Etaireia, 
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the vehicle ofhis polemics. These books are, for the most part, successive 
forms of the same effort and demonstrate the virtues of all his work. The 
last book by Kontoglou that I have seen, Men Famous and Forgotten, printed 
in 1942, is a series of biographies which belong to "anecdotal history," 
reproduced with real craftsmanship. In this book Kontoglou rediscovers 
his people-adventurers, pirates, warriors, explorers, martyrs. The work 
imparts the air of rigorous life, of inspiring heroism and hardship. 

Kontoglou is a sui generis power in our contemporary literature. He is 
not a starting point from which other writers may begin and follow. He is 
a shelter for all those who are disgusted by the corruption that surrounds 
them and who search for strength to stand on their own feet. He shows us 
how a man can be on good terms with himself when he devotes himself 
entirely to his ideal. Although Kontoglou' s powers are concentrated in his 
painting, his writing shows a certain fragmentation. He seems to record 
thoughts, impressions, situations, reactions, which unfold in him, all woven 
on the warp of his being, but which are the product of passing moods, 
rather than the final unified expression of an unwavering creative energy. 
Even in his historical writings he tends to give us fragments of autobiog
raphy. His works, however, have some extraordinarily priceless passages, 
although their diction and style cannot stand as prototypes in the develop
ment of modern Greek prose. Kontoglou is an integrated personality -a 
man, as well as an artist, who knows what he wants and who does not drift 
according to the winds of fashion. He can give us a supreme lesson about 
creativity that depends, above all, on warm and rich personal experience. 

Kontoglou: sketch of a mythical beast carved 
on the reredos of the Metropolis, Mystra 



from JOURNEYS 

BY PHOTIS KONTOGLOU 

PREFACE 

translated by JoAnne Cacoullos 

BEFORE OUR TIME (and in our own day), many learned men, knowing 
many languages, have set out on journeys to see and write about what they saw. 
Most of the older ones happened to be rich and traveled for the fun of it. Or they 
were sent by kings and lords who wanted to learn what kind of nations there were 
in this world: what laws governed them, what customs they had, but especially what 
wealth their lands or seas brought forth; what strategies of war they used, how large 
an army, how many ships and how many forts they had-so that these kings and 
lords might reckon the possibility of putting a finger in the other fellow's pie, or of 
befriending him, if they were unable to gain their wicked ends. Today, most king
doms and nations are the same as they were in the past, predatory and deceitful with 
each other; but the men who go from country to country today are men of innocent 
will who travel for the sake of wisdom and for their own satisfaction. 

And so I, too, wanted to write a book about whatever I saw in places I happened 
to visit, and what I thought of while I walked on soil where the sun rises and sets 
without a living man's remembering . ..• 

What contributed most to my plan was the thought that, as old habits give 
way to the new, the old world which left behind the things I intend to describe has 
almost disappeared. Besides, the painter's gift I happen to have makes it easier for 
me to depict every detail about these places so that they will live on, long after Time, 
helped by man, changes the face of the earth in these regions. 

I tried earnestly to gather from writings or by word of mouth as many stories 
as I could about each place. Unhappily, most of such stories tell only of man's great 
wickedness,Jor which he struggles and dies without, however, guiding those who 
follow him to repent and change their ways. In describing the wars, I did my best to 
make the hair on the reader's head stand on end; to make him see that the cruelty of 
man against man is beyond our imagination and that the greatest beast among beasts 
is man. 

Yet we console ourselves with the thought that the world always moves toward 
the good. Joy to him who will be alive in that time when each of us tries to give his 
strength and his mind for the welfare of the world so that there will be no more 
bloodshed and injustice, so that such stories about the shame of mankind will no 
longer be written. PH. K. 
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Some people are born into this world possessed by deep-rooted long
ings-merakia-what you might call a passion or mania for something, for 
a musical instrument or for hunting or fishing or for war; and there are 
other people who arrive with nothing in them, who live their life as it 
comes. The possessed fellows devote themselves to whatever they happen 
to have a natural bent for, and they give beauty to their life, forgetting its 
torments by dedicating themselves to their passion, which is not for one day 
or for a year but for their whole life. Such ardent souls are the pride of their 
regions and everyone loves them. 

I don't think such fellows-the meraklides-who live in our land can be 
found in any other country. Here, wherever you go, you'll come upon one 
or two, but most of them, and the best ones, the "big brains," sprout up 
along the coast or in villages high on the mountains. Through such men, 
even though they are uneducated, the arts thrive and the life of man is 
enhanced. 

I do not need to tell you that this book was written with a passion, a 
meraki; I, too, happen to have been born with many longings, not only for 
drawing, to which I seem to have applied myself even before I came into 
this world, but for the sea, for storytelling, for psalmody, for travel-in a 
word, for everything which nourishes the mind and heart of man. And 
because among my passions I have a mania for castles, I want to tell you 
about some that I have seen. 

In the place where I was born we had no castle. But the first time I 
happened to see a Genoese tower on a deserted island in the Mosconesia 
and, later, when I went toMolivo and saw the fortress, I had an unusual feel
ing, though I did not yet know who built those castles or why they built 
them. But then, do you suppose the people who were born at their very 
foundations knew anything about them? As I got older and began to travel, 
I saw other castles on the mainland and on islands and I began to ask myself 
how they came to be there; but none of the learned who knew ancient 
history were able to enlighten me. And so my curiosity kept growing and 
my mind kneaded all sorts of fantasies .... 

My passion for studying anything that has been tossed aside and for
gotten was nourished in these odd places and, whenever I found myself 
near a castle, my thrill was to go and burrow into it. In time, helped by old 
books, I began to dig up the story of each castle. But my fantasies did not 
cease; they simply grew livelier. I began to hear a mournful voice from the 
ruined stones, and I often wept looking at these things that man had made 
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with his hands, now cast aside into forgetfulness by man himself, who no 
longer has any use for them-not even to weep on the sunburned rocks of 
his wasted efforts. 

From Didimoticho up to Rhodes and from Phokais up to Preveza, all 
the castles have the same layout; you'd think the same master made them 
and the same lord commissioned them. The cornerstones are excellently 
matched; the lintels above the doors are columns from some ancient Greek 
building; there are whole millstones in the wall that seem to have been 
stuck there hurriedly so that it could rise before the enemy drew near; the 
comers of the steps are still unbroken and sharp as blades. Heavy cannon 
lurk in the dry grass, like huge snakes, and the earth slowly gives way and 
swallows them. You look fearfully about and expect some dragon to 
pounce from a grassy dooryard, dragging behind him a mob of blood
thirsty men. 

The castles in Greek lands are more picturesque and wilder than those in 
France, even though most of them are small, more like towers. For our 
land is rocky and sparse, and the buildings are built simply, without trim
nungs. 

Though every castle be destroyed 
Though each and all be ruined, 

PALAMIDI 

translated by Katherine Hartis 

We pray that God will always keep our handsome Palamidi. 

THis SONG was sung in the old days, before the jails were built in 
Palamidi. The people thanked God for such an unconquerable and formi
dable fortress. No cannon ball could reach it, no attack frighten it, no mine 
touch it. Hunger and thirst never troubled it, for it had more cisterns and 
storehouses than any other castle in the world. And besides its strength, it 
looked so splendid and imposing that he who was its lord could well be 
proud, and he who was its enemy could brag that he would conquer it. 
Looking at it, you hardly know whom to praise first- the master workmen 
who constructed it, or the proud nobles who thought of such a marvelous 
citadel of war. You'd think it was built for the safekeeping of some precious 
young princess; so they decorated it with all sorts of towers that she might 
watch the open sea from every direction and never become melancholy. 
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From up there she could look at the fields and the sea, spread out like a plate 
right under her eyes, and the carriage roads converging toward the town
one from Argos, another from Monastiri, a third from Tollo. She could 
feel that she was walking among gardens and breathing the clear air that 
only birds enjoy. Thus your fancy wanders as you look at famous Palamidi, 
before you climb to its gloomy and desolate interior. 

The rock on which the castle stands is one hundred and fifty times the 
height of a man; but when you look up at it from below, your cap falls off 
and you could swear the towers touch the sky, for on the west and south, 
where the sea crashes against it, this God-created fort rises straight up like 
a sheer precipice. The other sides are more sloping; you can find a foothold 
on the rocks, especially on the east, where it is linked with the high moun
tains of the mainland. From there you can even go up on horseback. That is 
also the weakest side, the tail end of the castle. 

When you mount the thousand steps from the town of Anapli, you 
enter first the tower of St. Andreas, the highest of the fort. The Turks called 
it Tzindar-tampia, or the Office of the Commandant. Besides this tower, 
Palamidi has six others: Phokionas, or in Turkish, Tavil-tampia; Themisto
cles-Kara-tampia; Miltiades-Bazirian-tampia; Epaminondas-Seitan-tam
pia; Leonidas- Tombrak-tampia; and Achilleus- Yourous-tampia. Five of 
these towers connect by a wall, called in ancient Greek the Wall of the 
Enclosure. The other wo, Achilleus and Miltiades, are isolated as though 
each were a separate garrison. Miltiades is in the center of the Square of 
Arms, or Piazza d'Armi, the courtyard within the surrounding wall. 
Achilleus, the smallest and most distant tower, is separated from Miltiades 
by a trench dug in the rock. 

At the main gate, I stood dazed as ifi were in a labyrinth. There, the 
prisoners with light sentences were kept. I saw all kinds of arches, cells, 
tunnels, windows, boulders, stairs; and in the background was a series of 
high walls, doors and side doors, which seemed to stand one within the 
other in such confusion that I didn't know which way to start so as not to 
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get lost. And in all this maze, not a living soul! My footsteps echoed along 

the stone path and made me afraid even of my own self; I was too scared to 

go near the cells. Any moment I expected ghosts to leap out, wild-haired 

creatures, unshaven and blood-spattered, whom even in my imagination I 

could not describe. 
The cell walls are defaced; here and there whitewashed, here and there, 

like the stone path, overgrown with moss. The skylights are barred with 

iron grating. Each cell is like a cave-dirt floor, arched ceiling and, off in the 

dark, a rotted bedstead with a slat in the middle. The walls are scribbled with 

all sorts of writings and drawings. Here and there you see a sketch of flowers 

or birds in two or three colors. From these I gathered that a man of good 

taste-a meraklis-had once had his diggings there. I went into one cell and 

then another and soon gained enough courage to enter all of them. They 

were all the same, most of them cluttered with refuse and old rags. 

I came out on a small ledge to breathe some fresh air, for I had become 

very depressed. But again my curiosity got the better of me and I entered a 

narrow, pitch-dark tunnel to see where it would lead me. Then I went 

down a number of stairs and was struck by a cold wind. As my eyes became 

accustomed to the dark, I saw that the draught came from a large, deep 

cistern. The grating of a small skylight above it was plugged with pointed 

rocks, but some light came through. In the cistern there was water about as 

deep as the height of a man and at the bottom I could see stones and skulls 

and various human bones. There, the prisoners who squabbled among 

themselves were punished. 
I went back and sat for a moment on the step outside the chapel of St. 

Andreas. After a while I went in and lit a candle. I was in no mood to go to 

the other towers. But when I reached the threshold and saw the town below, 

and the ships sailing on the open sea, I took courage and was ashamed to have 

been such a coward .... 
Although the castle was spread out like a map before me, I was be

fuddled by all those parapets, doors, turrets, stairs, tunnels, those many walls, 

old and new, the jagged rocks, the paths and cobbled roads, all helter

skelter. The Devil himself couldn't have sorted them out. Anyway, I 

spotted a door and headed straight for it. Taking a path along the edge of 

the precipice above the sea, I came to a lookout which had been built on a 

corner to protect that side of the castle. I turned back and started to search. 

"Come now," I wondered, "was this place built by demons!" It was like 

those dreams where you find yourself in a maze from which you can't 
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escape, wandering arotmd and around through subterranean passages
some such thing was happening to me. Finally, by chance I took a path that 
led through a doorway, and suddenly I found myself in the square. 

Imagine a wide, barren field sown with lead-colored rocks, point by 
point, like a mass ofblack heads. Only a few sparse, wild trees are green. All 
about you the bloodthirsty, coal-black forts seem to be silently threatening 
each other. Themistocles and Phokionas are directly above you, and alone 
to the left is Leonidas. Notorious Miltiades stands opposite. Behind him, 
somewhat pensive, hides Epaminondas with his machicolated parapets. 
Achilleus is far to the east, where the tail of the castle slants down, on the 
side where the sun rises. 

First I edged timidly up to Miltiades. After all it had endured through 
bygone years, this accursed fort was chosen in its old age to imprison those 
who were heavily sentenced and those condemned to death. When you see 
it from the outside you understand what it is; it looms there, smoky with 
gunpowder, surrounded by countless strongholds. On its peak there is 
some black grass that sways in the wind and looks like hair. As its walls rise, 
its width narrows, and on one of its towers it seems to be wearing a pointed 
cap. Along the outer side are some embrasures for cannon. Black are its 
walls, black the grass, black the earth in which it is rooted. 

Entering, you see a courtyard surrounded by cells, and you wonder, 
"Did people really live here?" Above, all around, are a few sentry boxes 
where the guard was stationed. The door to the yard is copperplated, 
studded with nails as big as your fist. The round windows are grown over 
with stinkweed; dampness oozes and drips from the walls; balls and chains 
lie here and there. From the cells comes a heavy odor-you can almost smell 
the breath of the Venetian and the Turk, and of the brigand who lost his 
head at the guillotine. 

The Turks took Palamidi by treachery in 1724, during the reign of Sultan Ahmet III. The Frankish commander himself, the Sallas, whom 
they called the Salahoragas, betrayed it; he sold himself to the Turks and plugged the cannons. The Venetians tried to escape by the stairs of St. 
Andreas, but the Turks fell upon them and there was a massacre. The 
Captain of the Guard, Leonardos Taronites, was killed there .... 

A document from those days was found which lists the munitions 
captured by the Turks in Palamidi: 20 flag cannons (Santzak-topou in 
Turkish), 22 bronze cannons (Sahi-topou, meaning "royal"), 239 hundred
weight of iron, 1,664 hundredweight of lead, 3,400 balls (about 10 okas 
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each), 2,II5 Koumbarades (bombs from ro to 220 okas each), 3,930 El

Koumbarades (hand grenades), 2,320 stone balls, and 2o,ooo hundredweight 

of gunpowder. 
When the sultan heard that the formidable Anapli was taken, he him

self came from Constantinople to admire all the forts-especially Palamidi. 

In 1821, when it was taken by the Greeks on the day of St. Andreas, 

the Turks who happened to be barricaded in Miltiades held out till noon, 

despite the fact that all the other towers had surrendered at dawn. Those 

Turks had even decided to set fire to the magazine; but their commander, 

Abdul-Agas, who had been captured by the Greeks, interceded so that they 

would surrender without harm. And that's how it was. 

At Epaminondas, facing east, is the gate leading out of the fort; on the 

wall next to the gate, a Turkish scimitar is carved. I saw it by chance, for it 

isn't noticeable unless the sun strikes it. It is the only ornament on the castle 

except for the one vigorous lion over the massive door of St. Andreas. Yet, 

instead of softening the appearance of the blackened ramparts, these orna

ments make them seem fiercer. Crude carvings of the beast, half-man, 

half-lion, are everywhere in Anapli. This one must have been hacked by 

army workmen-the same rough, illiterate fellows who built the castle. 

They didn't know enough about the art of carving to create flowers or 

birds; the stone suffered harsh blows from hands that wielded the hammer 

and chisel as though digging in a mine, hands accustomed to hewing with 

a pick or struggling with a stone rake. Even so, the eyes of this beast shoot 

flames and transfix you as if he were alive-you'd think the stone had 

sinews and hair. His poisonous talons claw an open bible in which you can 

almost read your horrible fate; saliva froths at his jaws, and from his larynx 

you hear a gurgling like a waterfall bloating his breast. The strong wings, 

rooted on his back, beat with rage against each other, and you feel that in 

the twinkling of an eye he'll soar through the air and swoop down to clutch 

you by the head. And such indeed must have been the sentiments of the 

bloodthirsty bully who carved him. 

Through this doorway of Epaminondas the convicts condemned to 

death were brought out to have their heads cut of£ There still is a path to 

the so-called Little Threshing Floor, the Alonaki, where the guillotine 

once stood .... 
Now let us come to the story ofPalamidi. For a long time Anapli was 

besieged by Stalkos Stalkopoulos. In the city the Turks were driven wild by 

hunger and disease; but they wouldn't surrender because their stubborn 

commander, Ali-Pasha of Anapli, preferred to die than to yield to the 
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Greeks. Nevertheless, on the 27th of November the Turks asked Koloko
tronis to negotiate terms under which they could surrender. Kolokotronis, 
who was at Dervenakia, sent Stalk.opoulos in his stead to tell them not to 
ask for a treaty but to hand over the keys, and he promised that he would 
then send them on Greek ships wherever they wanted to go. If they didn't 
agree to his terms, he would attack and, after he had taken the castle, he 
would put them all to the sword. When they got this message, the Turkish 

military chiefs notified the commander ofPalamidi and the other agas t~ 
come down to Anapli to reach a decision. By nightfall they still had not 
agreed, for Ali-Pasha insisted that the war continue. They thought it wise, 
therefore, to spend the night in the city and, whatever their decision, to 
return the next day to Palamidi. Meantime, the Turkish mob, enraged by 
hunger, threatened to kill all the agas if they didn't put an end to the war. 

The Janissaries who had been left to guard Palamidi became suspicious 
when they saw that the agas and the commander were staying in the city all 
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night; so they, too, started down to Anapli to find out what was going on, 
leaving only about a hundred men to guard the castle. 

The Greeks were huddled in their tents because it was raining, but they 
had posted a vanguard patrol under the command ofDirnitro Moskonisio
tis. The patrol approached Yourous-tampia and crept along the wall without 
hearing a sound from the battlements. Moskonisiotis had sworn to set foot 
in the castle-amet-mouhamet-by hook or by crook. As it happened, after 
he had gone round Achilleus, up the cliff to the south, he suddenly saw in 
the dark, along the rocks, three shadows moving toward the wall. He 
ordered them to halt and caught them like chickens; they were two 
Albanians, of those who guarded Yourous-tampia, and a woman. They had 
come out to gather dandelions. He marched his prisoners down to Stalko
poulos' s tent. The Albanians, terrified and hungry, said that twelve 
persons all in all, including themselves, were in Yourous-tampia; that of the 
hundred men in Palarnidi, seventy guarded Bazirian-tampia, or Miltiades, 
in order to protect the families of the agas; that the other towers had five 
men here and ten there; and that all the Turks were disgusted because the 
agas, in refusing to end the war, were letting them die of sickness and starva
tion. 

At this, Stalkopoulos decided to try to take the castle. The elements 
were on his side; a storm was brewing and the night was pitch-dark. 
Moskonisiotis asked Stalkopoulos to let him scale the wall first so that he 
could see if the situation was as the Albanians had described. He asked the 
other Greeks to stand near the wall, telling them that if they heard a shot it 
would mean that he was dead; and if they heard shouts, he was caught. If, 
however, he found the tower unguarded as the Albanians had reported, 
he would signal them to come up. 

When they had agreed, Stai:kopoulos took his brother Thanasi, 
Moskonisiotis, and about three hundred select brave men and advanced 
quietly, in good order, toward Palarnidi. They stood a hundred yards or so 
from the castle. In the rear, a monk from Mount Athas, called Paphnoutios, 
and one Portokalis, a violinist from Argos, were carrying a ladder five 
yards long. 

Despite the wind and the rain, Stalkopoulos spoke a few words to his 
men to give them courage. He reminded them that the next day was the 
holy day of St. Andreas, the protector of Anapli, whose church the Turks 
had desecrated in Palarnidi; and he added that St. Andreas's blessing would 
help the Greeks take the strongest fort from the enemies of Christianity and 
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thus win their longed-for freedom. Then he left his brother with two 
hundred seventy men at the post, and with Moskonisiotis and another 
eighty men he approached Yourous-tampia. 

Not hearing any suspicious sounds from the fort, he ordered the ladder 
to be put up against the lowest wall. Moskonisiotis made the sign of the cross 
and climbed up. On the top rung he looked around. The tower was 
deserted; but farther on he noticed a small light burning in the guard hut. 
Immediately, he drew his sword, crossed himself again and, jumping 
lightly over the parapet, approached the hut on tiptoe. Through the half
closed window he saw a Turk sprawled on the floor, chewing on an ear of 
corn. At once the Greek dropped in like a bomb, sword in one hand, pistol 
in the other, and signaled the Turk not to move. The Turk, terrified, 
begged for mercy. Moskonisiotis tied the man's elbows behind his back and 
stuffed a rag into his mouth; after taking all the weapons he could fmd, he 
returned and, leaning over the wall, told the other Greeks, who were wait
ing with their hearts in their mouths, to climb up. Staikopoulos took fifty 
soldiers and an old man, Manoli Serpetos from Kranidi, who knew the lay
out of Palamidi because he had worked there before; one by one they 
climbed the ladder without the Turks being any the wiser. Immediately, 
they opened the main door of the tower and all fifty went in, followed by 
the three hundred with Thanasi Staikopoulos. Thus Achilleus was taken 
with not a Turk in sight .... 

The Turks were confounded and, wherever the Greeks advanced, fled 
to the city through the door of St. Andreas. Again with the ladder, Mosko
nisiotis went up to Tzindar-tampia, no longer caring about the Turks. The 
Greeks found two more ladders in Palamidi and climbed up at three 
different sides of each tower simultaneously, with such speed that soon they 
had taken the whole fort, except for Miltiades which, as we said, held out 
until noon. And that is how this mighty fortress was taken by the Christians 
on the 29th ofNovember, on the day of St. Andreas, without even a bloody 
nose. 

* * * 
Men like to hear stories, even if they are about murder, war, and other 

tragic events, so long as the storyteller knows how to embellish them. The 
art of storytelling is a gift of God. Even sheep, lambs, puppies, cats, and 
other domestic animals notice whatever is happening around them; and in 
winter, when humans gather around the fire to tell stories, these creatures 
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will also curl up and listen, almost as though they spoke the same language. 

Good storytellers are loved by young and old, but mostly by children. 

These innocent beings haven't the jaded and cunning minds which dull the 

eyes of the soul and body. But on the other hand, the old people usually 

make the best storytellers. God seems to have arranged it this way so that a 

sacred, mysterious bond exists between the child who has just been born and 

the old man who is going back to rest in the earth. And so it is, from one 

generation to another .... 
All this, dear reader, is well and good, so that both you and I may pass a 

pleasant hour. But is that all it is? Even if we knew as much as the Devil 

himself, what's the use, if we are not to rejoice over the good or be distressed 

over the evil that we hear in stories? Good and Evil have fought in this world 

since the time of creation. People who listen to stories are like those who 

watch two wrestlers, one good and one bad, grappling in an arena where 

neither is able to overthrow the other. Those who watch are all in suspense, 

but the good pray for the triumph of goodness and the bloodthirsty pray 

for the victory of evil. 
Having brought you this far, I must say that I didn't tell these things 

simply so that you could marvel at famous castles built by men, good or 

bad. Castles are made of stone and earth; it is man who has sometimes used 

them so that honor and justice may prevail, and who at other times has 

unfurled upon these stern battlements the flag of injustice. So, you see, the 

life of a castle is as full of sin as the life of a man. Whatever his brain has 

created, be it castles or muskets or bombs, all have been made by human 

hands, implements of the Devil-for most of us are obedient to him. 

Then why do I spend so many hours wandering among these barren 

walls? Is it a garden my forefathers planted, or some other sort of noble 

legacy for the one who inherits it? So many weapons are buried in this soil 

that not even the grass, with its green innocence, can hide them. Wild 

brambles and weeds are everywhere; the wind from the open sea blows and 

cools the burning stones, which resemble the brows of men, fevered like 

my own. 
I came out ofEpaminondas and started for the Little Threshing Floor. 

From this angle the castle looks seedy and ill-fated, but even more savage. 

Yourous-tampia reaches far out like a wild promontory, silent and evil. 

Vultures are always wheeling above it, like ghosts weaving magic in the 

air. The sun strikes the barren rocks and they smell of flintstone. ' 

Standing in a clearing, I told myself that this was probably the Little 

Threshing Floor. I walked around it and discovered where the guillotine 
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used to be, and traces of that pit where the bodies fell. No matter how tough 
a man may be, he will feel faint in such a place. I thought of all that had 
happened on this very soil; down at Anapli I had seen the blade with the 
weights that measure a hundredweight, the iron collar that locked the neck, 
and the sack, bone-stiff with blood, where the heads dropped. And now I 
saw before me the specter of that savage executioner, Bekiaris, whom no 
mother bore or any human being conceived. And there passed before my 
eyes the chopped-off heads of all types of men, yellow as wax, some with 
moustaches, some with beards, and others with scarcely a soft down, brave 
young men in the flower of their youth. I felt an anguished groan coming 
from every town and village, from east to west, from the open sea, from 
Roumeli, linking that cursed Floor with the world and its people, ravaged 
by death and grief and torments which can never be set down on paper .... 

Oh mother, dear little mother, 
How my poor head aches . ... 

About a hundred paces farther I turned to look at Achilleus with its 
cobwebbed battlements-like a row ofblack demons who purposely stood 
rigid as if they wanted to make me die of fright. But the Little Threshing 
Floor was green as a meadow; the grass rippled in the wind fresh from the 
sea. Toward the southeast was the dark blue bay ofTollo, with its few barren 
islands, and beyond was the slowly deepening blue of the cape of Spetsai. 
As for me, the thought of the guillotine would not leave my mind. And 
indeed, the cool wind, the clear sky, and the calm sea, where the ships 
circled like pigeons, depressed me all the more. Above me, vultures roosting 
on Achilleus began to sing this song. They sang and I listened: 

An eagle perched, Bekiari, Bekiari, 
Held in his talons the head of a clerk. 
From time to time he pecked it, Bekiari, Bekiari, 
And now and then he asked it, Bekiari, Bekiari: 

"Head, what crime have you done? Bekiari, Bekiari, 
Have you cheated on the scales? Bekiari, Bekiari, 
Have you sold at too high a price? ... " 

[Theodoros Kolokotronis was the outstanding hero of the Greek war of liberation 
in 1821. He was born, 1770, under a tree on a mountain in oldMessene and became, 
during his later years, the so-called Old Man of Morea. On April 28, 1821, the 
chiefs of the Greek army in Karytaina appointed him their commander in that area. 
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He defeated the Turks at Valtetsi, at Tripolis, and, the following year, at Akro
corinth. He destroyed the great force of Pasha Dramali at Dervenakia and entered 
Nauplion triumphantly. He died in 1843 after a stormy political career. 

TRANSLATOR's NOTE] 

Kontoglou: sketch of a prisoner's drawing on a cell wall 



MYSTRA 

translated by JoAnne Cacoullos 

W ID3N YOU look from the valley at the great mountain whose 
ancient name is Taygetos-colloquially, the Five-Fingered-you see at its 
base, on the east, a row of foothills. On these lean the snow-capped peaks 
which rise in the distance like vertebrae of the huge mountain ridge, one 
against the other. On one of these foothills is Mystra, facing the sun. The 
peak of the hill is sharp and juts proudly. All of it is unusually steep. Below, 
a river flows into the valley where the new village lies. Old Mystra is 
higher, on the slope. The road up is cobblestoned and twists among the 
ruins. On both sides stand walls, one behind another, corroded by water
walls of palaces, castles, churches, humble homes, mosques, fountains, 
baths-a whole city. Now and then you come to ruined archways and other 
overhanging structures, which hover like bears or like almost any other 
wild creature you can imagine, waiting for violent rain or wind to destroy 
them completely. 

As you go up the slope to the left, you fmd a beautiful tower of Frankish 
design fully preserved. Obviously it was a corner of the wall that once 
circled the town. Beside it is a church called Perivleptos, Our Eminent 
Lady, built about 1390 by a certain Leon Mavropapas. 

Then the houses begin, old and new together. High, in the upper part 
of the town, is a monastery with a fme church and bell tower, surrounded 
by a wall and decorated with trees and flowers. This is the church of Our 
Lady Pantanassa -Queen of All-built by Emperor Manuel Kantakouzinos 
around r 3 6o and renovated in 1445 by the magistrateloannis Frangopoulos. 

Along the road to the lower town, you reach the Metropolis. In the wall 
near the outer gate of the church yard is the stone that was stained by the 
blood ofBishop Ananias Lambardis, killed by the Turks in 1767. Inside the 
Metropolis are spacious cells. When Chateaubriand went to Mystra in 
r8o6, he was guest of the bishop and wrote that he saw many Greek and 
French books in the bishop's private library. The church belongs to St. 
Dimitri and it is very old, its paintings sorely damaged. It was built in 1307 
by Nikephoros Moschopoulos, former Bishop of Crete. This is the church 
where Constantine Palaiologos was anointed and proclaimed King of 
Constantinople. The story is that he stood on the double-headed eagle 
engraved on a stone plaque under the big candelabrum; that eagle is there 
to this day. 

Farther on are many palaces and mansions, archways, walls, towers-all 



roo THE CHARIOTEER 

ruins-and among them the churches of Aphendiko (Our Lady Hodegi
tria of Vrondochiou), of the two Saints Theodoroi, of St. John, of St. 
Sophia, and of others here and there. 

The church of Aphendiko, built in128o, is the oldest. On the four walls 
of its chapel are four imperial edicts painted in gold, held by four angels 
flying. One edict is of Michael Palaiologos, who took Mystra from 
Villehardouin; the other three are of his son Andronikos, the Aged. On 
another part of the wall is the portrait ofTheodoros Palaiologos, in frock, 
the brother of Emperor Constantine, who became a monk; some bones 
buried beneath the paving stones are said to be his. 

In St. John's church you can detect, like a shadow on the wall, a portrait 
of Lady Kale Kavasila, who built the church with her daughter Anna 
Laskarina and her son Thodoros Hodegitrianos. 

All these churches are decorated with paintings, but the most beautiful 
are those in Perivleptos. Those in Pantanassa have brilliant colors and are 
masterfully executed but they do not reveal the deep feelings of the artist as 
do those in Perivleptos. Only the angels, low, near the altar ofPantanassa, 
tell that the brush that created them was guided by pious contemplation. In 
the old narthex is the portrait of a nobleman with a pointed hat, his hands 
lifted in prayer, and in the background are the words: "Here sleeps Manuel 
Laskaris Handzikis the servant of God and of all-happy ruler Constantine 
Palaiologos, departed from this life in the year 6953 (1445) from the creation of 
the world." Under this painting is his grave. And nearby is the tomb of the 
first wife of Constantine Palaiologos, the Frankish Lady Thodora Toccou. 

* * * 
On the north side of the mountain is a knoll where the royal palaces of 

the Kantakouzinoi and the Palaiologoi stand. Huge walls, pierced for huge 
windows, their stones all rusted, slowly disintegrate, day by day. Every so 
often a piece works loose and drops to the ground. The stones return again 
to their mother earth, unrecognizable among all the other stones on the 
mountain. The peasant, poor fellow, gathers them and builds his hovel for 
shelter against the ice and rain; and the stones, submissive to their fate, see 
and hear the woes of poverty, just as they once saw and heard the secrets of 
the king and of the councils that ruled the world. 

In places where the building was made of wood there are now wide 
gaps; the wood has rotted away. First to decay was the builder, then his 
clothes, then the wood; later, the rocks scattered, and thus they all went to 
their fmal rest. The roofs and floors soon collapsed, and only the four walls 
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remained; then they, too, disintegrated, particularly on the south side. The 
north corner has endured many more years; now it is only a pillar of stones. 
Lashed by the wind, it has become thinner and thinner and is so frail that 
nature hesitates to order her valiant warriors-the wind, the earthquake, or 
the thunderbolt-to finish off such an unworthy opponent. Then a crow 
perches lightly on top of that pillar, and as the bird ruffles and spreads its 
wings to preen, the stones suddenly crumble and fall, thudding, in a heap. 

But why do I write such fantasies? You can go yourself and look; your 
heart will weep to see the chimneys and the fireplaces where the people of 
Mystra used to cook; the Turkish baths where fme ladies bathed; the stone 
where the king stepped to mount his horse, and the place where his throne 
was, and the garden, now bare of trees, where he used to walk, vexed by 
many problems. 

Around the palaces, walls sag or sprawl in various shapes-stone and 
destruction as of a thousand quarries-broken cupolas, holy altars in the 
open air, lone pillars, and in sanctuaries the paintings of saints, all weather
beaten. Here is a hole in the ground, and there another, wherever you walk. 
In these holes you cannot help seeing skulls tangled over with grass, and 
piles of bones that even a hungry jackal would not touch. The wild mar
jorams and pennyroyals smell like incense, and as I walk about I hum chants 
in my mind as ifl am holding a requiem, a litany. Once in a while I stop 
short, then walk on, and with tears in my eyes I chant again, chant for the 
sad fate of man, for my mother and uncle who are buried at Souyiout in 
Turkey, thousands of miles away from me. I weep for the poor and the 
noblemen and for Palaiologos, even though he was a king; for he was a 
tormented man, a blood-spattered victim ruined by the crimes of others. 

* * * 
Above the houses the mountain is so steep that no one can climb it. At 

the peak is the Frankish castle, like a crown on a proud head. It looks out 
over the plain and has a forbidding aspect. There is only one door, to the 
north, and a big square tower that looks toward the sun. It was built 
solidly; the walls haven't fallen anywhere, although it is one of the oldest 
castles of the East. Coronelli, an Italian traveler at Mystra during the 
Turkish occupation, writes that a few years before he went to Mystra, the 
Kastron, as he calls it, had ten cannons and a garrison of eighteen or twenty 
Janissaries. The Turks were always careful to keep plenty of grain in their 
storehouses, should they need it in time of war; and the castle had good 
cisterns, he writes, and in the center was a mosque which had been a church. 
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The position of the castle was so strong that, as historians relate, it was never 
taken by attack, either by the Sultan Mehmet, who yearned to capture it, 
or by the Venetians. 

Chateaubriand, like myself, found nothing in the castle, no men, or 
cannons or mosque-only a wild solitude. 

Godfrey II Villehardouin, called the Kalamatan because he was born in 
Kalamata, built the castle in 1258, and the castle of Mama at the fork of 
Melingos, "because he learned that this place was a very large wooded area, 
with strong mountain passes and wide open spaces, home of the reckless 
Maniates who dwell in the harsh regions of Mani, proud men, evil mur
derers, bandits and kidnappers, who do not fear God or bow to any master.'' 

When Villehardouin captured Monevasa, he asked the local inhabitants 
where he should build a strong fortress to secure his power. And they 
showed him the peaked mountain of Mystra, which was then called 
Mytzithra because it looked like the cheese, mytzithra . ... 

Old Psephto-Dorotheos tells the story even better: "The Prince set off 
from Monemvasia on horseback and came to Lakedaimonia, and there he 
held a council with the archons of that region and asked them where they 
thought he should build a strong and safe castle. They advised him to put 
it on the mountain two miles from Lakedaimonia, for there was no place 
more beautiful or more invulnerable. He liked their advice; the master
builders rolled up their sleeves and brought the supplies, lime, stones, wood, 
and other materials. Thus they began to build the kastro, and they made it 
high and very beautiful and named it Mytzithra, and in Greek it is called 
Sparta. Lakedaimonia is down on the plain; it was a very proud castle and 
had courageous men, but today it is deserted." 

Villehardouin took as much pleasure in his newly-built castle of 
Mystra as he did in Monevasa; when he was taken prisoner by Michael 
Palaiologos, his captor demanded a ransom of three castles, Monevasa, 
Mama, and third and most beautiful, the castle of Mytzithra. 

* * * 
Afterwards, Mystra was in Greek hands. During the reign of the 

Palaiologoi, it became the capital of Morea, rich in palaces and churces and 
in whatever else great cities have, so that it came to be known as a second 
Constantinople. 

Constantine foresaw that Constantinople would fall to the Turks. So he 
fortified himself at Mystra, hoping to strike the enemy from behind while 
they were fighting Yango Ouniadis. But Constantine did not have time to 
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prepare himself, for Ouniadis was defeated at the battle of V arnas .... In 
1473 Benendettos Colleonis, the Venetian general, took Mystra; he be
sieged the castle and would have conquered it, if he had not died .... 

As in ancient days, so in later years, throughout that region, the tradi
tion of valor and physical prowess flourished. St. Nikonas writes that the 
young men of his time were ''jousting with the joust," that is, they were 
galloping in the tournament field and tilting with long wooden lances .... 

[Actually, Mystra was built by William I Villehardouin, as some sources indi
cate, in 1249. He was captured in a battle near Kastoria in 1259. After years in 
prison, he finally agreed to pay the humiliating ransom demanded by Michael 
Palaiologos. Most historians believe that the Frankish castle of Yeraki, in Tsa
konia, was also handed over to the Byzantines as part of this agreement. 

TRANSLATOR's NoTE] 
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from WINDS 

BY ELIAS VENEZIS 

translated by Alice-Mary Maffry 

THE FINAL HOUR 

STAVROS VASILIOU VALMAS, a man of sixty-five, was climbing the steps 
ofPalamidi. It was autumn. Black clouds were rumbling above the fearful 
castle ofNauplion. 

"Is it going to rain?" 
Stavros Vasiliou Valmas considered the matter and hesitated a long 

while before placing his foot on the first step. 
"If it rains?" 

Wouldn't it be more sensible to put it off? To leave this trip for a better 
day? 

If it had been a few years earlier, he surely would have done so: he 
would have postponed it. This he had done all his life: weighed everything 
very carefully, often put things off. But Stavros Vasiliou Valmas, who had 
always considered everything in his life and had always postponed every
thing and denied himself everything, was now living through his greatest 
hour: the fear of death. He knew that he could no longer put anything off 
for tomorrow, that the margin had become terrifyingly narrow. And he 
hurried to satisfy the few, the very few desires remaining in him, before it 
would be too late. 

He had spent all his life in the great harbor of Greece, Piraeus, far from 
his hometown. He had started as an errand boy for a shipping office; then 
he had learned accounting and became a bookkeeper. And throughout all 
these years he had lived the history of numbers. He was an average, unim
portant bookkeeper, with no particular talent. The other bookkeepers at 
the office, who worked at the desks near him, slaving over numbers, loafed 
or took liberties. Then, when they thought that they were ready, that they 
could progress with the numbers, they handed in their resignations to the 
office and went off into businesses of their own, to earn money in the free 
air of the harbor. 

Stavros Vasiliou Valmas used to watch them leave and shake his head 
decisively. 

"No! Why should I leave? Here it's quiet and sensible. Outside is the 
ocean. Why should I venture forth on the ocean? Why should men go to 
sea?" 
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He was a conscientious employee. But never on any occasion did he 
take it on himself to do anything more than what was assigned. No initia
tive, no effort, no desire to advance. 

Why should he advance? When men are ordinary bookkeepers and 
earn an average salary which is enough for them to live on, why should 
they want to rise? Only those who have desires want this, who have dream 
worlds to conquer. But why have desires, why have dream worlds? No! 
Stavros Vasiliou Valmas had never had any, had never even wanted any. 

The life of the waterfront, the big ships that came and went, the 
mountains of goods being loaded and unloaded, were an unbroken, steady 
summons to a journey away from the tyranny of numbers. Systematically, 
with perseverance, Stavros Valmas had struggled with this demon. He had 
defeated it. The women of the harbor, the women of the sea, joy of the 
flesh, were another demon. And Valmas had conquered that one, too, 
stubbornly and cruelly. 

"No! To take a wife, to have her as your own, to worry about her-no! 
There will be children and sickness. Why do men add cares to their lives? 
We came alone into life. Thus it is sensible to remain ... " 

Stavros Valmas had never been in love, did not marry, had no children, 
had never pursued desires, had never pursued dream worlds. All the storms 
of Greece had passed over his head and had not touched him. There had 
been wars, monarchies had fallen, monarchies had been restored-nothing 
had touched him. No. For men to live quietly working with numbers, in a 
job with regular hours-this is life. 

And Stavros Valmas had slowly grown old. This circumstance came 
about smoothly, naturally, without distress. The bookkeeper of the Piraeus 
harbor had not thought about it-he had always avoided thinking about 
anything that was outside his daily needs. Then, suddenly one night, when 
he was alone in his solitary room, looking absent-mindedly at the stars, it 
came: 

Dark, merciless, without pity, came the fear of death. It passed through 
the stars, through the waves of the sea, through the night; it journeyed 
through his body, flooding his veins. Stavros Valmas realized that in a short 
time he was going to die. 

He stayed awake all that night. And the next night. On the third day 
he appeared before his boss. 

"I'm handing in my resignation," he said. "I must leave." 
"Where are you going?" his boss asked, astonished. "You have never 

I" gone away. 
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But now for the first time there lived in the man's heart something 

deeper than the logic of numbers. Finally came a vivid, tormenting, un

bearable desire. Like the wild beasts of the mountain, who have grown old 

and who, when they get the scent of death approaching, retreat to a cave to 

wait for it, so V almas wanted to go to his birthplace to die. 
"N I' 1 . " h "d "I h h h . " o. m eavmg, e sal . ave no ot er c o1ce. 

Stavros Valmas is climbing the steps of the castle ofPalamidi. The day 

he returned to Nauplion, his birthplace, he decided to see all the places 

of his childhood, which he hadn't seen since he had gone away. During the 

years he had spent in the great port, working with numbers, he had never 

let himself be conquered by this desire: to take a trip home. "Everything 

is temptation. Everything is dangerous," he had said. "One should do what 

is necessary: travel from his home to the office. That's enough." 

Stavros Valmas is climbing the thousand steps ofPalamidi. He enters 

the deserted castle through the tower of St. Andreas. Once, when he was a 

child, his father took him that high up. But he does not remember anything. 

He looks around him at the arches, the forts, the cells, the tunnels, a fearful 

mixture of wildness and desolation. Weeds are sprouting in the walls. It 

is beginning to rain. Around him the other forts, Themistocles, Phokionas, 

Miltiades, stand black and fierce. Not a soul is to be seen. Not even a bird 

is flying. All the memories, from the ancient times of the Franks and the 

Venetians, memories ofhot blood and iron, wander there, are mingled with 

the clouds that rumble in the sky, with the rain that beats against the weed

covered walls. Here is Palamidi ! Here were buried and here suffered and 

died the youth of Greece and the East; here, too, the murderers and the 

smugglers. Now not even a bird is flying. Not a soul is to be seen. Silently, 

the deserted forts contemplate the great hours which have passed. 

It is raining. 
Stavros Valmas begins to be afraid. 

"What am I doing here, in this deserted place? I must be getting back," 

he tells himsel£ 
But he does not turn back. He takes one step, another, several steps for

ward. A different instinct, completely new, tells him now: "Don't ! Don't 

turn back! What will you gain by going back? Dare to take another step! 

To see more! It's getting late ... " 
V almas takes the steps. But suddenly he stops. He hears sounds. He 

strains his ear. Is it the rain? No, it can't be. These are sounds from the earth. 

They are footsteps. He shivers. Cowardly, filled with anxiety, he turns his 
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eyes over there, in the direction of the footsteps. They are coming from a 
tunnel. One moment. A little longer. His heart is about to burst. 

Then, first the head and fmally the whole body emerge from the tunnel. 
It is a cow, and behind her comes a white calf with tan spots. 

The calm which the two creatures of God bring to this haunted place of 
men is so alien, so improbable, that Valmas feels a violent wave of emotion 
striking him. 

"Ah ... ,"he sighs with relie£ 
Behind the animals comes a man. He is tall and blond; he has blue eyes 

and is an old man. He is about the age of Stavros Valmas. 
They greet each other. 

"I'm the guard here," says the man of the castle. "I show the castle to 
strangers who come to walk around it. Are you a stranger?" 

"I' "V 1 m a stranger, a mas answers. 
"Come to my hut to keep out of the rain. Later I'll show you the castle." 
The hut is a small, narrow cell in the old part of the castle. Half ofit is 

a manger for the cow and her cal£ Beside them, in the other half, is a couch. 
There the man sleeps. On the wall a jug of water hangs from a big nail. 
Next to it, on a shelf, half a loaf ofbread. Next to that, an ikon, a half-effaced 
Madonna and Child. Beside it, another picture-red colors, yellow colors
George I, King of Greece. 

The old guard gets his animals settled, gives them some straw. The rain 
has eased up. 

"L ' "h h et s go, e says to t e stranger. 
They advance silently into the labyrinth of cells, tunnels and dungeons. 
The guard says: 

"Here they put the short-term prisoners." 
Above a deep cistern, whose mouth is grated with iron bars, the guard 

says: 
"Here they threw the convicts who got into fistfights and brawls. Look 

in and see!" 
Valmas bends down and looks. A little water, black, lies motionless at 

the bottom of the cistern. Some curious objects are jutting out of the water. 
"What are they?" asks Valmas. 
"Skull " th d "H b " s, answers e guar . uman ones. 

They enter the grim fort of Miltiades. Here the dungeons are darker, 
fiercer. 

"Here they used to put the prisoners condemned to long sentences," the 
guard explains. 
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He stops at a cell. His blue eyes look a long time. There is a rotted 

mattress of sacking. It lies there alone. Little remains of the yellow straw 

that once filled it, but it isn't yellow any more; it is black. The rotten mat

tress lies there, as if with bitter feelings, for the body which used it has long 

since abandoned it. 
"I lived in here for twenty years," says the guard. 

"What did you say?" 
"I spent my life in this cell. I was a convict." 

He moves on. 
Valmas feels himself gripped by a powerful fear. He sees the stairway 

ahead. Should he tum back? 

"Come," the other man says to Valmas. 

V almas follows him. The convict stops again at a dark cell where there 

is hardly space for a man to stand up straight. The door is sheathed with iron 

and huge nails. 
"Here they put prisoners condemned to death, on their last night, before 

they were taken to the guillotine." 

Valmas looks at the dark tomb, the heavy door. His heart contracts. 

"Look there," says the convict and points to the wall near the door. "Can 

you make out anything?" 
V almas strains his eyes, struggles to see in the semi-darkness. Some 

large clumsy letters are on the gray rock: 

Kostis Seremetis No. 186 Ah! 

"He wrote it with his fmger dabbed in his own blood," says the convict. 

"It looks as ifhe gashed his hand on the wall to get the blood. His last night." 

Again, after a pause: 
"He was a young man, still beardless. He had killed, though." 

Again they move on. They come out of the tower of Epaminondas. 

They take a narrow path. You can barely tell that it is a path. 

"This was their route," says the blue-eyed man. "All the men con

demned to death passed this way-the way to the guillotine. The path was 

made by their footsteps." 
They stop on a mound, a hillock where they can look at the sea. It is 

scribbling waves, sails; it is scribbling dreams. 

"Here is the Little Threshing Floor-the Alonaki," says the guard. "Here 

they set up the guillotine. Look ... " 

He shows V almas some marks where the earth, it seems, had once been 

dug. 



Venezis: Winds I09 

"It's the ditch where their heads fell. Look! Grass doesn't grow here ... " 
They tum back. The clouds begin to gather again above Palamidi. It 

begins to rain again. 
"Come to my hut to keep dry," says the convict. "You can leave when 

the rain is over." 
They go inside the hut and sit down. The calf beside them sucks milk 

from its mother's udder. Later, when it has had enough, it plays. It puts the 
nipple in its mouth, as if to bite it, then pulls at it, teasing. 

The two men do not look at each other. Outside it is raining, on the 
forts, in the passageways, at the site of the guillotine. 

"What crime did you commit?" Valmas fmally decides to ask. 
"I killed," the other replies simply. 

Again a strong surge of fear passes through the body of the old book
keeper. Here he is, on Palamidi, alone, on a rainy day, with a murderer. A 
wave of terror comes, and an overpowering need to learn ... a feeling 
hitherto unique, inconceivable in the life of Stavros Valmas. He is face to 
face with a man who could want something so much that he could go to 
the farthest, the fmallimit: he, too, had killed. 

"A hold-up?" Valmas asks quietly and his voice trembles. 
"No," says the other voice calmly. 
"By mistake?" 

The blue eyes look fixedly at him. It is a gentle face, so gentle that
"No. I wanted to." 
The agonizing question overflows in the heart of the old bookkeeper. 

"Why?" 
"For a woman," he answers. 
Not for his own wife, he explains. For the wife ofhis friend. His friend 

was abroad. There lived at that time on their island Kephalonia, a villainous 
scoundrel. Everyone was afraid of him. One day that creature came upon 
the defenseless woman on a lonely beach and raped her. ''I'll kill him," 
said the man with blue eyes. "My friend is away. There's no choice .... " 
And he killed him. 

The calf is tired of playing. It sprawls beside the feet of its mother who 
is chewing straw. The cow turns and looks at the cal£ 

The rain begins to let up. 
"How is it that you're still living here?" the man of numbers asks the 

convict. 
The convict tells him: he was serving a life-sentence. But, when the 

prisons in Palamidi were abolished, he was given a pardon. He had served 
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twenty years there and had shown good conduct. He had never fought with 
anyone. So they said: "Go, you're free. Go down among men. Now 
strangers will come to walk around Palamidi." He stayed awake all that 
night, thinking about it. The next morning he went to the Director of the 
Prison. He said to him: "Let me stay on in Palamidi. What have I now to 
do with men? I've lost touch with them. Now I can't leave Palamidi." 
"And what will you do here?" asked the Director, but at that very instant 
an idea came to him. "Do you want us to make you guard here? When 
strangers come, you can show them around." "I'd like that," the prisoner 
said. 

Valmas is unable to grasp all this, to understand it. Below is the sea, 
freedom, and humanity; to have spent all your life a convict on Palamidi; 
to be told, "Leave," and not to go away! Valmas cannot understand. And 
yet he is the more prepared, the more familiar ... But the man with the 
numbers has never thought about his own fate or about that of other men. 
He has always considered such matters a waste of time. 

"Why?" he says to the convict. "Why didn't you leave?" 
"I was used to this," he answers. 

The terrible words reverberate, fill the little hut, the blood, the heart. 
"I was used to this," repeats the man of the castle. "I can' tleave Palamidi." 

Then, in sudden light, V almas understands and a shiver passes through 
him. That which he has never suspected, which he has never thought about 
-his own destiny, his own monotonous and unchanging life to which he 
has been condemned-only now does he see it and can explain it. He sees 
that he himselfhas done nothing more than pay his debt to the same fearful 
necessity. And now he recognizes the truth, now that it appears to him in 
relief, compared with another life, there across from him, in the convict, 
the blue eyes. 

"Do you have any children?" the guard asks in his tum, from his need 
to learn about another life, about the man who sits opposite him. 

"No. I have no children." 
"Is your wife living?" 
"I never married." 
"Oh .... " 

A while later: 
"What did you do while you were living down there in the world?" 

The answer comes simply, harshly, inexorably: 
"I wrote numbers. I was a bookkeeper. Do you know what it means to 

be a bookkeeper?" 



Venezis: Winds III 

"No, I do not." 
The rain stops. 
The water drips in from the passageways and from the towers of the 

castle. It makes a gentle sound. 
"What happened to your friend?" asks the man of numbers, "the man, 

for the sake of whose wife you committed murder." 
The convict speaks in an indifferent tone. 

"I learned that he never came back. He died abroad." 
"And his wife?" 
"She ... I heard that she married again." 
The man with the numbers thinks that he sees now a terrible emptiness 

in the life of the man beside him. Valmas is incapable of guessing that that 
woman and that friend were mere forms, that it does not matter whether 
they were lost. 

"Why?" he says. "Why did you ruin your life? Why did you do it?" 
The blue eyes slowly look up. They look at the damp walls, at the 

black forts outside, at the small calf resting, the only tenderness in the place. 
"If it were today, I'd do it all again," he says. 
"You'd do it again, now that you know? Now that you have lived on 

Palamidi?" asks the bookkeeper, overwhelmed. 
"I'd do it again," repeats the voice of the man, who reconsiders the past 

and finds nothing in it to condemn, who can in the critical fmal hour lean 
on the truest form of freedom, on the calm of acceptance. 

Then Stavros Vasiliou Valmas understands that the void which he 
thought overwhelmed the life of the other man is only within himself, in 
his own life. 

The clouds gather low on Palamidi, to be its companions through the 
night. 

"Goodnight," says the free man with the numbers, the man who never 
lived. 

"Goodnight," says the convict who did live. 

MYSTRA 

THE MAN and woman lifted their eyes up high, toward the "curious 
hill, fragment of a mountain." The summer sun beat down and thickly 
covered everything in the land ofMyzithra. Everything seemed to be heed
ing this alone, the unyielding law-submission. The castle ofVillehardouin, 
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the monasteries, the palaces, the noble mansions, the gates, the bell-towers, 

the Aphendiko, the Pantanassa-everything seemed kneaded together with 

the sunlight and with eternity, splendor and silence throughout the endless 

ages of Greece, in the years of the Franks and of the Venetians, in the time 

of the Byzantines and of Turkish rule. But when the hour came for them 

to capitulate, to yield to destiny, they all held to this, their final triumph

they do not speak of death. 
As one enters the city ofMystra, he is astonished to recognize how im

mediately he is gripped by this unerring sensation: that everything will 

awaken some day. Now they are only sleeping: the centuries, the castles, 

the palaces, the warriors, the monks, the Palaiologoi, the Franks. Mystra 

has been called the Greek Pompeii. What nonsense! At Pompeii, all is 

death: ashes and lava, merciless. Destiny and death. At Mystra there is con

tinuity. You feel a vibration of the immortal, of unquenchable life quietly 

lying there benumbed. Waves of the sun lull it to sleep; and the blue~ 

marvelous beauty of Taygetos from above sets it to dreaming. The ivy 

sprouts thick; it twines around the gates, the arches, the tumbled walls, the 

bell towers, the watchtowers. But, any moment the bells will ring in the 

monasteries. The commanding officers will march with great clangor down 

to the cobbled streets. At the church ofHodegitria, at the monastery of the 

Pakhomios, the monks will begin their chanting. The Despot Theodoros 

Palaiologos, the mystic, the Byzantine ruler and hermit, has already come 

from his palace and has withdrawn alone into the north chapel. He looks 

at the narrow comer of dark earth and prays. There, where he is now tread

ing, in this tiny, dim place which smells of wax and lavender and holiness, 

there he has told them to dig his grave. He who will go into that grave will 

not be Theodoros I, Palaiologos, Despot of Mystra. There, will descend 

Theodoretos, the monk, formerly Palaiologos, Despot of Mystra. His 

companions on the way to eternity will be those who adorn the walls, the 

storied saints, and solitude and silence. He will have, too, the golden edicts 

which were inscribed on the walls of the south chapel, mandates of the 

emperors beneath the angels on the dome. 
All the past seems as real as if it were yesterday, a life which has been 

stupefied by time, by the sun, and by the ever-quiet strength ofTaygetos. 

"Look!" the man said to the woman and pointed up high toward the 

castle of Villehardouin, toward the monasteries, the palaces, the ruins. 

"Look, how much of Greece!" 
Dazzled by the mystery, by the beauty, by the permanence of Greece, 
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they began to climb the hill. There came a blond child, barefoot, a little 
girl. She smiled at them; the sun was bright on her face as she spoke: 

"Do you want me to take you to the cathedral? Come, let me take you 
to the cathedral, where our Emperor Constantinos was crowned." 

She looked steadily at the two strangers, sweetly imploring them to 
follow her to the place where Constantine Palaiologos had been crowned. 

"Our Emperor," she repeated, as if she were talking about some happen
ing in their village, about a local event which had taken place the day before 
or the day before that yesterday. 

"Let's follow her," said the woman, her voice full of emotion. 
They went with her and arrived at the cathedral. The old lady who 

tended candles was standing alone beneath the domes of the now lost ages. 
She greeted the strangers humbly and began to tell about the saints, about 
the sculpture. But the little barefoot girl of Mystra grasped the hand of the 
woman, the stranger, pulled her to the middle of the small area, beneath 
the dome. 

"There's the plaque," she said. "The Emperor stood there when they 
put the crown on him. And then he went away and never came back ... " 

The plaque with the double-headed eagle of the Palaiologoi, worn by 
time, was there undisturbed. And the child talked about Constantine 
Palaiologos as if she were talking about her grandfather who had gone away 
and never returned. 

"Now I'll ring the bell," she said. "The nun will come from the Panta
nassa to show you around." 

She rang the bell. The sound fell into the thick sunlight, upon the 
ruins. The nun came from above, from the Pantanassa. Quietly, like a 
ghost, she opened the little door to the Museum. The man and woman went 
in; the nun stood aside, her eyes downcast. She offered no information, no 
helpful advice about the sculpture, the column capitals. Not a word. As if 
it were self-evident that each person had to grasp for himself, by himself, 
the fact of what Mystra once had been. 

However, when she saw the newcomer's feet stay motionless in the 
same spot, the nun raised her eyes to see what the woman was looking at, 
why she had stopped. 

The woman had stopped, as if by a summons, at a fragment of the 
architrave with inscribed letters. She was trying to read them. She knew 
something about them from texts she had studied and had now come to 
investigate them further. 
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"Zabea de Lezinao," whispered the nun, pronouncing the syllables 
slowly as if she were memorizing a Byzantine hymn: Isabella, wife of the 
Despot Manuel Kantakouzinos. "Zabea de Lezinao," the nun repeated. 

Her face, pale and expressionless, suddenly began to quiver at the 
name she uttered; her voice took on warmth. The nun ofMystra became 
like the little girl of Mystra. As the child spoke of the last emperor, so she 
spoke of Zabea, wife of the Despot Manuel Kantakouzinos, as if she were 
talking about someone near her, about a sister ofhers at the Pantanassa who 
had left them for the other world, a sister who had confmed herself young, 
as she herself had, very young, in the Pantanassa, and had just gone away, 
still young. 

The two women-the nun, the stranger-did not say another word. 
Drop by drop, a sense of the past was now being transfused into the other 
woman, the stranger; the secret law ofMystra was steadily at work. 

"Let's go on to the Hodegitria," said the nun. 
And the sun wrapped them in thick waves as they went up the hill. 

Kontoglou: Drawing 1926 



from APRIL 

BY ANGHELOS TERZAKIS 

translated by JoAnne Cacoullos 

PALAMIDI 

OvER THERE toward the east, the sky is blotted out by an enormous rock, 
guarding the gates oflight. In winter, the sun appears for us only when the 
rock so wills, and the morning light comes slowly. Arrogant as a despot, 
the weather-beaten rock rises ashen and yellow, towering to the heavens, 
and its shoulders willfully hide the sun from us. The ponderous shadow of 
the rock presses on the small town below. The houses, damp with the salty 
dew of night, cower at its feet, trembling, too soon awakened. 

There we first realize the day, and then we see it. We feel it pouring 
down from above, shimmering irridescently; we hear it announcing its 
triumphant message to the vast heavens which quiver in response. Then, a 
gleam of silver and gold, and the light, like a misty rain, slowly begins to 
descend on us with a kind ofliturgical ceremony, a divine grace. The castle 
brightens and gradually takes shape in the glow of dawn. On its ribs, on its 
flanks, the luminous rain streams, rippling warm and thick down the slope. 
The roofs at the edge of the town flare up with pink light. And the mighty 
giant, stretching his black spine against the white sky, flashes a fantasy of 
brightness, anticipates with all his body and receives on his heavy brow the 
flaming crown which the sun places there momentarily. 

We rarely speak about deities; yet, we feel them passing over us at 
every moment, unseen. The old gods, the most ancient ones, did not die; 
ever since they left the snowy mountain peaks, they have made their home 
in the deep-shadowed recesses of our inmost selves-I do not know what 
great author wrote these words. Those gods reign and will continue to reign 
so long as mankind shudders with terror. When they come back into the 
light, they will rejoice and will again be drunk with the mystique of the 
forest. Thus, our own deity of the rock lives in our veins. Rarely have we 
looked at it, even more rarely have we thought about it, and yet it has been 
there, imperishable, old as the world, unchanging as fate. Reflections from its 
brow impose themselves on the expression of the town, which kneels in 
worshipful attendance. Astonished grace of morning, brilliance of noon, 
smoldering intensity of storm douds, sudden smile after the rain, stealthy 
passing of color after the evening bells ! These reflections have dictated not 
only the expression, but also the feelings of the town. This is the power of 
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the god: it governs our life. So the god of the rock has watched over us. 

With the past it has taught the child, with the past it has beguiled the young 

man, with the past it has haunted the perjurer, given courage to the man in 

his prime, awakened memories for the man who was old. And the past is 

history, deeds of heroes, blood of martyrs, resurrection of souls. 

In this lithic record, I first read the story of our race, the life and the law. 

I hear again, with the deep and distant ear of memory, the voice of my 

father telling me: "Kolokotronis, with his young heroes, set up a camp in 

Areia. But Stai:kos Stai:kopoulos learned that only a few Turks remained on 

Palainidi and decided to attack it immediately. On the night of November 

29, I 822, he set out with four hundred select men, climbed the eastern slope, 

and arrived beneath the towers. It was a black, rainy night .... "I close my 

eyes and with a shrinking soul listen to the water beat against the cliff, seethe 

in the hollows of the rock, cascade down the slopes. Cautious footsteps, 

here and there a metallic clang, held breaths, rattle of weapons, hushed 

voices: the attackers draw near. "First Moskonisiotis climbed a ladder up 

to the rampart, looked around him, and when he was certain no one had 

seen him, he jumped inside, his bare sword in hand .... " 

I could still hear the leap of this brave young man. The faraway glitter 

ofhis silver powder horn lighted up my dark, child-like conscience. A deep 

chill, secret excitement, and quiet terror unsettled me. Nor are such visions 

ever forgotten. They touch us to the quick, and throughout our life they 

follow us, like long, drawn-out echoes, and we carry them with us to the 

grave. Who can say if this experience is good or bad? But he who has not 

felt his excitement and terror linked in brotherhood, has never sounded one 

of the deepest mysteries of life. 
Such was our Palainidi, but it was, too, something more. In those 

years that I am telling you about, its power was not completely gone. Its 

existence was not justified only by legend. Palamidi was a vivid reality. 

Speechless horror lived in it. In its bowels, mingled with darkness, like 

worms in moist ground, were the long-term prisoners, those sentenced for 

life, and the others, condemned to death. The guards, posted on the towers 

as far as the tail of the scorpion, the western sting of Akronauplia, were al

ways alert. In the evening, at twilight, after the evening bell, you could 

hear their shout high above, as if it were hovering between heaven and 

earth, "Guards, be vigilant!" It kept echoing in rhythmic intervals; it hur

ried far, muted, from mouth to mouth; it fluttered from tower to tower, 

like an owl with muffled wings, and rushed into the distance out at sea, to 

meet the night that was bearing down on us, in her solemn pageantry. 
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Palamidi was a place at once heroic and mournful, a sanctified rock of 
martyrdom. The religion of Christ does not know this deep bond between 
the divine and the terrible. But the primitive religions knew it, and the 
soul of the pagan could feel the convulsive ecstasy of terror. The rock of 
Palamidi which set forth from ages immemorial, has survived with its 
mythic soul into the days of our life. Near the lone chapel of St. Andreas, 
cheerful reflection of Galilee, the guillotine used to stand, a vestige of the 
ancient rites ofhuman sacrifice. The blade hung in the air, high above us. 
To the brightness of day or of moonlight, to the shimmering of stars or the 
flush of dawn, it gave its cold satanic gleam. When an execution was to 
take place, a small boat, lapped by the calm waters of the harbor, carried 
the executioner and his helpers from the Bourtzi to the mainland. At dawn, 
when the air is fragrant with dew-wet grass, the black ritual was fulfilled 
there. And the blade, whistling through mid-air for an impalpable mo
ment, froze with its viperous glance the immaculate smile of dawn. 

Every native has climbed Palamidi at least once. To be born in its 
shadow, to be challenged by it, and never to aspire to climb it, is disgraceful. 
For every child ofNauplion this ascent is the first conquest ofhis life. The 
steps to the summit have a cabalistic number: 999. The eye discerns long, 
winding, covered passageways that cling to the side of the rock, like 
caterpillars halted in their tracks. These tunnels protected the steps in most 
places from the bullets of the possible enemy. As a small boy I, too, heard 
within me the command to climb up there. My parents had promised to 
take me but kept putting it off from one day to the next, from one month, 
from one year, to another. 

It is true that I was weak, disgracefully sensitive, in a constant struggle 
against the wasting away of my body. Having attracted all the usual 
diseases, my feeble frame devised improbable illnesses, like a traveller who 
keeps stumbling into pitfalls, as if there were no straight road, the road of 
good health which most people enjoy. You would think that some malev
olent spirit lay in wait for me at the hour of my birth and was chained to 
my shadow. I never broke this bondage. My poor conscience is at ease, 
though, because I did at times make as many heroic, though futile, sorties 
as I could. 

I remember now the first one. My poor father, himself a hero whose 
hair turned gray in the battle for my health, had taken me, still almost an 
infant, for a walk to the railroad station. It was a summer evening; the pop
lars were motionless in a meditative quiet. As we were returning at dusk, 
hand in hand, talking about Palamidi, I suddenly felt an overwhelming 
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urge to conquer it. I looked up at it. My father was holding my hand 

loosely, gently; I let go and darted off toward the great rock. 

At that age I had almost no understanding of distance or time or space. 

In that mad moment I thought I could climb up Palamidi instantly at a run. 

I did not think about the dusk coming thick around me. My father, more 

puzzled than angry, soon caught me .... 

I should like to be a great soul, one of those noble voices of the older 

days, who sang of life, its symbols and its men. I should like to have as a 

gift from destiny, a bronze stylus made ofhot metal, and in white marble I 

should like to carve two songs: the song of the sea that brings to men be

guiling visions and mysterious perfumes; and the hymn of the great rocks 

that hold fast the epic poetry of the earth in eternal monuments. There was 

a time, then in my first youth, when I, too, set out, a horseman ofRosinante, 

with the unfurled banner of a beautiful ambition. Do not laugh, my child, 

the dreams of men are sacred. And no one can tell whether such dreams are 

a weakness or a strength. Later, but somewhat abruptly, I woke up and 

thereby gained an ordinary respectability in the eyes of men, but I lost my 

glorious intoxication. 
Even now, from time to time, I try to escape, not for any logical reason, 

but because I feel darkly inside me that such is and such must be, the com

mandment oflife. Is the beauty ofhuman fate, after all, only in fulfillment? 

May it not also be in the reckless soaring oflcaros? 

But-benddownthatimaywhisperinyourear-sofar,tothismoment 

as I am talking to you, I have never climbed towering Palamidi. No, I never 

made the ascent. And occasionally, in my sober moments, moments ofbit

ter insight, I reflect that it is already too late for me, that I was not destined 

to climb so high. 



CAPTAIN IKON-PAINTER 

BY PHOTIS KONTOGLOU 
translated by Fotine Nicholas 

AT CHRISTMASTIME in 1864 there was a great tempest with a thick 
snow fall. Not a sail was visible on the angry sea. Only a small calque near 
Tinos was wrestling with Death. It was the sailboat of a certain Captain 
George from N axos and it was loaded with wines from Santorini. Through
out the day it struggled against the storm; but when night came, the violent 
north wind broke the mast and wrenched out the rudder. The men hardly 
managed to toss a skiff overboard and get into it. They had not moved more 
than a rifle shot away when the calque sank. 

A gust seized the skiff and tossed it about in the dark of night. The three 
men aboard were Captain George and two experienced seamen. They were 
wretched, wet to the bone, freezing, and without hope of rescue. They be
gan to weep like children and vowed that if they were ever saved they 
would become monks. And God heard their pleading cries, which came 
like Jonah's, from their desperate hearts. When dawn came they saw that 
the weather had unexpectedly improved and that they were near Syra. 

They landed safely and some fishermen took care of them. None of 
them became ill. After a few days in Syra they decided to go and fulfill their 
vows. They sold the skiff and with the money they embarked directly for 
the Holy Mount where they became monks. Having decided that they were 
dead to the world, they did not send word to their homes that they had 
been rescued. 

Captain George became a hermit at St. Anne's. There, by prayer, 
fasting, and the cruellest physical suffering, he became known throughout 
the Mount for his holiness. He also learned holy painting from an aged 
teacher and soon excelled in that sacred art. Meanwhile, his wife counted 
him among the dead and every year she prepared and brought to church 
the memorial wheat for him. She and her two older children wore black; 
the youngest was still an infant. And the captain, now Father Gerasimos, 
avoided any news of his home lest love for his children overpower him. 

After two or three years, however, divine grace strengthened his soul 
and he wanted to leave the Mount briefly, as the other monks sometimes 
did, to visit Naxos to see his children and his wife, without revealing his 
identity. When he read the story of St.John the Kalyvite, he made a defmite 
decision to return to Naxos. This St. John had been the only child of a 
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wealthy family, who went off secretly to become a monk. So that his heart 
might suffer even more in his love for Christ, he returned to his paternal 
home, where he became a servant, unrecognized by his parents, and thus 
delivered his spirit to God. 

This moving story heartened Father Gerasimos in his decision; so, with 
the blessing of his abbot, he boarded a ca'ique that took him to Paros. There 
he stayed for a month and, with the artist's tools he had brought with him, 
he painted some ikons on order. Such was his piety, and so venerable was his 
appearance, that his fame spread to the neighboring islands and his ikons 
were said to have miraculous powers. For-the people said-on Sunday, 
when he did not work, he ate no oil, putting only a drop of it on his food 
with the tip of a feather; he even restricted the amount of bread he ate and 
the water he drank. His knees had open wounds from his nightlong genu
flections, and he never slept more than an hour or two, sitting on his tool 
chest or lying on the hard earth. Of the small earnings that his ikons brought 
him, he spent as little as possible for his own meager needs; the remainder he 
secretly gave to the poor. 

One day, two or three devout Christians from Naxos came to plead 
that he visit their island. They did not recognize him, for his beard and long 
hair, his excessive temperance, and his holiness had changed his face com
pletely. He rejoiced at their request and when he was alone he wept and 
thanked the Lord, for it seemed to be His will that he return to his country 
so that his faith could be tested as gold in a crucible. 

And so, six years after he became a monk, he disembarked at Naxos. 
The God-fearing Christians met him at the boat, each wishing to welcome 
him to his home, so that he might receive the good monk's blessing. But 
Christ showed once more that He considered the monk firm in his faith and, 
as it turned out, the church committee lodged him in a cell directly across 
from his old home. 

In a few days he was working on several ikons that had been ordered. 
During the day he shut himself in his cell, never even looking out the 
window. Only at night, when the lamp was lighted in his former home, he 
would sit unseen in the dark and watch his wife and children, still wearing 
black, as they sat around the supper table. Then the tears poured from his 
eyes and he would pray to God to support him with His powerful hand so 
that he would not bend in this great struggle which was almost more than 
man could endure. Weeping, he would kneel and recite psalms, and his 
heart seemed about to leave his breast and fly offlike a dove. Where should 
it fly? To his home or to God who had said, "Who loveth father or mother, 
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wife or children more than Me is not worthy of Me." And he would say, 
"How long shall I take counsel in my soul, having sorrow in my heart day 
and night? Consider and hear me, 0 Lord, my God; lighten me eyes, lest 
I sleep the sleep of death, lest mine enemy say, 'I have prevailed against him.' 
For by Thee I have run through a troop; and by my God have I leaped over 
a wall. Thou art my shelter in my sorrow. 0 Lord, all my desires offend 
Thee, and I could not hide my sigh from Thee. All Thy waves and Thy 
billows are gone over me. Oh, that I had wings like a dove, for then would I 
fly away and be at rest. God, Thou tellest my wanderings; put Thou my 
tears into Thy vial. In God have I put my trust; I will not be afraid what 
men do unto me. For Thou hast delivered my soul from death, my eyes 
from tears, my feet from slipping. I am weary of my crying; my throat is 
parched; mine eyes fail while I wait for my God." 

Toward daybreak, after the nightly struggle, sleep would come upon 
him. When he opened his eyes and saw the light sweetly dawning, he felt 
peace creep into his heart as if he had been transformed. Recalling his 
lamentations of the night, he would quietly say, "Weeping may endure for 
a night, but joy cometh in the morning. Hear, 0 Lord, and have mercy 
upon me: Lord, be Thou my helper. Thou hast put off my sackcloth and 
girded me with gladness." 

Thus the days passed. 
One day there was a knocking at the door. Opening it, he saw his wife 

before him. And, like a stone, he revealed nothing, nor was he agitated. Nor 
did she recognize him at all, but said, "Good morning, old man," and kissed 
his hand. 

And he replied, ''The Lord bless you, my child.'' Father Gerasimos then 
sat upon his stool and she, shyly and sadly, on the tool chest. As she tried to 
speak, tears came to the poor woman's eyes. The wife, who did not know 
her husband, wept, but he, who recognized her, did not weep, nor was he 
disturbed. Revealing nothing, he sat with a cheerful expression like that of 
the martyrs when they were being burned alive or torn to pieces. 

His tearful wife then said, "I came, old man, to beg you to make for me 
an ikon of St. George in memory of my late husband who was drowned on 
Christmas day six years ago." 

"Gladly," replied the monk. "May the Lord help you, but it is not good 
for you to weep, for you are burdening your husband's soul. And as you are 
a widow, I will take no payment." 

Early the following day Father Gerasimos began the ikon, and while he 
worked on it, he wept constantly and his paints were watered by his tears. 
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At the top of the ikon he drew St. George in armor, mounted on a horse and, 
below, the wild dragon wounded by his spear; the frightened princess 
looked like Kalliopitsa. He also drew a sinking ship in one corner and three 
sailors struggling among the wild waves. And in another corner he wrote : 
"For the repose of the soul of George Andres who found a watery tomb 
on December 2 5, r 864." And below that: "By the hand of the sinful monk 
Gerasimos in the year r87o." 

About a month later he left Naxos and returned to the Mount. Passing 
by Syra he wrote his wife that he had learned from another monk that 
Captain George was alive on the Mount and that she was to send her oldest 
son to him. When he returned to the scene ofhis penitences, he received a 
letter from his son saying that they would meet shortly. Descending to 
Daphne, he waited, and greeted his son when he disembarked. 

They sat and talked of N axos and their home. From time to time the 
youth would ask, "When will my father come, old man?" And he would 
answer, "Soon." Again the young man asked, and suddenly the old man 
began to weep and said, "My child, I am your father. I was once Captain 
George. But had not God saved me I would have drowned, so I vowed to 
become a monk. Now you are no longer an orphan, but I am lost to the 
world. This was the desire of the All-Powerful One who said that whoso
ever loves Him must leave parents and children and wife. His will be done.'' 

Kontoglou: sketch of a mythical beast carved 
on the reredos of a church in lbrai:m, Dimitsana 



REVIEW OF BOOKS 

THE CHARIOTEER will, in the future, include 
reviews of new books and reprints of im
portant older books. The enormous output 
of the publishing industry obliges us to be 
selective in our notices if The Charioteer is not 
to become, as have many reviews, an unoffi
cial organ of the book trade. Our selectivity 
will be based upon what we believe to be 
within the general interest of our readers. We 
invite the suggestion and criticism of our 
readers, as well as the cooperation of publish
ers. 

Unfortunately, no recent material con
cerning contemporary Greece has come to 
our attention for inclusion here. We have, 
therefore, chosen four titles which -each in its 
own way-contribute to an understanding of 
Greek history and antiquity. 

THE GREEK AND MACEDONIAN ART OF WAR. 
By F. E. Adcock. 109 pp. University of 
California Press. $1.95 (paper). (A reprint of 
Volume XXX of the Sather classical lectures 
delivered at the University of California.) 

The six chapters of this book have all the 
advantages and shortcomings of published 
lectures. In style they are swift, energetic and 
wholly free of extraneous material. They are 
not, and were not intended to be exhaustive 
studies of the subject. Professor Adcock's 
citations of classic and secondary sources are 
well chosen and will suggest much further 
reading to those who are interested. On the 
strength of this book alone, however, the 
reader may approach Herodotus or Thucy
dides with an accurate picture of the methods 
of early warfare. 

The author clearly describes the hoplite 
phalanx-the military mainstay of both 
Greece and Macedonia-its conduct in the 
field, and its conservative development. The 
chapter on naval warfare provides an intro
duction to that more specialized branch of 
the subject, and a survey of "siegecraft" re
veals an aspect of early Greek technology 
which many of us, favoring less sanguinary 
gifts of Greek inventiveness, tend to over
look. The author's observations on the use 

and limitations of cavalry, "The Means and 
Ends of Major Strategy," and "Generalship 
in Battle," will indebt many readers who 
might otherwise bring to their study of the 
Greek historians, poets and dramatists an 
inaccurate notion of ancient military pro
cedures. 

To those enviable few who have already 
exhausted the subject, this book can offer no 
more than an orderly arrangement of ideas 
and essential information. But to that vaster 
group whose knowledge of the actual 
methods of early warfare is hazy at best, 
Professor Adcock has done an unquestion
able service. 

A HisTORY OF GREEK LITERATURE. By Moses 
Hadas. 307 pp. Columbia University Press, 
N.Y. and London. $1.95/14s. (paper). (Re
print from the edition of 1950.) 

In his introduction, Professor Hadas writes 
that "each generation requires its own inter
pretation" of the classics. "There is one 
sufficient reason for writing a new history of 
Greek literature, and that is that the year is 
1950". In 1962 there is still sufficient reason 
to reprint the book in an inexpensive edition. 
It will probably inform more than one gene
ration. 

The book is already so widely known that 
a comprehensive review would be anachro
nistic, if not redundant. Its scope ranges 
chronologically from pre-Homeric times to 
the early Christian era, generically through 
epic, lyric, drama, oratory, historical, philo
sophical and religious prose and the "novel" 
form of Lucian. Such breadth naturally pre
cludes minute detail; but it does not, in this 
instance, preclude depth and lively insight. 
Such adjectives as "vigorous," "scintillat
ing" and "witty" being naturally suspect, a 
quotation from the text itself will better in
form the reader. Hadas describes Anacreon 
as "a graceful and urbane poet who cele
brated wine, women and song with as much 
sincerity as Sappho celebrated Aphrodite, 
though of course without Sappho's inten
sity, and with no sense that indulgence con-
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stituted a lark for which Nemesis would 
inflict a hangover. A new note in Anacreon, 
and his special quality, is wit; his emotions 
are none the less real because he deals with 
them urbanely, but he has a civilized readi
ness to laugh at himsel£" A more fair and 
concise description of the poet, his work and 
his unique place in the early lyric art would 
be hard to find. Professors, harassed by 
balking undergraduates, might well adopt 
the book as a class text-that is, unless they 
are dead set against the classics being a source 
of enjoyment. 

The literature of Greece from early Chris
tian times to the present is badly in need of a 
similar historical treatment. 

PREffiSTORIC CRETE. By Richard Wyatt 
Hutchinson. 368 pp. illus. Penguin Books, 
Baltimore and Middlesex. $1.95 (paper). 

The reader of modem Greek fiction might 
remember Crete as the setting for Kazantza
kis's Zorba the Greek. To a Fourth Century 
(A.D.) Athenian, "Crete" might have 
evoked images of Ariadne, Minos and 
Pasiphae, minotaurs, labyrinths and the 
triumph of Theseus. But the magnificent 
bronze-age Minoan culture had already been 
forgotten when Sophocles and Aeschylus 
were creating the culture of Athens. A broad, 
thorough study of the Minoan culture, 
which so strongly influenced the classic 
period of Greece, is the task that R. W. 
Hutchinson authoritatively performs. 

Coming close on the heels ofL. R. Palmer's 
Mycenaeans and Minoans, this book will add a 
resounding blow in the controversy over the 
dating of the "linear B tablets" (though such 
was not the author's intent). What is more 
important is that Mr. Hutchinson has con
veyed his vast first-hand knowledge of 
Cretan archeology in a form which is cogent 
and intelligible to the layman, but which is 
far from "popular." He is not sparing of de
tail; the details are vivid and carefully docu
mented. 

The author is in the great tradition of 
Cretan archeology; he worked closely with 
Sir Arthur Evans (who excavated the Palace 
of Minos and established the major frame-
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work of Minoan prehistory), was curator in 
Crete for the British School in Athens, and 
has conducted his own excavations in Crete, 
Mycenae and elsewhere. The book includes 
a brief history of the island from classic to 
modem times, and of the archeological 
activity there in the nineteenth century and 
after. The study proper begins with the scant 
remains of the Old Stone Age and descrip
tions of Neolithic (from about sooo B.C.) 
pottery and artifacts. Racial characteristics 
and influences are established, and the com
plex problem oflanguage (or languages) is 
examined in the light of hieroglyphic and 
linear A and B inscriptions. The survey in
cludes trade and maritime activities, the state 
of agriculture and industry, economics, social 
structure, art and religion. The extension of 
Minoan influence into later times is described 
in two chapters on the decline of Crete and 
the rise of Mycenae, and the final chapter, 
showing the development of the city states, 
brings us to early classic times. 

It is not for me to weigh Mr. Hutchinson's 
many conclusions. Archeological accuracy 
or plausibility is often determined through 
the controversies of specialists. Prehistoric 
Crete may raise or renew some conflicts. Its 
importance to the layman, however, lies in 
its broad, methodical treatment of the subject 
and its presentation of very recent evidence. 
The bibliography points out a mass of more 
specialized material, especially on Minoan 
art. Though drawings, diagrams and plates 
are abundant, one hopes that a subsequent 
edition will increase the latter. 

Important excavations are still being car
ried out on the island; this book should give 
one sufficient background to appreciate and 
evaluate future discoveries. 

PRIMITIVE SONG. By C. M. Bowra. 303 pp. 
illus. World Publishing Co., Cleveland and 
N.Y. $6.so (cloth). 

To those familiar with The Greek Experi
ence, Tradition and Design in the Iliad, et al., 
Sir Maurice Bowra's new book may cause a 
moment's surprise. Investigating the pre
history of poetry, one of the most distin
guished classic scholars of our time enters a 
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virtually unexplored field. Though the study 
is neither Greek nor classic, it does, by appli
cation, cover a period anterior to the author's 
The Greek Lyric and adds a new dimension to 
his published studies in literary evolution. 

Through the songs of modern primitive 
man, Sir Maurice reconstructs the origins 
and development of song in the late Paleo
lithic period. Examples are limited to the 
songs of the African Pygmies and Bushmen, 
the Semangs of Malaya, the Veddas of Cey
lon, the Andamanese, the Australian Abo
rigines, the Eskimos, and the Selk'nam and 
Yamana ofTierra del Fuego. 
"It looks as if song comes into existence 

when a rite based on rhythmical movement 
calls for something more explicit to make its 
purposes plain, and this need is satisfied by 
appropriating words from the art of prayer, 
which in its essential purpose is not far re
moved from dramatic actions intended to 
influence gods and spirits." The many song 
examples in the book illustrate the varying 
stages of expression and form which develop 
from this point. 
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The songs of primitive men are, by neces
sity, restricted in theme and manner. Hunt
ing dominates their songs just as it dominates 
their lives; but there are also songs of death, 
songs of birth, lullabies and laments, evoca
tions of spirits, the faint beginnings of the 
love-lyric, songs of mythical creation-all of 
them intensely expressive of the singer's 
emotions. As a critical anthology of primi
tive poetry alone, the book provides an ex
perience of the first order. Sir Maurice has so 
chosen, arranged and commented upon the 
material as to make the experience critically 
significant. 

Primitive Song is a pioneer work. It sets the 
pattern for an entirely new area of inquiry 
(some of its tentative conclusions should en
courage others to continue the investigation), 
while it discloses the nature of poetic expres
sion in its most elemental, spontaneous and 
often most intense forms. The book's contri
bution to the study of poetry and the history 
of literature is unique and important. One 
can now read the earliest classic poetry with a 
sense of its prior evolution. 

LEE HATFIELD 

LETTER FROM ATHENS: ((To An Angry 
Young Man" 

BY ANGHELOS TERZAKIS 

translated by Byron Raizis and Catherine Sempepos 

FROM SUMMARIES in the Athenian daily press, 
as well as from one complete translation in 
last Saturday's(July 8, 1962) Tachidromos, the 
Greek public learned about an article written 
by Mr. Kenneth Tynan, drama critic of The 
Observer. Mr. Tynan came to Greece last 
month (June 1962), to the international con
ference on mass spectacles, which is dedicated 
to "the theater for the general public." The 
critic of The Observer attended the first two 
performances at the Festival of Epidauros, 
The Bacchae and Helen, as well as The Birds at 
the Art Theater, and a musical review. Re
turning home, he wrote his impressions 

which were published by The Observer (July 
r) in quite an impressive manner, in eight 
columns, under the title "Journey to the 
Cradle." The title, illustrated by the text that 
followed, is-if not completely ironic-at 
least ambiguous. The author's opinion about 
what he heard and saw here in Greece is most 
unfavorable. Indeed, Mr. Tynan is unduly 
severe. He agrees, more or less, with someone 
who maintained that we are-as he said-the 
cause of all evils that accompany modern 
civilization. He believes that classical Athens 
was but a state of almost McCarthy-like 
principles; he subscribes to the opinion of the 
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Goncourts about Aristophanes's barbarism, 
etc. The essence, however, of Mr. Tynan's 
personal opinion is in the following para
graph, which begins with an ironic attitude 
toward the delegates' guide on their way to 
Epidauros. She had spoken to them, it seems, 
with warmth about the naval battle of Sala
mis and about the destruction ofDramalis's 
army at Dervenakia. And Mr. Tynan com
ments: "Her pride is infectious. One almost 
forgets that, apart from a handful of poets, a 
Cretan painter falsely styled El Greco, and a 
mild, latterday Renaissance in the visual arts, 
this is a country with an unbroken tradition
nearly a thousand years old-of artistic 
sterility. Only the solace of a perfect climate 
has mellowed the militant nostalgia of Greek 
patriotism." 

To those who happen to be unaware, I 
must explain that Mr. Kenneth Tynan be
longs with the so-called "angry young men" 
of Great Britain. This provides him with 
something literarily opportune but at the 
same time professionally perverse and aggres
sive. An "angry young man" in reality
even when he happens to be in his middle 
forties as Mr. Tynan is-has an obligation 
toward himself to attack everything, to play 
the role of a dynamiter. He has to let others 
suppose that he is the bearer of new values, 
which are overwhelmingly important, which 
surprise and shock. 

For my part, I think we must assure Mr. 
Tynan that we never demanded that he fmd 
everything beautiful in our country, or that 
he compose a hymn about it, one of the often 
conventional in style, when he came to write 
about Greece. This country is satiated with 
hymns and praises, many of which have been 
written by such illustrious pens throughout 
the centuries, that an encomium by Mr. 
Tynan would risk the danger ofbeing redun
dant. I suspect that Mr. Tynan guessed it, 
guided by his professional feeling. Conse
quently I think that, since we are veterans of 
this world and have experienced so many 
things, we should not be carried away by an 
anger that would be reminiscent of Mr. 
Tynan and answer with uncritical reproba
tion his uncritical reprobation. We know that 
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to vilify countries and homes is quite often 
unjust and always vulgar. We shall limit our
selves then to the task of reminding Mr. 
Tynan about some very simple facts that he, 
an Oxford graduate and an intellectual with 
an international reputation, seems to ignore 
or to have forgotten. 

What is it that makes Mr. Kenneth Tynan 
well-known in today' s spiritual incoherence? 
I am afraid that if you ask Mr. Tynan himself, 
despite the frankness and bravery ofhis anger, 
he will not tell you what he must certainly 
believe in his heart and soul: that he owes his 
authority to his exceptional mind, to his 
sublime talent. With some regrets, I shall try 
to bring him closer to cruel reality. I will in
form him that he owes his reputation to the 
language he uses-an international language. 
If Mr. Tynan did not use a language spoken 
and written in all five continents; if, conse
quently, The Observer did not have a circula
tion of millions, Mr. Tynan's talent might 
have been of not much use to him: his efforts 
might have had to compete successfully only 
with those of pygmies-an injustice, of 
course .... 

I am not saying this to explain indirectly 
why Mr. Tynan's article deserves our atten
tion today. I am saying it to remind the 
honorable critic of The Observer and the 
Oxford graduate, that the language he uses 
is so widely spread because some time ago
and not only once in three thousand years-a 
certain not numerous nation, intoxicated 
with the idea of freedom, fought the battle of 
the European man and won it, in this small 
comer of the earth. The victory was costly, 
very costly; oceans of blood, rivers of tears, 
myriads of dead. It is true that this action had 
the great advantage of securing for the sake 
of mankind, among other goods, the un
troubled presence today of Mr. Kenneth 
Tynan on the spiritual proscenium, on the 
pedestal of The Observer. 

This country does not ask for gratitude. It 
despises gratitude that is but sterile and re
verse charity. Nor do we say that a country, 
that has offered mankind what this comer of 
the earth has offered, has the right to rest, not 
for one thousand or even for two thousand 
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years. We cannot say it because, very simply, 
there has been no artistic recession. Has Mr. 
Tynan, with his European education, not 
heard anything about Byzantine painting, 
whose delayed discovery today by the pro
gressive nations has virtually stirred the 
world? Has Mr. Tynan not heard anything 
about Byzantine architecture? I would speak, 
too, about Byzantine religious poetry and 
music, about the Acritic epic, and about the 
demotic poetry, if Mr. Tynan's self-com
placency did not probably deprive him of the 
only means by which he could approach 
these wonders: an elementary knowledge of 
the Greek language. Only lack of such 
knowledge can account for a verdict like his 
-if one is justified in condemning what he 
does not know. 

Of course, if Mr. Tynan had kept some re
mains of humanistic education, and if he 
possessed artistic sensitivity instead of profes
sional anger, he would not say that Theoto
kopoulos was "falsely" called El Greco. He 
would be in a position to distinguish the un
deniably Byzantine Hellenism of that great 
artist, who stirred aesthetically the Renais
sance of the West with his revealing vision 
and who almost reversed the established 
balance. 

Where does Mr. Tynan truly find this 
artistic "sterility" of which he writes? Per
haps in the fact that Byzantium did not 
especially cultivate the theater at a time when 
the West presented its first childish theatrical 
lispings? But then, who has ever thought of 
accusing the Italian Renaissance of artistic 
sterility because it had an insignificant thea
ter which was not original but imitated that 
of the Greeks? And who has ever thought of 
disputing the spiritual greatness of England, 
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because, except for Purcell, the music of 
Shakespeare's-and, unfortunately, of Mr. 
Tynan's-country was negligible? 

We do not intend here to teach the history 
of civilization, the cycles of spiritual achieve
ment, to Mr. Tynan, who did not manage to 
learn them at Oxford. We entirely under
stand his need to appear arrogant, to provoke, 
so that he may stay on the pedestal of moder
nity which he has conquered with this tone 
of the troublemaker. It is a tone highly es
teemed in today' s dismembered and morally 
empty world, thirsty for dynamic stimuli. 
We will discuss Mr. Tynan's opinions on the 
purely theatrical field in a future article be
cause we find them very amusing. Now, we 
go back, only for a moment, to that part of 
his article in which he is sarcastic about the 
patriotic fervor ofhis guide. We inform him 
that, without this fervor, without this per
suasion, neither would this very country have 
had the power to stop, by its firmness, genera
tion after generation, the successive waves of 
barbarians, nor would it have given the 
world lessons of freedom as it gave even 
yesterday, nor would Mr. Tynan have the 
authority to write what he writes. Under the 
best circumstances, he would have been the 
humble and dumbfounded flatterer of an 
Asiatic satrap. 

But Mr. Kenneth Tynan, on his own, 
would probably have considered all these 
widely known facts, were he not so profes
sionally young and angry as to forget his 
humanistic origin, elementary logics, and 
historical reality. VIMA, july 11, 1962 

[ Domenicos Theotocopoulos, the so-called El 
Greco, the Greek, signed his name in its Latinized 
form, Dominica Theotocopuli in Greek charac
ters. Translators' Note.] 
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graduate of Athens University and Purdue 
University and is now a Danforth Founda

tion Fellow, completing studies in English 
literature for a Ph.D. at New York Uni

versity. 

APosTOLOS SAHINIS was born in Athens of 

Macedonian parents. He is a graduate of the 

University of Athens and the University of 
London. He has published five books of 

literary criticism and is now employed by 
the Center ofNeo-Hellenic Research. 

CATHERINE A. SEMPEPOS is a New Yorker, a 

senior at Barnard College of Columbia 

University. 

BEBE SPANOS was born on the island Icaria 
and grew up in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 

She is a graduate of the University of Pitts
burgh and the University of London and is 
now Visiting Lecturer in Humanities at The 

Cooper Union. 

DR. THEODORE STEPHANIDES was born in 

India of Greek parents. He is a British subject 

and has lived most of his life in London, 
where he practices medicine. He is the author 

of Climax in Crete, published by Faber and 

Faber, London, and of many translations of 



Greek poetry. For these, he often works with 
George Katsimbalis, who is the Colossus of 
Maroussi in Henry Miller's book of the same 
name. 

An anthology of the works of .ANGHELOS 
TERZAKIS was presented in Number 4, 
Volume I of The Charioteer. 

GEORGE THEoTOKAS was born in Constan
tinople in 1906. He has lived in Athens and 
pursued general studies at the Universities of 
Paris and London. He has twice been Director 
General of the National Theater of Athens, 
1945-46, 1950-52. He is Chairman of the 
Board of the newly created National Theater 
of Northern Greece. He has written novels, 
plays, and essays: Free Spirit, 1929; Hours of 
Idleness, 193 I; Facing the Social Problem, 1932; 
Argo, 1936, a novel, translated into English 
and Swedish;Euripides Pentozalis, 1937, short 
stories; The Daemon, 1938,anovel, translated 
into French, Swedish and Danish;Journal of 
Argo and the Daemon, a literary diary, 1939; 
Leonis, 1940, a novel, translated into Swedish; 
Theater I, 1944, including Twilight, Tempest 
on Nauplia, The Bridge of Arta, and A Twelfth 
Night's Dream. The Bridge of Arta has been 
translated into French, Swedish, Finnish and 
English and was broadcast on the Third 
Programme of the B.B.C.; Poems, 1944; On 
the Dawn of New Times, 1945; Theater II, 

1947, including The Game of Folly Versus 
Wisdom, and The Castle of the Beautiful One; 
The Sacred Way, 1950, a novel; An Essay on 
America, 1954, translated into Japanese, 
Arabic, Hindu, Farsi and other Asian lan
guages; Problems of Our Time, 1956; The 
Price of Liberty, 1958; Encounter on Mount 
Pentelikon, 1958, a play; Alcibiades, 1959, a 
play; Travelling in the Middle-East and on the 
Holy Mountain, 1961; Intellectual Evolution, 
1961. He has been awarded the Academy of 
Athens Prize for The Daemon and the State 
Prize for Problems of Our Time. 

An anthology of the works ofEUAs VENEZIS 
appeared in Number 2, Volume I of The 
Charioteer. 

We regret that the name of TEDD ATHAS 
appeared erroneously among the translators 
of Without God in Number 4, Volume I. 
In the preparation of this issue we thank 
Nicholas George for the use of his rare copy 
of Kontoglou's Journeys; Parnassos Library 
for their indulgent patience in the loan of 
books; Alexander Artemakis, Professor 
George Currier, Nicholas Ikaris, Arthur 
Meiselman, Byron Raizis, Professor John 
A. Stone, and the translator of Alcibiades, 
(who is well-known in England and Greece 
but for reasons of his own wished to remain 
anonymous), for their invaluable help. 
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