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EDITORIAL 

A SIGNIFICANT fact about The Charioteer is that it is edited and published 
in America. A few members of the Staff and ofParnassos happen to have 
been born in Greece; some of us come from Greek-speaking American 
families. All of us, of Greek or of non-Greek backgrounds, are oriented 
toward American life and we know that the distance between New York 
and Athens. is greater than a matter of miles. There would not seem to be 
a reason why we should be more active than Philhellenes of other coun
tries. Yet, the very nature of American life prompts us to be so and to work 
with an added measure of devotion for The Charioteer. 

The purpose of our magazine is to present the arts and letters of mod
ern Greece to English-speaking readers. At the same time, however, it 
answers a need of the American imagination. Part of our devotion to The 
Charioteer springs from a desire similar to that which impels thousands of 
Americans to cross the Atlantic each year. Like the historic centers of 
Europe, the pages of our magazine open vistas into a rich and complex 
past, the sort of past that America, happily or sadly, lacks. For American 
life is engrossed by the present, the immediate, and races notoriously ac
cording to wristwatch time. 

Hence, the complaints against the so-called rootlessness of American 
life. Its passion for speed makes each American day seem to hurtle by, and 
the poetic, lingering contrasts between darkness and daylight are blurred 
into a neon-bright monotony. The American misses the deep, horological 
resonance when an hour of history is struck. He may read about it in the 
latest edition of the newspaper-"hot off the press" -but there all the facts 
are pre-digested and neatly packaged in the first paragraph. His imagina
tive awareness ofhistory-of the past as a record ofhuman living to be ex
perienced on varying levels of retrospection-tends to be starved. It sub
sists mostly on headlines and these morsels are often indigestible even for 
a hardy appetite. 

Instead of withering away, however, his sense of the past becomes all 
the more intense. Seeking the nourishment his imagination has been de
prived of, he goes nostalgically to Europe. There, he is the stranger, the 
pilgrim, the disinherited son, who must often pay in many kinds of coin
age, out of himself and out of his pocket, for the privilege of standing a 
little while on soil where his ancestors once abided through centuries. As the 
statistics of trans-Atlantic tourism and the sale of travel books in America 
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show, he is not discouraged. He keeps going all the more often to Europe, 
searching for always more obscure comers ofEurope's picturesque past. 

The irony is that the more he wanders about foreign lands, the more 
he helps to destroy the very thing he goes to fmd. The more cosmopolitan 
he becomes, the more he adds to the Americanisation of the places he visits 
-the more, that is, he helps the oneness of the world become an actuality. 

For the artist, the consummation of such a oneness is not devoutly to 
be wished. Art thrives on the differences between things, not on their sim
ilarities.W e perhaps sometimes overfondly stress the Greek character of the 
artists-writers, painters, sculptors-who appear in these pages. We do so 
because we gain a certain American satisfaction out of recognizing that in 
Greece, the birthplace ofWestem art, the differences that keep art alive are 
more numerous and more acute today than ever before. 

Greece has probably always confronted the artist with a greater variety 
of material than any other European country. Today in Greece there is a 
vigorous intellectual and artistic activity that has been called "a budding 
Renaissance." As the horizons of the Greek artist necessarily expand, his 
material multiplies into countless new relations with the Greek past. No 
Greek who considers himself an artist can afford to ignore them. Because 
of them, he is, artistically, the heir of all the ages. 

Indeed, whether he is writing a novel or painting a seascape, what the 
Greek artist today seems most to be doing is claiming his inheritance. The 
political heritage of Greece is long and vivid enough, but it is pale and brief 
in comparison with the heritage of Greek arts. After a lapse of about four 
hundred years, when there seems to have been no Greek nation at all, the 
Greeks suddenly appeared again with a new political identity. Even if he 
wished, the Greek artist cannot behave, as a Greek politician may, without 
some regard, conscious or not, for the Greek past, political as well as ar
tistic. The substance and the essence of that past are, as they have always 
been, an emanation of the land itsel£ The Greekness, as it were, of the rocks, 
the light, the sea, the air, speaks now with a shout, now with a whisper, 
and cannot be silenced by mere time. This Greekness imbues the various 
phases-ancient, medieval or modem, Mycenean or Classical or Roman 
or Byzantine or Frankish or Oriental or European-whatever they may 
be that have helped to create the current Greek condition. 

In claiming his inheritance, the Greek artist experiences a marvelous 
torment and delight. His material surrounds him like a hydra, each part 
inextricably tangled with the other, each seeming to change into the other, 
an elusive, intimidating challenge. His response depends largely on his feel-
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ing for the past. Even ifhe tries to isolate himself in contemporary manners 
and moods, something traditional inevitably clings to his work. Perhaps, 
a touchstone for our understanding him, a yardstick for measuring the 
worth of his effort, lies in exactly this-in how well he has fused or recon
ciled his sense of the past with the immediacy of what he wants to express. 

Thanassis Petsalis is an eloquent example of the Greek artist grappling 
with his Greek material. Petsalis is hampered by his knowledge of how 
much he has to express and how little he can say in the narrow limits of a 
printed page. As he writes in his Prologue to The Greek Dawn, he chose 
"to relate certain critical events" in the recent history of Greece, those that 
seemed the most meaningful for "the new Greeks." If he had relied on 
pure narrative, he could have joined the ranks of the distinguished histor
ical novelists who are making literature today. Instead, his feeling for the 
past sent his imagination vaulting back across centuries. From the ancient 
world he borrowed a method that he believes best serves the new Greece 
even as it has long served the old. He tried to take historical facts "from 
the denuding light of ... scholarship into the transfiguring light of myth." 
His attempts, he admits, are small and perhaps inept. They are, neverthe
less, a step toward a seminating source of art. Time alone, he explains, is 
not enough to transmute facts "into the symbolic, infinite air of myth." 
They need, too, the workings of a demiurgic, human imagination. Only 
thus does a nation gradually acquire roots; "its myths are its roots." 

An American imagination can hardly help being dazzled by the pros
pects for theory and action that the artist enjoys in Greece today. The ex
ample of Petsalis invites us into many more areas for discussion than we 
have glanced at here. Our best course is simply to confess that for readers 
in a comparatively new and rootless country like America, such an example 
is almost endlessly provocative. 

BEBE SPANOS 

for the Staff and Parnassos 



THE NOBEL PRIZE FOR LITERATURE: 

GHIORGOS SEFERIS 

BY ANDONIS DECAVALLES 

THE CHARIOTEER rejoices over the news that the Nobel Prize for 
Literature this year was awarded to Ghiorgos Seferis, the greatest of the liv
ing Greek poets, "for his eminent lyrical writings inspired by a deep feeling 
for the Hellenic world of culture." His poetry carries on the "classical 
heritage" with "its unique thought and style and its beauty oflanguage." 
The Swedish Academy significantly added that this prize was a "tribute 
to the Greece of today whose wealth of literature has perhaps waited too 
long for its laurel wreath." 

Those who admire Seferis and who love Greece must have been deeply 
touched by the poet's dignified humility when he learned the news. 
"Greece," he said, "could have won this prize earlier, with other poets." 
Tears were in his eyes when he expressed the wish that the congratulations 
of the Academy should go "to Greece." 

In little more than eighty years after her Phoenix-like rebirth from the 
ashes, from four hundred years of dark slavery, Greece could stand proud 
ofher literary accomplishments. The poetry ofKostes Palamas and Con
stantinos Cavafis, and later of Anghelos Sikelianos and Nikos Kazantzakis, 
easily ranks among the best in Western literature. The Greek language, 
however, which was once the imperial road of international culture, has 
long been a barrier to their wider recognition. Cavafis, after his death, 
slowly but certainly-though much of his original music remains obsti
nately untranslatable-has won his deserved place among the foremost 
lyrical poets of our century. It is a strange, regrettable fact that Kazantzakis, 
despite his international acclaim, has not been awarded the supreme laurel. 

The above comment is meant to enhance, not to diminish, the glory 
of the present award. The laurel that went now to Seferis is thoroughly de
served. It is to the special credit of the Swedish Academy that they awarded 
a poet who is undoubtedly great but not "popular." A full appreciation of 
his work is not to be expected from the average reader. 

Seferis is not an easy poet, especially in his major accomplishments. 
From the beginning, he was a pioneer in poetic expression, an experimenter 
with language, and, in certain respects, a "cryptic" poet. He is the poet of 
subtly refmed vision and deep sensitivity, a master of economy, of the 
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"right word," of suggestiveness and controlled emotion, a master of the 
unspoken, of the haunted silence that is one of the prime elements of poetry. 
What cannot be rationally grasped in his verse can always be felt and felt 
deeply, especially by those who have lived the tragedy of our modern 
world. 

It cannot, however, be emphasized too much that Seferis, a Greek by 
descent, birth, upbringing and experience, is best understood in relation 
to Greek culture, Greek myth, literature, tradition and the age-old histor
ical adventure of Greece. His voice is, above all, that of a modern Greek 
conscience deeply involved, deeply familiar with and painfully aware of 
the crushing weight of a cultural inheritance. The poet's major aim has 
been to recognize, defme and weigh the elements of that conscience, as 
they have acted in the destiny of Greece. 

The development of his art dates from the early thirties. He always 
felt himself to be a "refugee," an "exile," for he came to Athens from his 
native Smyrna, that prosperous and Jourmillante citee of ancient Ionia, at the 
age of fourteen, about eight years before that Ionian world was lost for 
Greece in the catastrophe of I922. He studied law and letters in Athens and 
later in France. Soon afterwards, he joined the Greek diplomatic service. 
His assignments brought him in direct contact with the critical develop
ments of modern world history. They seem also to have emphasized in him 
his original feeling ofbeing an exile and a refugee, particularly when, dur
ing the Nazi occupation of Greece, he had to move with the other Greek 
officials from Egypt to South Africa and then to Italy, waiting for the day 
of liberation. 

Seferis spent several years in London, first as Proconsul and Director 
of the General Consulate ( I93 I -34), then as Minister-Counselor to the Em
bassy (I95I-53), and fmally as Royal Greek Ambassador (I957-62). In 
London he made a discovery that proved decisive to the development of 
his art. In an Oxford Street bookshop, he came across a little volume ofT. S. 
Eliot's verse, at a time, I93 I, when Eliot was still comparatively unknown. 
Eliot's verse was a sudden revelation to Seferis. He heard in Eliot that poetic 
voice that helped him to discover his own. 

Seferis first appeared in Greek letters with the volume Strophe (Turning 
Point) in I93 I, at a time when Greek verse had reached the point of exhaus
tion in following either the major tone, rhetorical and philosophic, of the 
Palamas-Sikelianos tradition, or the minor tone of post-romantic lyricism, 
idyllic, parnassian, escapist and pessimistic. The most advanced voices were 
experimenting with symbolism and poesie pure. Springing from this latter 
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climate, and well-versed in the prevalent modern literary trends abroad, 
Seferis mastered a pure poetry that brought Greek verse into a new dawn. 
Simplicity, economy of expression, avoidance of adjectives and other orna
ments, idiomatic language, crisp imagery, fresh, even bold, metaphor and 
an exquisite music were the qualities ofhis work. 

Strophe was a collection of lyrics, expressing moments of sensibility, 
instant impressions, where several new elements were tried in the older 
molds. The poet tried to grasp in a non-traditional manner the peculiar 
quality and individuality of a feeling, to express an emotional quintessence 
through tangible particulars. A longer poem, "Erotikos Logos," in this 
collection, is already an achievement wherein the traditional framework 
of the alternating fifteen and fourteen syllable lines, the old and the new 
are perfecdy blended. In this "Song ofLove," which has in it ample echoes 
of the demotic song, the experience of physical love is lyrically recollected 
in its wider significance. Mr. Sherrard has already remarked that the woman 
here, as well as in other poems of Seferis, is not only a physical creature of 
beauty and pleasure but is also an emblem, an embodiment of fate, an 
initiator and a priestess of the mysteries. Through the physical experience 
oflove with woman "man becomes aware of a new level of reality." Pan
demos Aphrodite leads to Urania Aphrodite, not, however, in a religious, 
purely spiritual or metaphysical sense. True to his Greek temperament, 
Seferis excluded from his vision a reality that would not be human and 
earthly. His timelessness lies within the dimensions of time. 

In Sterna (The Cistern), his second book of verse, 1935, the area of ex
perience becomes deeper and wider. The form of the poem is still tradi
tional, but a painful awareness of the ravages of time, of human suffering, 
the role of memory, the feeling of participating with others, of sharing 
with them in the destiny of a race and of humankind, introduce the tone 
of his later verse. Always choosing to waver between the subjective and 
the objective, his voice blends the personal with the impersonal. The "we" 
makes his poems move on three concurrent levels: the personal, the racial, 
and the human. 

The "cistern" is a symbol of our deeper, intimate, secret self, of our 
conscience apart from the surrounding reality, as it gathers the experience 
of our losses. The world of the sun and the sea, oflove and beauty, is clouded 
by the haunting darkness of departures, of memories, of unfulfilled dreams 
and longings. However, no matter how successfully it carries the connota
tion that the poet intends it to carry as a familiar feature of Greek reality, 
the cistern is still a limited, private symbol. 
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The poet's growing vision and his deepening sense of universality re
quired more solid elements to materialize. Seferis did not have far to go 
for such elements. The roots were there, in himself as well as in his land and 
its history. The perennial battle of racial and cultural survival made Greece 
a place where all the ages and stages ofher development, from the mythic 
and the Homeric times to the present, have been kept necessarily alive, ac
tively alive. Indeed, the shield of Achilles, the shield of the fullness oflife 
as against an always impending, an always overcome death, could be sym
bolic of nothing more than the Greek conscience itself in its struggle against 
the calamities which history has brought upon her. 

In his next volume, Mythistorema (Mythical Story), 1935, which is con
sidered to be the poet's masterpiece and which was chosen by the Swedish 
Academy for the award, Seferis' s vision embraces myth and history. A past 
that has never died, that haunts the Greek conscience wherever it wanders 
in the Greek land and sea or beyond, with the visible testimonies, the ruins 
and statues, the sites of great events, even nature itself, enriches the present 
reality. The elemental symbols of Greek life-the ships, oars, masts, an
chors, rocks, headlands, pines, olives, wild herbs, blue skies, whimsical 
winds, the barren soil, the mountains, the frugality of conditions, and the 
traces of human toil-these and the remnants of achievements and catas
trophes, ancient, Byzantine, and modem, bring all time together. The 
present reality constantly causes the poet to dwell in memories and intro
spection about man's predicament and the peripety ofhuman values. 

In this mixture of past and present, the dead are not really dead. They 
are still part of the life of the living. They are constantly summoned by 
memory and bring undecipherable, taunting messages. The dead give no 
solution to our problems, no real solace to our despair, no escape to our 
anxiety, but they reveal certain patterns in their experiences which have 
also been our own. In another sense and dimension, beauty, whatever that 
beauty was in their lives, challenges us, increases the feeling of our re
sponsibility, rests heavily upon us, and we struggle not to sink under its 
burden. 

Seferis's approach to the past is not romantic and it is not literary. It is 
genuine and emotional. An always controlled emotion is powerfully and 
dramatically sustained through the poet's identification with the legendary 
figures, the land and its people. Of course, no other figure out of the 
legendary past could be more comprehensively and more deeply expressive 
of the Greek temperament, of the Greek historical and psychical experi
ence, than that of the great traveler, the great exile, the great lover oflife 
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and its wisdom, and of his native soil-Odysseus. Odysseus was bound to 
become Seferis' s most meaningful persona, and his wanderings are the poet's 
major pattern of emotional experience. 

Mythistorema, a collection of fifteen lyrical, dramatic monologues of 
varying length, mostly free verse, gives-in a variety of images and cir
cumstances-the wandering of a personified Greek conscience, predomi
nantly the poet's own, through a world oflost values. This world is haunted 
everywhere by the presence of the past and by a desperate longing for reve
lation, for self-recovery and fulfillment, for justice and for freedom. There 
is in these poems an interplay of sense and memory, of struggle and fatality. 
A miracle that is expected never comes. We are left with the memories and 
illusions, with the broken oars, the remnants of the unaccomplished trips 
to the islands of the blessed. The companions perish, Elpenor among them, 
sinking into the flux of things, the stream of everyday reality, but the 
Ulyssean self continues its anxious quest and strives also to save the others 
against the blows of reality. 

Among Seferis's later books, Gymnopaidia, 1936, comprised two sig
nificant poems on the same theme and in the same emotional atmosphere. 
In "Santorini," the volcanic island, with its sinking and reappearing islets, 
becomes a symbol for lost lands, lost worlds, lost hopes, a symbol of the 
undecipherable pattern of our experience, of the contrast between justice 
and injustice. In "Mycenae," the voices of past racial experience, as they 
come from the dark stones, make the present wanderer sink under their 
weight and cause him to call desperately for a helping hand. 

The Book of Exercises, 1940, is mostly a selection of older and more 
recent experiments with matter and form in a wide range of moods. The 
Odyssean theme is again in the group of poems called Strafes Thalassinos 
(Sea Paths or Sea Traveler). The creation of this new Odyssean persona car
ries more positively into the present the old myth of wandering. The voice 
of Strates Thalassinos, the later mouthpiece of the poet, is what we mostly 
hear in Log Books A, B, and C, which came out in 1940, 1944 and 1955. At 
the end of Log Book A is "The King of Assine," deemed by many readers 
to be Seferis's best poem. 

Log Book B contains some of the poet's most significant works. It is 
a series of dramatic accounts of Seferis' s emotional experiences as an exile 
in foreign lands during the Nazi occupation of Greece, and it reaches its 
climax in "The Last Stop," written in Cava dei Tirreni, October 1944. 

Before his latest book of poems, Log Book C, inspired by the Cypriot 
struggle for liberation and reunion with Greece, Seferis published The 
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Thrush, 194 7, a poem in three parts, or rather three movements correspond
ing to those of a sonata. "Thrush" was the name of a ship sunk during the 
war off the shores of the island ofPoros and symbolises that black ship on 
which Odysseus sailed to Hades. In the poem we first fmd the traveler in 
the luxurious palace of Crete, longing for his home. Then we see Elpenor, 
shortly before his fatal fall, trying unsuccessfully to entice Circe into a love 
embrace. N ekuia follows where Odysseus is metamorphosed into Oedipus, 
the Oedipus at Kolonos, a more suitable figure for the element of tran
scendence that the poet wishes to introduce in this poem. The experience 
of death effects another significant transformation. The fmally ascending 
spirit, rising into the world of light and of justice, as a symbol of self
integration, is not that of Oedipus but ofhis daughter Antigone, who with 
her indomitable action reconciled the world of the dead with the world of 
the living. 

There may be similarities or correspondences between the technique 
of this poem and that of the Four Quartets. Thematically, however, there 
are significant differences. In both poems the theme is that of transcendence, 
of teleology, of the destiny of the soul. But whereas Eliot builds his vision 
with elements of traditional Christianity, Seferis stays entirely within his 
Greek tradition, where Heaven is only a projection, a quintessence of the 
earth, of human reality and the divinity of man. 
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THREE POEMS 

BY GEORGE SEFERIS translated by Rex Warner 

I SANTORIN 

Stoop down, if you can, to the dark sea, forgetting 
The sound of a flute played to naked feet 
That tread your sleep in the other life, the submerged one. 

Write, if you can, upon your last shell 
The day, the name, the place 
Then throw it into the sea that it may sink. 

We found ourselves naked on the pumice stone 
Watching the islands rising out of the sea, 
Watching the red islands sinking 
In their sleep, in our sleep. 
Here we stood naked holding 
The scales weighted in favour of injustice. 

Instep of power, unshadowed will, considered love, 
Plans ripening beneath the sun of midday 
And course of fate at the clap of a young hand 
Upon the shoulder; 
In the place that crumbled, that makes no resistance, 
In the place that was once our own, 
Ashes and rust the islands sink. 

* Altars in ruins 
And friends forgotten 
Leaves of palm in mud. 

Let your hands, if you can, go travelling 
Here on the turn of time with that far ship 
Which has touched the horizon. 

From Poems by George Seferis, English translation copyright 1960 by Rex Warner, re
printed with permission of Adantic-Litde, Brown and Company, the publishers. 



ι ΣΑΝΤΟΡΙΝΗ 

ΣκVψε άν μπορείs στη θάλασσα τη σκοτεινi] ξεχνώντας 

τον i'jχo μιas φλοyέραs πάνω σέ πόδια yvμνό: 

ποv πάτησαν τον Vπνο σοv στην άλλη ζωη τη βυθισμένη. 

Γράψε άν μπορείς στο τeλevταίο σοv όστρακο 

τη μέρα τ'όνομα τον τόπο 

καi ρίξε το στη θάλασσα yιό: νό: βοvλιάξει. 

Βρεθήκαμε yvμνoi πάνω στην άλαφρόπeτρα 

κοιτάζοντας τ'άναδvόμενα νησιό: 

κοιτάζονταs τό: κόκκινα νησιό: νό: βvθίζονν 

στον Vπνο τovs, στον Vπνο μας. 

'Εδώ βρεθήκαμε yvμνoi κρατώντας 

τη ζvyαριό: ποv βάραινε κατό: το μέροs 

τf\s άδικίαs. 

Φτέρνα τfis δίιναμης θέληση άνίσκιωτη λογαριασμένη άyάπη 

στον fiλιο τοίί μeσημεριοίί σχέδια ποv ώριμάζονν, 

δρόμος τf\s μοίραs μέ το χτύπημα τf\s νέαs παλάμης 

στην ώμοπλάτη· 

στον τόπο ΠΟV σκορπίστηκε ποv δέν άντέχει 

στον τόπο ποv εtταν κάποτε δικόs μας 

βοvλιάζονν τό: νησιό: σκοvριό: καί στάχτη. 

Βωμοί γκρεμισμένοι 

κιΌi φίλοι ξεχασμένοι 

* 

φvλλα τf\s φοινικιaς στη λάσπη. 

'' Αφησε τό: χέρια σοv άν μπορείς, να ταξιδέψονν 
έδώ στην κόχη τοίί καιροίί μέ το καράβι 

ποv άyyιξε τον όρίζοντα. 
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When the dice struck upon the slab 
When the spear struck the breastplate 
When the eye recognised the stranger 
And love drained out 
In pierced souls; 
When you look round and you fmd 
All about you swathes of feet 
All about you dead hands 
All about you darkened eyes; 
When there is no longer any choice 
Of the death you wanted as your own, 
Listening to a great cry, 
Even to a wolf that yells-
Your due; 
Let your hands, if you can, go travelling; 
Tear yourselfloose from the unfaithful time 
And sink. 

Needs must he sink who carries the great stones. 

II MYCENAE 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Give me your hands, give me your hands, give me your hands 
I saw in the night 
The mountain's pointed peak 
I saw the plain afar flooded in moonlight 
And no moon to be seen; 
I saw, turning my head, 
Black stones huddled around 
And all my life stretched out like a string, 
The beginning and the ending, 
The fmal moment 
My hands. 

Needs must he sink who carries the great stones; 
These stones I have carried as long as I was able, 
These stones I have loved as long as I was able, 
These stones my fate. 



Seferis: Three Poems 

αΟταv ό κvβος χτ\ιπησε η1ν πλάκα 

όταv ή λόyχη χτ\ιπησε το θώρακα 

όταv το μάτι γνώρισε τον ξένο 

καΙ στέγνωσε ή άyάπη 

μέσα σe τρ\ιπιες ψuχές· 

όταv κοιτάζεις y\ιρω σοv καΙ βρίσκεις 

κ\ικλο τά πόδια θερισμένα 

κ\ικλο τά χέρια πεθαμένα 

κ\ικλο τά μάτια σκοτεινά· 

όταv δe μέwι πιά ούτε νά διαλέξεις 

το θάνατο ποv y\ιρεvες δικό σοv, 

άκοίιyοντας μιά κραvyή 

άκόμη καΙ τοv λ\ικοv τήν κραvyή, 

το δίκιο σοv· 

άφησε τά χέρια σοv άv μπορείς νά ταξιδέψονν 

ξεκόλλησε άπ'τον άπιστο καιρο 

καΙ βοvλιαξε, 

βοvλιάζει όποιοι; σηκώνει τΙς μεyάλες πέτρες. 

π ΜΥΚΗΝΕΣ 

Δός μοv τά χέρια σοv, δόι; μοv τά χέρια σοv, δός μοv τά χέρια σοv. 

Είδα μέσα στή ν\ιχτα 

τή μvτερή κορvφή τοv βοvνοv 

είδα τον κάμπο πέρα πλημμvρισμένο 

μe το φως έvός άφαvέρωτοv φεyyαριοv 

είδα, yvρίζονται; το κεφάλι 

τlι; μα\ίρες πέτρες σvσπειρωμένες 

καΙ τή ζωή μοv τεντωμένη σά χορδή 

άρχή καΙ τέλος 

ή τελεvταία στιyμή· 

τά χέρια μοv. 

Βοvλιάζει όποιος σηκώνει τΙς μεyάλες πέτρες· 

το\ίτες τΙς πέτρες τlι; έσήκωσα όσο βάσταξα 

τοvτες τiι; πέτρες τis άyάπησα όσο βάσταξα 

το\ίτες τΙς πέτρες, τή μοίρα μοv. 
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IS 

Wonnded by my own soil, 
Tortured by my own garment 
Condemned by my own gods, 
These stones. 

I know they do not know; yet I 
Who have so often followed 
The path that leads from murderer to victim 
From victim to the punishment 

THE CHARIOTEER 

And from the punishment up to another murder; 
Groping my way 
Over the purple welling inexhaustible 
That night of the return 
When the whistling began 
Of Furies in the scanty grass-
! have seen snakes crossed with vipers 
Knotted about the accursed generation 
Our fate. 

Voices out of stone, out of sleep, 
Voices more deep here where the world grows dark, 
Memory of toil that is rooted in the rhythm 
Beaten upon the earth by feet forgotten. 
Bodies sunk, all naked, in the foundations 
Of the other time. Eyes 
Staring and staring towards a sign 
That you, however you wish it, cannot distinguish. 
The soul 
That fights to become your soul. 

Even the silence is no longer yours 
Here where the mill stones have stopped still. 



Seferis: Three Poems 

Πληyωμένοs άπο το δικο μοv χ&>μα, 

τvραννισμένοs άπο το δικο μοv πουκάμισο 

καταδικασμένοs άπό τovs δικοίιs μοv θεοίιs, 

τοUτεs τis πέτρες. 

Ξέρω πωs δέν ξέρονν, άλλα εyω 

ποv άκολοίιθησα τόσεs φορέs 

το δρόμο άπ'το φονιΟ: στο σκοτωμένο 

άπό τό σκοτωμένο στήν πληρωμή 

κι'άπο τήν πληρωμή στον άλλο φόνο, 

ψηλαφώντας 

τήν άvεξάvτλητη πορφvρα 

το βράδι έκεϊνο τοv yvρισμοv 

ποv άρχισαν νΟ: σφvρίζονν oi Σεμνές 
στό λιyοστο χορτάρι-

είδα τΟ: φίδια σταvρωτΟ: μέ τis όχιέs 

πλεγμένα πάνω στήν κακή yενιΟ: 

τή μοίρα μας. 

Φωνέs άπο τήν πέτρα άπο τον Vπvo 

βαθίιτερεs έδω ποv ό κόσμος σκοτεινιάζει, 

μνήμη τοv μόχθοv ριζωμένη στο ρvθμο 

ποv χτίιπησε τή yfjs μέ πόδια 
λησμονημένα. 

Σώματα βυθισμένα στΟ: θεμέλια 

τοv άλλοv καιροv, yvμvά. Μάτια 

προσηλωμένα προσηλωμένα, σ'eνα σημάδι 

ποv όσο κι'άv θέλειs δέν τό ξεχωρίζεις· 

ή ψvχή 

ποv μάχεται yιΟ: νΟ: γίνει ψvχή σοv. 

Μήτε κι'ή σιωπή είναι πιΟ: δική σοv 

έδ&> ποv σταματήσαν oi μvλόπετρεs. 
Όχτώβρηs 1935 
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IN THE MANNER OF G. S. 

Wherever I travel Greece keeps wounding me. 

On Pelion beneath the chestnuts the Centaur's shirt 
Slid through the leaves to wind about my body 
As I climbed up the slope and the sea came after me, 
Rising, like mercury in a thermometer, 
Until we found the mountain waters. 
At Santorin, touching the sinking islands, 
Hearing a pipe play somewhere on the pumice stone, 
My hand was nailed to the gunwale 
By an arrow suddenly shot 
From the extreme end of departed youth. 
At Mycenae I lifted up the great boulders 
And the treasures of the sons of Atreus, 
And slept beside them in the hotel 'Belle Helene.' 
They only left in the morning when Cassandra crowed 
With a cock hanging down from her black throat. 
At Spetsai at Poros and at Mykonos 
I was nauseated by the barcaroles. 

-tc 

What are they after, all those people who suppose 
Themselves to be in Athens or Piraeus? 
One comes from Salamis and asks another 

'You have come, I imagine, from Concord Square?' 'Oh no' 
Replies the other, pleased, 'From the Constitution. 
'I met old John there. He stood me an ice.' 
Meanwhile Greece travels onwards 
And we know nothing, we do not know that all of us 
Are sailors with no ships, we do not know 
The bitterness ofharbours when every ship has gone; 
We mock at those who actually experience this. 
Strange, people who say they are in Attica and are nowhere; 
They buy the sugared almonds to get married; 
In their hands they hold scalp lotions; they are photographed: 
There was a man I saw this morning, sitting 
Against a background of pigeons and of flowers, 
Accepting the hand of the old photographer 



Seferis: Three Poems 

ΜΕ ΤΟΝ ΤΡΟΠΟ ΤΟΥ Γ. Σ. 

·οποv καi να ταξιδέψω ή 'Ελλάδα μέ πληγώνει. 

Σ τό Πήλιο μέσα στΙς καστανιές τό πουκάμισο τοv Κενταύρου 

yλιστροvσε μέσα στα φvλλα yια να τυλιχτεί στό κορμί μοv 

καθώς άvέβαινα την άvηφόρα κι'ή θCχλασσα μ'άκολοvθοvσε 

άνεβαίνοντας κι' αύτη σαν τόν vδράρyvρο θερμομέτρου 

ώς ποv να βροvμε τα νερα τοv βovvov. 

Στη Σαντορίνη άyyίζοvτας vησια ποv βοvλιάζαν 

άκο\ιyοντας να παίζει eνα σοvραύλι κάποv στiς άλαφρόπετρες 

μοv κάρφωσε τό χέρι στην κοvπαστη 

μια σαίτα τιναyμέvη ξαφνικα 

άπό τα πέρατα μιaς νιότης βασιλεμένης. 

2! 

Στiς Μvκfjνες σήκωσα τiς μεyάλες πέτρες καi τοvς θησαvροvς των 'Ατρειδών 

καi πλάyιασα μαζί τοvς στό ξενοδοχείο τfjς «'Ωραίας 'Ελένης τοv Μενελάοv»· 

χάθηκαν μόνο την αVyη ποv λάλησε ή Κασσάvτρα 

μΈναν κόκορα κρεμασμένο στό μαVρο λαιμό της. 

Στiς Σπέτσες στόν Πόρο καi στη ΜVκονο 

μέ χτίκιασαν οί βαρκαρόλες. 

* 
τι θέλοvv ολοι α\ιτοl ποv λένε 

πώς βρίσκοvvται στην 'Αθήνα ή στόν Πειραιά; 

Ό eνας eρχεται άπό τη Σαλαμίνα καi ρωτάει τόν &λλ.ο μήπως «eρχεται έξ 

'Ομονοίας» 

«'Όχι eρχομαι Εκ Σvvτάyματος» άπαντα κι'είν εvχαριστημένος 

«βρήκα τό Γιάννη καi μέ κέρασε eνα παyωτό». 

Στό μεταξ\ι ή •Ελλάδα ταξιδεvει 

δΕν ξέροvμε τίποτε δέν ξέροvμε πως είμαστε ξεμπαρκοι ολοι έμείς 

δέν ξέροvμε την πίκρα τοv λιμανιοv σαν ταξιδεVοvv ολα τα καράβια· 

περιyελaμε έκείνοvς ποv τη νιώθοvv. 

Παράξενος κόσμος ποv λέει πως βρίσκεται στιlν 'Αττική καΙ δέν βρίσκεται 

ποvθενά· 

άyοράζοvv κοvφέτα yια να παντρεvτοwε 

κρατοvν «σωσίτριχοο>, φωτοyραφίζοvvται 

ό άνθρωπος ποv είδα σήμερα καθισμένος σ'eνα φόντο μέ πιτσοwια καi μέ 

λοvλοvδια 

δέχοvvταν τό χέρι τοv yέρο φωτοyράφοv να τοv στρώνει τiς ρvτίδες 
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That smoothed out from his face the wrinkles 
Left upon it by all the fowls of the air. 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Meanwhile Greece travels onwards, always travels, 
And if we see 'the Aegean flower with corpses' 
They are those who tried to swim after the big ship and catch it, 
Those who got tired of waiting for ships that would not sail, 
The Elsie, the Samothrace, the Ambraciot. 
Ships whistle now as night falls on Piraeus; 
They whistle and whistle again, but no capstan moves, 
No wet chain has shone in the last ray of twilight, 
The captain stands in white and gold like a stone. 

Wherever I travel, Greece keeps wounding me, 
Curtains of mountains, archipelagos, naked granite. 
They call the ship which travels,- AGONY 937· 



Seferis: Three Poems 

ποv είχαν άφήσει στό πρόσωπό τοv 

όλα τό: πετεινό: τΌίιρανοv. 

Στό μεταξv ή 'Ελλάδα ταξιδε\ιει δλοένα ταξιδε\ιει 

κι'άv «δρώμεν άνθοw πέλαγος Αίyαίον νεκροίς» 

είναι Εκείνοι ποv θέλησαν νό: πιάσονν τό μεyάλο καράβι μe τό κολvμπι 

Εκείνοι ποv βαρέθηκαν νό: περιμένονν τό: καράβια ποv δΕν μποροw νό: 

κινήσονν 

την ΕΛΣΗ τη ΣΑΜΟΘΡΑΚΗ τόν ΑΜΒΡΑΚΙΚΟ. 

Σφvρίζονν τό: καράβια τώρα ποv βραδιάζει στόν Πειραιδ: 

σφvρίζονν δλοένα σφvρίζονν μό: δeν κοννιέται κανένας άρyάτης 

καμμιό: άλvσίδα δeν eλαμψε βρεμένη στό στερνό φως ποv βασιλε\ιει 

δ καπετάνιος μένει μαρμαρωμένος μeς στ' άσπρα καί στό: χρυσό:. 

αΟποv καΙνό: ταξιδέψω ή Έλλαδα μέ πληyώνει· 

παραπετάσματα βοννων άρχιπέλαyα yvμνοί yρανίτες •.. 
τό καράβι ποv ταξιδε\ιει τό λένε ΑΓΩΝΙΑ 937. 

23 



from THE BELL OF THE HOLY TRINITY 

BY THANASSIS PETSALIS 
translated by Katherine Hartis 

THEY BROUGHT the bell on Palm Sunday, in April, 1304. They 
brought it to the Church of the Holy Trinity, loaded on a donkey with a 
black cross branded on his dusty-gray back. 

The bell was cushioned by a crimson wool blanket that was festooned 
with palm leaves and laurel and myrtle. That is how they handed it over 
to the Church that Palm Sunday, with a ceremony like the one held when 
the Lord, "on a lowly donkey," entered Jerusalem. 

The little donkey trotted boldly up the hill, burdened with the bronze 
bell. Behind him followed the priest-Father Onoufris-the chanter with 
the censer in hand, two small boys holding large date palm leaves, and, 
behind them, all the people of the village, young and old. 

The village of Perachori was far down in the plain. The church was 
high up on the mountain, one hour of steep climbing for the animal. 

The people brought the bell ceremoniously, with proper litany. The 
small church waited proudly, up on the mountainside, dressed in white. 
The Holy Trinity, a country chapel, was whitewashed inside and out, be
cause the interior was not yet completed and the walls were bare. Only in 
the depths, the sanctuary gleamed dimly with its carved wooden reredos, 
with the five or six ikons and the two holy lights. Above was the dome 
with the Almighty, in mosaic, and the gold inscription, In the world ye shall 
have tribulation, but be of good cheer, I have overcome the world, lighted obliquely 
by the two skylights. 

When the villagers first learned that a bell was to be brought up to the 
Church of the Holy Trinity, everyone asked in surprise, "What are they 
going to bring, eh?" 

"A bell," says Father Onoufris. 
"Why a bell, pray?" 
"To announce the hours of the services and to summon the faithful." 
"New systems, again? We don't understand these things. We don't 

want them," the peasants remark. 
"And who, good Father," some ask, "is sending this bell?" 

Father Onoufris puffs up like a turkey and says, "Mr. Andronikos 
Daphnopatis has entrusted me with it." 

Everyone becomes respectfully silent. Mr. Daphnopatis is the magis-
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trate, the general, the squire, the nobleman ofPerachori, and not only of 
Perachori but of all Themma. 

At last someone dares to ask, "And why is he sending the bell, my 
Father? Wouldn't it have been better perhaps if he sent a candelabra or a 
silver night light? Who needs a bell?" 

Father Onoufris continues proudly, "Mr. Andronikos went to war 
and he made a pledge that when he returned victorious he would donate 
a bell to each of twelve country chapels, as they have in Constantinople, 
in Saint Sophia. He returned victorious. So, here is his pledge, By good 
fortune the Holy Trinity is to receive such a gift. Let us thank the Lord, 
and then our guardian Andronikos." 

The peasants, the serfs, scatter to their huts. They chew and rechew 
the news, but they cannot digest it. 

"God will curse us for doing such things," they declare. 
And one asks the other, "Is it true that in the Reigning City, in Saint 

Sophia, there are twelve bells in twelve belfries? And do they ring, as people 
say, three times a day-matins, liturgy and vespers?" 

From mouth to mouth, the news is gradually spread that, truly, in 
Constantinople, in Saint Sophia and in other great churches, there are great 
belfries where the bells hang. 

"That's the way the Christians are summoned to divine service," some 
peasants remark. 

"And the town criers?" some ask. 
"There are no more town criers in the cities." 
"Neither do they have the chimes any more," another peasant adds. 

"Everywhere bells, bells." 
"Bells, eh." 

And all the people of the village marvel. 
Thus, when the boat arrived at the anchorage of Perachori, at the 

Lower Cypress Tree, as they call it, the whole village went, in a body, 
down to receive the gift, as if it were a new religious symbol, to see it, to 
touch it, and to kiss it. 

They brought the bell reverently and placed it in the portico of Saint 
Panteleemona, the church ofPerachori. It was Saturday afternoon, the holy 
day of Lazarus. On Sunday, in the early dawn, before the liturgy of the 
Palms, a great procession formed-men, women and children, villagers 
and peasants and country people-and they brought the bell loaded on the 
donkey, up to the country church of the Holy Trinity. 

It was an April spring morning and the sunlight glowed softly over 
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everything-a beautiful spring morning, pure and clear and sweetly bright. 
The light streamed down like honey on the dewy green grass. And as there 
were no trees with high branches on that barren mountainside, but only 
shrubs and short-stemmed flowers and newly-grown camomile, the sun
light poured down unrestrained on the gray back of the donkey with the 
bronze bell and the crimson blanket, on Father Onoufris' s embroidered 
chasuble, and on the serpentine palm leaves which swayed gracefully from 
side to side with the slow pace of the procession. 

And the arid earth with the azure rocks stretched all about, all the way 
down to Perachori. From there the fields opened broadly, green and fresh 
and soft in form and color, and beyond, at the lowest part, was the shore, 
like a blue sapphire. 

When the procession arrived at the country chapel, the people broke 
their ranks and clustered around the bell. Then the chief workman of the 
village tied a leather strap to the bell, and the builder climbed a ladder to 
the iron support that was embedded in the wall for that purpose. 

Slowly-so that the tongue of the bell would not strike-they raised 
the bell to the iron support and fastened it there. They hung a rope down 
to the ground. 

When, at last, everything was ready, the sacristan, old Pothetos, the 
pockmarked, pulled the rope hard and the bell pealed harmoniously
once, twice, three, ten, twenty, fifty times, faster and faster, stronger and 
stronger, until the whole mountain plain echoed and the chiming resounded 
from rock to rock, from one gully to another, and rolled down to Perachori, 
and even farther through the fields. 

The people, deeply moved, blessed themselves with the sign of the 
cross. They felt a strange joy rush like waves through their veins, and one 
by one they went into the country chapel, as many as it could hold. And 
then Father Onoufris began the "Blessed be the Lord." But most of the 
people stayed outside and looked wonderingly at the bell and at its tongue 
that kept moving slowly for almost an hour. 

During the first few years the bell pealed often in that village. Old 
Pothetos rang the bell at dawn and in the evening on week days-matins 
and vespers; on Sundays and on Holy Days, he rang three times-matins, 
liturgy and vespers. 

The marvel was not only that every so often the joyful peal of the bell 
resounded across the barren rocks and cascaded down to the fields and 
Perachori, but also-and even more meaningful-that the people did not 
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become accustomed to the bell. The sound of it would startle them every 
time. Then they would smile and bless themselves with the sign of the cross 
and would say, "The Holy Trinity is guarding us." 

Thus, through repetition, the nickname "the Guardian," stuck to the 
country chapel of the Holy Trinity. 

By this small thing, the love of God and the fear of God were rekindled 
in the souls of the people of Perachori, and little by little the church of 
Perachori, as well as the chapels of the surrounding countryside, were 
crowded regularly with the faithful, all types of people, not merely with 
the little old women and the maimed who, in earlier days, were almost the 
only worshippers. 

Meanwhile, Father Onoufris died and Father Taxiarchis, who replaced 
him, arranged for a monk to come from the Holy Mount, a Father Gabriel, 
an old fellow-ascetic ofhis. Father Gabriel built a small cell next to the Holy 
Trinity and from then on he officiated until his tum came to close his eyes 
forever. 

Father Gabriel was old when he came. And yet, although the boys 
grew to manhood and the men ofhis congregation reached old age, he did 
not change. He was in the end as he always had been-bushy white hair 
and bushy white beard, like a white halo around his head; short, fat and 
hunchbacked. He alone rang the bell, pulling the rope with his left hand. 
And his body never moved at all, except for his elbow jerking back and forth. 

Most of the time he sat on a wooden bench outside the country chapel 
door, counting the beads of his belt. He never tilled the earth as the late 
Father Pothetos, the pockmarked, had done, cultivating his own maize and 
lentils. This Father Gabriel waited for someone from Perachori to bring 
him a donation and the shewbread for his existence. And truly, that is the 
way he spent thirty whole years. 

"I keep company with God, my child," he said tremulously to all who 
went up to worship at the Holy Trinity on Sundays or on Holy Days. 

He used to say the same thing to the passing shepherds, who leaned 
pensively on their crooks and waved their hands to chase the goats and 
sheep from the chapel door. 

And when he received that summons, "common to man," to die, one 
hour before he surrendered his soul, Father Gabriel pulled the rope of the 
bell himsel£ It rang and rang, ten, twenty, thirty times, strong but slow, 
mournful, funereal, so that the village would learn that something sad was 
happening up in the country chapel of the Holy Trinity, so that some good 
Christian would come to place him in the ground. 
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When the plaintive toll of the bell was heard in Perachori, the peasants 
asked one another, "Listen. What does the Holy Trinity want?" 

A shudder ran through the village. 
"It signifies something bad," the wiser ones said. 
"You, young ones, run," the older folk said. "Run up the hill and see 

what the old Father up on that rock wants." 
And at once, six or seven young men took to the road; they ran to the 

country chapel. It was an autumn afternoon, with the dreary light that 
comes just after the rain. And the south wind blew and brought a few 
scattered raindrops. 

The young men found that Father Gabriel had breathed his last. They 
stood guard over him all the night. Only one boy hurried down to the 
village to give the news. 

"Father Gabriel has departed," he said, short ofbreath, and he explained 
that he had come to take the priest for the next day's funeral. 

So, the next morning, again autumnal, again with the south wind 
blowing, the people sang a hymn for Father Gabriel, they read prayers over 
him, and they buried him near the southern wall of the Holy Trinity. After
wards, without anyone's actually mentioning it, one of them pulled the 
rope of the bell and rang many, many slow and mournful tolls, just as 
Father Gabriel himself had done shortly before he passed away. 

And from that day, it became the custom in Perachori to toll the bell 
thus, slowly and mournfully, every time the Lord summoned anyone to 
come to Him. 

* * * 
Early one summer afternoon, a beautiful hour, the bitter news came. 

It was the middle ofJune, but it seemed like a spring day. The news struck 
the village heavily and dazed all the people. 

The blazing sun kept scorching the air, the crickets in the poplars kept 
chirping, everyone felt that summer had fmally arrived, and yet the message 
came. 

A tepid wind blew and the sky was bright with small white clouds. 
They drifted here and there, like tiny white balls of smoke or lint. Then 
the bitter news came. 

And there at the mountain peak, where the sun streams down like 
honey, where the heavy clouds are anchored low and slowly drag and 
break the sunlight-there, too, the terrible news came. 

The day was so calm that you could hear a dog yowling at the further-
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most part of the countryside, a rooster far away announcing the hours, and 
the water wheel churning in the distant well. The message came like a huge 
black bird that shadowed everything with its wings. It came from the sea, 
like something tossed up by the waves. 

Anghelis Valaouris brought it with his fishing skiff. And then no one 
cared that the sun embroidered the leaves and sparkled in the fields. No 
one noticed the swarm of small white clouds that floated lazily above, heav
ing up and down. No one heard the donkey braying because he was hungry, 
or the tinkling bells of the goats and sheep as they slowly grazed along the 
mountainside. 

The day was sweet and it did not really change. But as the news spread, 
the people ofPerachori were stunned and their eyes filled with tears. 

Anastasis, the young son of Annoula, was the first to see the fishing skiff. 
"Mother," he says, "it is odd that Anghelis Valaouris is returning at this 

hour." 
"Why, my son?" says his mother, humped over the wash tub, her sleeves 

rolled up. 
"He left today at dawn to go across to Kalonissi, to throw out his nets, 

and he is returning at high noon." 
"H h .c hin d ' " e must ave rorgotten somet g, son; on t worry. 
"No, mother. Something's wrong. I'm going to fmd out." 

He goes by the narrow road and comes out on the square. In the shade 
of the mulberry tree, two or three villagers are talking. Michalis Yiouvis 
stands at his doorstep, looking on. Anastasis interrupts their talk. 

"Anghelis Valaouris is already returning with his boat. Something's 
" wrong. 

The others shrug and say of Anastasis, "He's such a child!" Anastasis is 
annoyed. 

"Wait and see," they tell him. "He must have forgotten something." 
They go on with their talking and include Anastasis, but he does not 

pay attention. The morning passes. Whoever was in the village at this hour 
has gone home. It is the hour for a bite to eat. The sun is high. 

But Anastasis does not return to his mother. Something tells him to go 
down to the sea. On the way, he meets Anghelis Valaouris with two oars
men. They are walking fast, panting, their faces shining with sweat, their 
bare chests and feet all dusty. 

"Anghelis !" Anastasis calls from a distance, as soon as he recognizes 
them. "What happened? Tell me." 

Anghelis V alaouris comes close and stands before him. 
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"They have taken the City!" he says curtly. 
Anastasis is bewildered, speechless. 

"The sons of Mohamet-they murdered the king. Now only the Al
mighty can save us!" 

One of the oarsmen, a strapping young man, sunburned, with a proud 
mustache, has his say, "Now they'll be rushing down here, too." 

"You shut your mouth!" Anghelis Valaouris interrupts him. "By the 
time they come down here, we will have taken the City back from them. 
Come, let's go to the village. Our compatriots must hear of this." 

At the approach to the village, a few steps from the main fountain, 
they meet some neighbors. 

"What good news do you bring us?" the neighbors ask, unaware. 
"Dark and dismal," Anghelis says. "The Turk has taken the City." 
"Talk sense!" they reply. 
"It's just what I'm telling you. The king is dead. Mohamet is now the 

king of the City!" 
Anghelis V alaouris with the two oarsmen and Anastasis, the son of 

Annoula, do not tarry long to explain. They enter the village. At whom
ever they happen to meet, without greeting him, they fling out the terrible 
news. 

"The City is lost!" 
"They have taken the City!" 
"The City has gone to the Turks." 
"They have destroyed the City, the Reigning City." 

The people rush out of their cottages, their huts, their hovels. They 
are dumbfounded and frightened and they cannot understand. 

They ask one another, "Has Anghelis gone mad?" 
"The City, he says?" 
"What city?" 
"The City! That's impossible-a myth!" 

The people stand at their doorways, at their windows, on their porches, 
women, men and children. And after chattering with one another, they all 
go to the square to learn more. 

"What's going on, fellows?" they ask. 
All the people ofPerachori are gathered in the square. Today, for the 

first time, even the women-old, middle-aged, newly-wed, young girls
all of them are there. The place is crowded and buzzes like a beehive. The 
sun plays hide-and-seek among the clouds. Suddenly, a terrible, humid heat 
descends, straining the lungs and heart and mind. 
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Some people believe Anghelis's words. Others merely shrug. 
"Are you joking?" they say. "Can the City ever fall?" 
"Anghelis Valaouris is no child, and he is not crazy. If he says so, it must 

be true." 
The people press close to Anghelis to hear the how and the wherefore. 

"How did you learn of it, Anghelis ?" the villagers ask again and again. 
And Anghelis repeats the story. 

"I started out at dawn to go across to Kalonissi to fish. And there I met 
the boat of a man from Kalonissi whom I know. He was the first to tell 
me of this evil. I didn't really believe him, but instead of going to the stream 
where the fish run, I made straight for shore, for the island. What can I tell 
you! Everything was in an uproar." 

A doubting person then asks him, "And where did the people of 
Kalonissihear of this? Is it really true? Not that you didn' thear it from them, 
but where did they hear it from? Have you thought of that?" 

Anghelis Valaouris lets them talk. Then he says, "What are you jaw
ing about, you! A galleon passed by Kalonissi day before yesterday. They 
said it came straight from Constantinople. And they didn't just exchange 
a few words and then depart. No. The galleon was carrying some people 
of Kalonissi who were fugitives from Constantinople, and it left them 
there. They were a pitiful sight. You should have been there to hear. The 
other poor Christians trembled, just listening to the story." 

At that moment, the people around Anghelis open a path and Father 
Elisaios, the priest ofPerachori, an educated man from the monasteries of 
Mount Athos, approaches Anghelis and asks, as all the others have asked, 
"Speak, my child. The trials of the Christians have not yet ended! Speak." 

Anghelis starts again to tell all that he has already repeated thirty times. 
He relates what he has heard with his own ears from the people ofKalonissi 
who came as fugitives from Constantinople, who were there during the 
dark hours when Sultan-Mohamet took the city. 

"They told me," Anghelis says, "that there was a blockade for two whole 
moon cycles. And our people were trapped within the walls and the 
fortresses and the towers. They fought like dogs. But there were only a 
handful of our men left. And the king was bravest of all. At first they held 
fast, but, little by little, the infidel mowed them down. They lacked men, 
they lacked food. In St. Sophia, the great monastery, there were daily 
litanies. There were prayers said in all the churches and chapels of the 
capital. But the hour came, that bitter hour that is written, the hour of 
destiny, when, they say, everything must be settled and paid for, all the 
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sins of the world. And the fortress could not hold out any longer. The in
fidel hordes poured into Constantinople like mad beasts. And ruination 
followed." 

Anghelis V alaouris sighs. He takes one deep, sobbing breath and be
gins to describe the evils that befell the Christians in Constantinople. 

"The infidels poured in with sword in hand and slaughtered whomever 
happened before them-men, women, babes in arms. They rushed into 
the houses and they nailed, they disembowelled, they beheaded, whom
ever they met. Afterwards, they pillaged the houses and they stole anything 
good that they found. Anything useless or hard to move, they threw out 
the windows. The people, the common people, in their confusion and 
terror, locked themselves in the churches. But those beasts poured in there, 
too. They slaughtered and they butchered and they mutilated without pity. 
The blood ran like rivers. The place became a hell from the groans of the 
dying and the wounded. In the churches, as the people prayed and suppli
cated, Satan's seed poured in and chopped off heads, cut off legs, ripped 
into bellies, trampled with horses, and then carried away the women and 
children who were still alive and in one piece. They will be slaves in the 
slave-market-the aga takes the mother, the bey takes the daughter. The 
foot soldiers and the horsemen, helter-skelter, whoever wished, tied five 
or ten Christians together in a line, men and women, and dragged them, 
slaves, behind the horses. My God, many died of fright, and many others 
lost their minds. How can I tell you everything, where can I begin ... ?" 

The villagers listen, motionless, dumbfounded. Much of what Anghe
lis Valaouris says seems like a myth. No one utters a word. The people shake 
their heads and think. Then Father Elisaios speaks emphatically: "For the 
multitude of our sins, with God's concession, the Turk came to punish us." 

The people bow their heads. Suddenly the silence is broken by a great 
lamentation that springs from the innermost depths of the hearts of the 
Christians-the tears of the women, the crying of the babies and the curses 
of the men. 

Without a word, the crowd starts moving toward the churches. 
At St. Panteleemona, the Christians fall to their knees, their foreheads 
touching the floor, and they pray and supplicate the All Holy to forgive 
them. 

Some people of Perachori huddle in small groups, talking. One man 
says that he heard Anghelis say that in St. Sophia, at the moment when the 
Turks entered, a priest snatched up the golden chalice containing the Holy 
Communion and he fled through a small, secret door. And then a miracle 
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happened. Suddenly, a wall sprang up behind him and left not a trace of the 
door. 

"Alas," cries a short, gray-haired villager. "Now St. Sophia will become 
a mosque! God forgive me!" 

Down at the crossroads, some peasants are gathered in a circle, talking. 
"But Constantinople? Hey," a dullard says, "hadn't the Turk already taken 
Constantinople?" Another man weeps for his brother who has migrated 
to Constantinople. A third relates that he has seen a slave-market in Ana
tolia, "The slaves look down at the ground like goats and sheep, in the 
middle of the market, all of them Christians, brave young lads with their 
hands in iron chains, and virgins half nude, and children-all for sale. It is 
enough to make one weep at the degeneracy of man." 

And at night, when the villagers fmally lock themselves in their humble 
homes, there is not a cottage that does not shake with sobs and dirges. 

"We are lost, little Jesus!" cries one woman, heartbroken. 
"You have deserted us, my God!" cries another, beating her breast. 
"The fmaljudgment has come!" cries another. 
"The hour has struck for us, too!" cries another. 

The words of Father Elisaios ring in everyone's ears, "Christianity is 
in danger! We must lift up our hearts to God!" 

And that night of June, something strange occurred. Heavy clouds 
gathered and darkened the skies; then came three outbursts of thunder and 
lightning and then a great downpour. 

It was about this time that the people ofPerachori began to go up more 
often to the Church of the Holy Trinity. This country chapel held a secret, 
a secret that sprang from the very soul of the place. One would say that 
all those ancients who had died there in the past, grandfathers and great
grandfathers, from generation to generation-whoever was buried in that 
soil-had not died in vain. 

In that isolated church, in the shade of the cypress tree, there is a scent, 
a wandering fragrance, that speaks to the deepest recesses of your heart and 
magically unites you with the place, with the memories, with the ancestral 
longings, with the incurable torments, with all those things that sustain 
you, like roots, in this world. 

All about and within the country chapel, the people ofPerachori fmd 
the mysterious messages of the past generations, truer and more alive there 
than anywhere else, and that is why they take their children, the future 
generation, to worship in that place. 
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No one clearly understands the whys and the wherefores, but great 
suffering needs a balm, and the embattled soul of the enslaved, searching 
for light, takes hold of and cherishes the memory of the good old days. 

Now, the villagers come there for a walk more and more often, ascend
ing slowly to the chapel. After kissing the ikons, they go out to the clear 
air and sit on the ground among the thyme, the rosemary, the myrrh, the 
wild marjoram and the capers. And this nearness to the earth brings a joy 
and a new strength that flows into their blood like balsam. 

"Let the earth that you walk on remain with you, the earth that sustains you. 
As long as you have that blessing, you will .find sustenance for your body, and your 
soul will remain strong!" 

This is what a mysterious voice seems to say. 
From the moment when we first begin to feel the sweetness oflife surge 

in our very marrow with an exhausting passion, some of the people of 
Perachori take their sons by the hand and go to the Holy Trinity. 

Now, the holy light in front of the baluster is never out. Now, the 
bell rings regularly, Saturday evenings and Sundays and Holy Days. Now, 
Father Chronis, the village priest, goes regularly to the Holy Trinity to say 
the divine service. Now, the inside of the church no longer smells musty 
or mildewed, but it has the scent of incense and of the holy candle. 

It has become a custom in the village to celebrate Easter at the Holy 
Trinity. At the break of dawn the people start going up to exchange the 
greeting, "Christ has risen." Since that bloodthirsty Fevza-Bey was killed, 
his son, the new effendi, does not show himself in the village. The Turks 
have lost their wicked master and have become docile. 

So, on Easter day, the village is deserted. The houses are all closed up, 
the streets empty. The people ofPerachori-far from the treacherous eye 
of the Turk-ascend the mountainside, and there, at the country chapel of 
the Holy Trinity, they sing the hymn of the risen Christ and then kiss one 
another twice crosswise on both cheeks in the sign of the cross. 

Those who have brought with them their modest meal, sit and eat it 
on the grounds of the church. The red wine fires the blood and there are 
singers, true nightingales, in every group, who sing sweetly of man's 
suffering. 

Others go down to Krioneri, and night fmds them still there. The food 
is always modest, and the wine of the enslaved is never enough. But it is 
Easter, the harbinger of spring, and so, for one day of the year, among the 
smiles of creation, the Christians forget their own pain and their toil, their 
torment and anxiety. 
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The next day begins again their labors under the Turkish yoke, the 
heavy-hearted sighs and the despair. 

"Chrissi, there is no future here," Theoharis tells his wife. "I feel like 
up and leaving for some foreign land. But then I think of all of you, you 
and the children, and I hesitate." 

Thus, sooner or later, do most people ofPerachori speak of migrating. 

That year a monk comes from a distant country. He is sturdily built, 
middle-aged, but very venerable. He says that his name is Nikodemos, 
Father Nikodemos, and that he is a monk from Mount Athos. After a few 
days at Perachori, he goes up to the Holy Trinity and never again leaves 
the church until the day when the Lord summons him "to the realm of the 
. " JUSt. 

Father Nikodemos is a rather short man, with grayish hair and a long, 
gray beard, a man you would not especially notice at first glance. But look 
at him more closely and you will feel his coal-black eyes piercing right 
through you, and you will see his white hands blessing you. As he speaks, 
his words will encircle you and make your hair stand on end, and you will 
hear a ringing voice that is like brass, that is sweet as the murmuring of the 
waves or the singing ofbirds, and, yet, is like the roar of a cataract. 

Father Nikodemos settles in a hut by the Holy Trinity. Two sinners 
of the village who were seeking atonement built it for him. He has come, 
and suddenly the whole mountainside seems to brim over with new life. 
No one knows how it has gradually come about that all the people ofPera
chori believe this monk to have been sent by our Lord and Savior, Jesus 
Christ. He is so simple, so good, this Father Nikodemos. 

"Come to me," he says. "Come to me, my children. One shadow unites 
us all-the shadow of the Cross. And one light-the hope that the Cross 
will defeat the Crescent." 

The villagers hear these strange words and wonder, "What is this 
saintly man trying to tell us?" 

"One shadow unites us all-the shadow of the Cross. And one light-the hope 
that the Cross will defeat the Crescent." 

Thus, Father Nikodemos speaks, with a strong, vibrant voice, and 
the people who hear him bow their heads just as they do when they hear 
the scriptures in church. They do not understand what these words mean, 
but they suspect something divine, something godly in the voice of the 
monk, for, little by little, a new patience and a new courage stream into 
their souls. 
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Now, one by one, the men and women of the village, old and young, 
ascend to him and he listens to their confessions. 

"Go to the spiritual one," is the advice that is given in the village to 
whomever is troubled. 

Father Logothetis down at Perachori-a little old man with both feet 
in the grave-is sometimes miffed; he is jealous. But afterwards he softens, 
for he, too, feels deep inside him that Father Nikodemos has been sent from 
Somewhere and from Someone. 

"Saintly and wise," is what Father Logothetis calls him, as if these two 
virtues are the rarest in man. "Wise and saintly." 

So, the villagers come to kiss the hand of Father Nikodemos and to tell 
him their afflictions. Everyone has something to tell. 

Every soul feels the need for relief, and every heart needs a support, 
for their troubles have become almost too heavy to bear. Women bow 
their heads and confess their sorrows. Men confess their sins-men who 
have cursed, who have lied, who have offended. But everyone has, first of 
all, one secret to tell him. 

"Slavery, Father, I cannot bear this slavery any longer. I will dye my 
hands in blood. I will murder a Turk some morning and, afterwards, I will 
kill my wife and children to put them out of their misery, and then I'll stick 
a knife in my heart. I cannot bear this life any longer, Father. In the name 
of God, tell me, what can I do?" 

And Father Nikodemos, who has listened carefully, wets his lips and 
speaks, almost as ifhe is singing, "Do not be afraid of the Turk any longer. 
His hour is near. Fear only the wrath of God. This wrath, in the not too 
distant future, will throw a shaft of lightning on the infidel herd. The hour 
will come. The hour is coming when the sun will set on the reign of the 
sultan. And it will be bathed in blood. But do not be afraid. From the blood 
that will be spilled, seeds and flowers and laughter will grow." 

Thus, strangely does Father Nikodemos speak. 
To others he says, "Love is the religion of the Cross. Slaughter and 

plunder is the religion of the Turk. Love conquers wickedness. But you 
must fight for the victory. Grit your teeth, clench your fists." 

To the long-suffering mother, he says, "Bring up your children in the 
faith of the Good One, in the faith of the Virgin Mary. Teach them to be
come true soldiers of the Cross, and when they receive the summons to 
fight for the Cross, let them be sacrificed in the holocaust of the struggle." 

To the childless mother, he says, scoldingly. "It is your duty to 
bear children, strong, robust children, and to arm them with a flaming 
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heart, with arms of steel. You women will prepare the army of Christ." 
Such and many other strange things does Father Nikodemos say. 

"Christians, before you conquer the Turk, you must first conquer your 
own selves," he cries. 

Yes, for little by little, instead of the peasants coming one by one to 
confess and to listen and to ask his blessing to strengthen their souls, they 
begin to gather at the corners, ten and twenty at a time, all men, all brave 
young fellows, and Father Nikodemos speaks directly to them, and they 
listen with open mouths and they marvel. 

"We, Christians," he tells them, "are all one family. Not one family of 
Perachori, but one family in all Christianity. It is not our blood that unites 
us, but the blood of Christ, who sacrificed Himself for us. And what 
unites us further, one to the other, is love. In this great family, the races 
are separated. We who live in these lands and speak the same language, 
the language of the Evangelists and the Apostles, we are Hellenes. Citizens 
of Rome, romyi, as they are called, are all the enslaved Christians of the 
East. But we are Hellene-Romans. The Franks call us Greeks. Do you 
know, however, who the Hellenes were, and that we are their descendants? 
They were the ones who once upon a time reigned over the whole uni
verse. The whole world was one kingdom. And that kingdom the Hellenes 
held in their hands. They were first in strength, first in brains. How did we, 
the ancient nobles of the world, degenerate so?" 

He has made it a custom now to give something like a sermon in the 
small country chapel. Ten, twenty men gather to hear him. But one day 
it is they; the next day there are others. Thus, all the men ofPerachori pass 
through the hands of Father Nikodemos. He sweetens their wounds, calms 
their spirits, warms their souls. 

"And once the great Constantine made Constantinople his reigning 
city, Constantinople became the head of the world and the heart of Chris
tianity," Father Nikodemos tells them. "But our forefathers sinned, and 
the wrath of the Lord toppled them from the throne of the universe. The 
infidel conquered and still conquers everywhere; he has almost uprooted 
all of Christianity. With it will go our own race, and we, the Hellenes, 
will go, too .... Now, listen, Christians, to the words that I speak! The 
sins that weighed us down have been paid for. The day is near when the 
Cross will go forth in the hands of the Hellenes!" 

"Are we Hellenes?" the villagers ask uneasily. 
"From a Hellenic mother-source comes our blood, my son," answers 

Father Nikodemos. "In Hellenic soil we are rooted." 
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He stamps his foot hard on the ground and cries, "Yes, Hellas is this 
soil that I am stepping on." 

He takes a deep breath and says, "Hellas is this air that I breathe." 
The thoughts of those who listen become confused, bewildered. In 

Perachori the people discuss the words of Father Nikodemos, day and 
night. Some are not certain, many hesitate, others believe, only a few un
derstand. Sometimes they surmise something, and one tries to explain it to 
the other. But finally they return to the Holy Trinity, to the country chapel, 
to fmd "Grandfather" (Papou) as they now call him, now that his hair has 
turned completely white. 

"No one has ever spoken to us as you speak, Papou. We don't quite 
understand you. We are illiterate people, what can you expect? Tell us, 
explain to us, enlighten our dumb blindness," the villagers keep asking. 

But all these happenings come to the ears of the Turks. At first the 
Turks suspect that something is afoot. Then they quickly become infuri
ated. They hire some of our own people, some who have sold themselves 
for a few pieces of silver, to spy and to report on what is going on. A real 
trap. The traitors report to the bey the words of Father Nikodemos, and 
the bey reports to the pasha at the Chora. 

And soon Father Nikodemos knows what awaits him. Unshaken, he 
straightens his body in the shade of the cypress tree, and with his words he 
heals the soul-suffering of the enslaved people. 

"At St. Sophia," he tells them, "in the great monastery, the priest waits 
for the hour when he will complete the service, the service that was inter
rupted when the infidels broke into the church. The priest took the chalice 
with the Holy Communion and vanished behind the secret portal. And 
the portal immediately became a wall and hid him. And the king-an 
angel descended from heaven at the hour when the Turk was entering Con
stantinople-the king is hidden in a deep cave near the golden door at the 
fort. There, the king remains, turned into stone. He, too, waits for the day 
when the angel will return to resurrect him and give him back his sword. 
And the king will rise and enter Constantinople through the golden door, 
and with his army he will pursue the Turks; he will drive them out, up to 
the Red Apple Tree (Turkey). 

There, where the men and women ofPerachori are gathered, listening 
to Father Nikodemos tell them the good word, seven or eight Janissaries 
suddenly rush in, armed to the teeth. They seize Father Nikodemos and 
chain him, his elbows fastened behind his back. He does not resist. He does 
not speak to them. He only raises his eyes to the sky and quietly says, 
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"Our Father Who art in heaven, Thy will be done .... " 
With whips, with hooks, with curses, the Janissaries drive the villagers 

away. One or two are hurt as they are pushed. 
Afterwards, on the very spot where Father Nikodemos always has 

stood and preached under the cypress tree, the Turks place a noose around 
his neck, without untying his hands. He looks grave. Only his eyes shine 
angrily. 

Again he does not speak to them but quietly says, "God is my helper. 
I will not be afraid of what man can do to me." 

Then one Janissary spits on him full in the face; another slaps him right 
and left. The others jeer. 

The people ofPerachori-their hearts in their mouths-quickly scat
ter. A few go and stand some distance away to watch what is happening. 
Most of them take to the road toward the village, so as not to see. They run, 
blessing themselves with the sign of the cross, trembling and crying, 
"Holy Virgin! Holy Virgin! Little Mother!" 

Even so, the Turkish henchmen fmish their deed. They throw the rope 
around the branch of the cypress tree, where the bell hangs, and they pull 
the rope, side by side with the bell, and the knot tightens, and they pull 
Father Nikodemos up and hang him. 

Was the sky cloudy from the start? Or did it become cloudy at this 
moment? Suddenly, the sky flashes and a shaft of lightning strikes the 
cypress tree. The blow comes slanting on the top of the tree and cripples it. 
Then thunder roars from one end of the sky to the other, so heavy that the 
earth shakes. The Turks are terrified and run for dear life. 

"All hI Allah I" th "All hI" a . . ey cry. a . 
And Papou, who has been left alone, hangs just a bit higher from the 

ground, in a way that you might think he was swinging in the air, lightly 
flying. 

The following night, three men and one woman, Rodo Yiousouri, 
from the village of Perachori, come secretly and cut down the saintly 
corpse. They wash the face and hands with vinegar, they anoint the body 
and bury it at the root of the cypress tree, in the very soil where Y annakis, 
the son of Zoe, was buried years ago. 

Over the grave, they place a wooden cross, and on the cross they carve 
the name, simply "Father Nikodemos" -for no one has ever learned what 
his last name was-and a date, "1667." 



from THE MAVROLYKOI 

BY THANASSIS PETSALIS 
translated by Fotine Nicholas 

THE KIDNAPPING OF THE CHILDREN 

TWELVE YEARS had passed since the Turks had come to take children 
from Athalassi. It seemed almost as if the Turkish government-the Dovleti 
-had forgotten the Athalassites, scattered as they were at the far ends of 
Morea. 

In the passing of time, in their poverty and countless misfortunes, even 
their memory seemed to have faded, the memory of the last occasion when 
children had been snatched by the Turks and forced into the service of the 
Sultan. The cruel, remembered visions of the parting seemed to have 
dimmed; the desperate cries of the children and the frenzied shrieks of the 
mothers seemed to have been extinguished. Forgotten, too, were the threats 
of the tormentor, the groans of those who had tried to hide their children 
somewhere and who had been caught and whipped or cut down or tor
tured. Dear God, what agonies ! 

But even so, little by little, the fear itself seemed to have been erased, 
the fear that the Moor would return to collect children again, always the 
fmest flowering of the race, always the handsomest, the sturdiest boys. 

Suddenly, that day, at the news that the Turk was coming, that he had 
arrived-a Moor, as usual, from Abyssinia-to take away the children, all 
the memories of the past became vivid. The old recollections were at once 
savagely, menacingly, horribly alive. 

There had been a time, long before, when the Turk had come every 
five, then every four, then every three, every two years to collect the poll 
tax of blood. In the beginning he had taken only the six- and seven-year
olds. Then the eight-. On the last occasion, twelve years past-ah! would 
that the Athalassites had been forgotten forever-the Turk took even the 
ten-year-olds. Ten-year-olds! He would seize them from the warm em
brace, from the nest of their homes, and drag them to Anatolia. But first, 
to the city-to Istanbul. 

How many tales the Athalassites had heard about the subsequent plight 
of the kidnapped children! They were taken first to the city for selection. 
The Aga of the Janissaries presented them all, from every province
Roumeli, Morea, Albania-in the great seraglio to the sultan. After they 
were bathed and dressed becomingly and their hair (which was deliberately 
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allowed to grow long like a girl's) well combed, they were brought before 
the sultan. For his personal use or as gifts to the viziers, he would keep in 
his seraglio all who were to his taste. The boys of the seraglio were called 
Itsoglan. Those destined for the harems were castrated. Others-Bostant
sioglan-learned the art of gardening in the marvelous gardens of the palace 
with their rare exotic flowers, their porcelain, vari-colored cisterns, their 
peacocks and doves and pheasants. Some boys became the personal at
tendants of the sultan and were honored with titles if they made progress. 
According to their duties, they were called toweloglan, sherbetoglan, basino
glan (he who filled with water the sultan's golden basin). 

Many were raised as playmates of the sultan's sons. When, in turn, the 
young princes became sultans, the Turkefied Christians were elevated to 
the highest positions. Still other boys became the sultan's favorites and 
were later made pashas and viziers. 

Such, occasionally, was the fate of those boys who reached the re
splendent seraglios of the Bosporus. Those who were rejected were re
turned to the chief Janissary to be circumcised, to be raised as fanatic 
Moslems, and to become crackerjack warriors. These were the Ajamoglan, 
the Janissaries of the future. The Turkish agas hired these boys as slaves for 
the first two or three years. They learned Turkish and the Islamic faith and 
they labored on the estates, doing all sorts of chores, or they learned some 
skill. 

They suffered deprivation and confmement. Hunger, thirst and slavery, 
burdensome slavery, was their lot until the return of the Janissary leader 
who came, with ledgers in hand, to take the little Christians turned Turks 
to the military schools of the various battalions. There, these boys were 
taught to hate Christ. There, they learned to endure every hardship. Above 
all, there, they were under a dreadful discipline. They were like prisoners; 
and if they even chanced to venture on an errand along the narrow streets 
oflstanbul, they wore a veil-a yashmak-like women, so that no eye should 
look upon them. 

Such were the tales that the Athalassites heard about the plight of the 
children whom the Turkish law seized in its net. When they learned that 
the Moor had come again, the Christians were frozen with fear. 

Quickly, quickly the men gather in the basements. The enslaved 
Greeks, the rayahs, with the tormented faces, burdened with memories, 
now wild with anxiety, hurry to fmd their wives and children. They lock 
themselves in, they bar the doors in the deepest parts of their low houses, 
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and they are mute. The quarter of the Greeks, the Roums, is dead. The 

doors are shut tight; the windows are blind. Not a soul is in the narrow 

streets, not one human voice. Only a scabby cat glides away, frightened, 

scratching against a wall, or a thirsty dog laps up some ditch water. Even 

the fire of the sun that touches everything is heavy and frightening, a 

dazzling light, like a flame that will destroy the universe and remain the 

lone sovereign. 
In the Jewish quarter, life is not completely smothered, but the pace 

is slower. With shouts, the children have been called home and the grown

ups stand at their doorways. All the Jews are uneasy without knowing why. 

The child-snatching does not affect them but their faces are gloomy. 

"You never know," one says to the other. 
And they all tremble. Merchants as they are, they gather up their wares 

that are usually displayed outside their doors. But even more curious than 

their fear, they bend hesitantly to see, they inquire to learn, they wait to 

hear. And they wipe their foreheads and their necks, drenched by the 

heat, by their curiosity, and by their fear. 
Far in the distance, the shore is hazy, scorched by the sun. Vapors rise 

from the waters and the sky is filled with a cindery mist. 
Only in the Turkish section is life unchanged. With sluggish, indolent 

movements, the Turkish community stretches its limbs and yawns. The 

men sit cross-legged in the shade of the trees ofDort-Yiol. Now and then, 

with the languid wave of a hand, the men shoo away the countless flies that 

buzz about indiscriminately. An occasional word is spoken in a sleepy voice. 

Now and then a Turk goes by, lazily dragging his feet. 
One man stops and says, "I hear the recruiter has come for the chil

dren." 
"You don't say," is the indifferent response. "We'll be having trouble 

with the Roums again." 
A third man says, "It would be better if we were all left in peace." 

A deep sigh is heard. Someone nearby is snoring. 
A sluggish quiet is in the Turkish homes. The half-dressed women, the 

hanoums, in the harems, fat and perspiring, paint their nails. Once in a while, 

a small old lady appears at a street door and looks furtively about. And 

here, as everywhere, the merciless sun bums slowly and scorches the earth. 

When the bearer of the news approached the house of the Justice of 

the Peace-the Cadi-he was seated in the shade ofhis courtyard. He had 

taken off his caftan and was breathing heavily. In his hands was an old 
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Koran, and he cast an occasional glance at the chapter he was trying to read. 
But his eyelids kept closing and he nodded sleepily. The door of the court
yard opened and the messenger appeared. He was about thirty and wore 
short, full trousers-a vraka-and his calves were bare. He bowed. 

"Have they informed you, my Cadi," he asked, "that the recruiter is on 
the way?" 

The cadi awakened. "Who told you?" he questioned hoarsely, almost 
frightened. 

"The Greek quarter is all aroused. I learned the news there and I came 
to tell you in time," the messenger answered. 

"Has anyone seen him?" the cadi asked nervously. 
"Whom?" 
"The recruiter, idiot." 
The messenger became confused. "They have seen him, yes-so they 

say-Savvas Potakis and Panayotis Reganos saw him while they were 
working in the fields. They ran off secretly and came like madmen to tell 
their people." 

The cadi struggled to his feet and, breathing heavily, asked, "Is he ... 
near the village?" 

"It's been some time-yes-but I came immediately ... without delay," 
the messenger said. "He will be here soon." 

The cadi went into his house, clapping his hands, and then he came out 
again, wearing a long, silk caftan. He walked slowly, with a peaceful ex
pression on his face. "What are you waiting for?" he asked the man gently. 
"Come with me." 

They went slowly to the village square. The day was ending. The rays 
of the sun fell obliquely on the streets that faced the west. The other narrow 
streets were already flooded by the mauve shadows of late afternoon. 
Seated cross-legged in the square, the cadi waited, formally, for the govern
mental envoy. 

A quarter of an hour later, the sound of voices and horses' hooves was 
heard. Immediately, a crowd of Turkish urchins came running and clus
tered about a group of five horsemen. The horses trotted slowly, their 
bodies shining with sweat. The riders were covered with dust. The recruit
ing officer and his secretary led the way, followed by three Janissaries who 
were armed to the teeth. As they approached the cadi, the leader, still on 
horseback, saluted him, touching his hand to his heart, mouth and fore
head. The cadi reciprocated, and only then did the five men dismount. 

"Welcome. You will be my guest," said the stubby old cadi. 
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The recruiter was a tall, big-boned Moor. 
"The Pasha has ordered me to collect the boys of the villages," the Moor 

said. "Where will my men be lodged?" 
"There's room for all, my Aga. You must be tired and hungry. Let us 

go home," answered the cadi. 
Around them gathered many Turks who were loitering silendy, open

mouthed, and countless flies buzzed. The evening was coming, slowly, 
surely, to ease the burning heat of the day. 

"Feed the animals," the officer roughly commanded his Janissaries. 
He and the cadi went off, followed by the great commotion of the 

people. All their tongues seemed to have been loosened at once. Behind 
the crowd came the Janissaries, guiding the horses by the bridle, and after 
them trailed several Turks admiring their weapons. 

As they approached the cadi's house, a shadow came lurching toward 
them through the dusk, a man who seemed drunk, who moved as if his 
limbs were out of joint. 

The cadi recognized him. "He is mad, a rayah." 
The mad rayah, half-naked, with a few wretched rags about his waist, 

stopped before the officer. A foul odor came from his body. He said in 
Turkish, "I'm pleased that you've come, Effendi. I like boys, too." 

The Moor slashed his whip, criss-cross, on the sluggish face of the mad 
gtaour. 

Old Mavrolykos has trouble keeping up with his son Stephanos as they 
hurry from their field. Stephanos is thirty-five, deeply sunburned and 
straight as a cypress. The old man, Stathis, is white, wrinkled, bent. His 
soul is in his mouth and the strained beating ofhis heart makes him short of 
breath. Stephanos is rushing to his wife and children. The fearful menace is 
like the shadow of a spider across his every thought. He starts to run. His 
old father is left behind, thick drops of sweat oozing from his feeble body. 

Here is the house, at last! Everything is closed, silent. A heavy stillness 
hangs in the air. Stephanos knocks at the door of the courtyard. White as a 
sheet, with burning eyes, Anthe opens. 

"God be with you," she says. "Come in, quickly." 
"The children?" Stephanos asks, seeking them with his eyes about the 

room. 
Old Stathis arrives and leans against the wall. He presses his hand to his 

heart that feels as ifit is about to burst. His wife, old Rena, stares at him, 
half-dazed. 
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"Do you want something?" she asks. 
She has him sit there in the ground-floor room. The others follow 

Stephanos upstairs. 
Anthe questions him anxiously, "What have you decided? Tell us. 

Shall we run away?" 
The women-Anthe, Aunt Smaragda, his sister Theodora-and his 

five children, all boys, from five to fifteen years of age, press about him. 
Their eyes, their lips, their bodies all seem to ask the same question. 

An abrupt, "Be quiet!" suddenly comes from his lips. 
"My children!" shrieks Anthe. "We must run, husband." 

Stephanos pushes them aside. "Tassos? Where is Tassos?" he asks of 
the brother whose help he has been seeking and who has not been seen for 
three days. "Hush, then," Stephanos says. "Let me ask father what he 
thinks." And urging the women and children to sit down, he goes to con
sult the old man. 

"Leave us alone, mother," he says to old Rena. "Father, have you re
covered? I want your advice." 

His head drooping, old Mavrolykos is lost in thought and the son re
spects his silence. Later, carefully, reverently, looking into the old man's 
eyes, he listens to his father's advice. 

Everywhere, in every Greek home, it was the same. Life was wearing 
a shroud. There was an unspeakable turmoil, not heard in the outside world 
-"Our children! They will take our children from us!" 

As the evening came, the situation worsened. In the breast of every 
Christian a loud, an endless, terrifying scream was stifled. A deathly chill 
gripped the very roots of every soul, of every parent, every mother and 
father. In the homes ofFournias, ofVarnakiotis, ofDekas, of Andreades, 
of Z ygas and Liopoulos, the same horror prevailed. 

At the Fournias home, Damian, the father, entered, his teeth clenched. 
His wife immediately flung herself into his arms. "Save us, husband," she 

0 d "I d 0 

" cne . am ymg. 
She fainted and all about the children were crying. When she regained 

consciousness, the night was already dark. In the long, narrow room, all 
the members of the Fournias clan were gathered. They were good-hearted 
and well-established people. 

The three Fournias brothers discussed the possibilities. 
"Fifty escudos," whispered Damian. "I'll buy off my children. If neces

sary, I'll also give the two donkeys left to me." 
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One brother offered him another twenty escudos. 
"May the Almighty bless you," Damian said. "The devils can be bought. 

I'll go to the cadi. Guard the place here until I come back." 
Three hours later, his task completed, Damian was home again. In re

turn for the payment of a certain sum, he had received a promise. Now a 
hope tremulously lightened the weight in their souls. Sleepless, they 
watched for the dawn, wondering what would happen. They sat huddled 
together in the warm room, as if benumbed by a silent stupor. Sometimes, 
they knew, the bribe is given in vain, and the ransomed child is taken away 
to the city. 

At Dekas' s home, neither strength of soul nor power of the purse could 
lift the crushing burden of despair. And so it was in most poor homes. 

"Ah, wife!" was the lament ofJohn Dekas. "I told you we should marry 
off the children. What misery is now upon us. Alas and alack! Apostolis 
got his son, what's his name, married to Vassiliki' s daughter-both eleven 
years old-but now he is safe, wife. Do you understand? They will not 
take the child for he is married. Ah, woe to us!" 

At Andreades's home, the parents were beating their breasts, mourn
ing their only son as ifhe were already dead. 

It was worse at Matapas' s home. In the rosy light of dawn, the two tired 
boys slept peacefully as their parents sat up, watching over them. The 
mother and father had mourned throughout the night. Now, thrice
wretched, as if drunk with poisoned wine, they were confused and no 
longer aware of what they were doing. An evil thought suddenly came to 
the father. 

"Let us save at least one. They do not take the only child," he said. 
His wife shuddered. But her husband, without really knowing what 

he was doing, took the axe from the wall and approached the sleeping boys. 
He looked at them for some time. 

The day was bursting forth. Somewhere a bird was singing. He must 
make haste. Which child should he sacrifice for the other? 

"w·£ " h d " k J hnn " 1 e, e groane , wa e up our o y. 
Weeping silently and sighing, she took one child in her arms. The 

father made the sign of the cross upon his own breast and over the sleeping 
child and then he lifted high the axe .... 

And the sacrifice was made. 
Such sacrifices were also made in other Greek homes, at Liopoulos' s, at 

Spinakis' s. Anna Spinakis killed her child hersel£ "A thousand times better 
to be in the grave," she said, "than to be touched by the infidel's hands." 
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At one Christian household, however, there was neither crying nor 
lamentation. At Barnabas Kalos' s home they learned the news with secret 
joy. Like all the rayahs, the Kalos family locked themselves in, but then 
they fell into each other's arms and said, "The Lord has sent the Moor. 
Good fortune, it is said, opens up for the children who are taken to the city. 
They earn immeasurable wealth and become renowned lords, agas, pashas 
and viziers. No one in all the realm lives as well as they. May it be our good 
luck that our Christos is taken. Here, in this place, he will end up like us, 
but there the greatest doors will open for him." 

The parents wept with longing and anguish lest fate reject their boy. 
But, in other homes, the parents wept because they were unable to 

save themselves. In some homes, anger and frustration blinded, maddened 
the parents. One tried to hide his boy. Another disfigured him -cutting off 
an ear, gouging out an eye, breaking a leg-to repel the Turks. 

For almost all the Christians, it was a night of damnation. And yet, 
stealthily through the narrow streets of the Greek quarter, the dark shadow 
of a woman walked; a bundle was in her arms. She was a Turkish woman, 
a hanoum, who had left the harem to take her child to Spiro Marinakos. 
Timidly, she knocked on his door, but the people within, as fearful as she, 
did not dare to open. 

"It's Haide," said the little hanoum. 
They recognized her voice, opened the door and asked her why she 

had come. 
"We want a favor, my husband Ali and I. You have no children," she 

said. "Take this one. Give it to the Aga. Fate does not grant to Turkish 
children the chance to become great in the world of the seraglio. I shall be 
forever grateful. May Allah protect you, my good Christians." 

She pushed her child toward them. They hesitated. 
"We do not have a child listed in the village register," they said. "How 

can we suddenly present this one? There will be trouble. Our heads will 
be at stake." 

But she beseeched them so persistently that they fmally agreed. They 
also accepted a purseful of piasters. 

The night passed in this way. And when God brought the daylight, the 
village of Athalassi -sleepless, quivering, wounded and wretched in spirit 
-waited for the dreadful decrees. 

It was a marvelous morning. The sun was shining everywhere, pleas
antly warm-a bright, serene, immaculate day. It was as if life had not 
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stopped during the night. Dawn found the village wide awake. There was 
a constant coming and going, an opening and shutting of doors, an endless 
secret uneasiness. 

In the Turkish and Jewish sectors, where the threat did not exist, men 
and women made hasty preparations to secure a good spot in Dort-Yiol 
from which they could watch the selection of the children, so that they 
might enjoy the spectacle. Big and small, young and old, the Turks crowded 
into the area before the mosque so as not to miss the show. There was a 
strange commotion, a din of words, cries and a confusion of noises. The 
village square was full, and part of the crowd spilled over into the surround
ing narrow lanes. Only in the center was there an empty space where the 
cadi always sat to preside. There, in the middle, like caged beasts, like wild 
animals, six policemen paced back and forth before the crowd. 

When seven o'clock began to strike, the commotion was intensified 
and then, almost immediately, it died down at the approach of the cadi 
and the recruiter and his scribe. They seated themselves cross-legged on 
the rugs spread on the ground. Behind them were the five Janissaries, armed 
to the teeth. From the other end of the square at that moment, bent and 
wrinkled, snowy-white with a full beard, came Father Simeon Kantelieris, 
the chief elder, the priest. He made obeisance to those who were seated. 
Only the cadi responded. The priest remained standing, holding his ledgers. 

"Read!" the officer commanded roughly. "How many are there?" 
Father Simeon's voice was feeble. "This place has two hundred and 

twenty-three hearths," he answered in Turkish. "Here are the ledgers, 
Effendi. The children from seven to ten years of age .•. " 

"Who told you up to ten years only, you dirty infidel?" was there
cruiter's ugly answer. "Continue to fifteen." 

Father Simeon made an effort to object. 
"To fifteen!" growled the Moor. "How many are there?" 

Father Simeon bent over his ledgers, trying to count, but his hands 
trembled and tears were in his eyes. He was unable to read. 

"Well?" 
"I count fifty, fifty-three, fifty-four, fifty-five ... fifty-seven, Effendi." 

The scribe recorded the number, and the cadi said, "You will take 
eleven children.'' 

"Why, my Cadi?" asked the Moor. 
"The law says one boy out of five," was the cadi's tranquil reply. "That 

comes to eleven out of fifty-seven." 
"The law cuts no ice with me, Cadi. The sultan-renowned be his name 
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-has need of an army. He has resolved to raise as great a number as he 
needs. I shall take fifteen from Athalassi as my master, Mora-Valesi, com
manded.'' 

The cadi knew why the recruiter wanted more than the designated 
number of boys, but he did not say a word. Every recruiter took extra 
children whom he later sold into slavery for his own benefit. But not a 
sound came from the cadi. 

The recruiter turned to Father Simeon. "Begin. Let them come, one 
by one," he growled pitilessly. "Where are the rayahs?" 

A wave of unrest rippled through the crowd. First a tightening, then 
a spasm shook the mob. A narrow lane seemed to open automatically and 
the Christians came forward, to the edge of the crowd, like wretched 
ravelings, the fathers, each with his sons, each with tear-worn eyes, pulling 
one or two boys by the hand-all wild-looking. 

Father Simeon began to read from his ledgers. "Aedonopoulos ! 
George, the son ofStratis-two sons!" 

The scribe repeated in a high, dry voice, "Aedonopoulos! George, the 
son ofStratis! Come here!" 

George, the son of Stratis, separated himself from the mob, pushing 
before him two boys, eight and ten. In their extreme terror, the children 
could not even cry. Their eyes were opened wide and their look was dazed. 
Their father was swarthy as if his agony had blackened his skin. He did not 
dare to say a word. Mutely, he pushed his boys toward the Moor who 
would check their strength and their beauty and would decide whether 
they were to his liking. Under his breath, the father murmured, "Lord, 
help us in our misfortune. I promise to You, my God, two candles as tall 
as my children." 

The Turks took one ofhis children from him, the stronger, the hand
somer, the one he admired and was proud of. 

Then came the turn of all the Athalassites who had sons aged seven to 
fifteen. It would be better if fate did not have so evil a spectacle in store for 
any man. In one case, the Turks took two of a father's three sons. 

"Aman, Effendi," was the father's heart-rending cry. "The law says 
only one child from each home. Why should the sultan need both of mine?" 

To save him from the Moor's horsewhip, some other Greeks dragged 
the father away. 

"Shut up!" howled the recruiter. "You've made my liver get swollen!" 
Then came a father with one son. "They do not take an only child, my 

Bey," pleaded the unhappy man, embracing his boy. 
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But one of the Janissaries seized the child from his arms as if tearing 
flesh from flesh. 

Then came a widow, almost fainting, with four children. The Turks 
took one, the strongest, as always, the best-looking. The other Christians 
carried her back to their group, senseless, her long hair falling in a wild dis
array. One of the children began to scream for his mother. The Janissary 
who stood nearby drew his sword and in one fell swoop cut off the child's 
head. Even the gaping Turks cringed in horror. 

Then, as the sun continued to rise, the earth and the air seemed to catch 
fire; and one's blood became inflamed. A cold sweat chilled every body 
standing in that small square and suddenly came a scalding kind of fever
the fear, the heat, the terror, the flame. 

And suddenly, too, came the shrieks of a woman who had lost her 
mind. To keep her from being slain, the men stuffed the hem of her skirt 
into her mouth and dragged her home to bind her, for demons seemed to 
be struggling within her. 

Time was passing. Slowly, the list was ending. 
As clearly as possible, Father Simeon called, "Panou ... Meletes, son 

of Costas. Two sons !" 
No one appeared. The Janissaries prepared to go looking for him, but 

the recruiter made a sign to the priest and said, "Continue. Panou has been 
d " exempte . 

And all understood that Panou had paid dearly to save his children. 
Then another was called. And another. And still another. And if an 

error occurred in the register, the officer became furious. He cursed the old 
priest; he blasphemed, startling the crowd by his evil threats, ''I'll wrench 
out your beard from its roots, Priest, hair by hair!" 

At that moment, a father delivered his son to the Turks, saying, "Take 
him, Effendi. Take him with my blessing, so that he may become great 
and rich in the service of our renowned master, the Sultan-may his years 
b " emany. 

Soon after, another parent presented only one child. 
"Where the devil is the other one?" shouted the Moor. "Have you 

hidden him, dog!" 
"He is married, my Pasha," stammered the father. "He was married 

two years ago." 
"Have him brought here immediately," was the Moor's angry response. 

"Since he's married, he'll be all the better." 
"Aman, Effendi," cried the father. "The law exempts married youths!" 
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"Bring him here," the Moor repeated indifferendy to the Janissaries. 
"And until that married one arrives ... call up another, Priest! Who else 
is there?" 

"Mavrolykos ... Stephanos, the son of Stathis," the priest read in a 
dead voice. 

"Stephanos, son of Stathis," repeated the scribe. "Two sons." 
Silence. 

"Mavrolykos. Where is Stephanos ?" echoed the cries of the Christians. 
Many heads looked up; faces turned right and left. Nothing. 
The Moor spoke fiercely to the Janissaries, "Have him brought to 

me! Bind him!" He turned to the priest. "What have you done with them, 
infidel? I'll roast you on a spit, hound. Continue! Continue!" 

In this way, with terrifying pauses, with curses, with bloodshed, the 
reading of the register ended. 

It was almost noon, the hour when the burning heat of summer dazzles, 
the heat that scalds and brings a flaming thirst. 

Nicholas Matapas was brought up by force. He was the man who had 
killed one child to save the other. 

"Why were you hiding?" the Moor asked. 
"My Aga, yesterday one of my sons died. I have only this one left. Have 

pity on my old woman and me. This one is sickly, defective, my Aga. 
Leave him to us." 

The Moor guffawed scornfully and his white teeth glittered in his 
black face. He made a sign to the Janissaries to take the boy. The rayah 
became wild. As the Janissaries reached for his son, Niko Matapas pulled a 
stiletto from his belt and tried to strike. He did not succeed. One stroke 
of a sword cut off his hand, the same hand that had brought death to one 
child so that he would save the other. But neither that child nor Niko was 
saved. A second blow struck him on the head. He fell in a heap. 

Meanwhile, a Janissary and two policemen had gone hunting the 
Christians who had not answered the roll call. They were not long in 
returning. 

First, they brought a rayah whose face was bathed in blood. 
"Where were you? Did you think you could hide your seedlings from 

the gaze of Allah? Dog, you deserve twenty lashes. Take him .... And 
you," said the recruiter to another Christian who had fallen to his knees 
and was pleading for his own life and that of his children, "where were 
you?" 

"How many are still missing?" was the Moor's next question. 
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"Two, Effendi," a policeman answered. "Niko Vamakiotis and his son 
and another one ... a •... " 

"Stephanos, son of Stathis," someone explained. 
The policeman was out of breath. There was blood on his hands. The 

officer looked him in the eye. 
"What's going on, eh, you?" he asked. 
"Effendi, Stephanos stabbed your Janissary. Then he shot Hasan .•. the 

policeman •.• and ... " 
The Moor sprang up. His eyes were white and bulging; his teeth shone 

whitely, too. "Did you do away with the dog? Where are his children? 
His children! I'll slaughter them!" 

"He took them ... he took them and fled, my Effendi. He headed for 
the shore and we lost track ofhim. But we got his old man, who came to 
the door just then. Behind him was a woman and we killed her, too. Have 
pity on us, Effendi." 

"What of the other one? His name, you stupid beasts?" 
"He got into a boat, Effendi, and made for the open sea. We shot him 

and now the fish are enjoying a meal of him. Pity us." 
The Moor was overjoyed. He stamped his feet, which had grown 

numb. Then he turned to look at the children he had selected. 
"Bring them to me at the cadi's house," he ordered. 

The children, mute with fear, had stopped crying. But now they began 
sobbing and sniffling again. They wept. They wept as only children can 
weep, so bitterly that their tears might crack a stone. And weeping, they 
began to walk, a small flock of small children, little lambs of God in the 
middle of the mob, a religious procession of children. Weeping and sigh
ing they walked to the cadi's house and from there they were to set forth on 
their great Anatolian voyage, to become Janissaries and, perhaps, viziers, 
to be sold, perhaps, at some slave market. 

And the sun, which was still high in the heavens, began slowly to move 
toward the west. 



from THE GREEK DAWN 

BY THANASSIS PETSALIS 
KYRA PHROSINI 

translated by Tula Lewnes 

IN THOSE DAYS in Yannina, whoever happened to fall in love was
as the saying goes-consumed by a black snake. There was no man or 
woman, Y anniotis or Y anniotissa, whose soul was not deeply moved by 
a love story or who failed to sympathize with a lover. But those who are 
themselves in love, enmeshed in the tangled web of their emotions, tend 
to be especially sensitive, not only to their own suffering but also to that of 
a fellow victim. No one can say that the world in those days was so peace
ful, so carefree that people had nothing more worrisome to think about 
than a love story. On the contrary. They endured one shock after another, 
one fear after another, one agony after another. So much so that they never 
expected anything good to happen; they wished for the good but never 
expected it. The good lay in God's hands, they said; only He in His Omnip
otence could bring it about. There are times, though, when misfortunes 
surpass all that man can accept or withstand. 

Early one morning, it suddenly became known that a misfortune had 
befallen the house ofDimitros Vasiliou-that it became known so quickly 
signifies how great the misfortune was. The Tahir, Ali Pasha's Chief of 
Police, went with his dogs to V asiliou' s house and abducted K yra Phrosini, 
the wife ofK yr' Dimitros, and took her to the Seraglio. Dimitros Vasiliou 
had a high position in that area; everybody knew him. People said that 
besides his wife, sixteen or seventeen other women had also been seized 
and taken to the Seraglio. This happened on the ninth of January, r8or. 
It was a very severe winter, the likes of which even the Yanniotes do not 
often see. The sky and the lake became one, in a fog so thick that even a 
knife could not have cut it, and nobody could say whether daylight had 
come or not, for, everything was obscured, lost in a milky haze. And the 
cold was cutting to one's very bones. There's no saying what it did to one's 
soul. 

"Why?" people asked. "How? What's happening? When?" From 
mouth to mouth, from door to door, from one street to another, from 
one corner ofYannina to the other. "Why? How? When?" Every Chris
tian made the sign of the cross upon his breast. 

They were always fearful, these Christians, whoever had a wife, a 
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daughter, a sister, a sweetheart. The women and the girls lived in fear lest 
someone notice them and tell the Pasha who, in turn, would abduct them 
some night from the embracing hearth of their home. But that which hap
pened that particular night in January was inconceivable. For the Pasha to 
steal one or two women was not unusual. But seventeen women at one 
time ! That was unheard o£ God Almighty ! 

The details of what happened gradually leaked out; many tongues 
were wagging. When Yannis heard the story, he began shouting in the 
Tourtouri home, "How dishonorable, how dastardly, how wicked!" 

He, himself, did not know why he was shouting such words-because 
of the Pasha ... ? because of ... ? Yes, Yannis was in love. He was always 
in love. His loves are hardly worth talking about. They flared up suddenly 
and as suddenly they died out, though they always burned with the same 
fire, the same force and passion, the same jealousy and the same deathless 
words. 

That morning Y annis was startled from his sleep by voices at his door. 
He leaped up and listened to the voices of Kyr' Giorgis Tourtouri and 
Aunt Tourtouraina .... Yannis opened the door and, only half dressed, 
stepped outside. The yard and the household were in an uproar. 

He heard the outcry, "They kidnapped the wife ofVasiliou last night!" 
Y annis' s first thought was to run to the home of his sweetheart, one of 

his many loves. He went once by her house, then again rather hastily, but 
he saw nothing. Later, when he went once more and found that all was 
quiet there, he felt at ease. But he did not go to his lectures that morning. 
He went, instead, to the store of Costa Demas. Who could study at such a 
time? Who could do any work? 

All the town was confused that morning and was on the move. The 
confusion was obvious in the look on people's faces as they opened their 
doors to go out, in the cautious step of passersby along the narrow streets. 
You could see the turmoil everywhere; you could hear it everywhere. 
Mostly you could hear it; for little by little, tongues were loosened and 
the gossip spread-small-talk and tall stories and hearsay-and everybody 
had his own version of what actually had taken place during the night. 

One fact is now certain: the midnight of the previous evening, eighteen 
women were seized and taken to the market place and imprisoned in the 
Church of St. Nicholas. The first woman was K yra Phrosini, a high-born 
lady; and then, the four seamstress sisters of Mrs. Selekopoulos; and later, 
eleven other women. The strange thing is that the Turks did not abduct 
Christian women only, but also four or five Turkish women-hanoumisses. 
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All the women were taken against their will, Christians and non-Christians, 

and all were imprisoned in the Church of St. Nicholas. God help them! 
The townspeople kept making the sign of the cross on their breasts, 

exclaiming, "And Turkish women were taken, too? What has come over 

the Grand Vizier? Has he gone mad with lust?" 
Those who had never known the old gossip about Kyra Phrosini

y annis, for instance, knew nothing of her past-suddenly learned all the 

details ofher private story. Kyra Phrosini was the beauty ofYannina. She 

was twenty-seven years old and had two children, one named Alexandra, 

the other not yet christened. K yra Phrosini, for some time past, had been 

carrying on with Muhtar, the son of the Vizier, Muhtar-Pasha. From the 

very moment he had first set eyes on her, he had lost his senses, fallen madly 

in love, and was not able to rest until he made her his own. For six months, 

he pursued her, but always in vain. He almost died of a broken heart. 
Then Kyra Phrosini began to feel sorry for him. (Some sharp tongues 

said that she was no angel; they said that she was already involved with a 

doctor. Her husband, a busy merchant, was constantly away from Yan

nina.) K yra Phrosini could not bear to see the young man suffer. His words 

gradually swayed her; his sighs soon caused her to swoon. Muhtar loved 

her truly. A woman can sense true love, can appreciate it. But some people 

say that what most caused her to give in to Muhtar was the splendor of his 

ways, his riches. He presented her with a ring, a solitaire. Yes, the very ring 

that-as you shall see-brought about her destruction. 
So Phrosini began to carry on with Muhtar, openly, scandalously. He 

enjoyed her favors, while her reputation suffered. She, in turn, fell in love 

with him; she truly loved him. But can such a shameful passion survive? 

In one way or another, it is destined to burn out. 
It seems, however, that for years the father ofMuhtar, the old Vizier, 

had coveted Phrosini. He had first seen her when she was nineteen years 

old and had tried then to possess her, but her parents had married her off 

to V asiliou, just in time. 
Years passed. Then the Vizier suddenly learned that Phrosini was the 

sweetheart of his own son, and suddenly the old man's heart began to 

seethe with passion and hatred and jealousy and desire. He found a way to 
dismiss his son from Yannina. He sent Muhtar to war, to assist Sultan Selim, 

who had requested auxiliary forces against the rebellion of the Pasha of 
Edirne. Alas for Muhtar! 

I don't know what the Vizier had in mind, how he planned to make 

Phrosini his own. It so happened that soon after Muhtar's departure, the 
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ring he had given to Phrosini fell into the hands of Muhtar' s harem girls. 
An old crone brought it into the harem, saying that some Christian noble
woman had put it up for sale to meet pressing fmancial needs. The wives 
of Muhtar immediately recognized the ring. The first wife, a daughter of 
Ibrahim Pasha ofBeration, was furious. She hurried to the Vizier, fell upon 
her knees before him, and demanded revenge. 

For five whole days the Vizier pondered the matter deeply. All the 
while, his old yearning for Phrosini boiled up anew. 

All these details became known in Y annina during the few hours of 
that fateful morning when the whole town was talking; and in even less 
time, the story was fantastically distorted as it passed from one mouth to 
another. And the white haze still obscured everything and the bitter cold 
still numbed your mind and burned your hands. 

The whole town was in an uproar. Before the town cannon had been 
fired to mark the noon hour, the churches ofYannina were crowded with 
townspeople who were discussing and arguing and deciding to send all the 
priests of Y annina to the Seraglio, to plead and to complain. Phrosini' s 
uncle, K yr' Gangas, was the Bishop of Larissa; he, too, people said, should 
go. 

Most of the talk was about K yra Phrosini, not only because she was 
high born, but because she, of all the women abducted by the Vizier, was 
-as everyone knew-married. She was the mother of two children, 
whereas the others were single girls. Except for close relatives and, perhaps, 
a lover (too timid to reveal himself), who dared to make trouble for their 
sake? "Such was their fate," people said, resigning them to the inevitable. 
"They are merely girls, abducted by the Turks, neither the first nor the 
last to be taken away." The same was said of the Turkish girls; for who had 
the courage to protest about them? The great to-do was about K yra Phro
sini: she was a high-born lady and rich and beautiful and a mother .... 

The people swarmed to the churches. Even persons who had never set 
eyes on her bemoaned her plight; it made them worry about their own 
wives who might be in similar danger some future day, or about their own 
daughters who might unfortunately catch the eye of some Pasha. 

Toward evening, Yannis met his sweetheart. Always spontaneous, al
ways with a ready tongue, he told her, "Come, let's run away. Let's go and 
hide in the mountains or any place else you like." 

But she was more sensible. Besides, Y annis himself did not really mean 
what he said. Throughout that dreadful day, the young lovers of the town 
managed to meet in the narrow lanes. After sundown, even the shyest girls 
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slipped away to meet their sweethearts. You could see the shadows, double 
shadows, moving in pairs, vanishing in the darkness. 

More and more people went to the churches. Within, the lighted 
candles flickered and the soul of each Christian fluttered with new fears. 
Whispers of new danger, worse than that which they already faced, filled 
the air. The Vizier, it was said, had summoned Tahir Abazi, the Chief of 
Police, and asked him for the list of women, Christian and Turkish, who 
were known to have lovers. The Grand Vizier then took his pen in hand 
and, even though he was illiterate, underlined at random the names of 
seventeen women. Their luck had certainly run out; their fate was sealed. 

"But what sort of evil is Old Ali plotting this time?'' the Christians 
asked and they began to remember their old nickname for him, "The 
Hatchet Man," from earlier days, twenty years before, when he had first 
begun to harry the Christians. 

The whispering, like wind rippling through dry underbrush, grew 
louder. The night before, people said, at midnight, to be exact, Ali had 
dined at the inn of Nicholas Y angos, one of his hirelings. There, all the 
women whose names he had underlined the previous day were brought to 
him, one by one. 

The poor creatures were sobbing; they did not dare to scream for fear 
they might be mistreated by their guards. (When the Turks seized Despo 
Daliani, people say, the Vizier himself was present, on his horse in the 
darkness, so that he might relish fully the abduction of this lovely girl. His 
men carried her to him while she struggled to escape. They grabbed her 
feet and lifted her high and set her in front of the Pasha's saddle; and thus 
she was carried away.) 

Late that night, according to another version of the story, Ali walked 
from the inn of Nicholas Yangos with some armed men. It was pitch dark, 
freezing cold. The home ofK yra Phrosini was not far of£ In fact it was near 
the Seraglio. Ali knocked on her door. (Her home had two entrances, one 
facing the street that led to the market place, the other facing a small, nar
row pathway.) He knocked and the knocking roused a fearful beat in the 
hearts of the women within the house-K yra Phrosini and her two servants, 
an old woman and a little girl of twelve. (These are the details, whispered 
in the over-crowded churches, that caused a terrible aching in every human 
heart.) 

The two servants, the old woman and the little girl, ran to the door. 
When they asked who was knocking and were told it was the Vizier, they 
hastened to open the door. 
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He marched into the house as if he were the master, familiar with its 
every nook and cranny. He went upstairs, breathing heavily, to the bed
chamber ofKyra Phrosini. He found her half-dressed, terrified. When she 
saw him, she said, "Aren't you ashamed of anything? Have you no fear 
even of God, that you dare to break into my home at night?" 

"Don't be afraid, my dear," he answered. "Get yourself ready, dress 
warmly, do not catch cold." 

No pleading or screams were heard. The Turks gagged her and carried 
her of£ The old woman ran after them, crying, "I'm coming, too ! I'm 
coming, too! I'll never leave my mistress!" 

The two small children ofK yra Phrosini were left alone with the ser
vant girl in the home of K yr' Dimitros. At the inn of Nicholas Y angos, 
Ali tried, with love-talk and beseeching and threats, to make Phrosini suc
cumb. All in vain. But Ali was devising a scheme of his own. "If she yields 
to me," he thought, "I'll take her to my harem, or I'll make her my favorite 
loved one and rebuild her home into a palace. The other seventeen I'll then 
release and send back to their families. I'll let them live. But if Phrosini 
chooses to be difficult and refuses to be mine-ah, well, then ... " 

Phrosini was difficult. She rejected the Vizier's advances. She pushed 
him away with her white hands, and he almost fell off the divan. Woe to 
you, K yra Phrosini ! With those white hands you signed your own death 
warrant! 

She was locked up with the other seventeen women in the Church of 
St. Nicholas. 

"The Bishop must go there," the Yanniotes shouted. "He must go to 
the Seraglio and ask for her release!" 

The night was dark, but nobody spoke of going home. The priests 
advised the people to be calm. "Tomorrow, we shall see. Have patience 
until tomorrow when God gives us the light of another day." 

The Christians gradually went away from the narrow doorways; the 
churches were gradually emptied, but at the various icon-stands the small 
candles kept flickering before the altars. The cold was still bitter and the 
night was dark as Hell. Slowly the streets, too, were empty. 

In the dark some shadows stirred. A pair oflovers was returning from 
another world. Y annis stood alone on a corner .... 

At the first light of dawn, the townspeople again swarmed in the 
streets. "Now we shall see what will happen," they said, "how it will all 
end." 

But what could happen? The horrible fate of the women was soon 
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reported. Before daybreak, in the darkest hour of the night, the Vizier had 
crowded them all into two small rowboats. The women had wailed and 
protested. They were pushed, one by one, into the water, into the lake, 
into the middle of the lake. 

There was great moaning and pleading in the boats and in the icy 
waters, while the funereal vessels glided toward the deepest part of the 
lake. The women struggled, poor souls. The Vizier's Albanian hench
men snatched them by the hair and bashed them one against the other. 
And those who tried to save themselves by clinging to the sides of the 
boats, the Albanians hacked off their fmgers. One by one, the women 
drowned. 

K yra Phrosini was not able to endure the horror; she died in the boat 
and was thrown into the lake, into the cold, deep water of the lake, cold 
and deep as a grave .... 

All the world was numb. Y annina was like a corpse, drowned in the 
lake. 

People said that when Ali could not make Phrosini yield to his passion, 
he called the Tahir and commanded, "Into the lake! Drown them all! Let 
the world be rid of this shrew!" 

Did he think, perhaps, that by drowning a few frivolous women, he 
could deceive people as to the true reason for his act. It was followed by 
another even more hideous. At the southern tip ofY annina, along the sandy 
shore of the lake, the current vomited the bodies of the women. And the 
Vizier issued an order that no one was to touch them. The Christians looked 
on from a distance, like crazed dogs. They looked on and they wept and 
could not tear themselves away from the sight. 

Y annis went there, too, and he saw four or five bodies-hardly recog
nizable as human remains-moulding along the shore, one with the feet 
still in the water; another, face upwards, voluptuous in the sand, the wet 
clothes twisted tightly around it, caressing its contours; and a third with 
blond hair unplaited, at the edge of the water, each strand floating in the 
small waves, stirring as if it were alive. 

At last the Vizier allowed the bodies to be gathered up and given a 
Christian burial. On that day, at the same hour, there were nine burials, 
nine funerals at nine different churches. K yra Phrosini' s funeral was the 
most ceremonious, as became her position, and was held at the Metropolis. 

Countless people came, rich and poor. They all mourned for her and 
they all forgave her. And that night, a nameless voice began to chant a dirge 
which told the sorrow of everyone. It was the voice of the same person who 



6o THE CHARIOTEER 

had chanted "The Tomb of the Klepht," "The Bridge of Arta," "The 
Dead Brother," and "The Plnnder of Adrianopoulis." 

And this was the dirge that the nameless singer chanted: 

The wind blows from the north across the moaning lake. 
What evil deed is thus foretold? 
They drowned seventeen with Kyra Phrosini. 
Oh, what horror does this news unfold. 
Come, wild birds and tame birds, 
Come flocking to this sight. 
Soar high and shake your plumage bright 
And let its beauty fall below 
To make a soft down pillow 
Where your ladies fair may rest. 
And may the softest feathers be 
A bed for our Phrosini .•• 
A bed for our Phrosini • ••• 

ZALONGO 

translated by Elizabeth V assilaros 

LIGHTNING slashed through a livid sky when the evil hour fmally 
came for Ali Pasha to destroy Souli. For fifteen years the Souliotes had 
struggled to be free. For fifteen years Ali had craved to devour Souli. There 
was continuous warfare from 1788 nntil 1792, much to Ali's humiliation. 
There was peace from 1792 nntil 18oo. Then war broke out again. 

During those years, Ali kept trying, without success, to crush Souli 
once and for all. Then he changed his tactics. He built forts aronnd the 
four main villages of Souli and set up a siege. If he could not subdue them 
by force, he would do so by starvation and thirst. But instead of telling 
you in my own words about the ingenuity and heroic deeds of the Souliotes, 
about their fmal, tragic destruction-as I have read in books-it will be 
better to tell their story, as faithfully as I can, in the words of my father who 
heard it in his childhood from his grandfather Thanassi, even as he heard the 
story of the Souliotes from his grandfather, also called Thanassi, who lived 
and flourished in the old days at Parga. Such a narrative, I believe, will be 
truer in the letter and the spirit to the news that reached Y annina than, the 
news, say, that Y annis heard by word of mouth from some Souliotes. 
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In those days Parga and Souli were much united by the struggle against 
Ali and his treacherous wiles. (So it's better for me to tell you the story this 
way, as it passed from one mouth to another, handed down through gen
erations. For no matter how badly my memory serves me, no matter how 
poorly I recreate the voice of my ancestors, what I say will last. It will last 
because it is enduring proof of the power and meaning that are in the col
lective memory of a nation, a nation that can look back to three-some say 
four-thousand years ofhistory.) 

That century-the nineteenth in line-came with hardships and many 
sorrows for the Souliotes. (This is the way grandfathers always begin the 
story.) Evil omens were descried from the very first month. The curse of 
discord has always haunted Greece, ever since Agamemnon quarreled with 
Achilleus, and even before that. "Sing, goddess, of the wrath ... ": that's 
how the great tragedy of Greece begins. And discord ruined Souli. In r Sao 
a quarrel over the leadership broke out between the Botsaroi and Tsavelloi 
clans. Botsaris stirred up his people and departed from the hearth of his 
homeland. Ali bided his time and then summoned Botsaris to his court. 
Botsaris obeyed. From that moment all the trouble began. 

When Ali saw that the dispute between the two leaders had really di
vided the Souliotes, he again prepared for war so that he might crush the 
four villages. But even then he did not accomplish much. All that he suc
ceeded in doing was to confme the Souliotes up among some barren, craggy 
summits; then he sent out the order to his men to strangle Souli in a noose 
of forts. 

He conscripted some Christians and sent them by force to build the 
forts. The Souliotes realized the danger that was in store for them, so they 
forayed at night and struck down the Christians who were being compelled 
to work, the slaves of Ali who were building the forts and the trenches with 
the outlying ramparts. Christians against Christians, the Souliotes attacked 
at night and killed ruthlessly. Such is war, or, rather, such is the fate of 
whoever fights to survive, if he wants to survive. 

It was destined, though, that the forts should be built, and they were
a chain of them around Souli. At certain points, from two to five hours' 
journey apart, stone towers were constructed on the highest hilltops, to 
guard the mountain passes and the enclosing line of fortifications, so that 
the Souliotes would not venture forth and fmd food, so that they would 
starve and surrender. 

Before the end of the winter of r8or, twelve forts were ready, from 
Glyky to Tsekourati, from Sergiana to Romano, from Seistrouni to Livi-
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kitsa. All in all, it was a good twenty hours' journey to make the round, 
without stopping, of that deadly blockade, bristling from peak to peak, 
from one deep ravine to another. 

Not knowing how to escape, the Souliotes came to an understanding 
with the Tsamides, enemies of Ali. Pashas and Beys and Agas signed writ
ten agreements with the Souliotes. The Souliotes gave them five hostages 
of their own people as a guarantee. The Beys, in tum, as a kind of first aid, 
gave the Souliotes six hundred loads of com and five thousand cartridge 
belts. 

I suppose, now, you'd like to know how the hostages were chosen. 
Well, listen. Those who were to be hostages cast ballots-each wrote his 
name on a ballot-that were put into a sack, and every ten days five ballots 
were drawn. After ten days, another five hostages were sent and the first 
five returned, and so it went. 

But Ali got wind of all this from one of our own discontents or from 
some Tsamidi informers. People say you should have seen him then! When 
he spoke, his voice was gentle, ringing sweetly in tones like pure silver. 
Sweet and gentle, too, was the look in his eyes. But in the movement of 
his eyebrows you could perceive something of his guile and cruelty, and 
in the lines ofhis forehead you could discern the cunning and treacherous 
man. And then you began to see that in his smile lurked a sneer; and when 
he smiled, you were afraid. 

Ali exerted all his craftiness. He tried to overthrow Souli by means of 
a clever ruse. He sent letters to the Souliote chiefs, to Botsaris and to Tsa
vellas. He wrote the same message to each of them, knowing that they 
were mortal enemies. "My dear Chief Tsavellas (or Chief Botsaris)," he 
wrote, "I, Ali-Pasha greet you and kiss your eyes, for I have heard many 
reports of your valor and daring .... " He flattered them and made many 
promises. 

In one way or another, he also managed at last to divide the Tsamides. 
He forced Mustapha Pasha ofDelvinon to retreat in the night. He caused 
Ibrahim Pasha of Beration to come begging for mercy. He even took 
hostages from Tsamouria. Thus he isolated the Souliotes. At the same time 
he ordered his son, V elis, whom he had made Pasha of the army against 
Souli, to tighten the noose, to squeeze it as high up the mountain as possible 
around the four villages and so to strangle them. 

Hunger and thirst and suffering oppressed the Souliotes. Meantime, 
Ali sent the son ofBotsaris, ofhim who had already made some obeisance, 
offering peace terms. The disheartened Souliotes received him and listened 
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to what he had to say, but they did not come to any agreement. This event, 
however, angered Tsavellas. He suddenly set fire to his house, roused all 
his clan and left Souli. 

Thereupon Ali achieved what he had been plotting for so many sea
sons: the whole Tsavelli clan went to Yannina and paid obeisance to Ali. 
Thus, the Souliotes lost their leaders. They lost the one, George Botsaris, 
and then they lost the other, Photis Tsavellas. And all the while they were 
plagued by hunger and hardship and most of all by thirst. 

The miserable Souliotes scoured about the mountain slopes, hunting 
for water in the grooves of boulders, a bit of rain water in some hollow 
rock. They foraged stealthily at night, hoping to fmd food, a bite to eat; 
for hunger was driving them mad and the wails of their luckless children 
filled the air. They passed furtively through the line of forts that Ali had 
built around their region, and they went to nearby villages, asking for help, 
food and bullets. 

Thus they came to us at Parga. We knew that we were bound to the 
Souliotes by the same fate. The eye of Ali had been glittering in our direc
tion for years. We had already sent help to Souli several times, but this time 
we rose as one man, even though we were afraid, our hearts in our mouths. 
I was, then, in the Council ofParga, in what you might call the town senate. 
I saw the Souliotes and I talked with those who came to meet us. We agreed 
that they should send us their old people, their women and children, who 
would be helpless in the battle; we were to ship them by boat to the islands 
facing our coast, where they would be safe. 

It was summer. We went up the mountain to meet the unfortunate 
Souliotes who were descending, the old people, the women and the chil
dren. Their bodies were thin as dry twigs, and their faces were blackened, 
as if dark shadows veiled them, and their eyes had a wild glaze. There were 
some young fellows carrying their old mothers or fathers. The old people 
were going into unhappy exile among strangers, to eat the bitter bread of 
charity; and the young fellows would return up the mountain, back to the 
battle. 

Well, after we had embarked them-after the tearful farewells of the 
women and the choked sighs of the men-all the Souliotes who were to 
return to Souli departed. They went back to guard their mountain strong
holds, and we, according to our agreement, prepared many loads of food
stuffs and had them ready to be sent little by little up to the besieged. Nor 
was it an easy job to slip them through the Turkish line. 

The Souliotes often undertook to steal Turkish livestock. One dark 
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night-it was winter-about four hundred young fellows, pallikaria, and 
two hundred women, came stealthily down the mountain; without being 
heard, they surrounded one of the forts, the fort of Vila. It was one of the 
most heavily guarded, garrisoned by three hundred and fifty well-equipped 
Albanians, and was one of the richest in food supplies and livestock. It was 
like a real fortress, encircled by a ditch about four meters wide, and it had 
a tower at each of its four corners. 

The Souliotes seized the outlying ramparts all around, not making a 
single noise. One stout-hearted fellow, Mitros Kokkalis, took a chisel and 
an iron club and, crouching at the foot of the wall, he gouged a deep hole 
there. He shoved in a stick of dynamite with the fuse ready. Suddenly he 
let out some great, wild shouts. The Albanians woke up and ran to the 
walls just as the dynamite exploded and the walls crumbled. A good num
ber were killed; those who managed to survive ran and barricaded them
selves in the three towers that were still intact. 

The explosion was heard at the neighboring fort. Soon a mob of Al
banians came running to help. Half the Souliotes held them at bay while 
the other half poured over the ruined walls and overcame the other towers 
one by one. The Souliotes put the Albanians to the sword and smashed the 
doors of the supply rooms. They found plenty to eat there. They loaded 
the stuff on the women and on the livestock, and after they had scavenged 
among the dead for weapons, they set fire to everything. Then they went 
back up the mountain. We from Parga also happened about that time to 
fall upon a caravan ofTurkish goods; we captured it and sent the booty up 
to the Souliotes. 

V elis reported all these events to his father at Y annina. Ali was enraged. 
He sent us edicts, threatening us. In his messages he wrote: "To all Pargiotes, 
I send you my greetings and I warn you that ill-advised leadership will 
bring about the destruction of your homeland. The Souliotes are under the 
jurisdiction of the Most High Dovleti; they are outlaws. You must drive 
them away. Although you have so far ignored my commands, I shall not 
be responsible for whatever misfortune comes upon you." Another time 
he wrote, "It seems that you men ofParga have lost your senses and do not 
know what you are doing. I am writing to advise you to keep away from 
the Souliotes. Do not help them either with men or ammunition or with 
feed for their livestock. I advise you to do as I say; otherwise you yourselves 
will be to blame for whatever befalls you in the future. It lies within your 
power to save yourselves or to destroy yourselves." This is how Ali 
threatened us. 
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But we never lent an ear. Let me tell you-Grandfather said-I was 
then sixty years old. Well, on one occasion I too went with some other 
Parginoi to help a company of Souliotes who had come to get feed from 
Parga. They were about five hundred men and one hundred and seventy 
women. God alone knows how they managed to come down the moun
tain that night, down those steep, rocky slopes, without being heard by the 
Albanians. We supplied them with whatever we could-a few things at 
very low cost, and the rest, the greater part, many bales' worth, we gave 
freely. 

Then we all took up a load, men and women, and set out at about eight 
o'clock in the evening. It was quite dark by then, and we had chosen a 
cloudy, moonless night. We marched in a long line. Ahead were about 
one hundred armed men with light loads on their backs, so that they would 
be ready for any event. Then came one hundred heavily burdened men, 
then the women, and then more men, and last of all trudged the slowest, 
men and women, and those who had hurt themselves on some sharp rock. 
Since I was an old man, I walked among those last ones. 

Near me was a woman of about twenty-eight. I could not see her 
clearly; she was like a shadow at my side. But I could hear her strong and 
rhythmic, though somewhat quickened, breathing. 

On the other side of me trudged a young fellow who was so heavily 
burdened that he was bent over, almost double. In the dark you might have 
taken him for a four-footed creature standing on his hind legs. The unfor
tunate Souliotes ! 

We climbed the mountain slopes, in and out of crevices, stumbling in 
the gullies, slipping on the rocks, scrambling upward sometimes and at 
other times downward. We went along some goatpaths that even the 
Albanians of Ali did not know about. 

We fmally reached the top of the mountain, and late that night found 
ourselves between the forts of Gorana and Zermis, along a ravine. There 
we said farewell to the Souliotes. We watched them go off into the dark
ness, and we heard the sound of their footsteps gradually die away. We 
turned our backs on Souli and only once did we look behind us, when day
light was just coming over the rim of the valley toward Hortia. We hardly 
saw the sun, for the clouds were thick and a murky gloom was everywhere 
and there was only a dismal light that seeped into our hearts like icy water. 

Spring came, but it hardly lasted two weeks before summer was sud
denly upon us. Then Ali sent another command to his men. He would stop 
at nothing. He instructed Velis to use any means to take Souli. 
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Toward the beginning of September a fearful battle broke out along 
the steep valleys between Samoniva and A variko. The Souliotes, like 
devildogs, did not let the Albanians pass. But the hour had struck. That 
which fate was weaving had to happen. Velis-Bey gave the order for the 
Albanians to attack, to take Souli at all costs. 

And yet, perhaps, even then Souli would not have fallen-though it 
was bound to fall some day-if a vile traitor had not turned up, a relative 
of Koutsonikas, Pelio-Gousis, who went and sold Souli to the Albanians. 

This Pelio-Gousis lived in a rather isolated house, at the northern end 
of the town called Souli, the original site. He went secretly and offered to 
lead a group of Albanians along some stray mountain paths, known only to 
him, behind the line of Souliotes who were guarding A variko. He got a fme 
reward-his thirty pieces of silver-and the miserable creature did the deed. 

So, a few days later, when the Albanians attacked at daybreak, they 
caught the Souliotes between two fires. The poor Souliotes were forced to 
withdraw. They retreated up the mountain-many died in vain-clawing 
their way up the slopes. They barely managed to gain a foothold and en
trench themselves on some rocky peaks above Souli, at Koungi, and above 
Kiafa, at Bira. These two peaks are called in Albanian vreke vetemite-that 
is to say, "the lightning backs" -for they are so sharp that they always at
tract thunderbolts, night or day. The Souliotes dug in there, and it was no 
longer possible for them to ask for supplies from anyone, neither water 
nor ammunition. They had to rely on whatever they had managed to 
bring with them and whatever they could find among those barren cliffs. 
Then V elis-Bey began his siege. 

The campaign was to last about three months. For three months the 
Souliotes held out. In the caves, in the scarred rock faces, among over
hanging boulders, the women hid and kept their children. The men dug 
earthen ramparts wherever the steep terrain allowed. For the Albanians 
had set up some cannons on the opposite slope and now and then they shot 
some huge iron cannon balls. 

The Albanians charged. They clambered up whatever paths they could 
make on the cliffside, through the underbrush, over the rocks, and came to 
within a few feet of the Souliotes. Then, quickly improvising some barri
cades, they fired until their guns were empty. The Souliotes, in turn, let 
forth their fusillade and then sallied from their hideouts, sword in hand. 
They fired their pistols full-face upon the Albanians and the Albanians did 
the same to them. All this until nightfall. Then the Souliotes withdrew to 
their defense posts and the Albanians to their own. 
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There were wounded on both sides, and some died screaming. The 
women kept busy bringing fire to the fire, gunpowder and bullets and 
bread and olives and a few drops of water-whatever was left from the 
rain of the previous day, which had washed away some of the blood en
crusted on the rocks. 

Up at Koungi there was a fort, a small fort. A monk had built it. They 
called him Samuel. He was not a Souliote. He had come from Paramithia 
fifteen years before, at the beginning of the war between Ali and the Soul
iotes. He had had a checkered career, this Old Samuel. He was extraordi
narily tall, like a giant, and he had a faraway look in his eyes. He went about 
interpreting people's dreams, and often he journeyed aimlessly, with a huge 
bible, explaining the Scriptures and making prophecies. He was always talk
ing about "the last judgment ... the last judgment." And so we began 
calling him "Father Samuel, The Last Judgment." 

When he was a young lad, Samuel, The Last Judgment, had followed 
Father Kosmas from the Holy Mount during some of his journeys and had 
learned from him his first lessons. The most important lesson that he had 
learned from Saint Kosmas was that a good Christian should sacrifice him
self for his faith and for his fellow men. 

When he first came to Souli, he went and lived a monastic life at 
Koungi. After collecting some money from the Christians thereabouts, 
he built a small chapel; then, when Ali began to harry the Souliotes, he built 
the small fort-where it was fated that the last leaders of the region would 
barricade themselves. 

Meantime, hunger was overwhelming the Souliotes. They were re
duced to eating the flesh of their dead mules, gnawing at leather, chewing 
wild dandelion greens that the women managed to gather and boil in what 
little water they could fmd. As for water-only God knows .... 

Reduced to such misery, those luckless ones were, naturally, susceptible 
to the offerings of peace and the promises that Ali made. He said that they 
should pay him allegiance and that he would not harm them at all. They 
replied that they were willing, but that they wanted him to let them depart 
either to Parga or to Korphu. He answered, "Very well. Since you wish 
to pass through the Turkish line, a way shall be opened for you." 

The negotiations were made by Kitsos Botsaris and by Photis Tsavellas, 
whose wife was a hostage at Y annina. Photis argued vehemently with the 
Souliotes and, like a wind with a weather vane, he soon shifted their opin
ion. He persuaded them to surrender Souli, with the understanding that 
they would go to European lands-France or Italy-with their women and 
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children. Photis came to Parga. We were wary, for he had with him ames
sage from V elis. In the end we signed an agreement for the Souliotes to 
come to Parga. 

So the clans divided in two parts. Most of them, about two thousand 
souls, started for Parga. The others, about a thousand souls, headed for 
Bulgareli. On Koungi, only Old Samuel stayed, with five others, to surren
der, according to the agreement, all the ammunition and weapons stored 
in the little fort. 

The emissaries ofV elis came with some Albanians and began to weigh 
the gunpowder. They were making a list of how many pecks and bushels 
there were, how many cartridge belts and cartridge cases, and handles of 
broken swords. Suddenly, Samuel stretched his great hand up over the 
lamp that was burning near them, lighting the dark, cavernous room 
where the battle gear was stored. He scraped his foot on the ground and 
heard the gritty sound of gunpowder that had spilled during the weighing. 
He pulled the wick from the lamp-the other men were absorbed in the 
task of weighing and counting-and suddenly he dropped the burning 
wick to the spilled gunpowder and shouted, "The Last Judgment!" 

It was the thirteenth ofDecember. Night had already come. The gun
powder sizzled and a great blinding light suddenly flashed and the ground 
quaked as if the very earth were being uprooted and everything went fly
ing through the air-rocks and men, planks of wood and flames and clouds 
of smoke. A macabre glow came over the land, the heavens were red as 
blood and, I tell you, it was the biggest lightning bolt that ever flared in 
those parts or struck the Lightning Backs of Souli. 

To cut a long story short, the Souliotes headed downhill toward the 
sea, as many, that is, as were going to seek refuge in Parga. We came out 
of our small defense post and were running to greet them. Half of them 
were already at the borders ofParga when Ali's Albanians burst from their 
hiding place and began shooting down the Souliotes. A battle began right 
there, outside Parga. The Souliotes stood their ground and fought back, 
and we Parginoi helped them with our guns, so that they all could manage 
to make it across the border to Parga. 

The Albanians did not dare to cross that line. They stood outside it 
and threatened us. We then sent a message to Korphu and complained to 
the Venetians. Thus, this group of Souliotes was rescued. 

The other company ofSouliotes, however, was still on the way down. 
The Albanians trapped them at Zalongo. 

Have you ever been to Zalongo? Have you ever forded the deep river, 
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the Black River, as we call it today, that the ancient ones called Acheron? 
It was said to be the river that flowed into Hades, the river where Charon 
plies his boat and ferries the souls of the dead from above into the nether 
regions. Have you ever gone to see this mouth of Hades? From a distance 
you can hear the roar of the waters rushing down the cliff. Zalongo is eight 
hours' journey from Souli. 

About a thousand Souliotes reached that point, grown-ups and chil
dren, and there the Albanians caught them. But you mustn't think that 
Zalongo is any sort of village. It has about ten huts, maybe less. Monastiri 
is above it, built on a steep cliff, a craggy rock at the edge of a small clearing. 
And above Monastiri is another cliff, even more sheer. It has some under
brush here and there, but no trees, no shade anywhere. Only the low
hanging clouds cast their shadow on that place and give it its ashen light. 

The women and children went into the Monastiri; the men stayed out
side and fought. We in Parga knew that another thousand souls ofSouliotes 
were coming to us for refuge, and we knew that Ali, the Grand Vizier, 
was hunting for them, to wipe them out. So we went to meet them, think
ing that, perhaps, they might need our help. We had no idea where they 
had stopped, how far down they had come. 

We searched from one ravine to another, from one side of the moun
tain to another, shouting all the while. It was dark when we began to hear 
the firing. We listened. We were about ten armed men. We decided not 
to stop, not to delay, for surely even our ten guns would come in handy 
at the battle. Who knows in how tight a spot those luckless Souliotes were ! 

We advanced in the direction that we heard the firing come from. 
Then we lost it; we couldn't hear it anymore. We decided to stop. We said 
to ourselves, "It's night," but who could sleep a wink? The moon was 
bright and the night mists cut us to the bone. It was December, the very 
heart of winter. 

We managed to sleep a little toward dawn. Then the firing started 
again, but this time it sounded thick and it seemed to be moving off into 
the distance, more and more faintly. We grabbed our guns and headed 
for Zalongo, because we realized that the trouble was up there. 

Day was breaking. We had arrived at about three gun-shots away 
when we saw the dust and the smoke and the flashes of gunfire. "It's the 
Souliotes," we said; "the pallikaria have come out with their swords and 
are attacking the Albanians up there, trying to break through and escape. 
May God Almighty help them!" 

The dust was whirling all about, the smoke, the smell, the flashing of 
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gunfire, and we couldn't get into the battle, because the Albanians had 
crowded, helter-skelter, among the Souliotes. We went to the right and 
took a position under the cliff of Zalongo. 

Daylight sifted through the clouds, but they were a black, unmoving 
shroud, except for a few stray wisps of white drifting toward the south. 
What a sight our eyes were destined to see that hour ! At the topmost peak 
of the cliff, above Monastiri, right above our very heads, we saw the Soul
iote women. They were in a line, hand to hand. Some held babies in their 
arms, some a black kerchie£ Their dresses billowed and their hair tossed 
in the wind, and it was frightening to see them all so near the edge of the 
cliff, dancing. "Good Lord ! " we said. "Have they gone mad, those Souliote 
women, dancing at such a time!" 

Suddenly the first woman in the line slipped, she pretended to slip, 
and then she leaped, yes, she leaped .... We looked on and did not dare 
to make a sound. About fifty feet away we saw some Albanians fighting 
with some Souliotes. The first Souliotewomanhadleaped; she had tumbled 
off into the air, down the cliff, into the chasm. And as she was holding the 
second woman's hand, she pulled her, took her down with her, and after 
them, like beads on a broken string, the other women ... 

We counted fifty-six women; some still clutched a child, some stopped 
a moment at the edge and poised the child high before letting it fall and 
then leaping after it down into the abyss. The wind tossed their skirts about 
and their long hair fluttered as they clapped their hands in the empty air 
and then fell, all of them, one by one, like heath .... 

A cold sweat came over us; our feet were numb. We could not move. 
We could not make a sound. And all the while the human bodies kept 
falling toward us, as if they had wings .... 

The dreadful news came to Y annina and the Christians shut themselves 
for a whole week in their houses, shunning the light of day. And Ali, the 
Grand Vizier, summoned his son Velis to his court and kissed him on the 
mouth and his hands quivered with joy, and then, after a sumptuous meal, 
he went to bed. For he had at last devoured Souli. 
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THE INTERESTS and creativity of Thanassis Petsalis went through 

stages which are characteristic of the progress of modern Greek fiction, 

the trends and circumstances of its development in the last thirty years. 

Born in Athens in 1904 and educated there, Petsalis went to France in 1920 

to specialize in law and economics. In 1924 he returned to Greece, served 

in the Greek army, received his law degree, and, in 1929, was appointed to 

the research department of the Bank of Greece. He devoted himself for a 

while to research in law and public finance, and he published studies in this 

field. The appearance of his novel, The Destination of Maria Parne, 1933, 

marked a decisive turn in his life. Not until ten years later did he resign from 

the Bank of Greece to devote himself entirely to literature. He had, in the 

meantime, traveled extensively in Europe and was always in close touch 

with literary figures and movements of the Western world. 
In an article, he discloses that, not unlike other young writers of his 

time, he was first influenced by Anatole France and Bam~s. He first tried 

his creative powers around 1922, immediately after the war, when a civili

zation had ended and a new one was beginning, when old values, customs 

and beliefs were swept away. In their lives and in their literature, people 

everywhere looked for escape. They went to foreign and remote lands, or 

they wandered aimlessly, seeking self-extinction, yet hopeful of a possible 

rebirth, or they withdrew into the world of the imagination. A thirst for 

movement, for noise, for something new and different, created a new kind 

of cosmopolitanism which took Americans to Europe, Europeans to Amer

ica, to Africa, to Asia, and which sent people of every race to the Paris that 

had become the navel of the world. Uninhibited sexual freedom and the 

illusion that war had been abolished forever characterized the precarious 
mentality of that time. 

In Greece, change came suddenly, in wave after wave. After ten years 

(1912-22) of victorious wars, the catastrophe of 1922 occurred on the 

shores of Asia Minor. Greece lost its last hold there, in Smyrna. Thousands 

of deracinated, ruined families sought refuge in Greece. It took ten years, at 

least, for the country to recover from the terrible blow, from the ensuing 

black despair and loss of orientation. Great national dreams ended tragically. 
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Several Greek writers of the time tried to fmd intellectual salvation 
abroad, in escapism. The other alternative was introspection, self-searching 
stimulated by psychoanalysis. "We lived," Petsalis writes, "under the shade 
ofProust and Gide and their sweet poisons .... For twelve years {r92o-
32), we rolled from Paris to London and Vienna, from Rome to Geneva 
and Prague, and wasted our powers. We fmally came back home one sum
mer morning to recover ourselves." In Greece, the writers worked for a 
while under the influence of Knut Hamsun, Dostoevski and a badly-di
gested Freud. Soon after 1930, when nationalism, chauvinism, racial 
theories, fascism and other autocratic hoaxes were raging in Europe, Greece 
began to enjoy a literary renaissance ofher own. A new and vigorous blood, 
that of the refugees and their traumatic experience, gave a new pulse to 
Greek life and a new theme to Greek poetry and prose. 

Petsalis followed these developments. His early works reflect the grad
ual decline of values, the social problems of the middle class, the theme of 
adolescence under changing circumstances, and the trends of cosmopol
itanism. His cycle, Strong and Weak Generations, in three novels- The 
Destination of Maria Parne, The Crossroads, and The Descendant-traces the 
history of a family of the upper-middle class through three generations. 
The first, the pre-World War I generation lives in calm, gentle ease and 
unproductive cultural refmement. The second, the first post-war genera
tion moves into energetic anxiety and dynamism of short and doubtful 
success, a quick flamboyance that burns in its own fire. The third genera
tion, of the second post-war era, is neurotic, self-centered, introverted, 
friendless and over-sensitive; the young protagonist passes from a too-early 
sexual experience into perversion. In this cycle, the primary achievement 
ofPetsalis is that of an individual psychography. The same psychographic 
gift he exhibits in his subsequent novel, Magi with Gifts, the story of the 
decadence of a woman of high society, and in his other early novel, The 
Human Adventure. 

In 1944, Petalis published two books of short stories, The Dame of Honor 
and Beyond the Sea. The first collection is about high society and the cosmo
politan climate, typical of his early work. In the second collection, two 
stories mark a decisive change. They are short chronicles inspired by the 
years of the Greek War of Independence. Their central, heroic episode 
serves as a starting-point for the recreation, in simple, direct and lively style, 
of the atmosphere of that period, which was to be the greatest source of his 
later work. 

This change, Petsalis writes, came to him in 1939, when the horizon 
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was again gathering war clouds. The rising crisis led him to write, "We had 
to go down into ourselves to fmd what we had in us. We got to the roots 
of our being and, as we proceeded, we discovered that our roots were 
spreading far into time and space, all over the Greek land and Greek his
tory." He further discovered that the five centuries of Greek history, from 
the fall of Constantinople to the War of Independence-customarily over
looked or compressed by historians into elementary, effusive statements 
about the shameful darkness of those long years-was, in fact, a time of 
miraculous achievement and was, for him, an invaluable source of inspira
tion. Several years of historical study revealed to him details of the un
speakable suffering, endless martyrdom, inexhaustible endurance and 
heroism of a nation enslaved by a cruel tyrant. He found there a majestic 
drama of death and resurrection, the awakening of the Greek conscience 
out of darkness and deprivation. He found that modern Hellenism really 
started from nothing, from apparent utter extinction, which could easily 
have been fatal and final and could have made Greece only a historical 
country of the past. The new Hellenism was born out ofits ashes, from the 
bones of coundess Greek heroes and from rivers of Greek blood. 

A short historical survey of this period shows that for one hundred 
and fifty years after the fall of Constantinople, the enslaved people were 
terrified and confused by the tremendous blow. Turkey, the Turkey of the 
great sultans, was still in the ascent and was still dangerous to all Europe. 
This ascent was stopped in 1571, when the Turkish armada was defeated 
by the united fleets of Venice, Spain and the Pope. The Ottoman Empire 
then started to decay, but it lasted for another two hundred years. The first 
rebellion of the rayades, the enslaved Greeks, the first flicker of life in the 
nation that was to become Greece, coincides with that defeat. Springing 
from a Christian rather than from a Greek conscience, that first rising, fol
lowed later by others, was felt by none except the Orthodox clergy who 
had incited it. The Christian faith was the people's last bulwark. Greece, 
as such, was unknown to them, forgotten, inert in their unconscious, like 
a small spark under a mound of seemingly dead ashes. 

Near the end of the sixteenth century, when the darkness seemed im
penetrable, an almost imperceptible dawn glowed on the Greek horizon. 
The Greek Orthodox religion became actively conscious of itsel£ The 
Orthodox Church undertook the struggle to preserve the faith and the 
language. From the beginning of the seventeenth century, educated Greeks, 
clergymen and laity, living in Constantinople, in Mount Athos, in Venice 
and elsewhere in Hesperian Europe, responded to the impact of the Renais-
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sance and began to develop a new Greek conscience for the enslaved nation. 
In that time, however, no one believed in a resurrection of the Greek na
tion. Until 1630, for instance, no Greek school flmctioned anywhere in the 
land. Only the poorly educated priest, in remote regions, dared to carry on 
undaunted his dangerous mission. Boys and girls hid in the narthex of his 
church at night to learn from his whispering and trembling lips the Greek 
alphabet and their faith and their nationality. In some places, like Aitolikon, 
no priest had gone for years, and there the estrangement and wildness were 
complete. Children grew up there unbaptized, and marriages were un
blessed. 

In such regions, however, a new breed, a new spirit developed, that of 
the lawless rebel, the klepht (literally meaning the thief), who earned his 
living and his freedom, against Turks and Greeks, with his gun and sword. 
The klepht' s initial motive was not heroism but sheer self-preservation. 
The conqueror, who knew him as a good fighter, soon tried to lure him to 
his own side by turning him into an armatolos, an armed guard for the 
dangerous highways throughout the land. With the gradual awakening of 
the national conscience, the terms klepht and armatolos became synonymous, 
to indicate the heroic defender of his suffering fellow-countrymen. Those 
armed Greeks were the first fighters in the battle for the freedom of Greece. 

In his later work, Petsalis revived this historical period and these his
torical experiences. He started with the belief that "history becomes the 
common property of a people, and an active element in their existence, 
circulates in their blood and nourishes their soul, only when it becomes a 
myth or a legend or whatever other name you might give it. Time is not 
enough in the process. Also needed is the processing of men, not the auto
matic and unconscious multitude, but the consciousness of the inspired few 
whom destiny bids to enclose in their soul the soul of their race, the soul of 
their nation, the soul of the land where they were born and have their roots, 
and the soul of the people of which they are a part." 

Petsalis undertook to transfer the historical events from the searching, 
questioning, analytical and sharp light of history, to the suggestive, in
spiring, imaginative light of myth and fiction by infusing into the historical 
events and figures the power and warmth of individual feeling. The out
come was what Petsalis called "The Mythical Story of a Nation." Under 
this heading he wrote a cycle of literary works, following the steps of the 
nation in its progress from darkness to the awareness which prepared and 
materialized the fmal freedom. This cycle is made up of a play, The Great 
Vesper, which serves as a prologue, then a lyrical novelette, The Bell of the 
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Holy Trinity, and two long epic novels, The Mavrolykoi, and The Greek 
Dawn. 

Petsalis had already gone half way through the composition of The 
Mavrolykoi, when, "out of the richness" ofhis material The Bell of the Holy 
Trinity took shape. In its two hundred pages, he attempts to encompass 
lyrically, in a bird's-eye view, the span of almost six hundred years (r304-
r883). Great historical figures and events loom in the background of the 
story. We get only the echo, the reflection, the effect of those events on the 
life of a small, out-of-the-way village and its small chapel built on the 
craggy hilltop nearby. These two, the village and the chapel, are the sym
bols which give unity to the work, for they reflect the changes in the con
ditions, mentality, attitude, and spirit of the whole nation. A new brass 
bell is brought to the bell tower of the little chapel; then it is taken away. 
The chapel is, for a time, deserted, and becomes the shelter of holy men. It 
falls into ruin, is rebuilt, then forgotten again, and again remembered. The 
uprising is secretly declared in the chapel yard. Finally a new bell is hung 
in the belfry. Thus the chapel endures through the years of darkness until 
the light of freedom. 

In The Mavrolykoi, the larger epic chronicle, completed in 1948, Petsalis 
limits the period he covers to two hundred and fifty years, from 1565 to 
1799. He thus has a better opportunity to be close to his historical canvas 
and to deal in more detail with events and individuals. The Mavrolykoi 
starts in 1560 or 1570, the years of the greatest darkness, when there was 
the greatest contrast between the West, enjoying the pleasures of the Ren
aissance, and Greece, lost under a barbaric despot. Venice and Turkey fight 
to get the land. Greece as a nation does not exist. The Greeks count only as 
slaves to either master. The Christian faith is the emotional weapon that 
Venice uses to make the Greeks fight for the Venetian cause. After promis
ing help and inciting the Greeks to action against their tyrant, Venice 
deserts them to his mercy, according to Venetian interests. This struggle 
continues until I7I 5 when the "Franks" -as the Greeks called the Venetians 
-fmally lose the game and depart. For a time, the Greeks are left alone. 
Then another "savior" appears, the Moskovite, the "blond nation," the 
Orthodoxy of the north. Again the desperate Greeks take up arms and re
bel, but they soon realize that they have again been tricked and deserted. 
These experiences teach them that they must not count upon anyone but 
themselves and that they are psychically ready to fight their own battles
as they did in r82r. 

In its two volumes, The Mavrolykoi touches the most characteristic 
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events and landmarks of the period in chronological order. The plot begins 
on the southern shore of the Peloponnesus, which, besides the other evils 
of slavery and destitution is also plagued by Saracen pirates and by paidoma
zoma, the regular and sudden snatching of all Greek boys of a certain age 
by the Turks. These children were forced into Mohammedanism and 
trained in the Turkish army. The action of the novel then moves north to 
Epirus. There, at the beginning of the seventeenth century, a heroic clergy
man, Dionysios the Cynic, inspired by the Duke of Never's professed 
hereditary claims to the Byzantine throne, incites a small group of enthusi
astic Greeks to take possession of Y annina, the capital of Epirus, for only 
one day. Dionysios dies tragically in the hands of the Turks. The next epi
sode occurs in Constantinople, where, around 1626, Kyrillos Loukaris, the 
Patriarch, succeeds after many difficulties in establishing the first Greek 
printing press in the East. The first volume of The Mavrolykoi ends with 
the last days of the desperate resistance of the Greeks and the Venetians be
hind the wall ofHandaka (Herakleion), in Crete, which was besieged by 
the Turks for twenty years, from 1650 to 1670. 

The second volume relates the awakening. It begins, in 1688 or 1690, 
in Athens, which was liberated for a while by the Venetian general Moro
zini. (It was his artillery against the Turks on the Akropolis that caused the 
explosion of the gunpowder magazine up there and the consequent destruc
tion of the Parthenon.) The story moves to the Phanari, the Greek intellec
tual center of Constantinople, which was stirring into action around 1715. 

Through their positions in the Turkish administration, some educated 
Greeks managed to be influential and to Hellenize the northern hegemonies 
ofVlachia and Moldavia. In the rest of the country, by the middle of the 
eighteenth century, several Greek primary schools were built with money 
sent by rich Greeks from abroad. At times, the Turks grew suspicious of 
such activity and ordered the schools to be closed. A priest and a monk re
sumed the risky mission of teaching young Greeks in the church at night. 
Twenty years later, from 1760 to 1778, a unique figure, Kosmas the Aetol
ian, a heroic monk and teacher of the nation, through tireless wandering and 
preaching, established more than two hundred Greek schools all over the 
country. He was calumniated by the Jews of Epirus as an instigator of 
rebellion and was seized and beheaded by the Turks. The first decisive re
bellion of the Greeks occured in Morea. It ended in a massacre around 1769, 
but it marked the beginning of the long fight. 

The Mavrolykoi ends with the episodes about Regas Ferraios, the poet 
and patriot, whose heroism was the result and the peak of all the efforts of 
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the enslaved Greeks. From Vienna, with secret organizations, pamphlets 
and patriotic songs, Regas Ferraios prepared the national spirit in Greece 
and abroad for the great uprising. At the last moment, on his way to Greece, 
he was betrayed, seized by the Austrian police in Trieste, and subsequently 
delivered to the Turks who executed him in 1799. The Mavrolykoi ends at 
the dawn of the Greek Independence. 

In writing this epic, Petsalis faced the problem of unity. He wished to 
encompass all of Greece in his story. He needed a central line of action or 
meaning to hold the times, events and places together. He achieved this 
unity by introducing the imaginary family of the Mavrolykoi, whose 
members, in a series of generations, happen to be present and involved in 
the historical events and who embody the attitudes which are typical in 
the varying circumstances and at varying times. These attitudes range from 
heroism, altruism, intellectual enlightenment and self-sacrifice to selfish 
ambition, brutality and indifference. The real hero of this long epic is not 
any of the Mavrolykoi but the nation itsel£ 

"The Mythical Story of a Nation" was not complete until the recent 
appearance of The Greek Dawn. In about one thousand pages, it covers the 
period from 1774 to 1847. This was the time of the general enlightenment 
throughout Greece, the time when the great uprising was organized, when 
the great battle was fought, and when the resurrected nation took its first 
steps toward freedom. The action moves from Syrrako to Y annina, to 
Pisa, to Y annina again, then to Nauplion, to Paris, and fmally to Athens. 

In The Greek Dawn, Petsalis was able to discard the device of using 
imaginary characters in actual events. He achieved unity of action through 
the historical figure ofloannis Kolettis, whose life becomes the core of the 
chronicle without turning it into a biography. The book is in four parts. 
In the first part, Kolettis is a boy in his native Syrrako, in Epirus. Then, as 
a young man, he moves to Y annina, the intellectual capital of enslaved 
Hellenism, where he goes to be educated under a distinguished teacher and 
enlightened patriot. In giving us Kolettis' s early anxieties, love affairs and 
early employment at his uncle's trading firm, Petsalis also gives a lively, 
detailed and picturesque panorama of the life of that time. Historical figures 
act on Petsalis's canvas-Kosmas the Aetolian, Athanasios Psallidas, and 
Ali Pasha, the cruel, illiterate, crafty Albanian ruler ofEpirus, who gathered 
to his court and befriended the most educated and enlightened Greeks, and 
who thereby kept himself well informed about the intellectual and political 
events ofEurope. The first part of The Greek Dawn ends with the patriotic 
activities and the tragic death of Regas Ferraios. 
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In the second part of The Greek Dawn, Kolettis studies medicine in 
Pisa, travels to Livorno, Bologna and Padova, has an affair with an Italian 
noblewoman, meets distinguished intellectuals like Theophilos Kaires, 
Ioannis Zembelios and Ugo Foscolo. Among the Greek students abroad, 
Kolettis has inspired discussions about developments in the world at large 
and about the problems of Greece. He returns to Yannina where he be
comes the official physician in Ali Pasha's court and where he is also initiated 
into the secret Greek brotherhood, the Philike Etaireia, which was pre
paring for the great rebellion. 

The third part of The Greek Dawn is an inspired, realistic account of 
the War oflndependence. All the major figures-fighters and politicians
appear on Petsalis's canvas, recreated with their virtues and their vices, 
their quarrels, hatreds and jealousies as well as with their unsurpassed 
devotion to the Greek cause. 

In the fourth and last part, Kolettis' s own actions become the focus. 
As we follow the first steps of the newly liberated Hellenism and learn its 
problems under the Bavarian Prince Otto, we also see Kolettis become the 
ambassador of his new nation in Paris, and then rise to the post of prime 
minister, the first of modern Greece. 

With this literary achievement, Petsalis holds today a prominent place 
in modern Greek letters. In his early work, he reflects the experimental 
stages through which modern Greek fiction grew. He fmally found his own 
methods and materials and opened an entirely new world of inspiration for 
others to follow. His style is simple and direct; his power to reproduce 
actual events dramatically is superb. 



THE PAINTING OF GOUNAROPOULOS 

BYl.~.PANAYOTOPOULOS 

translated by Alice-Mary Maffry 

GouNAROPOULOS is a difficult man. I mean that he is straight in both 
his sympathies and antipathies, ignores the supreme art of compromise, 
and lacks the ability to sham and pretend. On the one hand, he believes 
unshakably in his art and in himself, and on the other he is not sparing of 
praise for the achievements of others-when he is convinced that such 
praise is deserved. 

Richly gifted, Gounaropoulos is a man of unceasing anxieties and 
amazing assiduousness. In his devotion to his art, he has renounced many 
worldly pleasures in order not to waste himself uselessly. His frugality, his 
loneliness often seem oppressive. Though he has not been indifferent to ap
preciation and praise whenever that was well-informed, conscientious and 
sincere, still he shuns anything outside the area of serious artistic creation 
that might win him praise. He does not believe in concessions. He was born 
with a powerful combative instinct and a heroic firmness, qualities which 
become evident to anyone studying the successive stages ofhis art. There 
are no deviations anywhere. His works, even those which represent his 
more violent experimentation, can be classified in an unfolding progress 
which is consistent and self-sufficient. This is Gounaropoulos's unity. 

His works can be found everywhere: in his studio, in private collec
tions, in public buildings and galleries. There are his magnificent murals in 
the City Hall of Athens, which bear marks of vandalism from the days of 
the Nazi occupation; the beautiful iconography in the Church of the Holy 
Trinity in Volos is his creation. All these show clearly that Gounaropoulos 
was in search ofhis identity from the very beginning. He steadily organized 
his artistic individuality without being influenced by trends foreign to his 
temperament. 

Gounaropoulos was born in a Greek community at Sozopolis in Eastern 
Thrace (Bulgaria), situated on the shore of the Black Sea, where he stayed 
until the age of fifteen. The perpetual presence of the sea on his canvas re
flects those early years of his life. He entered the School of Fine Arts in 
Athens at the age of sixteen and studied brilliantly under the best Greek 
masters. As was natural, his early achievements were marked by academic 
conservatism, at a time when even the slightest hint of impressionism was 
considered a terrible rebellion. He was always the best and was awarded 
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first prizes. During the wars Gounaropoulos served in the army; in 1919, 
immediately after his discharge, he left for Paris on an A veroffScholarship. 

He stayed in Paris for about twelve years, where, rather than follow any 
of the many post-impressionistic trends-cubism, fauvism or expressionism 
-he exposed himself avidly to all of them without being deeply influenced 
by any. In the creative madness and turmoil of Paris he discovered himself 
and the individuality ofhis artistic ambitions. The Parisian galleries noticed 
him and soon he was brought to the fore-not as an apprentice but as a 
master in his own right. In 1926 the Vavin-Raspail gallery offered him a 
contract. He returned to Athens in 193 r and has stayed there since, except 
for his short visit to New York, in 1948, where his works were exhibited. 

I would call Gounaropoulos' s art lyrical; yet this term must not be 
taken in a literary sense. For Gounaropoulos, nothing happens outside 
painting or the fme arts. He himself is a man uninterested in "philology"; 
he is laconic, an enemy of every prolixity, every obscurity, every hollow, 
decorative element. He feels and conceives his subject lyrically, but his un
shakable Greek ancestry, his conscience, requires that he subjugate his lyrical 
mood to the supreme meaning of the classical sense of proportion. The in
stinct of classical plasticity was with him from the beginning; the unique 
line of his drawing, so characteristically his own, has a plastic value in it, 
never dessicated or ascetic. That is, it is never a limit. It does not express the 
typical borderlines, but creates plastic masses made of flesh and life. His 
figures, without losing the magical quality which springs from the artist's 
lyrical conception of the world, always have in them the virtue of plastic 
harmony. The arm, the leg, the neck, the haunch, and especially the breasts 
are so powerfully drawn that they appeal more to the touch than to the eye; 
still the entire structure ofhis composition contains a felicitous union of the 
earthly and transcendent elements. 

Gounaropoulos is an amazing draughtsman and an insatiate lover of the 
female form. His women start from the earth in order to rise to the spheres, 
still merged, however, in worldly space. That strange idealization, the dis
tinguished trait ofhis art, is largely achieved through the unique expression 
he gives to the eye. In his series of" idylls," while the upturned breasts touch 
the body of the man, the eyes transform the sensual ecstasy into spiritual 
redemption. Thus, little by little, the earthly element is "self-purified" 
through a special alchemy, a progressive "elevation" which conveys a feel
ing of calm, a process of contemplation, and allows the transfer of the ma
terial object to the realm of symbol, wherein, however, the object does not 
lose its reality .... 



GOUNAROPOULOS Head of a Young Girl oil 1923 



GOUNAROPOULOS Mother of the Artist oil 1929 



GOUNAROPOULOS Landscape with Fishes oil 1953 

GOUNAROPOULOS Idyll oil 1954 



GOUNAROPOULOS Woman with Tulips oil I954 
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Gounaropoulos' s art deplores whatever is superfluous. His design al
ways has the structure of a well-studied and well-organized unity, where 
every part responds to the other parts and to the whole. No detail is left to 
chance. The rock, the water, the fish, the human figures, a little house on a 
hilltop, the flower, all justly belong; no matter how much idealized, they 
are never out of place. The artist submits them to several exacting tests until 
he succeeds in binding them together in his special cosmic space, in a circular 
universe which replaces the space of older painting. The two or three typical 
dimensions have been cancelled; Gounaropoulos's space (as his critic 
Mourelos remarks) is a real interfusion wherein the objects conform to the 
laws of a special osmosis. This process, not intended to give the impression of 
a phantasmagoria, is mainly the result of a psychological transmutation. If 
we look at Gounaropoulos' s paintings without the awareness of such a 
space, we shall miss a very significant element ofhis art. His is a spherical 
universe without fixed limits and without surface, which, in a sense, reflects 
the modern concept of space. In this sense Gounaropoulos' s art has given the 
painting of his time a beginning which points very far. 

It is quite interesting, for a better understanding of Gounaropoulos' s 
work, to study the adventure of his theme in the gradual stages of its de
velopment. In substance, of course, there is no theme. The theme is only a 
motivation. This motivation, however, deserves a closer examination. The 
female holds the center, either by herself-her face, her bust-or in a land
scape. There is the rock which becomes more frequent in his later work. 
The rock is the rudimental plastic mass which helps the geometry of his 
space (and Gounaropoulos's geometry consists only of curves) and binds 
the various elements together. Gradually, through insistent processing, the 
rock takes imaginative forms and is enveloped in the mistiness of symbol. 
Then comes the water, the element in motion, the sea, a little beach some
where, a lake, a grotto, a headland-all these dimly hinted between the 
poetry of painting and reality. A little house on a hilltop or on a shore, a little 
composition, adds the human touch, the human warmth, a touch ofloneli
ness which does not become a sterile absence. The tree, with its branches 
and its trunk somewhere else, both a thing and a symbol, is drawn with swift 
imagination by a highly skillful hand. 

Fishes are, after the female figure, this painter's greatest passion. The 
most cherished activities ofhis life have been silence, painting and fishing. 
Fishing with a rod or a line at Rafma has been the only entertainment ofhis 
free time. There he sits on a pier or on a moored ship, alone for days and 
nights, and there he creates his own worlds which never become a "still 
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life." On the contrary, there is always an expression of rhythm or motion. 
Then come the flowers. In recent years, Gounaropoulos has depicted many 
flowers, both in black and white sketches and in oil-humble, anonymous 
and majestic flowers in flowerpots, with fleshy leaves and lively stalks. 

In Gounaropoulos there is no repetition. Whenever he returns to a 
theme it is only to add new elements, to modify it, to emphasize its color, 
to change its detail or to put it into a new synthesis. The change of detail in 
his work always amounts to a new revelation. This phenomenon we fmd 
throughout his development. It applies even to his use of mythological 
figures. From mythology he borrows always the primeval symbols: 
Prometheus, Odysseus and Cyclops. The powers asleep in the depth of be
ings stimulate his inspiration, but their role is limited to the magical realm 
of symbols. They never overpower the whole composition or even a large 
part of it. They are only its highest pitch. 

As a whole series, the "idylls" belong to a very mature stage ofhis art. 
In them he adds the male figure next to that of the female-two naked 
bodies from the waist up. The one searches for the other; the woman 
touches the torso of the man with the nipples of her breast, and in her half
open lips we feel the warmth ofher passion. She is naked and looks straight 
into the man's eyes. She usually wears a diaphanous veil on her hair or a 
necklace of pellucid stones around her neck. This diaphaneity is a Greek 
virtue, a classical element, and a distinctive trait of Gounaropoulos' s com
positions. In the background we feel always the little horses of Pheidias, 
immaterial yet real, crossing the distance. But the theme is only a pretext 
which allows us, as we follow its transformations, to detect the artistic 
thought which inspires the effort of Gounaropoulos. His great achievement 
lies in his treatment of light, line and color. The establishment of a source 
of light in the Iniddle of his canvas and the effusion of that light, belong to 
the conscience of his cosmic space. His line, with its utter simplicity, its 
swiftness and its plasticity is his unique and unparalleled achievement. 
Finally, his color-that azure and orange and rose, starting thick and rich, 
gradually becoming airy, achieving quite unexpected shades, then fading 
completely-is entirely his. In his early period Gounaropoulos loved dull 
colors, deep sepia and dark honey, with black always in ambush. Brown 
was constantly on his palette. Later he used cadmium red, cobalt blue, 
cobalt yellow, and deep English red in order to achieve combinations of an 
absolutely personal character. His painting always creates problems to be 
superseded, and difficulties to be overcome. It is suggestive and magical. It 
creates what cannot be subdued, enslaved or explained. 



THE GREEKS HAD NO WORD FOR IT 

BY VIRGIL THOMSON 

PuTTING Greek plays into Western tongues and their words to 
Western music has been a preoccupation from Roman days. Since the tum 
of the seventeenth century that effort has been known as opera, though the 
nineteenth substituted Norse myths for Greek, and even sometimes modem 
fairy tales. The requirements of serious opera have always been a serious 
mythological theme and a tragic ending. Variants of mythological source 
are common, deviations from the tragical rare, as indeed they are in serious 
Greek playwriting. 

Always in retelling such tales, with or without music, something more 
than mere translation has seemed desirable-the substitution, for instance, 
in Racine, of Christian mores and court manners for tense fatalities and the 
brutal gestures of pre-Christian life. One does not often therefore merely 
put such works into other words but essays rather to adapt them to the 
ethical purposes, the didactic conventions of another time and place. What 
survives of a Greek view of life in such a version and of any poet's talent 
for textures is hard to put the fmger on; but unquestionably more does 
survive than meets eye or ear, since a stone landscape and the harshest of 
all great languages are present at the back of all, as decor and as resonance. 

David Posner's adaptation of the Sophocles Philoctetes is maybe an 
opera and maybe, better, a script for what we nowadays call a "musical"
a specifically contemporary effort toward empressing poetry, music, and 
choreography into serving a dramatic action. This, our perpetual effort in 
Western art, was known to Sophocles only as a problem solved. Opera, our 
solution for three centuries, though ever an unstable one, is beginning 
again to appear not quite satisfactory. The poets are fmding their verses 
crushed by the music; and dancers know they hopelessly compete with 
song. Even composers, though the show is theirs, have almost lost their 
taste for hogging it, along with their ability to hold interest by musical 
device. 

Thus it has come about, almost full circle, that the musico-poetic 
theater is ready, and has been for a good half-century, to essay a new words
and-music fusion, with or without choreography, with or without massive 
orchestras and power-vocalism, with or without the proscenium stage. And 
the language most propitious for that today is English. Italian, French, Ger
man, and Russian are bound up to the opera as it was. Spanish and Portu-
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guese, though simmering in South America, are nowhere at boiling point. 
And the Orient, before it can produce an East-West music fusion, must 
settle on some East-or-West language to fuse a new music round, since 
music without words does not reach high temperatures. English alone, 
among the literary languages, seems ready for a words-and-music take-off. 

Posner's Philoctetes, conceived for music, is to receive this from the 
hand of Allen Sapp, already an experienced one in Graeco-dramatic col
laboration as well as in the Anglo-verbal. No subject for drama could be 
more actual than that of the warrior who wins for his side by means of an 
atomic bow, while aspiring at the same time toward international accept
ance as a sculptor. Every epoch's drama and music of course need modern 
themes, the best source of these, as well as of all theater forms, being for 
twenty centuries the stories played out twenty-five centuries back on 
Greek stages. Today's theater certainly needs poetry; today's poetry prob
ably needs music; and today' s music, which needs both, will die without 
strong injections (intravenous) of, at the very least, meaning. Preferably 
that will be sought in English-language poetry, the freest of all poetries 
from contact with musical history poisonous by their very historicity. 



PHILOCTETES 

BY DAVID PosNER 

ACT I, SCENE I 

On a mountain path overlooking the coast ofLemnos. Enter Neoptolemus and Odysseus, 
out of breath; they have been climbing the mountain. 

ODYSSEUS: So there he'll be at the mouth ofhis cave, 
A nice through draught, 
Southern exposure-

NEOPTOLEMUS: Unless agony hold him. 
Then he'll be a spider 
Hooked to threads of pain. 

ODYSSEUS: Trembling like ten years ago 
When the viper bit him at the altar. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: YOU let him starve. 

ODYSSEUS: Abandoned him? 
He had his bow. 
His flesh stank, 
He outscreamed 
Our prayers. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: He was your friend. 

ODYSSEUS: A madman's not a friend. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Not mad when you sailed away: 
He must be mad by now. 

ODYSSEUS: Well, you know the part you have to play. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I don't play parts. 

ODYSSEUS: My dear friend: 

a little flustered When words are white the rocks are grey; 
Black looks build my city high. 
I trample green and force my way 
Under the shifty sky, 
My country. 

This is a new version of the Sophocles play, written for music and chant. It is dedicated 
to Allen Sapp. 
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You understand what you must do 
To keep your country proud of you, 
How to have a corpse's hue, 
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A poor man's tooth, a rich man's shoe; 
Storm like a leaf, rise like a feather. 
Flesh and ivory and leather 
Are patriots together 
In your country. 

Our minds carve statues virtuously: 
Arm outstretched, a foot at bay, 
Folded drapes to show the day 
How to hold serenity 
Or tum a stone to treachery. 
Changing weather in the eye. 
Art is nature and knows why 
The gods love you, the gods love me 
In our country. 

Philoctetes hates my name. 
It's best you go and let it seem 
I kept your father's arms. 

Stops dead in his tracks 

By all the gods ! His breastplate: 
Take it off! 

He rips olfNeoptolemus' breastplate 

He'd recognize the view. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I'll swear you betrayed me, 
reluctantly How I fled the Achaeans, left for home. 

ODYSSEUS: Be angry at the Greeks. 
Nothing unites men like hatred; 
When you speak of me, 

Pats him on the shoulder 

The worse, the better. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: The worse, the better? 

ODYSSEUS: Say I am civilized, 
I change my coat with every meal. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: A gentlemen can do no less. 

ODYSSEUS: Foxy. 
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NEOPTOLEMUS: Wisdom is the proper word. 

ODYSSEUS: And self-possessed, 
Cold-blooded, selfish-

NEOPTOLEMUS: Like my father, 
Knowing his early death. 

ODYSSEUS: Cunning, cowardly, dastardly, 
doing a slow jig Treacherous, thieving, bastardly, 

Pig of pigs, swine of swine, 
Glutton ofPoseidon's wine; 
In and out of every bed, 
Poison to your maidenhead, 
0 girls and old maids under fifty; 

Over-curious, over-thrifty; 
Pitiless, yet full of fears, 
Young at heart, ripe in years. 
Tell him all about me, boy: 
Evil is the same as joy. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: How can it be right 
To gull him back to a world he hates? 

ODYSSEUS: Remember the prize: 
Wisdom, courage! 

He slaps him on the back 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Wisdom, courage. 

ACT I, SCENE II 

Outside Philoctetes' cave. The chorus is dressed in white. On one side of the stage rises a 
variety of fantastic statues. 

CHORUS: Turning leaves 
wither in snow. 
rising trees 
blossom in the low 
valley; wings 
flash through summer. 
the hawk sings 
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thunder at the tremour 
of autumn skies. 
wings make their own 
peace, days 
weather the stone 
silence 
you cannot bear, 
balance 
words in the bright air, 
the wind with tears, 
Philoctetes. 

CHORUS: Gulls drive inland 
men only Above the Aegean's dazzled eye. 

A madman dreams 
He sails across that empty stare. 
Grey-haired olives cover 
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The brow of a world whiter than bone. 

CHORUS: The wounds of memory ripple, 
women only Water to be fetched, firewood. 

Crickets, dry leaves crackle, 
· Tongues of old friends. 

FIRST WOMAN: Philoctetes is dead, on the way to Troy. 

ALL THE WOMEN: No! 

SECOND WOMAN: He had a great gift, the bow of Hercules. 
The others were jealous, they drowned him. 

THIRD WOMAN: He killed himself, afraid of his own power. 

FOURTH WOMAN: It was an accident. 

ALL THE WOMEN: Lies, all lies. 
He was left in Lemnos 
To die ofhunger. 
There he writes endless poems 
For the sea to learn. 

CHORUS: In love with suffering 
He will not move from his mountain. 

FIRST OLD MAN: He has found the truth. 
Why should he tum from the truth? 

SECOND OLD MAN: Till he return, the Trojans carry the day. 
Odysseus learned this in a prophecy. 
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FIRST OLD MAN: Go back, Philoctetes. 

CHORUS: Save the city! 

A light suddenly glows on the bent figure of Philoctetes 

The old man crouches. 
His hair is black. 
Rags dry in the sun. 
A goat watches a crow. 
Tears fall, 
Sputter in the fire. 

PHILOCTETEs: Tears? Why should I cry. 
shouting at the chorus 

He gets up, hobbles over to his statues 

Sorrow is tall, sorrow is strong. 

CHORUS: Sorrow is long. 

PHILOCTETES: The best is to die; the next best thing, 
Sorrow in silence. 

CHORUS: Sorrow is long. 

PHILOCTETES: Two thousand dithyrambs, 
excitedly; it is not The lives of gods 
clear whether he is Inscribed on parchment. 

completely sane Five hundred mystic rhomboids, 
Trapezoids, circles in squares: 
To find the magic number 
That turns the spheres. 

CHORUS: He has climbed among laurel, 
Hunted his hunger from season to season. 

PHILOCTETES: Not bad, not bad 
caressing For a stinking leper. 

his statues As for my bow-

CHORUS: Yes, the bow! 

PHILOCTETES: Here is my bow; here, here, here. 
pointing to statues 

He laughs strangely, limps across the stage 

CHORUS : Look at this curse to the nation, 
Unfathomable. 
All men hated him, all men needed him. 
Now the need survives the hate. 
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PHILOCTETES: Two hundred statues of the human form 
pointing to Smooth in its monstrous beauty, 
his statues Reclining, seated, standing, diving, 

Recoiling, advancing, stooping, 
Falling, rising, leaning, creeping, 
Doubled, twisted, rigid-

He passes his hands over his own body 

Kneeling, triumphant, 
Head tossed back or bent; 
And out of the finest Parian marble: 
This island's full of marble. 

CHORUS: He reckons coming storms, 
When the sun sets or Venus rises. 
How can you leave this island, Philoctetes? 
Elsewhere a stranger, here you are lord. 
We have seen you stand, head fixed to the horizon, 
As if each wave were a ship. 
You shook your fist at heaven, 
Then turned back to your statues. 

PHILOCTETES: I have left the world behind. 

CHORUS: We counsel you, make up your mind. 
Soon the choice will be at hand. 
Is it the body or the soul 
That proves your legend real? 

PHILOCTETES: Here I have life in death, 
There I have death in life. 
Here I am all I see, 
There I see all I am. 
Here my words are an echo, 
There my echoes are words, 
Here my pain is my companion, 
There my companion is my pain; 
Here the sky is my roof, 
There a dull roof is my sky. 

CHORUS: Hurry, decide! 
The gulls have veered, the tide has sheered 
Off the rocks. 
The eagles lope from the mountain top 
And the fox, the deer, 
The goat look up in fear. 
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PIDLOCTETES: I am going down to the stream 
To catch my image. 

CHORUS: No ! don't move. Hush! 

The chorus listens intently. Enter Neoptolemus 

PffiLOCTETES: 0 Stranger, stranger! 
running forward 

Embraces him 

CHORus: Stranger or scrounger, 
Our hearts tell us danger. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Respectful greetings to you. 
Your face seems young, 
Your shoulders are bent. 

PmLOCTETES: That's only habit. When the pain leaves me 
straightening up I walk as straight as the best of the Greeks, 

Straight as Achilles himsel£ 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Achilles himself-

CHORUS: Whom did we expect to fmd? 
An old man with a hollow mind? 
A shepherd with his reed? 
A dancing Ganymede? 
A hermit sitting in a meadow? 
A horseman riding out his shadow-

NEOPTOLEMUS: Clattering on these mournful heights. 

CHORUS: A ghost? 

PmLOCTETES: A voice again. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Well, my friends, here goes the act. 
to the chorus 

To Philoctetes 

I have a voice, but in my bitterness 
It must be hardly human. 

PffiLOCTETES: Bitterness? 
I'll give you joy. 
Do you like my statues? 

Neoptolemus has been examing the statues 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Extraordinary! Wonderful! 
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PHILOCTETES: Extraordinary, wonderful. 
nodding with 

pleasure 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Flawless as light. 

PHILOCTETES: My light. 

CHORUS: Question him closely. 

THE CHARIOTEER 

crossing over to He may be a spy to drag you back to Greece. 
Philoctetes He may be a thief to loot your cave. 

PIDLOCTETES: You speak my native tongue. 
Did you cross the seas like a pirate? 
To hunt for gold on this mountain 
Is to look for Venus in the foam. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Isn't my face honest? 

PHILOCTETES: A god's face, 
But that's a strange honesty: are you a god? 

Wheels him around and peers at his features closely 

Young, fine-featured, 
Where do you come from? 
I have other noblemen here at my court, 
Each king in his own right: 
Golden eagles, hawks, horned bucks, brown bears. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Have you bread, sir? 
We are looking for water, 
Our ship needs overhauling. 

PIDLOCTETES: Excitement made me forget 
apologetically To bepolite. 

Come. Eat first. Talk afterward. 

ACT I, SCENE III 

Inside Philoctetes' cave. 

PIDLOCTETES: And so Achilles is dead? 

CHORUS OF SAILORS: Dead, dead. 

PHILOCTETES: My poor friend! 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Pity destroys the gods. 
It never helped a man. 
I try to be worth my name. 
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PHILOCTETES: Why didn't Ajax rescue you? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Ajax was dead. 

CHORUS: Dead, all dead. 

PHILOCTETES: Patrocles was true to his nature? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Patrocles was dead. 

CHORUS: Dead, all dead. 

PHILOCTETES: The great Achilles, the strong Ajax, the godlike Patrocles. 
to himself 

CHORUS: Dead, all dead. 

DUET 

The dead build a great wall 
Where the living build a garden. 
They fall to seed inside the tall 
Darkness of the dead. 
The wall is black, the earth is red, 
And a stone their pardon. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Cast out by those who loved my father, 
Why should I seek truth or justice? 

PHILOCTETES: Achilles never betrayed me. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Your countrymen betrayed you? 

PHILOCTETEs: You don't know who I am? 
rising from his rock 

NEOPTOLEMUS: How should I know someone I never saw before? 

CHORUS: He has not heard your name or these 
Old rumours of your miseries. 

PHILOCTETES: I am Philoctetes. These are my statues. 
in a mock bow 

He fondles the statues. There is a moment of silence 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Philoctetes! You are Philoctetes? 
pretending 

amazement 
DUET 

When I held my lady's hand, 
What was there to understand? 
Neatly we parted, met again, 
Bowed, How do you do. And then, 
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What is your name? One loses touch. 
Good night little, good night much. 
Out of sight is out of mind. 

When I had my rich estates, 
I was king of all my fates. 
Servants bowed, friends agreed 
I was prince of brain and breed. 
Let the house bum and I find, 
Farewell, wisdom, lock and key. 
Out of sight is out of mind. 

When I won my battles, praise 
Rose like the sun; the empty days 
Filled with my story. But the season 
Changed; no soldier knew the reason 
I had fought a war or lost 
Virtue in the changing wind. 
Out of sight is out of mind. 

THE CHARIOTEER 

NEOPTOLEMUS: My home is far from Athens. 
At Scyros I can hope for a welcome. 

PHILOCTETES: My friend, take me with you. 
passionately I won't be a burden. 

I can be a skillful sailor, 
And I have my bow. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I have heard of your famous bow. 
May one approach it like a god? 

PHILOCTETES: Wouldn't you rather touch these? 
pointing to his 

sculpture 

CHORUS: Your bow, your bow. 

PHILOCTETES: YOU are my friend. 

He takes up the bow from a recess in the cave, hands it to Neopto
lemus, who strokes it, returns it reverently 

Mybowandi, 
You won't leave us here? 

CHORUS: The man without the bow is nothing. 
The bow without the man is nothing. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: He trusts me. 
to the chorus 
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PIDLOCTETES: Why don't you answer? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: You want to leave your island? 

CHORUS: To leave the statues? 

PIDLOCTETES: Why do you ask? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: He looks on me as Achilles' son. 
to chorus 

PIDLOCTETES: YOU think I will be a nuisance, 
That I am no longer useful. 
At least, have pity on me: 
Some day the gods may pity you. 

Neoptolemus turns aside, among the statues 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I suppose pity is love. 

CHORUS: Have pity! 
He has told you his story. 
Forget the plot of Odysseus. 
If you hate what is wrong, 
You can turn evil to good. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: You know I mustn't hate Odysseus, 
turning toward I act for the nation; so does he. 

the chorus He mentioned wisdom, courage. 
My father would have called it fate. 
I can't look into my action 
As into a mirror. 
It's outside of me, a light from the sun: 
Blessed Apollo, the world's centre. 

CHORUS: Who gave Hercules his bow? 
Apollo. 
If you betray the sacred bow, 
You'll be false to god and man. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Better to leave these questions alone. 
The bow belongs to Philoctetes: 
Philoctetes is his own master. 
You are an audience maudlin with pity. 
Weary of his sickness, you'll grow to hate him. 
The legend will fade, the man stand at your charge. 

CHORUS No, no. You won't have any cause to blame us. 

Philoctetes has gone down on his knees 
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NEOPTOLEMUS: Philoctetes, get up, 
It isn't right for you to be on your knees. 
Of course you can come with us. 

Philoctetes hobbles joyfully over to his statues, puts his arms around 
them 

PHILOCTETES: The gods bless you! 
May there be an eagle at your head. 
May you know every love and every honour. 
May all men hear of you in your goodness. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: May all men hear of me in my goodness! 
bitterly 

CHORUS: May all men hear of you in your goodness. 

ACT I, SCENE IV 

On the mountain road. Philoctetes stumbles, clutches his leg. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Come on; come on! 
Why are you so silent? 

PIDLOCTETES: God, oh God! 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Hurry. 

PIDLOCTETES: Oh. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: What is the matter? 
gently 

PIDLOCTETES: Nothing. Go on, my friends. 
in agony 

NEOPTOLEMUS : Js it the old trouble? 

PHILOCTETES: No, no. I think I'm better for the moment. 
OhGod! 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Then why are you groaning 
And calling on the gods? 

PHILOCTETES: To give me power to stop my pain, 
To-oh you gods, oh, oh! 

Begins to mumble 

I'm lost. I can't hide my trouble. 
It pierces! Oh you gods, 
Stoop down, kill me. 
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NEOPTOLEMUS: Ifi could help you-

PHILOCTETES : It mauls me like a lion. 
For the gods' love, raise your sword, 
Strike at my heel, cut it off; 
Quick, kill me too. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Easy, easy! 

PHILOCTETES: You know what pain is, you see what it is. 
Kill me, N eoptolemus. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Can a man deserve such suffering? 

PHILOCTETES: Pity me! 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I do. 
But how? 

PHILOCTETES: Bear with me, don't desert me. 
This pain is a rare visitor. 
When it leaves me, I'm as good as the next man. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I won't go without you. 

PHILOCTETES: Take this bow. 
gasping Hold it till the fit is past. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Give it to me. 

PIDLOCTETES: Here it is. 

The chorus gathers around 

CHORUS: The bow, the bow. 
chanting 

PIDLOCTETES: This visitor, this pain 
crouching in pain Comes sharply but goes quickly. 

He knocks and knocks again. 
I must let him in. 
This visitor, this pain 
Comes sharply but goes quickly. 
He rides my home, my heart; 
We cannot bear to part: 
Dear pain, come in, come in. 

Philoctetes begins to gesticulate wildly 

PIDLOCTETES: The mountain, the top of the mountain, 
I want to climb to the top of the mountain. 

He tears at his own body 
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CHORUS: Hold him! 

NEOPTOLEMUS: What is this new frenzy? 

He and some of the chorus hold Philoctetes down 

PHILOCTETES: If you touch me you'll kill me, 
shaking himself My body's made of glass! 

loose 

NEOPTOLEMUS: My poor friend! 

PHILOCTETES: Earth, earth, earth ! 
in convulsions The pain won't let me stand. 

He falls to the ground, stays there motionless 

NEOPTOLEMUS: His head sinks backward, sleep is coming. 

CHORUS: A sweat bathes his body. 
Dark blood breaks from his heel. 
Now is the time to leave: you have his bow. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Leave him like this? No ! 

CHORUS: Yes! This is the time. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: J will not do it. 

CHORUS: But this man's bow is destined to save Greece, 
His fate is the fate of the nation. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: His fate is a man's fate, 
And I am his friend. 

ACT I, SCENE V 

Dawn on the mountain road. Philoctetes lies on the ground. Neoptolemus is kneeling 
beside him, the chorus in a semi-circle. 

CHORUS: Sunlight following sleep. 

PIDLOCTETES: I never would have dared to hope 
opening his eyes For such a friend, 

My bow safe in your hand. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Yes, I am your friend. 
Why must a man be asked to stand such pain? 

CHORUS: Your cries have driven us insane. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Can you walk again? 
Would you rather we carried you awhile? 
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PIDLOCTETES: Thanks. Help me to rise; but I'll 
Not trouble your men. It will be trial enough 
To live on board with me: the breath 
Of my wound like a swollen lip. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Well, stand up. 

He helps him to his feet 

That's it! 

PIDLOCTETES: Habit will keep me on my feet. 
smiling 

Philoctetes embraces Neoptolemus 

0 you gods, what it is to trust in human nature 
Again, to look at a fellow creature 
With love, not fear. 

CHORUS: Now let's get out ofhere. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: What shall I do? 
to the chorus 

CHORUS: Don't think: just follow through 
What you began. 

Neoptolemus raises his arms in despair 

PIDLOCTETES: Why, what's the matter? 
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Here the verse rhythm is broken. There is the same music as for the 
beginning of Scene IV 

Come on, come on, why are you so silent? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: God, oh God! 

Chorus groans 

PIDLOCTETES: Hurry. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I can't go through with this. Oh. 

In an agony of shame 

PIDLOCTETFS: What'S the matter? 
gently 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Nothing, nothing. Go on. 

To himself 

It mauls me like a lion. 

He holds up the bow, then drops it back to his side 



100 THE CHARIOTEER 

PIDLOCTETES: Why are you groaning, calling on the gods? 
Is my sickness so terrible in your eyes? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: No. 

PIDLOCTETES: And in your eyes? 
turning to the chorus 

CHORUS: No, no, that's not the reason. 

PHILOCTETES: Are you betraying your father's greatness, 
To help a man against his fate? 
Or did my statues tum your stomach? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I'll be a traitor to myself, 
A traitor in silence, a traitor in speech. 

PHILOCTETES: This man, too, wants to betray me. 
to chorus 

CHORUS: Trust him. 

PIDLOCTETES: I don't understand. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Listen. Listen. 
You must sail to Athens 
Where Asclepius will cure your foot, 
Then to Troy and the Greek host. 

PIDLOCTETES: To Athens? To Troy? No, no, no. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Don't rage till you hear the story. 

PHILOCTETES: Was this your purpose in coming here, 
To bring me back to my enemies? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: A stem necessity ordains it. 

PIDLOCTETES: Give me back my bow. 
hysterically 

NEOPTOLEMUS: That I cannot do. 

CHORUS: Duty and policy both forbid it. 

PHILOCTETES: Coward! 
To profit by my trust. 

CHORUS: Duplicity worse than the heads of Cerberus 
pointing now at When each barks at a different prey! 

Neoptolemus 

PHILOCTETES: Is that how you deal with a friend? 

CHORUS: A masterpiece of villainy. 
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PIDLOCTETES: My bow! 
wildly 

CHORUS: By the gods, 
Do not rob him oflife! 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I feel a black pit inside me 
Where my heart hangs like a bat. 

CHORUS: Stop! You dare not have regrets. 
surrounding Remember what Odysseus said: 

Neoptolemus and Courage, wisdom. 
arguing now in What is one man's sorrow to a nation's joy? 

his favor 

PIDLOCTETES: Here, bear, here wolf! 
running berserk I talked to them, they were my friends. 

I showed my goat these statues; 
The herons watched me. 
But now, 

Looks madly at the sky 

Here, eagle, come here! 
Here, fox, weasel, 
You great brown hare, 
You great brown buck, 
Come, lick my feet. 

Laughs,falling to the ground 

They fed me once: 
Now I'll be their feast. 

Suddenly he grows quiet again 

Have mercy, Neoptolemus. 

CHORUS: What shall we do? 
Shall we sail away 
Or listen to his prayer? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I wish I had never left Scyros. 

PIDLOCTETES: You're no villain, 
gently Leave that part to others, 

Be yourself: give me back my bow, 
Take me to Scyros. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: What shall I do, my friends? 
holding up the bow 

IOI 
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Odysseus appears from the bushes 

ODYSSEUS: Do? What should you do? 
furiously 

PHILOCTETES: YOU! 
starting back Dishonour of gods and men. 

in horror 

THE CHARIOTEER 

ODYSSEUS: We've come a long way for this bow. 
coldly Thanks to my advice, we have it. 

And we will keep it. 

Chorus retires 

TRIO 

PHILOCTETES : I hear the voice that even in dreams 
I had forgotten how to hear. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I hear my conscience and it seems 
To whisper what I fear. 

ODYSSEUS: I hear our victory approach. 
What other voice is there to hear? 

ODYSSEUS: You and your bow must come along, Philoctetes. 

PHILOCTETES: So it's you who taught this boy to rob me of my bow. 

ODYSSEUS: You are destined to ravage Troy. 

PHILOCTETES: Who says this? 

ODYSSEUS: Zeus. 

PHILOCTETES: There you go, sheltering yourself behind the gods, 
Making the gods liars. 

ODYSSEUS: No, true prophets. But this debate 
Is a waste of time. Come! 

PHILOCTETES: I am a free man, not a slave. 
I choose to stay. 

ODYSSEUS: And erect yourself as a shrine to your own sufferings. 

PIDLOCTETES: And preserve myself and my bow 
Against a world like you. 
Give me back my bow, Neoptolemus, 
Don't listen to a dog's advice. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I have no choice: 
For my country's sake. 
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PmLOCTETES: Without my bow I will die. 
At least I'll die with dignity. 
My pain, a second Orpheus, 
Has moved the rocks. 

ODYSSEUS: Here on this island. 
mocking 

PmLOCTETES: An old grey goat 
At the mouth of a cave 
Coughed in his beard, 
Chewed on his grave. 
The owl said, dark. 
The sea beat its breast. 
Over the hills 
The sky went unblest. 
Nothing would sing 
But the stupid-eyed birds. 
There on his rock 
The hermit had words: 
"I am alone, 
A goat in a city 
Of goats that drone 
To the sun's ditty. 
Sun will beat 
On my withering flesh, 
Tum me to stone, 
A poor, white bone 
Alone with a wish. 
The wish of a bone 
Mocks at its birth: 
Bones cannot weep, 
Deep in the earth." 
An old grey goat 
At the mouth of a cave 
Coughed in his beard, 
Chewed on his grave. 

ODYSSEUS: Come along, Neoptolemus. 
The wind is good, the tide right. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: My friend, come peacefully. 

PmLOCTETES: Not while I have this island for my grief! 

All at once he screams 
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Vengeance, you watchful gods, vengeance! 

More calmly 

Odysseus, once I was cast out. 
Why am I any better now? 
I am still different from other men. 

ODYSSEUS: Ask the gods. It's they who swear 
Troy cannot fall till you are there, 
You and your bow. 

PHILOCTETES: Ifi could see you overthrown, 
Suffering as I suffer, 
I'd think my pain 
Well-spent. 

ODYSSEUS: You dedicate your life 
To hatred and self-pity: 
The ship is waiting. 

PHILOCTETES: No, I said no. 

The chorus steps forward from the wings and manhandles him, 
pushing him along the path 

PHILOCTETES: Cowards, devils. 

ODYSSEUS: Just a minute. 
with his hand Neoptolemus, you have the bow? 

to his chin 
NEOPTOLEMUS: I wish I didn't. 

ODYSSEUS: Good. Well, in that case, 
I shall (laughs) show mercy. 

PHILOCTETES: Hypocrite, liar, swine. 

ODYSSEUS: Philoctetes, you want to stay here? 
All right, stay. 
We own your arms, 
We have no further use for you. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: That's not true. 
The arms without the man are nothing. 

ODYSSEUS: Our bowmen do us credit. 
I'm not a bad marksman mysel£ 
Go on, pace Lemnos; 
Joy be with you. 
Perhaps your bow will bring me 
The honour you ought to have. 
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Philoctetes attempts to attack Odysseus. The chorus restrains him 

PIDLOCTETES: Son of all the racks and wheels of hell! 

ODYSSEUS: Words, words, words. 
Neoptolemus, don't look at him, 
He might move you to pity. 
Not that he hasn't enough self-pity 
To do for all of us. 

Exit Neoptolemus and Odysseus 

Curtain 

ACT II, SCENE I 

Philoctetes is in his cave. A musical interlude. Silence. Then the chorus sings from 
offstage. 

CHORUS: Doves pick their way through wind, 
Deer through long grass. His hand 
Cannot avert their flight. His bow is on 
The sea, his gift is gone. 

PIDLOCTETES: My bow, my sacred bow! 
from the cave 

CHORUS: Look forward, not backward. 
When a man brings you water 
Must you die of thirst 
In your own desert? 

PIDLOCTETES: Odysseus! 
shouting 

CHORUS: Blame your fate, not him, 
The character the gods gave you. 
What earned you the bow 
Earned you the world's contempt. 

PIDLOCTETES: If my bow had a tongue 
It would cry 'thief! 
I am yours by trickery, 
But I will never shoot straight, 
Except in the hands of my master.' 

CHORUS: You have asserted your rights. 
To brood on them can do no good. 

PIULOCTETES: I am alone, helpless. 
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CHORUS: So are all men, 
And without the blessing of your bow 
To comfort them. 
There are times when a man must be a beggar. 
There are times when a beggar must be a man. 

PIDLOCTETES: How do you know a man from a beggar? 
A man wants to dance, a beggar wants food. 
A man walks his love, a beggar his road; 
One looks for a dragon, one looks for a toad, 
One limps like a ghost, one runs with a swagger. 
How do you know a man from a beggar? 
A brave man will whistle, a beggar will wail. 
He peddles his words, he makes them outstagger 
The world. Oh he uses his tongue like a dagger, 
A poet, a prophet: a beggar. 

CHORUS: You sound like Odysseus. 
still offstage 

PHILOCTETES: Odysseus! 

CHORUS: Yes, Odysseus. 
There's no use offering advice to a madman. 
Goodbye, Philoctetes. 

PHILOCTETES: A madman, a beggar, 
An exile even from mysel£ 
Who am I, who am I? 

There is another silence. Then Neoptolemus enters, followed by 
Odysseus, both running 

ODYSSEUS: What are you doing, 
Where are you going? 
Back to that crazy, stubborn fool? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Yes. 

ODYSSEUS: Give me the bow. 

NEOPTOLEMUS; No. 

ODYSSEUS; Give it to me. 

NEOPTOLEMUS; J say no. 

ODYSSEUS: What are you doing, lunatic? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: YOU called Philoctetes mad. 
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ODYSSEUS: You both try to see things 
You cannot touch, 
But you can't claim his excuse; 
No pain has driven you out of your mind. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Honour is a kind of pain: 
So is pleasure; 
So is the will itsel£ 
I am like Philoctetes: I don't want pain 
But I have to live with it. 

ODYSSEUS: Not if you use your brain, 
Mix wisdom and courage. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Wisdom, courage? 
Deceit and fraud! 

Moves toward the cave 

ODYSSEUS: What do you intend to do? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Give him back his bow. 

ODYSSEUS: Traitor, don't move! 
grappling with him Give me that bow. 
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They struggle. Odysseus suddenly changes his mind, releases his 
hold 

ODYSSEUS: Wait till the Greeks hear of this ! 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Those who can't understand what I'm doing 
Are not Greeks. 

ODYSSEUS: Not understand? To be so close to victory 
And then refuse because of a young girl's blush, 
The giggling remorse of a child? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Call it what you please. 

He approaches the mouth of the cave. Odysseus starts to draw his 
sword 

DUET 

ODYSSEUS: One step further and I'll draw! 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I have conscience for my law. 

ODYSSEUS: Will you understand my sword? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Will you understand my word? 

ODYSSEUS: Achilles would have known 
When his honour was his own. 
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You, his son, 
You must do what he has done. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Never mind my father, sir. 
I can do what's fair. 

ODYSSEUS: Well, you're warned. Yield the bow 
And I'll have your guts. 

THE CHARIOTEER 

He leaps forward, his sword only half-drawn 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Go, go ! 
drawing Thrust home. We'll see whose aim is right. 

Odysseus hesitates 

Fight, Odysseus, fight. 

ODYSSEUS: No, you're not worth fighting for. 
Conscience is your whore. 

Sheathes his sword 

I'll tell the host 
Conscience, not victory, is your boast. 

Exit Odysseus 

NEOPTOLEMUS: You've come to your usual good sense. 
calling after him 

Turns to the cave's mouth 

Philoctetes! 

PIDLOCTETES: Can't you let me die in peace? 
appearing at the 

cave's mouth 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Leave your despair. 
I bring better news. 

PIDLOCTETES: There is no better, no worse. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Isn't there room in a man's heart for repentance? 

PHILOCTETES: There are no more men, 
No more hearts. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Your self-pity is impossible. 
No one can deny your life has been difficult, 
But then your gift was great. 

PIDLOCTETES: Ah? And who has the bow? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: No one but you will have it. 
Are you determined to stay on this island? 
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PIDLOCTETES: That's enough! Don't bother to speak. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: I wish you had listened to my words. 

PIDLOCTETES: Words, words, words ! 

NEOPTOLEMUS: That's what Odysseus said. 
to himself 

To Philoctetes 

Here. Stretch out your hand. 

Just as he is about to relinquish the bow, Odysseus appears 

ODYSSEUS: No, no, no, no. 
In the name of the gods! 

Philoctetes now has the bow 

PIDLOCTETES: In the name of the gods 
If this arrow flies straight, 
You'll do no more naming. 

He aims the bow, Neoptolemus rushes between the two men 

NEOPTOLEMUS: In the name of the gods, 
Don't shoot! 

PIDLOCTETES: Let go, my dear friend. 
exulting 

NEOPTOLEMUS: For your own sake-

PIDLOCTETES: Why shouldn't I slay my worst enemy, 
Ourenemy-

NEOPTOLEMUS: That would be too easy, 
Odysseus is only 
Ambassador of a cause. 

PIDLOCTETES: But to me

NEOPTOLEMUS: Perhaps to you. 
Forget yoursel£ 

PIDLOCTETES: I forgot myself ten years ago. 
angrily 
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He raises his bow once more. Odysseus, seeing the bow aimed at 
him, backs out of the scene, shouting 

ODYSSEUS : That'S it, think of yoursel£ 
Let the whole world die. 

Exit Odysseus 
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PmLOCTETES: He's brave with words. 
sneering 

NEOPTOLEMUS: He is brave-but prudent. 
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Your hatred makes you unreasonable. 

PHILOCTETES: It makes me clear-headed enough 
coming over to him To recognize the best friend I ever had, 

Son of the noblest Greek. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Why does his praise remind me of Odysseus? 
to himself 

To Philoctetes 

If we are friends, 
Listen to my advice. 
Never while the sun rises here 
Will pain grow cold: 
Return to Greece, 
Beleaguer Troy. 

PHILOCTETES: This island is an evil I know. 
Lightning cannot kill 
As hunters do. My bones travel 
Among trees, break leaves, no will 
But shake at wind, stretch in sun, 
Sleep the darkness of winter, 
Wait patiently for light. Should I enter 
A kingdom where man's promises are done 
To death? I have silence to master hope, 
Logic to cut the ocean like a ship. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: You're stubborn, stubborn. 

PIDLOCTETES: I don't want life, 
Unless it's another island, 
A cave where I can count 
Shadows flickering against the wall, 
And make my statues sing. 

Chorus of sailors enters 

CHORUS: Sails ride set, the ship is clean. 
Wind goes right, our bodies keen. 
Captain, we come to lead you home. 
Fire burns in the living room. 
Husband, father, statesman, sage, 
Now you veer into your age. 
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Heroes leave their rocks and reefs, 
Fight no more for windy griefs. 
Home is where we have a name, 
Wolves are dogs and cats are tame. 
The port loves us, captain, will keep 
Our day for work, our night for sleep. 
Careless of the moon or sun 
We reach the shore we started on. 

ACT II, SCENE II 

III 

The island beach, beside the ship. Odysseus' men are busy strapping him in painted 
armour, gilding his hands and face to resemble Hercules. 

ODYSSEUS: You there! More gold on my legs. 

CHORUS: Gold on his legs. 

ODYSSEUS: And you, more padding in the shoulders. 

CHORUS: Stuff the shoulders, gild the skin. 
And a long black wig. 

ODYSSEUS: Yes, a long black wig. 
Is the shield ready? 

CHORus: Here, master. 

ODYSSEUS: And the spear? 

CHORUS: The spear. 

ODYSSEUS: A mirror, hand me a mirror. 

CHORUS: He looks in a mirror. 
Whom does he see? 

ODYSSEUS: I see many faces, 
And all of them me. 

lam the man 
Who sacked the town, 
Who laughed at the merchants 
And beat them down; 
Who bartered the princess 
And ransomed the priest; 
Who bargained for love 
With a magic beast. 
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lam the man 
Who steered to hell; 
Who forced the prophet 
To ring like a bell; 
Who sailed his sailors 
With words and a sword, 
And gave them the wind 
For their reward. 
lam the man 
Who felled with a horse 
What armies of princes 
Never could force; 
Who dressed like a beggar 
Instead of a king, 
Wheedled the birds 
And made them sing. 

lam the man 
Who rules your city; 
Sharpens your knife 
And calls it pretty; 
Sleeps with your wife, 
Marries your daughter; 
Who shows the handsome 
Maids no quarter. 

lam the man 
Your father bore, 
Who walks inside 
When you open the door; 
Whose face is gray 
As yours may be 
When you come home 
From wine-dark sea. 

lam the man 
Who's filled with prayers: 
Whom God can't murder 
Unawares. 
You are the boy 
Who heard me call 
Down in the forest, 
Up at the hall. 
What do we raise? 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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A single banner. 
Where do we die? 
We lie together. 
What do we try? 
A grave of stone; 
And cheat the earth 
Of her sacred honour. 

ACT II, SCENE III 

Outside Philoctetes' cave. Neoptolemus still argues with him. 

PIDLOCTETES: The future is sure 
On this island. A man will endure 
Suffering for fear of worse. 
My logic draws a hearse 
And also lies in it. I have married 
These stones. 

Points to his statues 

NEOPTOLEMUS: YOU buried 
Love underground 
And every pleasant sound 
That gathers with the seasons. 

PIDLOCTETES: Truth gave me reasons 
To hang a skeleton before my eyes. 
I was betrayed. What can surprise 
Me now? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Accept 
The old ease of your fate, 
Strut in the white city. 
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Drums. A flash of lightning. Hercules appears. Philoctetes and 
Neoptolemus fall on their faces 

HERCULES: Leave your self-pity, 
his arms raised Philoctetes, it is I, 

in blessing Descended from the sky 
And mounted from my hell 
To prove life merciful. 
You must renounce 
Your mourning, resurrect good sense. 
The son of Achilles spoke the truth. 
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You have divine and mortal wrath, 
Till you reach Troy, a hero restored 
To every joy. My bow is my word. 

Hercules vanishes 

PIDLOCTETES: You whose voice I longed to hear 
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rising to his knees Through all these years of agony, 
Your breathless presence sets me free; 
I will not disobey or fear 
Myself or what the future gives. 

CHORUS: The ship is poised, ready to leap at the waves. 
offstage 

NEOPTOLEMUS: You'll want to say goodbye to these hills, 
The mountain where you wept, 
The stream beside the rock, 
The leaning paths; these marble heads. 

PHILOCTETES: My dear Neoptolemus, 
You know this island as well as I ! 
This cave was my flesh; 
Wind, wet from the ocean, 
Bathed these walls, 
Cracked my veins, 
Howled with my spirit. 

Neoptolemus puts his hand on Philoctetes' shoulder 

NEOPTOLEMUS: When you are ready. 

Exit Neoptolemus 

CHORUS: When you are ready. 

Philoctetes stands silent looking around the island, then calls out 

PHILOCTETES: Ready! 

Curtain 

ACT III, SCENE I 

A large satin-lined bedroom. Philoctetes' double is seen looking around.for the last time 
on the cliffs of Lemnos. The scene is separated in two by a transparent veil; while 
Philoctetes sits on a rock,.future events of his life pass before his eyes. 

CHORUS: Satin and silk, 
Whisky and ice, 
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The closet oflinen, 
The lamp in the dome 

And the deep-furrowed bed. 

Lights on the table, 
Red-flowered rug, 
The short marble steps, 
The white frescoed hall 

And the deep-furrowed bed. 

Fields full of wheat, 
Rose-covered lawn, 
The temple, the steeple, 
The statue, the bell 

And the deep-furrowed bed. 

Cool summer water, 
Rain before dawn, 
The house on the hill, 
The key in the lock 

And the deep-furrowed bed. 
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A suave Philoctetes in a Palm Beach suit embraces a girl in a white 
bathing suit, while the old Philoctetes looks on in the background 

PHILOCTETES : As if for the first time. 

GIRL: As if for the first time. 

CHORUS: So all that pantomime, 
offstage Shadows in the cave, 

Your pain that used to rave 
Like fire and be your sun 
And moon has not undone 
Your touch, your eyes, your trust 
In the illusive dust. 

PIDLOCTETES: The gods know I can see 
This is reality. 

Kisses her 

GIRL: How many friends have you made since you returned? 

PIDLOCTETES: How can I count? 
We march toward Troy next Tuesday. 
I've been back in the world a week. 

GIRL: At Odysseus' reception 
I noticed that dark girl. 
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PHILOCTETES: Yes, she came with me on Monday. 
I met Zena' s niece on Tuesday; 
The two slave girls late in the afternoon 
Brought baskets of fruit from Delphi. 

GIRL: That's enough. I'm sorry I asked. 
I suppose you can't find beauty enough 
After ten years among the goat-faced rocks. 
What is the first question they ask? 

PIDLOCTETES: They? 

GIRL: Well, we. The first question. 
Is it about life out there, 
Your loneliness, your suffering? 
Or how it feels to be back? 
Or whether they may watch you use your bow? 
Or what it feels like to make love 
After so long? 

PIDLOCTETES: They ask me ifi think they're beautiful. 

GIRL: Is that all? 

PIDLOCTETES: That's all. 

GIRL: Do you think I'm beautiful? 

Fadeout and then a soft light. Philoctetes is now alone, confronted 
by the chorus 

CHORUS: The moon wanes at dawn to swirl 
Yawning into the light. Obese, 
Barren love lolls on his chair, 
Fixes his scraggly curl, 
White in the cracked mirror. 
Where has Philoctetes gone? 

PHILOCTETES: Here. 
raising his arms 

CHORUS: Where does the strong-armed hermit keep 
His bow today? 

PIDLOCTETES: Here, here. 

CHORUS: Where does the single-eyed, 
The ever-hungry, ever-tried 
Philoctetes sleep? 

PIDLOCTETES: Here! 
shouting 

Fadeout 
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ACT III, SCENE II 

A long banquet table. The chorus seated in evening dress. 

CHORUS: In token of our warm esteem 
For one whose sufferings we deem 
Deserve more than our symphathetic words, 
We here award a palace and 
Ten villages of fertile land. 
Now give Philoctetes a hand! 

Applause 

PIDLOCTETES: A month ago I lived among the birds, 
rising Marking the season by my pain. 

When I could dream I saw again 
Athens, the grey hills where I used to lie. 
Then agony shut out all hope, 
I leaned upon the rocky slope 
And with my broken hands would grope 
Toward the edge and long to fly 
Down, down the cold abyss to hell. 

CHORUS: Poor man! 
murmuring in 

sympathy 

PHILOCTETES: Applause drowns out the remembered swell 
Of ocean surf beneath my cave, 
Flapping of gull wings, the grave 
Shaking of owls, clicking leaves. 

CHORUS: Never lonely, never alone, 
You own the things you want to own. 
You stand and with your bow atone 
For all our sins. Wise men and thieves 
Will fmd salvation when your aim 
Has put our enemies to shame 
And given Greece her perfect name 
And sprung a legend from a mighty shaft. 

Applause 

PHILOCTETES: How brave, how happy I must be! 

CHORUS: Brave and happy for all to see. 

PHILOCTETES: As if there were no man but me 
Who won a battle when he laughed. 

Applause 

II7 
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ACT III, SCENE III 

On the battlefield. Philoctetes' bow lies against a tree. Soldiers scurry back and forth, 
shouting. Neoptolemus is arguing with Philoctetes. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: And the bow? 

PHILOCTETES: No. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Why? 

PHILOCTETES: No, just no. 

CHORUS: Men, cattle low 
offstage Across the dark. 

Soldiers bark, 
Hungry dogs. 
Weeping girls 
Follow on scorched legs 
The pitched tents. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Your catapult works. 

PHILOCTETES: I know. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: And your sword, 
I've seen you use it. 
You're brave enough. 

PHILOCTETES: Brave as the next man. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: But the bow, 
Why not use the bow? 

PIDLOCTETES: Let's say archery 
Is out of fashion. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: The men have seen you throw 
Your spear, sling stones. 

CHORUS: But the fabulous arrow, 
Philoctetes, 
Magic to harrow the soul, 
That blaze of sun in our eyes 
To kill with perfection, 
Enchant our faith, surprise 
Our dull mortality, 
Turning death from death, 
Hope caught in the breath 
Of that Herculean bow. 
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PIDLOCTETES: You don't understand. 
covering his face 

with his hands 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Understand? 

PmLOCTETES: N eoptolemus! N eoptolemus! 
It doesn't work, 
It doesn't work. 

He weeps 

NEOPTOLEMUS: YOU mean

PmLOCTETES: The miracle is gone. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: YOU fight well, 
You've killed enough. 

PffiLOCTETES: Let them believe I used the bow, 
If that helps them. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: What happened? 

PffiLOCTETES: Nothing happened. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: That'S what I mean. 

PIDLOCTETES: That's what I mean. 

PIDLOCTETES The island has failed. 
AND CHORUS: I fight in the suburban meadow. 

My bow is my shadow; 
My arrow has no fate 
But the time of day. Hope 
Rests in the shape 
Ignorant men create: 
Earth, all magic gone, 
Mind, the only myth, 
A heart grown 
Dull prey to death. 

ACT ill, SCENE IV 
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The village market place. The chorus, dressed as farmers, gossips to one another. 

IST VILLAGER: And no one saw him use the bow? 

2ND VILLAGER: Use it he must have done. 

3RD VILLAGER: Indeed, he put up quite a show. 



120 

4TH VILLAGER: Through him it was we won. 

5TH VILLAGER: Like a god he blazed 
Among the enemy. 

6TH VILLAGER: I hear his very echo crazed 
The princes, made them flee. 

7TH VILLAGER: How big, then, was the magic bow? 

8TH VILLAGER: That's a thing none seem to know. 

9TH VILLAGER: Surely you heard the arrows 
Fly through the air? 

IOTH VILLAGER: I spoke to a soldier who was there. 
He said, if all tomorrows, 
Todays and yesterdays 
Were added up, it would not add 
To one part of the praise, 
The courage of that mad 
And glorious hero. 

liTH VILLAGER: Did he say 
How often he had used the bow? 

I2TH VILLAGER: Why all the time. He told me so. 
Day after day. It struck them dead. 
That was what the soldier said. 

ACT III, SCENE V 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Philoctetes is acting as host in his living-room. A half-finished bust sits on a table. The 
room is stylish, filled with bric-a-brac. Enter two well-dressed matrons, one in furs. 

Philoctetes shakes hands with the women 

PHILOCTETES: What a shame! You just missed my wife. 
politely She's gone to the temple to schedule a raffie. 

Let me offer some wine and a trifle 
To eat. 

He claps his hands and a slave appears, serves the women, leaves. 

BOTH WOMEN: How nice, how delightful, how nice! 

FIRST WOMAN: The children all well? 

SECOND WOMAN: I heard that your cook has been absent a spell? 

PHILOCTETES: She'll be back in two days. 
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FIRST WOMAN: How nice, how delightful, how nice! 

SECOND WOMAN: I hear that your youngest is brightest in class. 

PIDLOCTETES : The older one's difficult, but sure to pass. 

FIRST WOMAN: What a lovely new chair! 

SECOND WOMAN: What a sweet Cretan glass ! 

BOTH WOMEN: How nice, how delightful, how nice. 

FIRST WOMAN: I just saw Alcestis was riding his carriage 
By Cynthia's gate. 

SECOND WOMAN: Now there's a fine marriage! 

FIRST WOMAN: Althea told me that Clement had sworn 
Severus cannot be back until morn. 

BOTH WOMEN: How nice, how delightful, how nice. 

FIRST WOMAN: And the poem you were writing? 

PIDLOCTETES: Advancing, advancing. 

FIRST WOMAN: It all sounds exciting. 

SECOND WOMAN: Forgive me for glancing 
leaning toward At the statue you started last year. 

the table 
PIDLOCTETES: Not very much progress, I fear. 

But once I have charted 
The work for the week, I just cannot get started 
On anything else, if you see what I mean. 

FIRST WOMAN: I do, oh I do. 
How often I've been 
In that trouble mysel£ But I just know that you 
Will give us a masterpiece once you have seen 
Yourself settled at leisure, and have time for pleasure. 

BOTH WOMEN: How nice, how delightful, how nice. 

ACT III, SCENE VI 
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Banquet scene, several years later. Odysseus is a very old man. Neoptolemus and 
Philoctetes are also bearded elders. All are gathered about a table, feasting with their 
friends and servants. 

FIRST RETAINER: -The goddess with green eyes. 

SECOND RETAINER: The one with the red breasts. 
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THIRD RETAINER: Old Juno's flies! 

FOURTH RETAINER: The time we robbed the sacred eagles' nests

FIFTH RETAINER: -And whipped the slaves. 

SIXTH RETAINER: -And sent the princes to their graves. 

ALL: We had them on their knees. 

ODYSSEus: And then I badgered Circe 
Till she sent me one good breeze. 
And wept. I left her weeping. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: -The day we all came creeping 
Down into the sleeping 
Town and left it sweeping 
Night with crimson flames. 

PHILOCTETES: I could recite the names 
Of twenty towns we sacked. 
A thousand lives we wrecked, 
And all the girls we picked-

ALL: The woman with the handsome nose, 
The woman with the yellow rose, 
The woman who was neither young 
Nor old, the one with the thin tongue. 

NEOPTOLEMUS: Rulers in their palaces 
Were beggars in the dust. 
Priests among their chalices 
Had no more prayers to trust. 

CHORUS: Our cause was always right. 
The gods kept us in sight. 

ODYSSEUS: We conquered where we went. 

PIDLOCTETES: Remember how I would resent 
Your words at first and how I hated 
To leave my island and be reinstated 
In the world? 

NEOPTOLEMUS: -And how you hurled 
Faith down the mountain to lie dead 
Until the miracle flew overhead: 
Almighty Hercules in all his splendor. 

ODYSSEUS: Indeed, a wonder. 
How I wish I'd seen him then! 
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NEOPTOLEMUS: Miracles are made for men. 
Every hour burns its flame. 

ODYSSEUS: My old friend, you are still the same 
As you were twenty years ago. 

PHILOCTETES: Not I, at least. I would not have it so. 
Good wine, bad women, and a world at arms 
Will shut my old flesh tight against the worms! 

CHORUS: Will keep us from the worms and make us laugh. 

ODYSSEUS: Not the whole secret, maybe, but a hal£ 

ALL: We are gathered heart and soul 
Singing For a night of rigmarole. 

Every legend, every lie 
We will swear and glory by. 

Drink it up or drink it down, 
We are masters of the town. 

We are still the thieves of time, 
Marking hours with a rhyme, 
Flushing words out of the air, 
Making love with the old stare, 
Though we have bad teeth, weak eyes, 
And the grave's anatomies. 

Drink it up or drink it down, 
We are masters of the town. 

Memory will play us tricks, 
Noble heads be full of tics. 
Hands will tremble, feet will stumble: 
But there are no hopes to tumble. 
We have learnt the worst; and raise 
One more glass to crown our days. 

Drink it up or drink it down, 
We are masters of the town. 

Curtain 
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JAPAN-CHINA. By Nikos Kazantzakis. $s.oo 
(cloth). Translated by George C. Pappa
geotes. SPAIN. By Nikos Kazantzakis. $5.00 
(cloth). Translated by Amy Mims. Simon 
and Schuster, N.Y. 

Travel books are often as interesting for 
the light they shed on their authors as for 
whatever they might tell us about people and 
places. The journals and histories ofPausan
ias, Herodotus, Doughty and Sir John Man
deville are not without the personal quirks, 
unique insights and biases of their authors. 
When a fictionalist-a James, a Lawrence, a 
Kazantzakis-tums to the travel narrative, 
the revelation of quirks and biases carries an 
extra feature: in apprehending the novelist 
as observer we learn something about the 
novelist as creator. 

There are at least two kinds of" truth" con
tained in these beautifully written narratives. 
One of them, we can say in retrospect, in
volves historic truth. What Kazantzakis felt 
in 1935 about the future of the Orient, his
tory has borne out with the bloodshed of a 
world war, the tension and violence of a 
three-decade "post-war" Asian crisis. 

Four huge countries stand, the one opposing 
the other; China, Soviet Russia, America and 
Japan. Here in the Pacific the great game, the 
future war, will be played. 

Concerning the second kind of truth, 
Kazantzakis himselfhas this to say: 

Travelling is like wine: you drink and you 
can't imagine what visions will come to your 
mind. Surely while travelling you find all that 
you have within you. Without wanting to, from 
the innumerable impressions that overflow your 
eyes, you choose and select whatever corre
sponds more to the needs or curiosities of your 
soul. "Objective" truth exists only-and how 
insignificant it is! -in the photographic cameras 
and in the souls that see the world coldly, without 
emotion, that is, without a deep contact ... every 
perfect traveler always creates the country where 
he travels. 

With Kazantzakis, as anyone familiar with 
his novels could predict, the contact is always 
deep, whether he wanders alone through a 

Spanish or Chinese city, or enters fully, if 
briefly, the lives of its inhabitants-factory 
girls and geishas, bankers and poets, priests, 
industrialists and beggars. 

The "Greekness" of Kazantzakis makes 
him a special kind of traveler, particularly to 
Anglo-American readers. 

I think there is no country in the world that 
reminds me more than Japan of what ancient 
Greece might have been in its most shining mo
ments. As in ancient Greece, so in old Japan and 
here in whatever of it still lives, even the smallest 
thing that comes from the hands of man and is used 
in his everyday life is a work of art, made with 
love and grace. Everything comes out of agile, 
dexterous hands, which crave beauty, simplicity 
and grace-what the japanese call in one word: 
shibui ("tastefully bare"). 

Yet the author is also a special kind of 
Greek: an Hellenic cosmopolite, a species not 
without historic precedent. We are aware of 
this from the very prologue of japan-China 
where Kazantzakis, having related a rabbini
cal anecdote, tells of his first youthful discov
ery of the Buddha, his subsequent revelation 
that Epaphus was his true god, passes on to 
an anecdote concerning Mohamed and a 
faithful sheik, and ends with a little prayer to 
Allah: ... let the fresh wind blow and show us 
a little of the breast of the Orient. Kazantzakis 
is indeed a very special kind of traveler. 

Japan-China is perhaps the more interesting 
of the two books for its constant illumina
tions of the man behind the novels. Reading 
it, we often recall the narrator of Zorba, the 
Greek, in whose mind the Buddha loomed 
as an enormous Presence, a vast silence to be 
faced with awe, ultimately to be struggled 
against. This is but one instance in which the 
images, symbols and underlying assumptions 
of the novels emerge in a new light within 
the internal and external landscapes of Ka
zantzakis the traveler. 

Though Mr. Pappageotes has done are
markable job of turning Kazantzakis prose 
into a rich, energetic and "personalized" 
English, the translation of Oriental words, 
poems and poetic fragments is often disturb-
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ing. It would be more than punctilious to 
insist that a haiku be kept strictly to seven
teen syllables when translated. It seems right, 
however, to expect that the translation in 
some way preserve the conciseness and the 
general spirit of the original. Unfortunately, 
we often feel that these poems and fragments, 
woven into the author's narratives, have be
come sadly shopworn in their passage 
through three languages. A return to the 
Chinese and Japanese originals might have 
produced something better than these bits of 
third-hand merchandise. Mr. Pappageotes 
acknowledges outside help in the translitera
tion of Chinese and Japanese words. We can 
only conclude that he was badly let down by 
his consultants. The use of "no drama" for 
the commonly accepted Noh drama is down-
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right clumsy and confusing. (These are cer
tainly not major shortcomings; they are 
mentioned only as possible improvements if 
a revised edition is undertaken.) 

The test of books of this kind, which will 
be posed by each reader, is whether or not the 
man who "creates the country where he 
travels" is really the "perfect traveler." Those 
who approve of the world in Kazantzakis's 
novels will undoubtedly welcome the three 
countries created in these pages. And they 
will further discover the importance of the 
two books, not only as works in themselves, 
not only as companions to the novels, but as 
contributions to Greek literature. For, as 
Mr. Pappageotes points out in his "Transla
tor's Note," these narratives created a new 
genre in modem Greek letters. 

LEE HATFIELD 
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periments in Bikini. He is contributor to 
Arkhitektonike magazine and is well known 
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here and in Athens for his paintings of the 
Aegean islands. 

FOTINE ZIRPIADES NICHOLAS is a native 
New Yorker, a graduate of Hunter College, 
and is a teacher of English at a local high 
school. She has had stories, sketches, and ar
ticles published in various small magazines. 

I. M. PANAYOTOPOULOS is one of the out
standing literary talents in Greece today. He 
is a prolific writer of fiction and criticism; a 
selection and a bibliography of his works 
appear in Number 3, Volume I of The Char
ioteer. 

DAVID PoSNER was bominNewYorkCity, 
received his M.A. from Harvard in English 
literature and studied at the Sorbonne in 
Paris, where he worked for two and a half 
years for Radio Diffusion Frans;aise. During 
this period he also accompanied the British 
Museum Expedition searching for a Phoe
nician city in Libya and did some work at 
the Palace of Minos in Crete. He then en
rolled at W adham College, Oxford, where 
he majored in modem languages and won 
the Newdigate Prize for English verse. His 
first book of poems, The Deserted Altar, was 
published by Harcourt Brace and he has com
pleted a comic opera which will be produced 
in Buffalo in September. Last summer here
cited a poem at Mt. Athos during the cele
bration of its one-thousandth anniversary. 
The first half of this poem appears in Poetry 
this month, and the second half in Encounter. 
During the past year he wrote Philoctetes at 
the suggestion of Mr. Allen Sapp, the well
known composer, specifically for his music. 
This is the first time that the theme of Philoc
tetes has been handled musically; it will be 
produced in Buffalo this fall and then brought 
to New York City. Mr. Posner is Curator of 
the Poetry Collection at the University of 
Buffalo and is presently preparing a new col
lection of verse, poems of which have ap
peared in Encounter, The Nation, Transatlantic 
Review, Stand, New Yorker, Beloit journal, 
Poetry (Chicago), The Chicago Review, The 
Yale Review, The Evergreen Review, the Sat
urday Review and many other magazines. 

THE CHARIOTEER 

DR. MoRTIMER R. PROCTOR is a native of 
Vermont and a graduate of Yale. He was 
Chairman of the English Department at the 
University of California at Riverside before 
joining the Athens College faculty last year 
as Head of the Upper School English De
partment. His wife teaches English at Pierce 
College at Psychico, Athens. 

BEBE SPANOS was born on the island Icaria 
and grewup in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. She 
is a graduate of the University of Pittsburgh 
and the University ofLondon. She has taught 
English at Rutgers University and Cooper 
Union. She is now Mrs. Nicholas Icaris. 

VIRGIL THOMSON, well-known American 
composer and music critic, was born in Kan
sas City, Mo., in I896, graduated from Har
vard and Syracuse University, and was 
awarded a Litt. D. by Rutgers University 
in I956. fu Paris, where he stayed for ten 
years, he studied under Nadia Boulanger. 
He has been a choirmaster and organist, has 
written on music for Vanity Fair, Boston 
Transcript, Modern Music and other news
papers and magazines, and was the music 
critic of the New York Herald Tribune from 
I940 to I954· He has composed operas, ballet 
music, symphonies, suites, songs, concertos, 
choral and chamber music, music for mo
tion pictures, and is the author of four highly 
praised books on music. 

ELIZABETH VASSILAROS is the pen name of 
a Greek-American student of literature. 

REx WARNER, born in 1905, is considered 
one of the most gifted and representative 
British writers of his generation. He studied 
at Oxford where he was awarded a scholar
ship for excellence in the Classics. Among 
his several novels, The Wild Goose Chase 
(I938), The Professor (1939), The Return of 
the Traveller (I944), and Men of Stones, are 
vivid and intense allegorical studies of mod
em pre- and post-war life. Beside an early 
book of Poems, a book of essays (The Cult of 
Power) and several critiques contributed to 
London Mercury, the New Statesman, the Sat
urday Review and other magazines, he has 
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also produced excellent translations from the 
Greek and Roman Classics: Aeschylus' Pro
metheus Bound, Euripides' Hippolytus and 
Helen, Xenophon's Anabasis, Ovid's Meta
morphoses and a selection, Men and Gods, all 
highly praised for their vigor and for their 
"sound, but unobtrusive, scholarship." From 

!27 

1945 to 1947 Mr. Warner was director of 
the British Institute in Athens, and his stay 
there enabled him to know and love modern 
Greek life and literature. Products ofhis love 
were his books on Greece and his translations 
of Seferis' s poems. Mr. Warner is now visit
ing the United States as a lecturer. 
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