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PREFACE 
BY BEBE SPANOS, for the Staff and Parnassos 

THE EYE of the critic is always bigger than his stomach. There are always 
more things for him to see than he can assimilate or, sometimes, even grasp. 
Soft subjects within easy reach cannot sustain him long. On a constantly 
mild diet, the critical faculty soon starves to death. The nature of criticism, 
its very reason for being, is that it responds to a need for its services. The 
critic never fulfills himself more than when that need is fraught with dif
ficulties and, perhaps, dangers. 

Criticism is an art like any other. The qualities that make the artist also 
make the critic. Though some may call him an artiste manque, the critic, like 
the artist, is born to his calling. His role in society is as elemental as the 
artist's. His purpose may resemble the artist's, but he works in a different 
way. Like the artist, he is involved in enlarging or enhancing human a ware
ness. Art can be a form of criticism. But the artist as artist is a natural force, 
responsible only to his sensibilities, speaking a private language that the rest 
of mankind is obliged to learn. He is the nomadic fugitive from the com
monplace, a Ulyssean adventurer hungry for the unknown. He juggles 
shapes and meanings, old and new, so that they may be seen in another way, 
his way. He comes up with answers to questions that nobody else ever 
dreams of asking. The critic asks questions that lie unasked in many minds. 
He is a student of the way life is being lived. He may sometimes be a vision
ary; he is never a dreamer. He is driven by a passion for truth, not for its 
own sake but to help the truth prevail in everyday experiences. 

For the critic serves life more than art. Whereas the artist is a maker, the 
critic is a remaker. He studies the general taste and works to refme it. He 
participates far more directly than the artist in the process that changes the 
habits of his generation into those of the next. 

There are, of course, as many kinds of critics as artists. Some critics 
spend all their days in Grub Street. Others are martyrs because, like Soc
rates, they will not b'+ silent in a society that forbids them to speak. Indeed, 
Socrates is the archetypal critic. He invited death because he knew that no 
words could say what he meant more clearly than his dying. He knew the 
terrible importance ofhis task when he urged his listeners to know them
selves and to improve their souls, but he did not presume to be a high priest 
of the good and true and beautiful. He simply called himself a gadfly that 
irritates the public conscience by telling unwelcome truths. In short, the 
more the critic dares to say how life ought to be lived, the more he attracts 
the difficulties and, perhaps, the dangers that most inspire him. 
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Any attempt to defme the role of the critic obviously requires many 
more explanations than we have time or space for here. What must fmally 
be said is that whether his gift for criticism is slight or remarkable, the success 
of any critic depends on his ability to see the truth in itself and in its relation
ship to other truths. His comprehension must be simultane<:msly micro
scopic and telescopic. Woe to the critic who does not know which end of 
the glass is which. A greater woe falls upon his victims, for his confusion 
can do almost irreparable harm. 

During the last century, the means by which truth is identified have 
greatly increased. Because of the explosion of learning, the boundaries 
between one department of knowledge and another have vanished. The 
critic, even as the artist, can be like a scientist or a historian or, say, a scien
tific historian, who revalues information that would otherwise be lost or 
forgotten in darkness. 

One aim of The Charioteer is to serve criticism as well as art. We are 
trying to bring as much light as possible to a region loosely called "modem 
Greek culture." Darkness has not, of course, entirely obscured the efforts 
of modem Greek writers and artists, but because of the language barrier 
and the geographic fact that Greece is at the edge of the western world, they 
have labored in a kind of half-light. The results of their labors have often 
been but dimly visible, if at all, to the world at large. 

The task of The Charioteer has so far been mostly historical. We have 
not limited its contents to only the best of Greek writing and art today; we 
have tried to give our readers some perspective on modem Greek culture 
as a whole. We have, of course, selected the works that have appeared, and 
our choice has been guided by a desire to make The Charioteer not selective, 
but representative. (If the language oflceland were the most widely known 
today, these pages would be printed, not in English, but Icelandic.) Some 
readers would, perhaps, prefer to have the cream separated before we went 
to press. We believe that the flavor of the whole substance is strengthened 
by a stabilizing dose of the baser, we admit, but nonetheless basic elements. 

Although The Charioteer has not appeared as frequently as we should 
wish, the date of any particular issue is the least relevant fact about it. These 
pages are meant to be a timeless source of reference about all the writing 
and art in Greece today. This material covers many extremes; while The 
Charioteer reveals, it does not imitate the color of the works it presents, no 
matter how fashionable they may be at the moment of publication. Each 
issue maintains a certain objectivity that we like to think is the dominant 
tone of this magazine. We also like to think that its ultimate fate will be to 
serve as texts in university courses about modem Greece for students of 
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comparative literature and art or of sociology or history. Arguments may 
occur as to the literary value of some stories we print; there should hardly 
be any question that they are all social documents. They are full ofhuman 
experiences that seem to have been recorded firsthand. They give almost 
eyewitness testimony about problems in a part of the world that has seldom 
had a fair hearing in the court of world opinion. 

The Charioteer is also trying to hasten the arrival of modem Greek 
writers and artists upon the international scene, so that their works may 
undergo the necessary ordeal of being scrutinized by international critics. 
Greece today can thereby contribute, all the sooner, to the polyphonic 
symposium of cultures in a world that is, proverbially, shrinking. This is 
the only way that good writing or good painting of any nation becomes 
better. What is provincial in these Greek works need not be discarded; it 
will merely cease to be a substitute, mistaken or tolerated, for the cos
mopolitan. And yet, when a voice from the provinces, true to itself and 
charged with genuine feeling, is granted a worldly audience, it can touch 
the heart of a jaded reader and make spurious values in sophisticated works 
all the more apparent. 

Ever since The Charioteer first began to appear, there have been few 
arrivals in our post more regular than the Kypriaka Chronika. That slim 
little periodical kept making a constant, modestly quiet appeal for atten
tion. Meantime, The Charioteer was busy with the works of writers and 
artists from the Greek mainland who belonged to the established Athenian 
scene and were beginning to interest a wider world. 

The editorial discussions for this issue began about four years ago. It 
would never have materialized without the great burden of responsibilities 
that were fulfilled by Professor Costas Proussis. Pamassos and the Staff of 
The Charioteer are indebted to him for his indefatigable effort in helping 
this issue deserve to be called Cypriot. 

Of Cyprus herself there is too much to say. She has rarely been allowed 
to speak for herself; we may easily wonder how she ever could have found 
breath to speak. Her soil has been the highly concentrated stage of slaughter 
and slavery, intrigues and persecutions-of just about every struggle, past 
and present, that has made the history of the western world. Her landscape 
is pockmarked with ruins of castles and fortifications built and ravaged by 
waves of foreign intruders-Christian against Moslem and Christian against 
Christian; often the second of these has, as usual, been the bloodier event. 

It all happened on a small slice of land called Cyprus, because she 
happened to be in that part of the world, in that part of that sea, and not 
somewhere less strategically desirable. The accident of her geographical 
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position has made Cyprus a treasured pawn in the evidently eternal game 
of world power politics. She has, consequently, had too much attention 
from one kind of person, the international politician, and never enough 
attention from another kind-shall we call him the critic? The politician has 
ignored her needs while professing to look after them. For a rule of the 
game is that he must not recognize the truth and must suppress or distort it 
wherever it obstructs him. Thus, the more he looks at Cyprus through the 
wrong side of the telescope, the more his luck improves. 

The other kind of person-especially a critic who is deeply committed 
to his calling-has been too much absent or, more likely, silenced. He 
would confront the world with many difficult and dangerous questions 
about Cyprus. He would recognize the bullet marks on Cypriot walls, the 
anguish in eyes that must watch from behind barricaded windows, and he 
would ask the world why. "Why," he would say, "do you listen to the 
truth from one direction and turn a deaf ear to the same truth from another 
direction? According to what logic do you maintain that it is the tail by 
which the dog must be wagged? 

"Once upon a time the place was called Alassia, the Sweet Island, and 
became the domain of Aphrodite, and Richard the Lion-Hearted married 
his Berengaria in Limassol. Why are more such memories not cherished 
there? Through centuries of political upheavals, the artists of Cyprus-her 
poets and storytellers, sculptors and painters-never lost their art or their 
identity. Why have they and their fellow-countrymen persisted in claiming 
their birthright to be free in a land that freely decides her own fate? Why 
do you treat their claim as if it were less valid than similar claims in Europe 
or Asia or Africa?" 



THE LITERATURE AND ART OF CYPRUS 

An Introductory Note 
BY CosTAs PRoussrs 

IF LITERATURE and art are the best means of expressing the character 
of a nation, the literature and art of Cyprus are particularly eloquent. They 
reveal a people who love life and beauty, freedom and courage; who pre
fer traditional principles rather than fashionable beliefs; who are tolerant 
and patient but not all-condoning or passive; who are creative and imagina
tive but not inclined to improvise; who are conservative without being 
reactionary. 

Cypriot culture as a whole, however, can best be defmed in the light 
of historical events which span the almost 8,ooo years of human life on 
Cyprus. From the Neolithic period-about sSoo B.C.-until today, the 
culture of Cyprus, in spite of some strong foreign coloring, has been in
digenously Cypriot. Its most outstanding and constant tendency has been 
to cling to the past while looking forward to healthy change. 

During the r6th and 15th centuries B.C., Greek Mycenean merchants 
went to Cyprus and settled there. But far more important in the develop
ment of Cypriot culture were those Greeks who, in great numbers, mi
grated there systematically during and after the Trojan War and founded 
many prosperous Greek colonies all over the island. Thus, Hellenism be
came deeply rooted. Since the 12th and nth centuries B.C., almost all the 
population of Cyprus became Greek and has remained Greek. Many other 
peoples arrived later, sometimes as colonists, more often as conquerors, 
yet the Greek character of the Cypriot people has remained unchanged. 
Their religion, their language, their customs and mores, their political and 
social institutions, their art and their literature have always followed the 
patterns of the Greek mainland. Indeed, we can venture to say that the 
conservative tendency of Cypriot culture, with its inevitable but reluctant 
changes, stems from its essentially Greek roots. In spite of successive waves 
of foreign intruders and conquerors, the Cypriots have kept steadfast to 
their Greek heritage, suspecting whatever was alien but at the same time 
yielding to cultural innovations introduced from the Greek mainland. 

Thus, Cypriot art, for example, has almost always been a few years 
behind the latest developments on the Greek mainland. Only in more re
cent years have Cypriot painters begun to use wider, international sources 



IO COSTAS PROUSSIS 

for their art. Through their color and light and design, modem Cypriot 
painters are expressing not only the Greek traditions of their lives, but also 
the current modes of world art. 

The Greek character of the Cypriot people is most vividly revealed in 
Cypriot literature. We must stress, however, that there is no such thing as 
a distinctly Cypriot literature, apart from any other; literature described 
as Cypriot is nothing else than Greek literature written by Greeks who 
happen to have been born and to have lived in Cyprus. We may speak of 
Cypriot literature only as we speak of Cretan or Peloponnesian or Attic 
literature; each of these is simply a chapter of the one and indivisible Greek 
literature, a chapter ofliterary activity in one of many Greek regions. There 
are, of course, as there should be, regional characteristics, conscious or un
conscious, together with the individual characteristics of each writer. 
What really count, what are most important in the literary production of 
a nation, are the spirit and feeling, ideas and ideals, language and form, 
traditions, means and ends, outlook and scope. These elements have always 
been the same in the literature of Greece, whether it was written in Attica, 
Lesbos, Crete, or Cyprus. Even a cursory look at the ancient, medieval, and 
modem literature of Cyprus shows that it is but another aspect of Greek 
literature during these respective periods. 

The earliest inscriptions found in Cyprus have been dated about the 
second millenium B.c. They have not yet been deciphered, but scholars 
believe they are verses in Greek hexameter. This scholarly verdict, how
ever tentative, is not surprising, for poetry seems always to have been alive 
in Cyprus. Although, perhaps, it has not been of the highest quality, such 
poetry has admirably served to make known the irrepressible poetic instinct 
of the Cypriots, as well as their ties with Greece. 

The poetry and prose in the following pages represent almost 3 ,ooo 
years of Cypriot literature. Written in Greek, most of the works have been 
translated for the first time into English especially for this issue of The 
Charioteer. The space allotted to ancient and medieval Cypriot writing is 
somewhat short, chiefly because The Charioteer wished to present Cypriot 
literature mostly in its living, present-day form. The fragment of the epic 
poem, "The Cypria," by the Cypriot poet Stasinos, which was written 
shortly after the Homeric poems, may well justify the opinion of the an
cients who favorably compared its poetic value and design with the 
Homeric epics. The tragic poets of Attica used "The Cypria" extensively 
as a treasure-house of tragic themes. The few medieval poems published 
here belong to a collection of about 160 works written in the Greek Cypriot 
dialect by an unknown poet who was evidently influenced by the Italian 
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poets of his time, particularly by Petrarch. These medieval Cypriot love 
poems include sonnets, ottavas-the first ever written in Greek-and other 
metrical forms. Almost all of these poems are exquisitely wrought, tender 
and sincere in feeling, sometimes thoughtful and contemplative, at other 
times playful or artificial. Unfortunately, the limitations of space have not 
allowed the inclusion of Cypriot folk poems. These are mostly long ballads 
oflove and passion and heroism. Some, too, are short pieces that treat var
ious more incidental themes for incidental purposes. The folk poetry ex
presses strongly the feelings of the people and still survives in Cyprus as an 
integral part of everyday life. Also absent from these pages is another kind 
of "personal" folk poetry, that of the poietarides, the itinerant poem-makers 
who still wander about the island, much as the ancient rhapsodists once 
wandered, reciting their poems to audiences at festivals and fairs. 

The modem poems presented here clearly show that contemporary 
Cypriot poetry relies upon and closely follows the Greek mainland poetry 
of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries. The same themes and styles, the 
same spirit and manners characterize the Cypriot as well as all modem 
Greek poetry. There is, of course, some local color in the Cypriot works, 
not only in the few of Cypriot dialect, but also in those of the Panhellenic 
demotic. This local color is most apparent in the tenderness, the passion, 
the nostalgic meditation, the rich descriptions and the mild didacticism. 
These characteristics do not, however, necessarily separate, and certainly 
do not alienate, the poetry of Cyprus from that of Greece proper. 

Special attention must be given to V assilis Michaelides, Demetrios 
Lipertis, and Pavlos Liasides, who wrote in the modem Greek Cypriot 
dialect. They particularly relied upon the popular Cypriot poetic tradition, 
which they cultivated and expanded through their truly poetic gifts. These 
poets saw the people of Cyprus clearly and from a large perspective, and 
they sang sensibly of the joys and pains, desires and hopes of the island. 
Most of all, these poets tried to reveal the character of their people, and 
they succeeded skillfully, vigorously, and spontaneously. The first two of 
these poets are especially noteworthy. Michaelides, who was mainly an 
epic poet, became the national poet of Cyprus, chiefly because ofhis famous 
epic, "The Ninth of July 1821 in Nicosia, Cyprus." It is one of the best 
modem Greek epic poems. No poet, before or after him, has grasped so 
deeply and seriously the national feelings of Cyprus or has presented them 
with such purity, power, and art. 

Lipertis is the lyric poet of Cyprus. His is the humble yet delicate and 
graceful rustic flute, sometimes passionate but mostly idyllic or simply 
descriptive or didactic, but always charming and melodious. 
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All the other Cypriot poets have written in the Panhellenic literary 
language and have found their chief models in the modern poetry of the 
Greek mainland. The experienced eye, however, can easily see the sub
stratum of Cypriot soul and form beneath the surface of various mainland 
influences. Echoes of Palamas, Porphyras, Cavafy and Varnalis, Seferis 
and Elytis and other modern Greek poets are clearly heard in these Cypriot 
works, but the strong Cypriot personality of these writers is clearly stamped 
on their poetry and makes it unmistakably different from their models. 
They do not merely imitate but are inspired by their models; they recreate 
the styles but have something personal and original to say. Alithersis, 
Liasides, Anthias, Krinaios, Chrysanthis, Kranidiotis, Lissiotis, Vrahimis, 
Kralis, and Mantis-to name but a few -are poets with distinctly individual 
voices who have an individual experience to convey. 

Three contemporary Cypriot poets deserve high mention for their at
tempts and achievements in rejuvenating and modernizing Cypriot 
poetry, just as T. S. Eliot and Ezra Pound revived poetry for the English
speaking peoples and as Seferis and Elytis did for the mainland Greeks. 
The new international poetic trends have been, consciously or uncon
sciously, a healthy influence on all contemporary Cypriot poets. The new 
problems of form, substance, rhyme, musicality, disposition, inner co
herence and other such matters, which engross modern European and 
American poets, have also engrossed the poets of Cyprus today. Nikos 
Vrahimis and Manos Kralis have, however, climbed the steep and difficult 
road with greater certainty and have been more faithful to the new doc
trines than some of their colleagues. They have achieved far more than a 
mere endeavor to imitate; the result in form and substance is significant, 
and at the same time their own personalities are clearly expressed in their 
works. Manos Kralis, who shows an exalting power of bitter and pene
trating lyrical meditation in a lively though subdued form of artful aware
ness, is the best representative of modern Cypriot poetry. His work is not 
an accidental search among poetic theories but has been dictated by the 
need to renew and by an instinctive, though wisely restrained, urge toward 
poetic creation. Thus, he has steadily advanced to a new poetry and has 
achieved an orchestration of musical speech and noble content-the con
tent being the woeful yet brilliant destiny that compels and uplifts man's 
soul today. Although he has not been heard much in the last decade, Kralis 
is still the poet of the few-certainly the chosen one, the beloved of the 
Muses. 

Modern Cypriot prose has its roots deep in the medieval chronologers 
and in the folk tales. Its form in the short story, the novel and drama is, 
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however, the product of the last sixty years. The first outstanding prose 
writer, Nikos Nikolaides, is still one of the most important literary figures 
in Cyprus. He was among the first Greek writers who gave universal 
breadth to the modem Greek novel and short story by delivering them 
from the regionalism of ethnography and from the formality of earlier 
writers. His works, though never ceasing to be Greek and especially 
Cypriot Greek, have a wide and direct appeal because they freely breathe 
in a universally human atmosphere. They are mainly analytical psycho
graphs with social references. Nikos Nikolaides has a power of perception 
for people and things, conditions and feelings, ideas and manners. He paints 
the environment with simplicity and limpidity, creates the appropriate 
setting each time, and his heroes live easily and frankly through the gamut 
of their passions and joys and agonies. His style is entirely personal. He be
longs to no school nor has he created one, for he is inimitable. He is at the 
same time a realist and a romanticist, a harsh anatomist of soul and of so
ciety and yet a tender ideologist who always lives in the world ofhis dreams. 
Indeed, the art of Nikolaides moves in the world of dream even while it 
takes form, borrowing persons, facts, and other elements from the external 
world. 

Other Cypriot authors of the short story and novel, such as Melis 
Nikolaides and Nikos Kranidiotis, V rahimis and Psaropoulos, Maria 
Roussia and Hebe Hatzidimitriou-Meleagrou and, above all, Loukis 
Akritas, move and breathe in a wide atmosphere, far beyond the Greek, 
and they represent vigorously the troubled period between two world 
wars and the postwar years until today. 

During the last few decades, the Cypriot struggle for independence has 
brought forth new talents and new works in all aspects of Cypriot culture. 
Although, like the new writing, they represent a transitional period, they 
also portend a bright future for the culture of a free Cyprus. Some of these 
new achievements are well known far beyond Cyprus and are rightfully 
esteemed as important contributions. There are the painters, Diamantis, 
Georghiou, and Kanthos, and the musicians, Solon Michaelides and Yianos 
Michaelides. The Director of the National Theater of Greece, Emilios 
Courmouzios, is also an outstanding and widely respected critic and 
essayist. The archaeologists, P. Dikaios and V. Karageorghis, and the his
torian, C. Spyridakis, are internationally recognized authorities in their 
fields; and the theatrical genius of Michael Cacoyannis has worthily at
tracted universal praise. 

Literature and art have been consciously cultivated in Cyprus for three 
thousand years. No world masterpieces have yet been produced in the 
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island, but we cannot fail to appreciate, and often to admire, the undaunted 
efforts to keep alive and promote Greek culture, in spite of adverse circum
stances that for centuries have oppressed the Greeks of Cyprus. Cypriot 
literature and art are a vivid testimony of the tenacious perseverance that 
the Greeks of Cyprus have exerted to maintain their Greek character and 
their Greek ideals. As the eminent Greek author and critic, Stratis M yrivilis, 
stated some years ago, "Intellectual life is the greatest justification of a 
people's survival. Cyprus is justly proud of its literary and artistic contribu
tions to the cause of Hellenic culture." The truth of these words is, we be
lieve, self-evident in this Cypriot issue of The Charioteer. 



AN ANTHOLOGY OF CYPRIOT VERSE 

from CYPRIA BY STASINOS (8th Century B.c.) 

translated by Sir Maurice Bowra 

elllCXTO llEV xpoi EOlO T6: oi X6:p1TES TE Kai "I2pm 
nofrwav Kai ej3mpav EV &veeow elap!VOi(n, 
oia <popovcr' "I2pal, EV TE KpOK'IJ EV e· VaKiV6'1J 
EV TE l'IJ 6aAe60VTI p68ov T' Evi &vee! KaA<{) 
Tj8e1 veKTape'IJ ev T' 6:~-.~j3pocrims K<XAVi<ecrcr1 
&v6ecr1 vapKicrcrov Kai AElpiov· Toi' 'Acppo8iT11 
wpms 1TavTOlalS TE6vWilEVa ElllCXTO EOlO. 

She wrapped her flesh in raiments which the Hours 
And Graces made and dipped in springtime flowers, 
All that the Hours bring forth. Crocus they bring, 
Bluebell and violet brave blossoming, 
Roses with lovely buds and nectarous scent, 
Ambrosial petals of the jonquil blent 
With lily-cups. So Aphrodite wore 
Clothes that the scent of every season bore. 

THREE CYPRIOT MEDIEVAL LYRICS 

translated by George A. Panichas 

My emblem is a lion the color of a star. 
He stands there endlessly watching 
A green tree high as a fortress. 
Full oflonging the beast gazes at its branches, 
Yearns to fling himself up there 
And so he stands up on his hind legs. 

My heart is like the lion. 
Yearning to leap up and to gain 
The tree-top, to spring to that height, 
Tries but cannot and so 
Remains below, weeping. 
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foH)v it q>evh~e TIETO:V J.J.tav ftllEpo:v 
EI-\TIAo:<rev KEtVT]S TIOV O"TTJV yfjv 6et~w 

KO:l '56vTO: T' OI-\Opq>6v TT]S oeiv Kl &epo:v 
eimv: "f:.ev eT!lo:t 1-\0VTJ, yo1ov [3ty!.i~w, 

cXIlll' MAT] Kl 01-\0pq>\mpt) 1-\0V yiv11v". 

Ko:i 1-\E To:TIElVOcrVVT]V 
t.eyet TT]c;: 'Totov 6wpoo, 'llopq>\JTept) 'ao:1, 
llE oixo: v& 1ro60:vT]c;· 

oev K&[3yteao:t Tio:Till llTJOE 1-\TIVpl~etc; 

we; yotov EI-\EV, cXIlll' CXAAOV') Eq>Aoyi~etc;." 

fu the course of flight one day 
Phoenix met my earthly goddess 
And her lovely form and bearing 
Made him think: I am not the nonpareil. 
Then modestly he said to her: 
"Your power surpasses mine 
As you do not die 
Do not come to ashes 
Do not burn as I do 
But it is others 
Whom you set on fire." 

I shall not cover you in red, my book 
For I have felt not joy, but grie£ 
Green does not satisfy my passion. 
My lady gives me no courage. 
Fiery colors do not suit me 
For I have no pleasure. 
I shall cover you in black, 
Sorrowful black, 
The only color that befits my heart. 

THE NEREID BY VASSILIS MICHAELIDES (1849-1917) 

translated by Edmund Pennant 

When I was a child I learned to fear 
The evil imps that rule the air, 
And how to keep from getting caught. 
But as I grew and felt my oats 
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And stretched my feet from here to there, 
I scorned the lessons I was taught. 

One fatal day, carelessly strolling, 
I came to a river crossing and found 
A slender girl, standing alone. 
There was something strange about this girl, 
The way she slowly turned around 
And stared at me, the way she shone. 

That's all I needed! 0, cursed moment! 
She smiled once and the whole world blazed, 
And in my brain fantastic light 
Of actual Paradise shined forth. 
Like a stunned sheep I gaped, amazed, 
Dumbfounded by the awesome sight. 

In that dire instant I forsook 
My soul, my life, to be with her: 
To her alone I would belong! 
With aching heart I listened as 
She told me I must flee with her: 
Eager idiot-I went along, 

Joyously over valleys, plains, 
And mountains, on a magic road 
All thickly thorned and richly bloomed. 
I dared not touch her as we ran 
For fear love's lightning would explode 
And both of us would be consumed. 

At last we reached a mountain top 
Heaven high, and like the paradise 
My eyes beheld when she first smiled. 
And on that height we frolicked together 
And shed hot tears and hectic sighs, 
And breathed a perfume rare and wild. 

Then suddenly I heard her say: 
My love, this life you so enjoy 
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Is yours to have, but can't be shared. 
And laughing shrilly, she arose: 
Goodbye my brave and handsome boy! 
She shrieked, and forthwith disappeared. 

Leaving me on the mountain top 
As if she were a passing wind 
And I a mute and lonely rock 
Without a heart inside of me. 
And so I sat, benumbed and blind, 
And so remain, a man in shock. 

Even songbirds versed in sorrow 
Cannot know the grief! bear, 
As through the Nereid-haunted night 
I wander, ready to run trembling 
And hide my face from such a stare; 
Those eyes •.. that light, that light ! 

THREE POEMS BY DEMETRIOS LIPERTIS (r866-1937) 

THE BLACK EYES translated by D. M. Evthivoulou 

Come little girl let's look into your eyes, 
That flash such tongues oflicking flame, 
And should they craze my joyless heart, 
Do not dismay, darling, let it smoulder on. 

But should I ignite and burn to embers 
Bury my cinder in your yard, plant me on some verge 
For in your vision day in day out 
I may even sprout roots, seeking solace. 

And once well rooted, rising erect, in bloom, 
With budding branches, come and stand below, 
That I may strew you with my blossoms charms 
For certain delights in your two black eyes. 
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PHANEE translated by Edmund Pennant 

Were the flame visible that endlessly burns in me, 
Fires my heart, unsparing, bright, 
You would see that flame and think of me, Phanee, 
As I think of you all day, all night. 

Were the dream plausible that you might return to me 
And hear my words and share my fate, 
What man on earth would be happier, Phanee, 
Than I, with an angel for a mate? 

Were you more pitying and tender, I'd have gilded you 
Fully in layers manifold, 
Then gorged myselflike a silkworm, Phanee, 
And joined my being to your boughs of gold. 

If that dream could be, the world would not envy me 
For mulberry leaves, so rich and tart, 
But for your everbranching, everloving soul, Phanee, 
Fed by the two leaves of my heart. 

SUNSET translated by Edmund Pennant 

.. ApKOV TIWV vex llE mxipvovcnv oi TEererepE!S TSI. Ej..IEVCl\1 
llES TSIE!V. Tijv 6:vCXKCXTWer!6:v, 

EACX Tl;1cxi erov •O"TTJV ei<KA'Iler16:v, 
!lEV CxvTpo:nijs KClVEVCl\1 • 

• Ay6:Tiover ere E~W \jJVerer!fiS TSI. EV vex ere KCXTCX)(VWerow, 
&v elercx1 KOP'Il O"TIACX)(VITSITJ 
!lEV mpcxpKi)01JS, epKOV TSIEi 
TIPIXOV vex llE i\oVKKwerow. 

Tovs l;wvTavovs EV TIWXOVO"\V jlCxererl'llV Tsl· EV TOVS xwve\n<ow, 
TOVS mecxjljlEVOVS crvxxwpovv. 
eq> q>oVx.Tcx xw1-1av Tsl· ev llTiopow, 
KOP'Il· vex TOVS TICX\CEVKOW. 
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ITe<pTel Tovs Tn<lov ll<XKaplo-1 T~J<:xl l.fiVO"O"IKos SJovo-1v 

Yl<lTJ 'ITOV TOI.fll.fiE!l<lTIVOV 
'IT1laivvovv o-' TOV 6:AT]6JVov 

KOO"!lOV, T~l' ev v6: Kp!Oovo-JV. 

"All !lEV !lOV KCx!lOVV K6f..f..v<pa cr' TES Tpeis, !lE o-apavT6:piv 
!lTJTE cr' TOV xp6vov AOVTOVpK6:v, 
rr6:poV!lOV y16: rrapT]opKO:v 

K6:!le 1.1ov Tow' TiJx xap!V. 

Bovrnwav f}f..10v T~l' vO"TeplS TEAJa rrwv v6: o-1yp6:o-1J 

T~la\ 'ITWV v'6:8K!CxO"OVV TCx O"TEVCx 

rrwv eme1 rrf..6:o-1.1av v6: rrepv<;i 

y16: v6: o-e ~J<pap6:0"1J. 

"Ef..a T~Jal o-ov cr' TO llVflllO: !lOV T~Jal !lES TOll !l'ITOTT]V &'fie 
CXlTa<pfTIKOV T~lep\v 
KCxrrvJO"E, KopT], vaKKovplv 

VO!lCxTI~' !lE T~Jal KACxl.fiE. 

When, soon, the Four shoulder my coffm and they carry me 
Down the long aisle, dear, into the church; 
Don't be ashamed that other's eyes might arch; 
Be there before they bury me. 

I loved you with all my soul-the whole town knows of it; 
They'll call you cold if you do not come to grieve. 
Be there before I'm thrown into my grave 
If you're the least compassionate. 

It is the quick they hate and will be worrying; 
The dead they gladly forgive and lay to rest, 
Because they know a palmful of dead dust 
Cannot be hurt by harrowing. 

Who will deny the dead their grace, whose charity 
Stands at the door of this false world and cruel 
As they depart for judgment at the real 
Throne of the world's Authority? 
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If on the third and fortieth day of my burial 
No kollyva is made, nor requiem mass 
Sung on my first year under the living grass, 
Grant me, love, this memorial: 

When, after sunset, dark of evening mantles you 
And lanes are bare and creatures on the hill 
Are settled in their burrows and lie still, 
And are not likely to startle you, 

Come to my grave with the candle you will keep for me, 
And light it in your jar, and near the flame 
Burn holy incense, girl, and breathe my name, 
Whisper my name, and weep for me. 

from THE BOOK OF THE MONK 
BY NIKOS NIKOLAIDES (1884-1956) 

translated by Andonis Decavalles 

XXXVIII 

A red carnation plant caused the commotion, 
A red carnation plant that grew among 
The basils, mints, and rosemaries. 

Brother Polydorus had under his care 
The pots ofbasil 
Of mint and rosemary, 
And he also tended the carnations, 

Until the scandal broke ..• 
-"No! Great God be my witness! 

The vain and useless red carnation plant ... 
It was not I who planted it, o, no!" 
Brother Polydorus swore. 

No. Brother Polydorus did not 
Plant the vain and useless red carnation. 
He only watered it and ... tilled its soil, 
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And when he saw it all heavy with buds, 
Brother Polydorus hid it there, 
Behind the wide-leaved basils, 
The balsams and the marjorams 
Tended in the Sullen Cloister 
For the sprinkling of the Holy Water. 
When the first bud opened-

and it even happened to be red
The scandal broke. 

"Brother Polydorus violated," 
they said, 

"One of the canons of the Monastery." 
He was reproved; they passed on him 
A heavy sentence, and the pot of the carnations 

the vain and useless 
Was thrown out of the Monastery. 

The pot of the carnations was thrown out, 
But the Devil-

from whose sperm it sprang 
Only to cause disturbance-would not of course 
Let the plant perish in the chaos 

beneath the Monastery. 
So, 
If you lean a little bit over the rock-built 
Terrace of the Sullen Cloister, 
You will no doubt see the red carnation 
Wedged in the bastion rock, 
Like the bursting cackling laughter of the Devil. 

How the monks pelter that carnation plant, 
Yet the sperm of Satan 
Blossoms every Spring 
As if to embrace the Sullen Cloister 
With a red laughter. 

L 

Virgin Marys, Martyrs, Saints, Trophy Bearers, 
All stand in a row in the studio, 



AN ANTHOLOGY OF CYPRIOT VERSE 

The whole range of"The Calendar ofHolidays." 
Of"Our Lord's" feasts and those 

Of the "Holy Mother" none is missing. 
The Virgin Marys are, of course, more numerous 

-eyes downcast, low coiffed, pale 
and dark complexioned. Only 

The bright faced Virgin 
h "P " h "D . " d -t e rayer, t e es1re, an 

The "Great Concern" of our saintly painter
Is not finished yet. 

May Her Grace help him ... 

He works with much assiduity 
On the golden ornaments of the background, 
On the throne, the footstool, and the Cherubins. 
He has finished Her resplendent apparel 

and even the embroideries of the hem. 
And he inscribed on the upper level of the icon 

the "God's Only Son" and 
the initials of the "God's Mother," 

But he has not dared yet to draw 
A single line of Her face. 

May Her Grace help him ... 

Yes, may Her Grace, so that he can write 
At the lower right corner of the footstool 

in letters very fme, genuinely Byzantine: 
"By humble Ignatios's hand." 

TWO POEMS BY GLAFKOS ALITHERSIS (b. !897) 

translated by Andonis Decavalles 

TO MY FATHER 

2e yvc.Optcra O:o-rrptcrj..levo, 0:-rr' Tov 1Tpo56TT) 
K' VrrOVAO XPOV01 yepo Kai craK&rr], 
crav T<:Z:>Va 1T05t crov, O"TTJ f3apKa ETicXTE1, 
1r01i crT' 'Axepovcrta 60: ere 65i]yae cn<6Tfl. 
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~E <p<XVTCx~Oi-101 Twpo chroos O'TTJ VIOTil 
crov, SVVaTO Koi ~EyV0\0010 xoopl<lTil, 
o-ri!s Mecrop10:s Tovs KCxi-11TOVS ~evyoi\<lTil, 
Kl oopoio 1-!EO"O o-riJ 6e!Kij crov CxlTAOTI1 1 

O"KVI-IEVO o-ro XEPOVAI T, aAETplov, 

vex I-IOXTCXS ylex TO 1-!EAAO, f] o-riJv expyio 
TWV Se!A\VWV, vex TEp1TEO"O\ O'TOV i\oov 

TTJV TJpOOlKTJ, i-!v61KTJV rno1Toi'io, 
Koi 1-!EO"O o-riJv iepiJ crvyKlVT)crij crov, 
vex cr<pv~oo eyw, 1T0!5{ crov Koi 1TOIT)TTJS crov! 

Fraudulent time, the usual traitor, had already 
Whitened your hair when I met you, an old 
Crippled man, one leg upon the ferry 
That was to carry you to Acheron' s darkness. 

Now I can imagine you in your prime, 
The handsome farmer, innocently strong, 
A ploughman for Messaria, 
A god for your simplicity; 

Bending on the handle of a plough 
To toil for the future, or at leisure 
In the evening, taking delight in the heroic 

Legend of your race, while I, your child, 
Your poet, 
Pulsed and thrived in your blood. 

FAMILY SCENE 

Evening words and gold of the lamplight, 
Serenity of the soul, gift of experience, 
The calm wisdom after 
Fate strikes its last. 
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The poetry of our slow gesture 
Round the supper table, 
A longing sad illusion in my eyes ! 
My daughter that still plays in the corner. 

TWO POEMS 
BY PAVLOS LIASIDES (b. 1901) 

translated by Edmund Pennant 

NOT TOO LONG 

Earth and Winter were yesterday wed by my Lord; 
The bridesmaid was early dark, best man the wind. 
Tables were spread outdoors and by day's end 
The clouds swarmed in, a lively, merry horde. 

Invited guests and others were well behaved 
Until party lamps were lit and the sun sank, 
And wild with song and dance, drink after drink, 
They revelled into daybreak, and still raved. 

But then the birds awoke and sang a song 
To the wedding revelers with birdly mirth: 
We saw the sun wink secretly to Earth; 
Winter will have his bride, but not too long! 

THE FOUNTAIN 

Arid old fountain, dusty with dry pebbles, 
Like my old heart that once raced free, more dead 
Now than alive, who loved hubbub of people, 
Now all alone; estranged; unvisited; 

Might not the heavy winters laying their ponderous 
White burdens on the mountains, by their weight, 
Burst through your pores again, sending wondrous 
Spouts of new waters charging, changing your fate? 
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And might not these bright waters, resurrecting, 
Shine forth your face of angels with rinsing rain, 
So that love's maidens, running and genuflecting, 
Gather to draw your quenching gifts again? 

CYPRIAN RHAPSODY BY TEFCROS ANTHIAS (b. 1903) 

translated by Andre Michalopoulos 

0 Muse ofHellas, thy soft smile 
Rises a rose cerulean 
From the warm garden of the heart. 

A tremulous caress in the springtime of a dream, 
It turns me back, a traveller with open eyes, 
To my luminous isle 
Floating in the expanse of Time and Beauty. 

Lightly, lovingly, my footsteps, 
As of one wandering in sleep, 
Touch your embroidered beaches, 
0 land of martyrdom, 
My own unblemished Cyprus. 

Ecstasy enfolds the world around thee; 
The light-a white, translucent vision
Is mirrored in the blue intoxication 
Of glassy waters by a smiling shore; 
The emerald glory 
Of meadow spreading to the mountain's foot. 

As in a dream I tread with halting steps; 
And where I pass Hellenic forms familiar 
Rise up before me in the golden sand, 
In curving line of sea-shore, in the grass, 
The air and in the tresses of the waves, 
The pebbles, sea-weed, or in wings of gull, 
In the castles of unconquerable hills, 
In every inch of earth, in every stone, 
In every tombstone, 
1n the unfolding parchment-roll of History. 
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And from the depths of thy grief-burdened soil 
Hellenic song resounds-
Trochee and anapaest 
Iambus, choriambus and the blaze 
OfHomer's six-foot dactyls, 
Accompanied by our Kioura' s lyre 
And sobs of free men singing through their tears, 
For slavery is great grie£ 

And from the deep ravine the echo comes, 
From the "Singing Well," from dancing festival 
Down in the glade: the echo of a song 
Hellenic in the ring of rhythmic beat, 
Of lilting line of fifteen syllables 
Sung to the reed-pipe's tune, for still in Cyprus 
The great god Pan lives on. 

In grass and air and tresses of the waves, 
In every inch of earth, in every stone, 
In every tombstone 
0 Wayfarer, read in Hellenic speech 
The one word-Hellas. 
'Tis in our hearts a blue-white sleepless torch 
Held fast in love. 
It lights our thoughts, our burning longing 
Our waking eyes through the long days and nights 
From year to year to year. 

THE SLEEP OF THE LITTLE COURTESAN 
BY PAVLOS KRINAIOS (b. 1903) 

translated by Andonis Decavalles 

Lovers, do not knock at Rhodee' s door tonight. 
So late she yielded to the warm embrace 
Of sleep, her handsome lover, and the spell of silence. 
Lovers, do not knock at Rhodee' s door tonight. 

So airily she sleeps, with her benign face 
All bathed in the shimmer of a smiling sorrow, 
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That now the butterfly of virginity, 
Deceived, will light upon the parted bud 
Of her lips to collect the pollen of a child's breath. 
0, lovers, do not knock at Rhodee' s door tonight. 

So airily she sleeps, so tenderly, that her unripe 
Breasts hardly breathe and quiver under 
The caress of sleep. Her pale eyelids, like 
The withered petals of a hyacinth, 
Now fold over the lover-beckoning eyes. 

Lovers, do not knock at Rhodee' s door tonight. 

FOUR POEMS BY NIKOS KRANIDIOTIS (b. 1911) 

THE POEM OF OUR LIFE translated by Andre Michalopoulos 

You seized the pain of death 
And hurled it far from our life. 

You brought the water of eternity 
ln the curved palm of Love, 
And gave crystal freshness to our days. 

Our senses blossomed
Lily and jasmine. 

Then you bent the bow-
The pliant and splendid bow of your body, 
To guard our trembling soul. 

0, thus, as we put on 
The panoply ofLove, 
No barrier stands before our power. 

A domain of perfection spreads 
Behind our door; 
There shall we live the poem of our life. 
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LITTLE TOWN OF CYPRUS 

translated by Andre Michalopoulos 

0 little town of Cyprus under clear 
Deep sapphire skies, 

In your pure atmosphere 
Fond memory lies 

Of many a youthful year. 

Bold were the schemes 
And fresh the dreams

Voluptuous innocence; 
Now storm and wrack 
Tum my thoughts back 

Away from passions tense. 

0 little town, hold, hold tonight 
My thoughts in tenderness. 

Illusion drove me in wild flight 
Far from the shore that stretches bright 

In pebbled loveliness. 

THE BRIGANDS' DEN 

translated by David Posner 

We stood on the empty boulevard 
With the broken statues in our hands. 

Behind our backs the gods passed by and mixed 
With publicans and hypocrites. 

The last verse of our prayer fell off the dome 
Like a dead pigeon tumbling from 
His sky, and hit the sanctuary, 
The merchants' counters aisled in putrid ranks. 

The whores have built their houses 
In the altar ruins, the Pharisees 
Have doused the holy flame and lit 
Their hatred in the universal pit. 
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What second Christ will grasp the whip 
In his hands again 
And, wiser than Plato, bend and sweep 
The brigands' den? 

THE SHIPS 

translated by Andre Michalopoulos 

The ships 
which sailed away 
took the spring with them •.. 
They took the loveliness 
ofblue eyes 
and the sweet impatience of youth ••. 

In their bows 
a flood of flowers was poured! 
In their rigging 
our voice was knotted ... 

Fleeing before dimmed eyes 
Unbridled fantasies of dream 
Clamber and climb along the gunnel 
as it dips in the wave ... 

And here naught else is left 
but the froth which sprayed their stern 
and, silently circling, 
two thoughtless birds 
which had built their nest on the mast •.. 

THREE POEMS 
BY KosTAS MoNTIS (b. 1912) 

translated by Andonis Decavalles 

FIRST LITTLE SHAME 

They had, of course, been budding 
Under the school uniform since January 
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When the first promises ofblossoming 
Appeared on the almond trees. 
But thanks to the winter for the grace 
Of its discretion. Only spring 
Brings sorrows to the fore. Young man, 
For months the overcoat kindly covered 
The growing curves from everybody in the world. 
Now that the May flowers and the sunny day 
Have taken the coat from offher shoulders 
May God help your eyes and ours. 

THE LAST FEAR 

It is not the short end of the ceremony, 
The speeding of the funeral, 
The splendid funeral they gave you, 
That hurts me. 
Everyone spoke of you, 
The town was dominated by your tolling bells. 
It is not the "short end" that hurts me. 
For after all how much longer does the "long" last 
And how much more security does it provide? 
Even from the start you can detect the end 
Coming toward you and you know it. 

It is something else that spoils the ceremony 
And brings the funeral to nothing: 
It is the loneliness that strikes at once 
With nothing intermediary. 
At eleven, the church was packed with people; 
At ten past, not a soul. Locked doors. 
Only a cloth standard, 
Soul-less, faded, absurd, left in the yard 
Like a hiding screen for the deserted place. 

Let me not hear the guard screaming at the children 
Loitering still around the graves: 
"Come on, get out! Closing time." 
Let me not hear those words, 
Nor know they were uttered. 
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A LYRIC 

There, seated in a narrow lane 
The maid embroiders on a cloth 
That is a piece of her trousseau. 
And every stitch upon the cloth 
Will set her mind in sail. 

From a window I look down 
Upon the dark eyes and the hair 
And I think about the sailing 
And I think about the sails 
Her needle stitches on the cloth. 

AN ANTHOLOGY OF CYPRIOT VERSE 

"And what if now you think of me? 
Need your trip then be so long? 
Even before it sets asailing 
Even before the sails are full 
Your little craft would reach a haven 
To drop its anchor in my arms." 

FOUR POEMS BY MANOS KRALIS (b. 1914) 

SEA MONUMENT translated by Byron Raizis 

The dark mirror of the stars 
Cracks at the touch of their fmger-tips. 

They are forgotten in the eyes of a mermaid 
In the yellow, dead south seas. 

Armfuls of lilies, the meek pigeons 
Stir and tap their wings over the vernal tomb. 

Egyptian dew of the Morning Star on their hair, 
They drink the light of Berenice at the end of the world. 

Nights we loved, Matis, Antony, and Vitsko, 
On what remote shores are they breaking? 



AN ANTHOLOGY OF CYPRIOT VERSE 

The sob from the plucked shrouds, 
The shadow of a keel, sweeten your dream. 

At midnight, in the golden gardens of death 
I expect destiny from your buried lips: 

A hand that freezes in a hand; and our wound 
A withered rose. 

MY BROTHERS 

translated by Andonis Decavalles 

I saw your lips twitching among stars. 
I stretched my hands toward your nights of martyrdom: 
Your wrinkled faces refused to smile. 
I brought my tears to you. 
In my naked verse your race 
Paraded on wounded feet, 
0, my wronged brothers. 

(In the abandoned evening 
Myriads of stars fall into your arms.) 

The lands stretch from my feet, 
As I set forth to meet you, my brothers, 
Forgotten even by death. 
I fmd you crouched in poor harbors, 
Wandering in lost tenements. And sit 
Sharing with you 
A glass of djivana. 

ODYSSEUS' COMPANIONS 

translated by Andonis Decavalles 

Down they came to the copper islands, 
Played with the flying-fish on the crest of the sea, 
And sang in low voices how they would return. 
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There was no end to it: one summer 
Smashed against another, 
Foreign shores and islands buried in the asphodel of 
Deserted headlands, and the nocturnal 
Song of the waves. 

The wind was bitter, the south wind, 
Their mouth full of salt. The stars 
Defeated in the low sky toppled down. 
In their sleep and in their waking there were 
Broken oars and riggings, voices from 
Another time, the wild green eyes of the gorgon. 

They cast dice, shared out among 
Themselves the water, 
The wine and the suffering, 
Women that smelt of palm oil, 
Near the blossoming oleanders. 
They shared out among themselves 
Their sleep of wild beasts in green clover. 

There was no end to it, but they sang 
In a low voice about fishing boats, 
About girls with the iridescence 
Of early rain in their eyes; 
And of the drowned friend who forgot 
The wind, the yellow sand 
And the whirlpool. 

Unknown sailor, 
You who furrow the Mediterranean 
In a black tanker 
In the nights of middle summer, 
If you lean from the blue deck 
To listen to the salty voice 
Of the forgotten rowers, 
How does the echo sound? 

"What was our soul has turned 
Grease and 
Coal, tarring the waters." 
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THE BARBARIANS 

translated by David Posner 

Empires forgotten even in our dreams, 
Caesars and Palatines and plebeians, 

All came tonight with their golden eagles 
And their coral emblems to weep in my heart, 
They came to die again in my heart. 

The light was the old light, the stars 
Shone like a deer's eyes in the foliage. 
Their evening roads like copper mirrors 
Opened into a thousand destinies, 
Each destiny the same. 

Then the barbarians galloped by, defeated, 
A herd of wild beasts, bleeding from step to step; 
They lifted odd and shrieking voices, 
Imploring their forty gods in virgin forests, 
Each with his moon horns, his face of tiger, 
His shield, his breath like a burning desert. 

They passed, loud in their grief, mourning 
A straw hut, a plough, a deep river, 
The brother who fell, his rib upon a spear 
Reddening the earth, the earth of spring, their earth. 

This evening in Alexandria the lament 
Begins. This clatter of the chains 
Is the only life there is 
In the dead soul of the city, 
In the dead city of the soul. 

THE HOUSE OF ROCK BY NIKOS VRAHIMIS (1914-1963) 

translated by Andonis Decavalles 

Stories I heard of sundry colors; 
Stories the color of the sea 
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And smell of violet and rose, 
Pink stories like the loves 
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Of children pink in flesh and heart, 
Reminding always ofbouquets 
In elegant and perfumed rooms 
Furnished to hear laughter 
And the low voices of confession. 
Other stories had the color of bronze 
Shining in the sun, telling of 
Feats and brawn, and other stories 
Were black, reminding of nights, 
My God, black nights and lamentations, 
And iridescent stories 
Of carnival and laughter 
Which lasted till the morning. 

There are all kinds of stories, 
But this one, woven through the years, 
Is to encompass all of them: 
About a house built of rock 
Rock near the cliff 
Near the tempest of the sea 
Near the high peaks of mountains. 
It was built from morning until night, 
From night until morning, with rooms, 
One after another, naked, simple. 
It was built from top to bottom, 
And from bottom to the top, 
And it began when time 
Saw the birth of stories, 
From the time man sought to improve 
Without changing, 
The builder tried to become 
The landlord and did not achieve it. 
It was from the time that man 
Started waiting for man 
That he might sit with him 
And speak. 
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TWO POEMS BY KYPROS CHRYSANTHIS (b. I9I5) 

LEUKOSIA translated by David Posner 

rvpa eaJ..IJ..IOTWV wpa Kai TIATlJ..IJ..IVpa, 
My.ywv evJ..ITlTIKWV po5<hll q>A6ya, 
Kt' <{) /\eVKocria, TO 5eif.t B<op<poA6ya 
TOV ovpav6 O"OV O"Cx 6avJ,.I6:0"1a J..IOipa. 

0pvt.os Tiaf.tos TO: K6:0"Tpa crov eTIATlJ..IJ..IVpa 
Ka6WS J..leA{CYCYI erE clvOI~Tl TIOIJ evf.oya 
t.eTITovs 6:v6ovs, Kai ~6:J..1wvav TO: J..lvpa 
yvpa O"Cx vsas Tiap6:KATlO"T'l 6:v6oA6ya. 

'Q ~eve, e5w TO KVTIEAAO v' 6:5et6:crets 
J..IE Tijv eV)(T] Tijv TptavTa<pvMop6ya. 
'E5w Tf)s KliTipov (3piCYKETat T' &<p6:At. 

T ov VJ..IVO, O"Cx ytO: wpaio Kt' O:pxaio Ke<p6:At 
ytO: To VT'lcri JJas, ~eve, vO: ~o5t6:crets, 
TI' 6:v6ei, ern' TOVS ~evovs &v Kt' e<pvt.Aop6ya. 

This is the hour of miracles, when the sea barks. 
The earth flames with memorial lamps and darkens: 
Evening, nipping off the end-buds of your sky, 
0 Leukosia, like a splendid destiny. 

An old legend seizes your castle towers 
Like a swarm ofbees that bless the delicate flowers. 
The scent of the past lingers, dapples the air, 
Floating, blossoming in the night like a girl's prayer. 

Stranger, drink your cup to the lees in this land, 
Kneel by the Cyprian belly, give the lady a smile. 
Give her her roses and let her silence guide you. 

Where Aphrodite's shadow falls beside you, 
Sing, stranger, your hymn and celebrate our island, 
Though her face lies wrinkled in a stranger's hand. 
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LEFKOSIA (NICOSIA) A SONNET 

translated by Byron and Catherine Raizis 

For miracles and a flood is the time, 
Of commemorative lamps the rosy flames; 
And, Lefkosia, the twilight frames 
Your sky like a fate sublime. 

Your castles were filled by an ancient tale, 
Much as for flowers the bees of spring 
Blessings and perfumes bring 
Such as the prayers of a maiden unveil. 

Come, empty the jug, stranger-friend, 
Filled with the rosy-grape wish. 
Cyprus' pride is this stead. 

As if for a beautiful archaic head, 
0 friend, the hymn for our isle finish, 
That's blooming, no longer wilted by conquerors' tread. 

LET'S SAY 

BY YIANNIS K. PAPADOPOULOS (b. 1928) 

translated by Byron Raizis 

Let's say that now we are first facing the light of the world, 
That our ships never set sail for Troy 
And the Mycenean kings didn't go hunting lions, 
For the artisans to engrave their golden memories on the metal 

of immortality. 
Let's say that the Persians haven't yet come 

To ask for our land 
And the buzzards at Marathon haven't counted their bodies 
And the shells in the sea of Salamis 
Haven't clung to the sunken triremes; 
That Pheidias' hands 
Are the tiny hands of this newborn baby 
Awaited by the unwrought marbles of our country. 
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Let's say that the masterpieces of Aeschylus and Sophocles 
Are still these bright sparks 
In the eyes of the youth who passes by; 
That the golden age is that fair wheat 
We sow in sweat with the vision ofThreshing; 
That the leaves of this wild olive tree we are now grafting 
Will some day shine like silver 
At the flowering of Platonic thought. 

Let's say that now we are first facing the light of the world 
And let's say only that the others call us Greeks. 

RESOLUTION 

BY PETROS SOPHAS (b. 1933) 

translated by Byron Raizis 

You've gathered all the patience 
From the beggars' trays 
And have tied it a knot in your handkerchie£ 
You've sat so many times 
At the threshold of Spring 
Hearing but the same dirge. 
You were looking at the sky 
For hours on end so many nights 
With no star filling your palm. 
What are you still waiting for? 
Take the beggars' empty trays 
And make them a tambourine. 
Take a sound from the dirge of Spring 
And make the song of Tomorrow. 
Tighten your empty hand 
And strike to open your way. 

39 



THE BITCH 

BY NIKOS NIKOLAIDES (1884-1956) 

translated by Katherine Hortis 

UNTIL THE DAY when he saw, for the first time, a railroad train 
ripping through the fields and rushing into the long tunnel-like a wild 
beast into its lair-Yiannoulis had never seen a machine of any kind except 
one clock. Even that he had seen from a distance. The clock was hanging 
from the shoulder of the forest keeper who displayed it and explained it 
to all the villagers. Yiannoulis did not have the courage to go near the clock, 
to put his ear against it and listen to its tick-tock, but he saw its little wheels 
tum and he heard the other villagers say that it was like a heart-beat-"the 
heart-beat of a rabbit out ofbreath." The forest keeper said that his clock 
was "a first-class machine." He described all its virtues and told about the 
Europeans who had manufactured it. Yiannoulis did not understand many 
things. He noticed, however, that everyone marvelled at the clock and ad
mired such a beautiful and diligent object. One of the elders confessed quite 
clearly that he was jealous of the clock, for it marked the hours better than 
the sun and the stars; but God would have to bless the vineyards for three 
or four years straight before he himself could scrape up the price to buy a 
clock. 

Later, Yiannoulis saw another "dock-machine" at the monastery in 
the hands of the Abbot. Yiannoulis felt as ifhe did not really see that clock, 
for the Abbot took it from his bosom, looked at it quickly, and hid it again. 
Neither in his small mountain village nor in the monastery had Yiannoulis 
ever seen anything else that could be called "a machine." He had never 
seen a water-wheel. Or a windmill. Not even a cart! 

He had gone to the monastery as a shepherd-boy when he was fourteen 
years old. Fourteen-but he was almost as tall as a man and, as the monks 
said, he was more than able to tend the small flock of the Most Holy Virgin 
Mary. The day he stood on the mountain top and watched the train ripping 
through the fields, rushing into the long tunnel, he was eighteen -a real 
man. 

"But consider," the monks said when the subject ofYiannoulis came up, 
"who his father was, eh ?" And they remembered Father Gabriel and 
prayed for his atonement and the peace ofhis soul. 

"Whose father's son are you, eh, Yiannoulis ?" the hired help used to 
ask him. 
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"Go, ask and fmd out, and if you don't I'll tell you," Yiannoulis would 
reply calmly. In his childhood, he had become accustomed to this teasing, 
and the hired help did not tease out of malice but from habit. 

When his mother, the youngest daughter ofYianni, the retsina-wine
man, was discovered pregnant without benefit of clergy, there was a great 
uproar-as if this were the first time that such a thing had happened in the 
village ! The uproar was caused by the persistence of old Yianni to learn, 
by hook or by crook, "what devil had ploughed her and planted his seed." 
As for Myrtoula, she played the "innocent lamb." She swore by all the 
Christs and Virgin Marys, and by the Archangel Gabriel-who was her 
patron saint-that she knew nothing, that there was nothing wrong with 
her, and that it might be just a bloating that would pass, by the grace of the 
Archangel Gabriel. She had her "monthly," she said, and showed stained 
sheets. But her aunt did not swallow these excuses. Even if she was not a 
midwife-there was no such personage in any village of Orini-the aunt 
was the "assistant" in all seventeen of those villages. She was not fooled by 
the "innocent lamb" or by the bird's blood on the sheets. 

"You've had it from your youngest daughter, my brother," she said to 
old Yianni; "so shut up and put an end to this gossip." 

But old Yianni, famous for his stubbornness, would not let up; finally 
the villagers started teasing him: 

"Are you in your right mind, that you keep asking? Have patience and 
you will see him sprout forth with a beard!" 

"Ach! That shameless female!" old Yianni kept raging like a mad dog. 
But he was patient until Myrtoula gave birth. After the forty days follow
ing the birth, the baby was baptized; the godfather was Father Gabriel, 
who himselfhad asked for this honor. Then the howls started again; old 
Yianni was determined to learn by hook or by crook, "what devil was the 
1 " p anter. 

"Stop, father, don't aggravate me. It's a sin when I'm breast-feeding the 
child," Myrtoula would say. So old Yianni bided his time until the child 
was weaned. Then one day he took her to his retsina-wine vats; he said he 
wanted her to help him. He lit a fire in the furnace, nailed four pegs in the 
ground, and after the resin had boiled-without a word, without a question 
-he grabbed her, tied her "hand and peg-foot and peg." He held a ladle 
full of resin, and lifting her skirts, he looked at her-not a word, not a 
question. 

Myrtoula knew his stubbornness. He would most surely scald her, but 
she had the same inexhaustible stubbornness as her father. Not only did 
she not confess, but she did not even open her mouth, except when little 
Yiannoulis woke and started to cry. 
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"Let me be," she said. The father for the moment had to be content with 

those words, for he could not endure her stubborn silence. 

Yiannoulis continued to cry. 
"Let me be, father. I will not tell you, no matter what you do to me," 

she said. 
"Bitch-scrofa-speak up, hey?" he growled. 

But again the father had to stop, for he could not endure the silence 

with which she opposed his spite. 
Again not a word. Only the child cried lustily, as if he understood the 

wrong that was being done. 
"Tell me!" the father shouted. 
"Let me be, you will scald me, have pity on my baby, you will learn 

nothing ! " she answered. 
"Shameless beast! Female!" he howled and poured the hot resin on her. 

"Oh !" she shrieked, and he pretended to laugh but he was trembling. 

"Shameless female! But the resin is cold. Besides, it didn't go where it 

should have," he said wildly, as he filled the ladle again. 
"This time I will not wait. Speak up, you female thing, you bitch!" he 

shouted. 
"Let me quiet my baby," Myrtoula pleaded. "It's a boy and it's not 

good for him to cry so." 
"Let him yowl, let him croak, the bastard," said the old man. 

"Gabriel," murmured the mother and she fainted. 

"Gabriel!" her father howled-so that was the father of Yiannoulis

but which Gabriel? 
In all the seventeen villages of Orini there were no "Gabriels," except 

Father Gabriel of the monastery and the Archangel Gabriel who was 

painted on the door of the altar. "Father" was not to be questioned-it is 

not the custom to annoy monks on such matters. 
How could the Archangel be questioned-as the proverb says, "He 

has a mouth but does not speak." As for "The Bitch," as soon as she revived 

and quieted her baby, she became stubborn again, and again an "innocent 

lamb." 
"I didn't say anything," she insisted. "I only begged the Archangel 

Gabriel to save me." 
To this very day, the father and the daughter have held to their stub

bornness. In his final hour and beyond it-if there is a beyond-Yian

noulis' s grandfather will question and his mother will be silent. As for 

Yiannoulis, from the day he first began to talk, until the day the railroad 

train challenged him, whenever anyone asked, "Whose father's son are 

you?" he replied: "His, who stands at the door of the altar." 
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"Whose, you idiot?" the villagers asked. "The one who stands with the 
flower in his hand or the other who comes out with the Holy Communion 
cup?" 

One afternoon, Easter day, the monks and the hired help were playing 
athletic games in the front yard. They jumped and they threw a heavy stone 
and lifted it like a weight. (It was actually the commemorative plaque of 
the monastery building.) 

In all the contests, the first and best was Yiannoulis. "Who was his 
father, hey?" the monks and the hired help remarked. And the father-, 
that is, Father Gabriel, because, of course, he could not have been the 
Archangel-stood on the sidelines (it was not proper that he, the curate, 
should take part in these games) and said to himself, "Ha, that's my boy!" 

At that moment the cowherd came running and said that the draught
ox-not the bull, but the cow, the female-had become stubborn. She 
was in a rage and he could not put her into the pen. 

"Is that so? Wait," the monks said. 
They had started to tire of their games and ran as if to a new one, but 

they quickly saw that it was no game to control the stubborn draught-ox. 
On the contrary, it was a real contest, and a dangerous one at that. The 
ox was not merely stubborn but actually frenzied-"possessed by the 
Devil," as the cowherds say. One by one, the monks withdrew. 

"Bring some rope," said the Abbot. 
"Yiannoulis! IfYiannoulis is so capable, let him take care of her with

out a rope!" cried those who had been defeated by the young man in all 
three contests. 

Yiannoulis stepped forward. Then they all cried, "Don't!" and made 
him fearful-which is what they wanted. The Father would not stand for 
this. 

"I d "h . d are you, e cne . 
"Don't!" the others said. 
"Dare!" the Father yelled. "Don't be afraid. It's not a bull. It's only a 

female ox. She's stubborn but she won't go into a rage. I dare you!" 
Ha! Yiannoulis regained his confidence. He took off his shirt (a new 

one-so it wouldn't get tom), tightened his belt, rolled his pants up to his 
thighs, and so, more naked than dressed ... 

"Say! the Archangel Gabriel must be his father!" shouted one of the 
monks. 

Yiannoulis started to walk around the frenzied beast, gradually closing 
in on her. 
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"That's the way! Bravo, my son!" yelled Father Gabriel and he ran 
close by, even ifit was against the rules-for he was the curate. 

The enraged animal dug the earth with her hooves and snorted. As her 
adversary approached, she turned her horns upon him. 

"Attack her! Don't be afraid of her! Grab her, my son, by the horns!" 
cried his excited father. "Forward, by the horns, and you'll throw the 
bitch!" 

"Don't!" the others yelled. 
"Forward! by the horns, and don't let go even if she drags you and 

rolls you. What can she do? She'll fall, the bitch!" 
But suddenly, the raging animal dropped her defensive stance, snorted, 

shook herself wildly and leaped outside the circle that the boy had formed. 
She now started to circle around him. 

"Don't move !" cried Father Gabriel. "You delayed! You missed your 
chance! Only I can manage her now." 

"She's possessed ! " called the others. 
"No, you're the curate! It isn't proper!" cried the Abbot, but Father 

Gabriel, who had already taken offhis cassock, now took offhis tall, black, 
traditional priest's hat. 

"There," he said, leaving his vestments on the stoop, "I'll handle her." 
"Don't! She's possessed by the Devil!" the monks shouted. 
"Nonsense! She's already quiet," he said. 

The animal had stopped, subdued, and now it was no more than a game 
to rush in and grab her by the horns and throw her down. 

But no! Father Gabriel would not have had it that way. He had "un
frocked" the curate, he had rolled up his sleeves like a fighter, so he had to 
fight. He began to taunt her, running in front ofher, until the animal was 
again enraged. He continued to annoy her, to tease her; and when he had 
made her wild, he rushed in, grab bed her by the horns and threw her down 
-the bitch. 

The monks and the hired help applauded and cried, "Hurrah for 
Father Gabriel! Hurrah!" 

"That's the way you do it, my Yiannoulis," he said. The boy was jealous 
of the triumph of this protector who was his godfather and-common 
knowledge, but for him a secret pride-his father. 

"Now, a rope!" called the Abbot. 
"No, it's not necessary!" said Father Gabriel, and with a certain ma

neuver, without letting go the horns, he straddled the neck of the beast, 
beat his heels against her nape and her chest, and she rose slowly. She 
seemed completely tame. She only snorted and panted like a halting steam-
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engine. The monks now declared that it had, after all, been a simple feat. 
"Well, it's only a cow, a female," said one. "If it were a bull, even an 

" ox ... 
"Well, that's what I said," remarked Father Gabriel. But by the time 

he got the words out, the cow, with a violent shake, had her conqueror 
rolling on the ground. Before he could straighten out, before you could 
say Kyrie Eleison, the bitch gored Father Gabriel and he surrendered his 
soul, with never a chance to utter anything but, "Oh, my life!" 

II 

That spring, the Sorcerer awakened in Yiannoulis. Something shapeless 
and vague was roused deep within him. The inconceivable Sorcerer who 
transforms the world, who rules it from a grotto which no one can fathom 
or find, that Sorcerer woke up and Yiannoulis, alone on the mountain and 
in the fields, was no longer as carefree as his little dog, Faithful. The things 
that met his eyes were no longer without mystery. 

The peasant's indifference to Nature that he does not notice or wonder 
at-for the peasant himself is part of Nature-suddenly changed for Yian
noulis. In his own self, which became a deep mystery to him, and then in 
the world around him, he noticed that certain things were marvellous. 

He realized that he had a body, that he had entrails. "I, too, am a clock
machine!" he thought. 

He divined the Sorcerer who lived within him. 
Was it not the Sorcerer who blew when Yiannoulis brought his pipe 

to his lips? 
The Sorcerer's eyes were scanning the dark and the shadows as iflook

ing for a lost sheep. The Sorcerer was searching for something. 
Spring came. Like a hereditary fever, madness fired Yiannoulis' s blood. 

His body thrilled and his eyes grew restless. He roamed the mountain and 
the fields like a vexed hound that the Hunter-Sorcerer had sent forth to 
seek-to seek ! 

Yiannoulis was filled with a heroic mood. He embraced trees, up
rooted them, he bent and broke tree trunks, he tore off branches. He 
wanted an adversary to wrestle with, to exchange blows with, to grapple 
with, but not in hate. 

"Where is there a frenzied bitch of a cow," he thought, "to rush at, to 
grab by the horns, to throw down as Father Gabriel did?'' 

In Yiannoulis' s mind there was no other image of doing battle without 
hating. 



NIKOS NIKOLAIDES 

He became acquainted with another shepherd, Mourgos. They "met" and 
"talked." 

During his four years at the monastery, Yiannoulis had never met any 
other shepherd, not even once. The shepherds of all the seventeen villages 
of Orini did not graze their flocks on monastery soil. "Better they starve 
than take a bite of monastery grass," the shepherds used to say. Either be
cause of reverence or because of the national forest that enclosed the mon
astery grazing grounds from all sides, the shepherds kept their livestock 
away from the monastery grass. How then, did Yiannoulis and Mourgos 
"get acquainted?" How did they "meet and talk?" 

One day, from the opposite mountain, Mourgos perceived Yiannoulis. 
Mourgos climbed to a peak, cupped his hands and shouted, "Hey ... 
shepherd ... hey!" . 

Yiannoulis climbed to a high ledge on his mountain, cupped his hands 
and answered, "Ooooooo .... " 

"You ... on ... that ... mountain ... and ... me ... on ... this ... 
. " M "d "1 ' alk I" mountam, ourgos sa1 ; et s ... t . 

"Eeeeeeee ... ," replied Yiannoulis, and they began their "conversa
tion." 

They were so far apart that one could see the other like the tiny silver 
votive figures that hang in the church of the All-Holy Virgin Mary. 

One day Mourgos shouted, "Hey ... Yiannoulis •.. hey!" 
"Oooooo .... " 
"Do ... you ... know ... what ... a ... female ... is?" Mourgos asked. 
"Of ... course ... I ... know ... ,"replied Yiannoulis, and he remem-

bered Chrissoula, Anthoula, yes, even his snotty-nosed little sister-in-law 
Fotinoula who ... 

Mourgos did not give him a chance to dwell on the thought of his 
snotty-nosed little sister-in-law who ... 

Mourgos shouted, "Eeeeee ... !" 
Yiannoulis replied, "Chrissoula ... of ... Papayiannou ... and ... 

Anthoula ... of. .. Kyrkilou!" 
"Where ... are ... they ... , hey? Where ... are ... they ... ?" 
"They ... are ... not ... here ... , they ... are ... at ... the ... village." 
In a gesture of disdain, Mourgos flung out his hand at Yiannoulis, 

showing his open palm, his fmgers widespread. Yiannoulis was puzzled 
because he knew that his reply had not been thoughtless. 

In a little while Mourgos again shouted, "Hey, ... Yiannoulis !" 
"Ooooo .... " 
"Your ... sisters ... and ... your ... mother, ... you ... bastard, ... 

where ... are ... they ... , hey?" 



The Bitch 47 
"They ... are ... not ... here! They ... are ... at ... the ... village!" 

Again Mourgos turned his open palm at Yiannoulis, who sat thinking 
for hours afterward: What could be the answer to that question? 

Surely, Chrissoula of Papayiannou was a female, and Anthoula of 
Kyrkilou, and that snotty-nosed sister-in-law of his Fotinoula ... (he and 
she one day when they were only six years old isolated themselves and 
played "husband and wife")-but Mourgos was right; it was stupid ofhim 
to consider Anthoula, Chrissoula and Fotinoula since they could not be 
taken to a corner and ... 

He thought and thought and he came to the conclusion that he knew 
what a female is, but he got the impression that Mourgos was probing for a 
deeper answer. So until he could find that answer and shout it back to 
Mourgos, Yiannoulis did not lead his flock to that other side of the moun
tain. 

The Sorcerer demanded that the question be answered in one or 
two days: Do you know what a female is? 

He remembered songs that young girls sang, as gay as the sparkling 
brooks. But when had he heard them? Where had the thought of them been hidden 
before? He looked into the shadowed, gleaming waters but he saw only 
his own face and everything around him seemed mysterious. He remem
bered the story of the shepherd who, looking into the water, fell in love 
with himself-God forbid!-he had sat by the water's edge and had 
"sinned" until he lost his life and his soul. But when had he heard this story 
and why had he not remembered it before? Where in his mind had the remem
brance of it been hiding? Yiannoulis would not look into any stream any
more. 

He remembered gossip about mountain women, tree women who 
sweetly kissed and caressed young shepherds in their sleep. When had he 
heard it, from whom? He went into mountain caves and to thickly wooded 
places and looked and looked .... The shadows were full of mystery. He 
stretched out in the mountain caves and he lay in the thick groves and he 
pretended he was asleep so that he could spy on them, so that he could seize 
them; and they?-they must have come and enjoyed his body without his 
knowing, for his limbs had seemed to melt and then he remembered a 
shepherd whom-God forbid !-they had enjoyed in his sleep until he be
came consumptive. When had he seen this shepherd? Who had told him the 
cause of his consumption? Yiannoulis said to himself, "Keep away from the 
mountain caves and the deep groves." 
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One day he climbed to a clearing and there, facing him were the Hills that 
all the shepherds of Orini called "The Bitch." The shepherds said, "There 
are the breasts ofThe Bitch. There is The Bitch's belly. There are the knees 
of The Bitch. Between them is the well of The Bitch." 

Yiannoulis had never gone to the' Hills before. The shepherds learn 
from childhood that the Hills ofThe Bitch are wasteland, "grassless, with
out a bit of down, like the scaly skin of a diseased skull, like the face of a 
beardless man, like an arid well." No shepherd took his flock there. Only 
in the morning and in the azure dusk oflate afternoon hours did the shep
herds perceive her, and they sketched on the air with their shepherd's 
crook, the shape of the giantess, who lay on her back. Thus did they, with 
the myth-making aptitude of our race, perpetuate the legend: 

"A female, it was, a Bitch sent by the Devil, who came and lay naked 
to scandalize the monks, and the Virgin Mary slew her but the Devil 
petrified her so that she would be a perpetual temptation to the monastery. 
She is accursed. That is why no grass will grow there and the well is dry." 

Yes, once or twice, in his early youth, Yiannoulis had heard such things 
about The Bitch, but he had forgotten them like all the other tales of his 
childhood. When he had come to the monastery as a shepherd and had sat 
for hours at the clearing-even when he had been looking for a lost sheep
he had not recognized the form of a naked woman lying there. Now, not 
only in the early morning or late evening shadows, but in broad daylight 
the Hills of The Bitch lost their stony appearance. They became a woman, 
lying on her back, beckoning him. Her monstrous dimensions were not 
discernible. The metaphysical strength of his fantasy gave her perfect 
proportions. 

The question, Do you know what a female is? was solved. The Sorcerer 
was satisfied by the solution, and Yiannoulis turned his head toward the 
peak facing Mourgos so as to call out the answer to him. 

"Hey ... , Mourgos ... , hey!" Yiannoulis shouted. 
"E I" M li d eeee . . . . ourgos rep e . 
"I ... know ... what ... a ... female ... is!" 
"H ?" ey ... . 
"The ... Hills ... of ... The ... Bitch!" Yiannoulis exclaimed confi-

dently. 
Mourgos burst out laughing and again showed Yiannoulis his open 

palm. 
"Eh ... if ... that ... isn't ... either ... , what ... is ... it ... then? 

Tell ... me ... , Mourgos !" 
"Our ... she ... dog ... and ... our ... she ... goat!" Mourgos yelled 
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and then Yiannoulis flung out both his hands and showed Mourgos his open 
palms and cursed him repeatedly. 

III 

The next evening, again at the clearing, when Yiannoulis blew his pipe, 
Mourgos, from the opposite peak, piped his answer. Yiannoulis was an
noyed by this, annoyed beyond description. Words could never say how 
much Mourgos annoyed him. Mourgos with the same tune distorted the 
beguiling echoes that hovered in the air after Yiannoulis' s own piping. 
Yiannoulis snatched his reed from one hand to the other, as if from a 
stranger, from an enemy, from an unworthy, hostile hand, and smashed 
the reed against the rocks. 

"Why?" he asked himself. 
"Because," answered the Sorcerer, the Unreasoning, the Inconceivable 

One. 
"Shut up, Mourgos," Yiannoulis murmured. 

Mourgos stopped piping, as if he had heard and wanted to do him a 
favor. 

Yiannoulis, still breathing hard, cried out, "Shut up!" 
No words could ever say how much Mourgos annoyed him, even 

from such a distance, even when Yiannoulis did not see him or hear him .... 

But there was Diavolokyrilos coming again, his cassock wrapped closely 
about him, looking very reserved. Yiannoulis glanced at him sideways and 
muttered curses. 

"What's wrong, my boy? What makes you behave this way?" Dia
volokyrilos asked. 

Yiannoulis turned his back to him and Diavolokyrilos tucked up his 
cassock and went and sat alone nearby. He had brought a good leather belt 
with a large, shiny buckle like a horseshoe to give to Yiannoulis. The day 
before he had noticed that Yiannoulis wore a rope for a belt, so he had 
brought him the leather belt. 

"Oh, well," Diavolokyrilos said to himself, "you can't even talk to 
Yiannoulis today." He had to make conversation, though, so that Yian
noulis would not think that he was subject to these whims. To gain the 
upper hand, Diavolokyrilos said, "Take the sheep to their fold. It is already 
late and your flock shouldn't be out." 

"Leave me alone. That's my business," Yiannoulis replied impudently, 
but he suddenly thought of something he wanted to ask, so he smiled. 
Diavolokyrilos understood the childish artlessness in the clouded face of 
the young shepherd. 
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"What is a female, eh, Yiannoulis ?" Diavolokyrilos put the question 
before Yiannoulis could speak. 

"Bitch," said Yiannoulis. 
"Fire and Fury and Sea and ... ," Diavolokyrilos began to rant. Now 

Diavolokyrilos's chatter about that "shameless female" distressed Yian
noulis. He asked about the "city" just to change the subject, and Dia
volokyrilos, in the same tone, with the same words, started to rant about 
"the city": 

"Bitch, bloodsucking witch ... High seas and boiling cauldrons ... 
and ... " 

Diavolokyrilos loved to rant, but oh! how he did distress Yiannoulis. 
Diavolokyrilos went on, "Psalms! Jeremiah! City of Niver! Walls of 

Jericho! Land of Babylon! Jerusalem, the Prophet-Killer and Hell and the 
God-built Paradise ... ach! And an archangel at the gate with a fiery 
sword!" 

But what about the cow? Yiannoulis wanted to ask about her, the 
bitch that had killed Father Gabriel. They had taken her to the village, 
Diavolokyrilos now told him, to sell or trade her, but nothing happened 
and they brought her back. The next day they were going to take her 
farther away where the people did not know of her doings. The monks 
could not bear her presence at the monastery. Everyone, half-witted or 
sane, cursed her wherever he passed her, spit on her and kicked her in the 
ribs. The animal would turn quietly, with a melancholy gaze as if to say, 
"How did I, a dumb beast, know what I was doing?" But the memory of 
Father Gabriel was still very real and the monks could not take into con
sideration the "irresponsibility of the beast." Does not the Bible say, "If a 
bull gores a man or woman and he dies, stone him and do not devour the 
meat." 

Yiannoulis wanted to talk about the cow. 
"Are they going to take the cow again tomorrow?" he asked. 
"Of course, they will, the bitch." 
"Tomorrow, already?" 
"Of course, tomorrow, the accursed!" 

They were going to take her far away, but Yiannoulis wanted to fight 
her-the bitch-to madden her, to make her wild and afterward to throw 
himself on her and bring her down. That is what Yiannoulis wanted. 

He stepped on the pieces ofhis pipe and they cracked. 
Yes, Yiannoulis wanted to fight the cow; and at that moment it seemed 

to him that ever since he had seen Father Gabriel throw himself upon her 
and grab her by the horns, he had thought of nothing else but to throw 
down the bitch. Now they were going to take her far away. 
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Diavolokyrilos spoke of the cow-the bitch, the female-in the same 
tremulous voice that he had spoken of"the city." 

"How I want to fight her, Brother Kyrilos," Yiannoulis told him. 
"To fight her, my boy? The ... ?" 
"To grab her by the horns and throw her down!" 
"T h h ? Th ?" o t row er, my son. e .... 
"To ride her!" 
"T "d h ul? Th ?" o n e er, my so . e .... 
"The bitch!" 
"The Bitch?" 

Diavolokyrilos quickly decided that now was the time to offer the 
belt. 

"Yiannoulis, look. I have brought you a leather belt." 
Yiannoulis was not paying attention. He was already making his plans; 

so he took his flock to the fold. When the monks sat at the table, he would 
go into her pen and would drag her to the threshing floor and there he 
would fight her. 

And that is what he did. 
At the appointed hour, he went out furtively and hid behind the pen. 

He made the mistake of not first waiting in line for his dinner; so Dia
volokyrilos came out looking for him, with his bowl and his piece ofbread 
and a sharp onion. 

As Yiannoulis was dreaming of a glorious battle, a war without malice, 
he heard the monk calling him. He ran into a thicket and hid like a rabbit 
when a dog barks. He listened to his heart beating and he put his hand over 
it so that the monk who was calling him from the yard would not hear it. 

Oh! how it beat! How his heart did beat! Even after K yrilos was gone, 
it kept on beating-like a machine, like the watch of the forest keeper. 

Stealthily, breathing hard, Yiannoulis entered the pen. With what 
cowardly motions he prepared for his heroic deed! 

And the creaking of the door ... oh! 
And the smell of the cow dung ! 
Which of the oxen snorting and ruminating in the dark, was the cow? 
The first? The first, for as soon as he touched her, a thrill, hot and cold, 

shot through him and afterward, when the beast stuck out her tongue and 
licked his chest, he felt a sweetness. 

"Bitch, bitch," he said softly, lovingly, fondling her thighs and belly. 
The vision of his dying guardian, his godfather and his-common knowl
edge, but for him a secret pride-father, appeared for a moment, faintly 
in his mind, but gave way to the vivid picture of the fight, the victory, and 
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the triumph of the monk. In life, defeat and death are improbable things! 
"Bitch, bitch," he whispered while an inexpressible realization stirred 

in his mind and brought feelings of primitive heroism and eroticism. He 
wanted to do violence, to conquer. He wanted adventure. But what other 
could he fmd, what other device? "By the horns and down with the bitch 
and then astride and afterward to go and brag about it to Mourgos!" 

He could not imagine a deed more manly, more triumphant than that. 
Even the words describing the deed were magnificent, "By the horns and 
down with the bitch and then astride." 

The Sorcerer ! The Sorcerer wanted to wave his little wand without 
malice! 

The poor beast crossed her front legs and lay down. 
"Bitch, bitch," Yiannoulis whispered, lying down beside her. 

He felt the warm breath of the beast. He abandoned himself to its lick
ing. He tickled her belly and the ox unfolded and stretched like a cat. 

"You crafty female!" he cried softly. 
The smell of the cow dung intoxicated him. He caressed her and 

slowly she stood up. He untied her and pulled her out of the stable. 
But after a few steps he bumped into Diavolokyrilos, who was passing 

hastily, mysteriously, holding a spade and a sack. 
"Exorcised," Diavolokyrilos muttered. 
"I'm going to fight her, the bitch," Yiannoulis said breathlessly, long-

ingly. 
"Leave her and come with me to the Hills," said Diavolokyrilos. 
"To The Bitch?" Yiannoulis asked. 
"To The Bitch. Come and you will get your share," Diavolokyrilos 

said, dragging him by the hand. Yiannoulis was not to be swerved. But the 
monk, too, had no time to waste. He decided to continue at once his busi
ness alone and secretly, as he had so far been doing. He rushed off, down 
the slope toward the Hills of The Bitch, leaving the shepherd to drag the 
bitch-cow to the threshing floor. 

Yiannoulis knew something-something he had heard in the mon
astery about "the fantasies ofFather Kyrilos." 

Diavolokyrilos (as they called him) believed that the Hills ofThe Bitch 
were not really barren. 

"On the contrary, she has lots of stuff," he used to say. "Gold, silver, 
amianth, I don't know what, but The Bitch has stuff." 

"These fantasies are inspired by the Devil," the Abbot would say, 
"fantasies, brothers, to draw the eyes of the Monk from the Firmament to 
the Dust, and to tum the hope of his salvation from the Heavens to the 
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Earth! The words of the ancients are not a vain myth: "The Hills are a 
Gigantic Bitch-Female." 

The Abbot would then relate the fable, and the strings ofblack prayer 
beads that each monk wore would rattle rhythmically. 

The Abbot would say, "Many machinations has the Wicked One when 
he wants to lead astray, brothers." 

The Abbot would then embark upon after-thoughts, to edify and 
satisfy their souls, but the strings of prayer beads would stop rattling; the 
monks would fall asleep. Only Diavolokyrilos would listen and fmally 
contradict. 

He had sinned, he knew; he would say, "Lord have mercy on me," 
but one day when he was going to the village, the Most Holy Virgin en
lightened him to take a roundabout way, to pass by the Hills of The Bitch, 
to see the stones with the glittering spots. It was necessary that His Holiness 
issue an order to permit him to go to the city to take out titles and to give 
samples of the stones to be analyzed. He was certain, by the grace of the 
Most Holy Virgin Mary, that The Bitch had plenty of stuff. 

"And after all," he would add, "there is even that old proverb that says, 
'Lucky fmd of the soil, gift to the soul.' " 

The monks would wake up, round-eyed, and say, "Amen, amen.'' 
Diavolokyrilos would describe how they could exploit the gold, the 

silver, the copper and amianth ofThe Bitch. 
"Yes," he would say, "by the grace of the Most Holy Virgin Mary, in 

her breasts she has gold; in her belly, silver; in her knees, copper-and 
amianth ... somewhere there must be amianth ... that's what I figure. 
By the grace of the Most Holy Virgin Mary, there must be amianth, too!" 

"Amen, amen," a chorus of monks would say. 
"And the exploitation, with the grace of the Most Holy Virgin Mary, 

will be easy. The landless peasants will work, and if a company isn't found 
to set up furnaces, Her Grace has provided that the railroad pass before 
The Bitch. A narrow rail will be laid and the ore will be brought down in 
small cars and the railroad will take it to the sea and the boats will take it to 
Europe," Diavolokyrilos would explain. 

"Amen, amen," the monks would say, and the prayer beads would 
rattle. 

But the Abbot would insist that these were fantasies sent by the 
Wicked One and he-his Abbot and Spiritual Leader-forbade Diavo
lokyrilos to talk about such things again. He forbade him to go to The 
Bitch, even to think about her or to dream about her; otherwise he would 
have a heavy penance, fasting and genuflections. 
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Even so, Diavolokyrilos would not put the idea out of his mind. He 
thought about it day and night; and several times, going to the village on 
some business, he took the roundabout way and collected a few stones. 
One day, he received a letter saying that the samples had definite traces of 
ore-metal, but so slight that it was not worth mining. 

He ran out with a pickaxe and a sack. He would dig up more samples 
with more stuff in them. He was certain that the gold and silver and 
amianth of The Bitch would rise to the surface like froth in a boiling pot! 

IV 

It would be good if Yiannoulis came, too, thought Diavolokyrilos, but 
that blessed boy was dragging the cow to the threshing floor to wrestle 
with her. Ah, well, everyone to his taste! 

Rushing down the slope along a patch to the Hills of The Bitch, he 
came to certain conclusions about the desire that awakens in a person and 
transforms him, in his appearance and in his inner self, so that even if he sucks 
pebbles, he can taste juice oozing out and become satiated. 

As he went down the slope, he imagined The Bitch, stark naked, hold
ing out to him gold and silver, and-with the grace of the Most Holy Virgin 
Mary-diamonds. 

The threshing floor to which Yiannoulis was dragging the cow, was 
low, along an open pass, and gleamed like a plate. It was surrounded by 
stones and hedges and was paved with flagstones. 

In the middle of the threshing floor, Yiannoulis paused, gaping at the 
dumb beast who stood as if she remembered the days when she had pulled 
the threshing machine, spurred on by the goad of the monk-thresher. 

He took hold of her gently, caressingly, but she would not move. He 
took hold of her roughly, but the beast would not move. She merely 
opened her nostrils wide, stooped, stretched her neck and searched the 
flagstones as if she were nuzzling for a grain, left over from the abundance 
she had trampled in previous days without ever having been able to taste 
any, muzzled as she had been with the cane snout. 

''I'll make you mad, Vixen! Ogress!" cried Yiannoulis obstinately, and 
he started to tickle her, to shout at her, to hit her. 

Nothing happened. Whatever he did the beast accepted with an ex
asperating indifference, as if it were not she who only a few days ago had 
acted the part of the bull. To his caress, she lifted her head, snorted, stuck 
out her tongue and licked his chest; and then again she nuzzled for that 
grain. To his shouting she replied with an innocent glance and again 
turned away looking for that grain, and to his beatings she walked a few 
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steps, but always with her neck stretched toward the flagstones, searching 

for that grain. Finally, as he grabbed her horns and twisted her head, the 

dumb beast sprawled on the flagstones, but even then she reached out for 

the grain .... 
''I'll make you ferocious, Vixen! Ogress!" 
With a kick in the ribs, he forced her to her feet and with another kick 

on the root of the tail he made her trot. He kicked her again and made her 

run in circles near the stone wall and he ran beside her, shouting and beating 

her. Suddenly Yiannoulis stopped, wheeled about and rushed upon her as 

she ran toward him. 
Nothing happened. She tilted her horns high, stood firm on her fore

legs and offered the young man her warm, gristly nape, like a petted woman 

who withholds her face and offers her throat to her hungry lover. 

"I'll make you wild, Ogress," he said. 
She bent her knees and lay down, beating her tail, once on the stones, 

once on her ribs. 
"Crafty! Crafty! Female! Bitch!" cried Yiannoulis. 

His blood boiled and his will became inflamed and he stubbornly made 

up his mind to gain his desire. 
"I will k wild " rna eyou , you ... 

He kicked her and chased her again and again, cursing at her, "Christs 

and Holy Marys," but nothing happened. The poor beast would only stop 

and look at him with an expression of infinite patience in her beautiful, 

melancholy eyes. 
Her pathetic resistance made the dark yearnings of the Sorcerer blaze. 

"I'll make you, Ogress. I was born stubborn. I ... ," he kept saying. 

He took out his penknife and he started to jab her thighs, her ribs, 

wherever his hand could reach; and when he seized her by the horns, he 

fell with her on the stones, panting, and she-the bitch -stuck out her wide, 

warm tongue and licked his chest. 
"Bitch, bitch, Female," he whispered. 

Was it possible that Mourgos was piping at such an hour? He thought 

he heard Mourgos' s lascivious tune. 
Then, the mysterious desire of the Inchoate, the Unreasoning Sorcerer 

became apparent. 
Yiannoulis put aside his penknife. With timid, cunning gestures he 

caressed the dumb beast who pressed her tail between her legs and offered 

her gristly, warm neck to his hot passion. 
"I love you ... you ... I love you!" he cried. 

Suddenly the night seemed full of voices and echoes, as if the Satyrs, 
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Sileni and Goat-Pans had awakened and were enticing the Nymphs. 
All the monks ran down to the threshing floor, shouting curses and 

blasphemies, to prevent the evil deed-to save the ox from the hand of the 
killer! 

"It was an act of God, my coming out on the terrace," boasted the monk 
who had awakened the others. "Otherwise he would have already slaugh
tered that poor beast of God." 

The black-handled penknife was open on the stones. Yiannoulis said 
that he had not intended to slaughter God's dumb creature. He had only 
wanted to make her wild, to rush upon her, to grab her by the horns and 
throw her on the ground. 

"Go! Do not let me set eyes on you again at the monastery," the Abbot 
said and then added, "Summer is here, the air is warm" -a hint that Yian
noulis could go to the north pastures to graze the sheep. 

"Rebellion has taken courage and Sin is choking the monastery," the 
Abbot said slowly after noting the absence ofDiavolokyrilos. "Monks and 
hired hands go and come wherever Satan beckons." 

So they took the cow away from Yiannoulis. He followed plaintively, 
full of shame, but watched her with a deep, puzzling expression, as if he 
were trying to explain to himself what exactly he wanted from the dumb 
beast. 

It was almost noon when Diavolokyrilos returned, burdened with stones. 
All morning Yiannoulis, his eyes downcast, had not seen a kindly face at 
the monastery as he waited for the kitchen help to prepare his provisions 
for the eight or ten days he would spend at the north pastures. 

"Rebellion runs rampant," said the Abbot, and his face clouded darkly 
as Diavolokyrilos approached. When he entered the yard, exhausted but 
triumphantly scattering the stones with the glittering speckles, the Abbot 
smiled and said, "So be it, may it be for the best," and he lifted his hand 
high to bless the crop of The Bitch. 

"Besides, The Bitch is first-class pasture ground," Diavolokyrilos told 
the monks; and when they spoke of the gold and the silver, of the domes 
and belfries they would build, they said that Yiannoulis should take his 
flock to The Bitch instead of to the north pasture. The Abbot and Diavolo
kyrilos would go to the village the next day and give samples to the chemist 
and register the titles. 

Yiannoulis took the long way down from The Bitch, looking for a path 
to the railway tracks. He walked slowly, as if he wanted to stay far from 
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the way of the Beast. Sunset was beginning to color the sky and the land, 
and ifhe did not delay, the Beast would come and he would see it. The 
monks had trusted him with one small flock and he had left it on The Bitch. 
He remembered that on leaving his flock, he did not look back as one does 
at something dear when one does not expect to see it again. He wanted to 
change the image of the railroad that was in his mind, but it persisted
"like the horse of St. George that tramples the dragon." 

"This is really something to fear," he told himsel£ 
He heard a humming sound and stood still. 
He took a few steps defiantly, and there, like a whirlwind, the Beast 

was coming upon him. It gave a shrill whistle, suddenly grew larger, and 
flashed by him. He jumped back as if he had been kicked. 

"But this is something not to belooked at by human beings," he thought, 
shutting his eyes, picturing it in his imagination. When he opened his eyes 
again, the Beast was far away: a fantasy, black against the sun that was 
glowing like a furnace behind it. 

He stood thinking of nothing; his brain felt numb. But behold, the 
new moon, a friendly face that he had not seen for many days. His mind 
stirred like a blind man's which brightens at the approach of a friend. He 
remembered the small flock entrusted to his care, which he had deserted 
at the far side of The Bitch. He asked himself: What can this fierce thing 
be that runs on iron rails and shakes the earth and puffs maniacally and ... 
In his mind the engine grew to gigantic proportions and spewed flames. 
Since his mind was barren of images or related associations, he could not 
assimilate or even compare his vision of the engine. Slowly, it became 
shapeless and vague, like a picture in a dream remembered. 

Later, when he is putting on his cross and saying the Prayers of our Holy 
Fathers, before he goes to sleep-the cow, some bushes and tree roots he 
has seen that looked like squatting women; The Bitch female of the myth 
whom the Most Holy Virgin Mary killed and whom the Devil turned to 
stone for the everlasting temptation of the monks; Anthoula ofPapayian
nou, Chrissoula ofKyrkilou and his snotty-nosed sister-in-law, Fotinoula; 
the slender girls of the songs, the beautiful girls and the Nereid of the fairy 
tales; the dragon of St. George; even the shadows that seemed to be 
fighting in a field the day before-all are jumbled in his mind like memories 
in a dream and they become the fierce, ghostly mass that a few hours before 
passed by him like thunder and lightning. 

Yiannoulis does not sleep even one tiny moment that night. His mind 
has grasped a new image. He kneads and rekneads it endlessly. Sometimes 
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it is The Bitch female of the myth; other times it is the dragon of St. George 

or The Bitch "who takes away the bread of the mu1e drivers"; and there 

is the Adventure that he has searched for the last few days. 

Through the dark night and into the dawn, he is overwhelmed by 

moods ofheroism and eroticism, by an animal joy and a human longing, 

which is like the madness of a Don Quixote. The blazing spring sun does 

not dim the heroic dream that his poor brain has contrived. His hands feel 

large, ready to down the bitch-cow, to kill the dragon for the sake of the 

young princess, to stop the railroad train that "takes away the bread of the 

mu1e drivers." He does not doubt what he wants, what he is capable of 

doing-"Oh, Little Virgin Mary! Little Virgin Mary!" 

"What can it be?" Yiannoulis wonders. 

The Machine-Beast passes slowly, departs, and is lost in the distance. 

A quietness spreads in the fields. 
"She is a Machine-Beast," he explains to himsel£ 

His confused eyes watch the rails flashing like streams of fire. His face 

bums. His heart beats wildly. 
He puts his hand to his heart. "Am I a machine?" he wonders. 

Many questions come to him, but answers-none! 

v 
At last he understands the meaning of the Machine-of the men who 

operate her and of the passengers. He has noted the regu1ar run, the engi

neer with his hand on the throttle, the faces of the travelers behind the small 

windows. 
Now Faithfu1 follows him too-that lazy dog who wou1d not even 

raise her sniffer from between her legs except to bark at a goat. 

Motionless as a statue, Yiannoulis watches the Machine-Beast ap

proaching and then departing. In the small windows, he sees white hands, 

bare arms, faces like flames at their instant passing. 

"Can the Machine-Beast stop?" he wonders. 

One secret is hidden in his heart. He does not say a word to the hired 

hand who brings him his pipe and bread and food, for fear the fellow will 

learn his secret. 
One day, he raises his hand and waves to the Machine-Beast. He looks 

for friendship, but the Beast rolls by with mechanical precision and pays 

no attention to him. The engineer holding the throttle, the fireman stoking 

the furnace, the passengers lost in the arrogance that often possesses travelers, 

do not notice him. 
Another day, as the Machine-Beast appears, Yiannoulis takes out his 
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pipe and starts to blow hard and loud, but the untamed Machine-Beast 
passes and again a quietness spreads in the fields. The next day, when the 
Machine-Beast comes, he begins to dance, bending, circling, yelling, 
"Hop ... hop ... hop-hop-hop ! Dear Virgin Mary! Hopla-hop ! Hop
hop-hop!" But the Machine gives him no response. 

"Bitch!" he cries to her. 
Yes, Bitch! 
He clenches his fist high. He shouts at her, "Christ and Virgin Mary!" 
One of the lambs gambols. 

"Bitch! Bitch!" he shouts and throws stones at her. 
"Bitch! For you I was born, for you let me die," he cries, remembering 

a song, and he runs toward her with open arms. 
The engineer opens a vent and showers him with hot steam. 

"Bitch!" Yiannoulis shouts. "I love you!" 
Is he beset by the frenzy that used to strike the ancient shepherds? 

One day, at the hour when the sun is setting, when the clouds are on fire 
and the earth gleams, he jumps on the rails. His hands feel huge and power
ful enough to hold, to squeeze the giantess. 

The Machine appears-the Beast-the untamed Bride. The stubborn 
Groom stands in her iron path and watches her coming. 

"I 1 l" h h ove you ... you. e s outs. 
The giantess lets out a great howl, belches puffs of black smoke, puffs 

of white steam, and reduces her speed as if she comes reluctantly; but the 
mad Groom pulls aside the rags which cover his brave, nude, manly beauty. 
He flings himself unsheathed, like a male animal on the female, and is 
shattered by delight. 



THE COUNTRY CHAPEL 

BY MELIS NIKOLAIDES (b. 1898) 

translated by Alice-Mary Maffry 

I 

CHoNDROS was walking aimlessly in the forest. He was as tired as 
the others, but he did not feel sleepy. Thymios had gone to sleep right away, 
and the others had stretched out under the stars. How clear the sky was to
night! And how soft the air ! He did not want to go to bed. Better to walk 
a little, to enjoy some quiet for a change. What noise they all made with 
their stories and laughter. Kondolaimis, always a braggart, had tall tales 
about his brave deeds, whether anybody wanted to hear them or not. But 
did they all have to boast about their prowess? 

If the commissioner had asked them, then well and good. He usually 
wanted to know all the details. But tonight, when he saw the new batch 
of children, he did not fuss over trivia, for he had the live crop in front of 
him. He slapped the captain's back and said, "Bravo! You did well today!" 
and then went along with the others to deliver the children. 

Each man had his own charges in tow. Some had one, others two. Only 
Andaras was not holding anyone. He was walking more proudly than the 
others, though, because he had not only a baby, but also its mother, so 
that she could carry it, he said, and so he would not get tired! "Are you 
going to keep on walking, woman," he said every so often, "or shall I 
tickle you with my knife?" The other men laughed at her fright as she 
struggled to catch up with them, running with little leaps, clutching her 
baby tightly so that it would not cry and make the men angry. 

Later, when they were lying down in their hideout, the commis
sioner asked Andaras, "You idiot, why did you bring her along and with 
a tiny baby? She'll be a nuisance for us." 

"Take a good look at her, my friend," he replied, "and then we'll 
discuss if she's a bother." Everyone laughed so hard that even the com
missioner had to smile. 

Andaras told them afterwards that she was the wife of Daphlakis, 
the tinker and chief monarcho-fascist ofLeia. "When we went to the village 
the first time," he said, "last June, I took his three children, a girl and two 
boys. Today, I said to myself: Why leave his wife to him? So that the 
exploiter of the people might take pleasure in her? So I took her from him, 
too, even though she had that nuisance of a baby. She wailed and screamed, 
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'Where are you taking me?' 'To your children!' I told her. 'Have you al
ready forgotten your Melpomene? Your V angelis and Vasilis? It's not 
even three months. They remember you. They want you. So there ! That's 
why I'm taking you-to them. Understand?' The fool, she swallowed the 
whole story and there she is behind me !" 

Andaras and the others burst out laughing. 

Chondros saw a clearing among the dark trees. He climbed up to it, 
stretched out, and lay watching the sky. 

Daphlakis's wife had at least said a word or two. But "his woman" 
{the one whose child he had taken today) had not said a word, not a sound 
-the devil take her! She had only opened wide her huge eyes-like the 
big stars that were twinkling above him now -and had looked at him. Even 
if she had been dumb, she would at least have uttered a cry-"Ach!" or 
something like that. But not a word. She had only looked at him, not 
moving even her little finger. She had tried not to seem to be begging or 
pleading with him. As if with such false pride she could have got the upper 
hand of him, to make him leave the child .... 

Remembering her, he laughed loud and his huge body shook on the 
ground, and his pot belly bounced to the rhythm of his laughter. 

It had been worse with the other woman who had been determined 
not to let Kondolaimis take her child. {Kondolaimis had told them the 
whole story himself back at the hideout.) She had been violent. She had 
hugged the baby so tightly that, as hard as Kondolaimis pulled, he could 
not get it away from her. "Will you let go or do you want me to cut its 
throat?" he threatened. She had only clutched it more tightly. "No!" she 
had said. "You won't take it! Kill me, too!" But Kondolaimis is clever in 
such things and not enough of a fool to have given her this pleasure ! "Will 
you give me the child?" he repeated for the last time. "No!" He had 
drawn his knife, slashed fiercely at her wrists-one and then the other
and her arms had fallen lifeless at her side, the hands dangling from a strip 
of skin. The blood had spurted and splattered his face, his hands, his clothes. 
The woman had howled with pain and fainted. And the baby had rolled 
in the dust and in its mother's blood .... 

An unpleasant, violent incident, and dirty to boot! It took Kondolaimis 
- an hour to wash all the blood offhis hands and face. He ruined a pile of rags, 

wetting them in the spring and cleaning his clothes with them. They were 
apparently deeply stained, because with all the washing some red spots re
mained, even on his hands and face .... But what else could a man do 
who had been infuriated by the obstinacy of a woman? 
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It was a good thing, Chondros thought, that "his woman" hadn't 
caused him such trouble. 

An easy business, everything orderly. Chondros smiled with satisfac
tion, and put his hands behind his head to rest more comfortably. Orderly 
and simple, as it had been the first time, three months before. 

They had gone down the mountain about dusk. Half the men block
aded the village; the other halfhad entered it, took over the village square 
and closed off the streets. Some children playing there had been caught in 
the trap. Through his megaphone the captain had shouted for everyone to 
gather in the square with the children. Some old men came and a few 
women. They walked slowly, sullen and silent. The children were cling
ing to their mothers' skirts, clutching the hands of the old men, and were 
speechless with fright. The silence of death had spread over the square. 

"Where are the other children?" the captain cried angrily. An old man 
with white hair and a long beard, over seventy years old, quietly stepped 
forward from the others, pointed to the children and said, "Here they are. 
There aren't any others, only a few tiny babies." The captain looked at 
him fiercely. "What's your name?" he asked. "Pandelis." "Listen, old 
man, and pay careful attention. I'm not joking. Do you guarantee with 
your life that there are no other children?" "Yes, with my life," the old 
man replied. 

They began to seize the children in the square. The children cried out 
in terror and tried to hide or escape. The mothers wept. Some held their 
children tightly, caressed and kissed them. Others fell to their knees and 
pleaded with the captain, with prayers and tears. One of them went up to 
him and kissed his hands. "May you have pleasure in your children!" she 
cried. "Leave them to us. Arid if you have no children, may you have joy 
in your brothers, your mother! Don't take them from us!" He pushed her 
and she fell to the ground. "Why are you wasting time and not fmishing 
the job," he shouted angrily at the other men. "Are we going to listen to 
weeping now, or are we going to do our work? Shame on you!" 

The men grabbed the children from their mothers' arms. The children 
struggled to escape, their mothers stretched out their empty hands and 
called the children by name. "Taso! My little son!" "Kostandis !" "Re
noula, pride of my life!" "Kardoula !" The square had filled with the la
ments of women and children. 

Only the old men did not cry. They stood all together in the same 
place, old Pandelis in front, and did not plead or speak. And if the breeze 
had not been blowing through their white hair and beards, one would 
have thought that they had turned to marble and that only their eyes had 
life. 
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* * * 
Chondros stretched his legs and he rested his head more comfortably 

on his hands . 
. . . When he broke open the door and went into the house, he passed 

first through the courtyard, not seeing anyone. With his gun ready for any 
surprise, he went into the big room. Still no one. He carefully looked be
hind the partition which led into the inner room. At first he could not see 
anything. After a while he made out two small bright points shining in 
the darkness, round and motionless, as if nailed to the wall. "Hands up !" 
he shouted, feeling the curious sensation of a threat from those two strange 
little lights. No answer, no movement. But just as he was about to fire, a 
dark shadow took shape around the points of light, a wreath of black hair 
and the thin face of a woman. "Why don't you speak?" he yelled again. 
"What are you doing here?" But he got no answer. 

He went into the dimly lit room. A tall, thin woman, in black, was 
crouching in the comer, watching him. Next to her, holding her mother 
tightly by the waist, was a frail little girl about nine or ten years old. Her 
mother had wrapped her arms around the child, and her eyes flashed like 
lightning to catch the slightest movement ofhis weapon or any movement 
of his hands. 

He started off gently. "I've come to take your child," he said to her 
kindly. "They will feed her well, they'll clothe her, and teach her to read 
and write." The woman made no reply. Silent and motionless, she kept 
her eyes wide open and looked at him. "I've come to take your child," he 
said to her again. And he reached for her hand, to take the child. But as if 
he had been struck in the chest, he stepped back and raised his gun. The 
woman's eyes blazed so fiercely that they seemed like the holes of a double
barrelled shotgun, with fire at the tip, ready to leap at him. Maybe she had 
a gun, he thought. But-no! Some movement of her hands or of her eyes 
would have revealed where she had it hidden. No! She had no gun. Her 
only weapon was those eyes. 

He felt as if she had him nailed to the floor. What the devil! The look 
in her eyes seemed to entwine him and to bind his body all around, para
lyzing his hands and his brain. It was disgraceful for a big man like him, 
twice as big as the others-him with those famous hands, one punch had 
knocked down a donkey on the threshing floor-to stand there like that, 
totally helpless because a woman was looking at him! Chondros was a man 
who lived up to his name. He was the famous guerilla fighter, three stripes 
on his sleeve, who had done away with more than a dozen "monarcho
fascists," who had plundered and burned five villages and had carried off 
a pack of children! He was a man whom everyone feared. Even the com-
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missioner took him into account. Chondros was not one of those stupid 
city fellows who stand in front of women like a dog on its hind legs and 
bow and scrape. 

"Give me the child!" he said decisively. He grabbed the woman's arms 
and unfastened them from the child. The hard look in the woman's eyes 
seemed to bore a hole through him. 

But as soon as she saw him take the child, her piercing look wavered, 
the ice melted and her big eyes became soft and gentle. She did not speak 
but she looked at the child with tenderness, as if she were embracing it, 
kissing it and saying goodbye with a flood of endearments. But why did 
she look at him that way too? Chondros wondered. Was she trying to 
prevail on him? To win him over? She might as well have tried to soften 
a rock, he told himself, as to melt him with smiles or caresses. 

Then her look clouded over; two big tears rolled down her cheeks. He 
grabbed the little girl by the waist and held her high, stretched out, her 
head hanging down, stiff and unyielding like her mother! "You see, you 
can't put anything over on me!" he said, and headed for the partition. 

There he turned. What was this now? Her eyes flashed, and then they 
were dimmed. And still she did not utter a single cry! What the devil! 
Was this a woman or an apparition, a ghost? For your own good, Chondros 
said to himself, go about your business so she won't drive you crazy. 

He rushed from the small room. 

* * * 
He laughed as he lay in the forest, remembering .... 
He got up and looked toward the hideout. It was quiet. They would 

all be asleep now. A good day's work (twenty-seven children, no joke, 
and eight loads of booty), good food and drink, the commissioner and the 
captain satisfied (especially the captain)-all they wanted now was a good 
rest and sleep. 

As for the captain, he was rightly the most satisfied of all. It had not 
been a laughing matter, the trick that old Pandelis had played on him. 
When they had returned from the first attack, and the commissioner had 
counted the children, he had asked the captain, "Only these?" "These," 
the captain had replied. "No more left but some tiny babies." "And how 
do you know?" "An old man guaranteed it withhislife." The commissioner 
had laughed. "He fooled you," he had said. He had taken some papers from 
his pocket, had picked out one and stuck it under the captain's eyes. "You 
see this here?" he had said. "Leia, forty-five children. And you brought 
eighteen. That means that the old man fooled you and hid most of them 
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from you!" The commissioner had laughed again. The captain had gone 
off sulking. He had stayed in a bad mood until that very day, when his 
face shone and he was able to laugh again-not only about the twenty
seven children, but even more because he had rid himself of the mockery 
and had redeemed himself in the eyes of the commissioner . 

. . . When the gunfire died down and the villagers were forced to 
withdraw to the small chapel, the captain stayed in one place with half the 
men and ordered the others to rush into the village after the children. The 
men moved in round the chapel and fired at it from all sides. The villagers 
fired once in a while, but their shots became fewer and fewer until they 
fmally stopped and the chapel was silent. 

The captain seized the megaphone. "Are you going to surrender," he 
shouted, "or shall I bum you alive?" The people in the chapel made no 
answer. Then he threw a couple of hand grenades at them so that they 
would understand what was in store for them. "Whatever you do, you're 
in my hands !" he shouted again. "I'll slaughter you all like sheep. I'll skin 
you alive ifl want. But if you give up of your own accord, I'll spare your 
lives and only keep one of you. But now! Right this minute! Other-

. " WISe ••• 

Then-as Thymios later explained in detail-the battered old door of 
the chapel opened slowly, heavily. 

''I'm the one you want," old Pandelis said quietly. And stepping over 
the threshold of the door, he moved forward. But the same moment, all 
the other old men hurried out from the same door and the small side door. 
They surrounded and shielded Pandelis. 

The captain, furious, shouted angrily, "Get back you! Back! Or I'll 
shoot all of you!" Grabbing a machine gun from a man next to him, he 
pointed it at the old men. "Back, I tell you!" 

No one moved. Pandelis kept saying something to them, pleading 
with them, clasping their hands and shoulders. Finally he managed to get 
away from them and moved toward the captain. Throwing the machine 
gun away, the captain leaped on Pandelis and began to hit him so fiercely 
that the old man's head rocked back and forth like the pendulum of a dock. 
When blood started to spurt from his nose and mouth, the captain left off 
punching, raised his foot, gave him some hard kicks in the stomach, and 
knocked the old man down. "You think you can make a fool of me, you 
miserable creature? You deceive me?" he asked again and again. 

He kept on kicking him, first with one foot and then with the other; 
the old man's body rolled like a barrel. Finally the captain stopped kicking 
and pulled out his knife .... 
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The old men were pale and silent. Some could not endure the sight. 
Their knees gave way. One man slowly made the sign of the cross. Then the 
others did so, too, The first old man turned and went into the chapel, sing
ing softly, and all the others followed him. They chanted all together. The 
captain looked to see if the old man was still alive. He kicked him to make 
him turn over. The eyes were glassy, the face, the hair, the white beard 
smeared with red mud .... 

This was the story that Thymios told them at the hideout. And then 
he was silent and did not speak again. 

II 

Chondros stretched his arms and yawned deeply. "Time for bed," he 
murmured. As he was about to get up, he thought he saw a faint light in the 
depth of the forest. 

He looked at it carefully. Yes, it was a light. But why over there? He 
glanced around to get his bearings. "Isn't that the old inn where they put 
the children?" he wondered. 

He kept on looking at the small light .... What strange things happen 
sometimes ! If there had been two of them, they would have been the same 
ones he had seen before ! Had not her eyes seemed at first like two small 
lights in the shadows? He laughed. 

He got up and started for the hideout. He stopped and looked again 
at the light. No, indeed! What business did he have over there? Why should 
he go? They would be asleep already. What could there be to see? Even if 
they were still awake-perhaps that's why there was a light-that was no 
concern of his. 

He started downhill toward the hideout, but stopped again .... They 
might get them into trouble! The terrain there was open, and the trees 
few and far between. If an airplane were to fly over it-it would not be the 
first time one had come over at night-it would see the light. Then every
thing would be reduced to ashes .... 

He kept going downhill slowly and every once in a while he glanced 
toward the inn. Not only would they burn the building, but with their 
floodlights they could look everywhere and see everything. Then what 
would become of the hideout? He must hurry to warn the captain and the 
comnnss10ner. 

He quickened his pace. Yet, no matter how fast he went, even an hour 
was not enough time for him to go to the hideout and back again to the 
inn. The surest thing was to run straight to the inn, to cry out to those 
magpies of women whom they had set to guard the children and who had 
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left the light on, that they would all be burned up. 
He turned back toward the inn and started to run. W auld they still be 

awake? 

* * * 
Near the inn, he stopped running and began to walk slowly and 

quietly, so as not to be seen, but to see for himself what the devil they were 
doing at that hour, why they were not yet asleep. 

Neither the door nor the window was open. Only a small transom 
above the door was loose, its wooden cover broken. The lazy dogs had 
not even put a strip of cloth over it. 

What were they making such a fuss about? What were those cries he 
heard? 

He carefully approached the window and put his eye to a crack. Ex
cept for four or five of the smallest children who were lying on rags on the 
floor, the others were refusing to go to bed. The two women were shout
ing, struggling to catch them, to scare them. They could not get hold of 
them. The little devils were slippery as eels. They ran about like wild goats, 
determined to get out. Every time they slipped away from the women, 
they would leap at the door, pull hard at the knob, kick the panels, struggle 
stubbornly-and courageously-to open it. They kept crying and scream-
. "W 1 I" "W h ill I" "W mg: e want to eave. e want to go orne, to our v age . e 
want our mother!" 

The two Albanian women, veritable amazons, screamed and waved 
their hands wildly, but in vain! How could they scare the children, gather 
them together and put them to bed? One of the women fmally managed to 
catch a little boy. She grabbed him and was carrying him slowly toward 
the ragged bedding, but she could hardly manage him, for he resisted 
stoutly even though she held him tightly. Fearlessly he kicked her in the 
stomach, pulled her hair, her cheeks, her nose, and made her scream with 
pain. The other children surrounded her and began to push and beat her 
with their little hands. They pulled at her dress and tore it. She drove them 
off with her hands and feet, hurled two or three to the floor, and, suddenly, 
with blazing eyes, ran to the window, pulled out the iron bar that held the 
shutters closed, and threatened the children. 

"You bitch, if you hit the children," Chondros growled to himsel£ 
He did not have a chance to fmish his thought. A third woman, whom 

he had not noticed before, ran and fell in front of the amazon. "Don't hit 
them!" she begged tearfully. "They're children! Have pity on them ! 
They're unhappy!" She stroked the woman's feet and wept. 
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Although the crack in the window did not let him see very well, he 
recognized her. "Daphlakaina! It certainly is a good thing that the men 
had left her with the children and had not taken her outside," he thought. 

"Let me quiet them!" she implored. ''I'll make them go to bed." 
The other Albanian woman said something to the first one. The 

children quieted now, waited silently. Several went close to Daphlakaina 
and touched their hands and faces to her dress. 

The two Albanian women went into the other room and shut the door. 
Daphlakaina then sat cross-legged on the floor and opened her arms wide 
for as many children as possible. They ran to her, into her embrace like 
chicks to their mother's wing. Those who did not fit sat next to her. One 
hand smoothed a tousled head, the other stroked a cheek; she kissed the 
children's hair, their hands. Her eyes filled with big tears. 

What stupid behavior, Chondros thought. But, after all, she was an 
embittered mother and the children were orphans. 

They were all quiet, looking into her eyes. He could not help admir
ing one child, a pretty little girl, who seemed to be clinging to Daphlakaina 
for dear life. 

It was the same little girl. Clinging here just as she had before-motion
less and speechless. The same eyes ! 

Had she seen him? Was she watching him? He felt the gaze of the little 
girl touch him, wrap around h:i.ill_, bore through him, just as her mother's 
eyes had touched him. A kind of pain pricked his sturdy chest. 

But, of course, he realized, how could she see him through the crack? 
The child was not looking at anything. Maybe she was thinking about 
something, something far away. Perhaps that was why she opened her eyes 
so wide. Her mother had looked at him the same way. 

The child was thinking ofher mother. She clung to Daphlakaina, but 
her eyes seemed to be looking far beyond, toward the village, toward her 
mother. Then they blurred, and her lips trembled. "Mommy!" she cried 
in a high, weak, quivering voice. 

Daphlakaina held her more tightly. The other children became upset 
and stared at her mutely. 

"Mommy!" one cried in a more broken voice. 
"Mother!" screamed yet another child and did not stop, but kept on 

yelling, "Mother!" until his cries became a long drawn-out sobbing. 
Several other children followed his example, and suddenly all the 

children were weeping and wailing. At first their sobbing was quiet and 
restrained, but the longer it continued the louder it became, until it fmally 
was an interminable, heart-breaking lament. 
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Daphlakaina did not know what to do. She caressed the children, 
hugged them and kissed them. But the more they were petted and kissed, 
the more they cried. Finally Daphlakaina could not control herself any 
longer, and she, too, began to lament aloud. 

"Ach! It's a sad business," Chondros said to himsel£ "But what would 
one expect them to do after all. Think of the way they've been torn from 
their homes, of their wretched fate!" 

He moved away so that he would not see any more. He went and 
leaned against a big tree some distance away. 

The mournful dirge poured from the old inn, filling the air with a 
heart-rending sound. He thought of leaving, of going farther away so as 
not to hear it, but he realized that the sound would follow him everywhere. 
It had spread out and blanketed everything around him and he felt that 
wherever he went he would hear the cries, echoing from the trees, the 
rocks, the springs, the mountains .... 

* * * 
The weeping suddenly let up; soon it ceased altogether and was fol

lowed by a long silence. 
Chondros ran to the crack and was surprised to see the captain standing 

in the doorway between the two Albanian women, looking at Daph
lakaina and the children. Why was the captain there at that time of the 
night? It was very strange ! Why had he come? Chondros became uneasy. 

The captain said something to the Albanian women and they went 
over to Daphlakaina and motioned to her to get up. When she hesitated, 
they seized her by the arms to force her up. But Daphlakaina clung to the 
floor, curled up her legs and her body to make herself as heavy as possible, 
so they could not get her off the ground. "Why? Why?" she asked, terri
fied. "Where are you taking me? Leave me here with the children. Let me 
help you. Let me work for you." 

The children clung to her all the more tightly; they held on to her 
shoulders, her dress, to keep her from being taken away. Their eyes were 
wet with tears, and red, but anxiety and fear stopped their weeping and 
choked their cries. 

The captain approached Daphlakaina. "Why are you behaving like 
this?" he asked gently. "Don't be afraid. You're going to be staying here. 
The children are going away tomorrow, far away. Why do you want to 
go with them? You'll stay here close by and won't have to be afraid of any
thing. I'm taking you for myself -do you understand?" 

"No, no!" she screamed, despair in her voice and eyes. "I don't want 
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that ! I'll go with the children ! I want to fmd my own. Ifl don't fmd them, 
I'll stay with these. You want to take me for a servant! What am I supposed 
to do with the baby? I'd rather you killed me! I'm going with the children. 
Wherever they go, I go, too! I'm going with the children!" 

"You can't!" the captain cut her off abruptly. "Don't waste words! 
You're coming with me!" Fiercely he ordered her to stand up. 

"No!" she answered boldly and sat more heavily on the floor. 
The captain seized her jacket and jerked her so hard that she found her

self standing in front ofhim. Instantly she leaped on him and scratched his 
face, his hands, his ears. The captain struggled to get hold of her hands. 

"You can't force these things, captain!" said a rough, sarcastic voice at 
the door. 

Andaras ! Why was he here? 
Amazed and angry, the captain looked at him. 

"What are you doing here?" he asked sternly. 
"The same as you, captain! With more justification. Didn't I capture 

her? Didn't I bring her here? Now you're taking her from me! No, sir!" 
There was a pause. The two men glared at each other, each ready to leap 
at the slightest movement of the other. Suddenly, the captain reached for 
his revolver, Andaras jumped on him, and they began to fight savagely 
with their fists, their heads, their feet. 

The Albanian women moved away unconcerned, the children scat
tered like frightened birds and Daphlakaina slipped away through the open 
door. The children tried to follow her, but the Albanian women ran and 
bolted the door. The two men kept on fighting .... 

When Chondros saw Daphlakaina dart out of the inn, he drew back from 
the crack and happily watched her running into the forest. 

But why was she going in that direction? Did she not know there 
was no path that way? Did she not see the huge boulders which blocked 
the forest on that side and led to the great precipice? Where was she going? 
Had she lost her senses? 

He ran after her. 
"Daphlakaina! Daphlakaina !" he cried. "Not that way! Turn back!" 

She kept on running in the same dangerous direction. 
"You can't get through that way. You'll fall over the precipice! Turn 

around! I'll show you the path! I'm not the captain or Andaras! I'm 
Chondros! I'll show you the way! Stop! Stop!" 

She did not stop. Without turning or showing that she heard his cries, 
she scrambled up the great rock, her body bent so as not to lose momentum, 
climbing with long, quick strides. She was almost at the top. 
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He stopped in despair, put his fmgers in his mouth and whistled, cupped 

his hands to his mouth and yelled with all his might, "You'll fall over the 

cliff! Stop!" 
He stayed rooted to the spot and watched in anguish as the black figure 

of the woman climbed higher, grew smaller. Then he saw her lift her hands 

high and hurl herself into the gorge. 

III 

They were walking slowly through the forest. Two men in front, two 

behind, and one on each side, so that the children were well guarded and 

could not slip away. 
The commissioner himself had handed them over to the men. He had 

counted the children one by one, had made a list of their names, and had 

told the men that they were to deliver the children to the Albanian garri

son, all numbered and accounted for. The other commissioner would also 

make a list and give the men a receipt. Everything well ordered and all 
precautions taken. 

The command was for them to arrive before dawn. They would have 

to walk fast. But how could the children march as quickly as the men? 
The children were trudging along in a double line, a younger child 

with an older one. The younger, smaller ones were helped along, hand in 

hand, by the older ones-as if they, too, were not children and did not get 
tired. 

"You're in charge, Chondros !" the commissioner had told him. 

"You've received the children; you'll deliver them. Be sure to arrive on 

time, so that everything works out all right, and bring me the receipt." 
Now the poor children had to run all night long, so that he could hand 

them over on time ! , 
He turned to "his" little girl, who was at the end of the line, and asked 

her, "Are you tired?" The child made no reply. 
They walked silently. 

"Have they fmished the investigation of what happened last night?" 
Chondros asked Thymios. 

"I don't know," he answered. Then in a lower voice, he added, "Don't 

talk about it. Don't you see?" He glanced at Andaras who was walking 
alongside the line of children, sometimes a little ahead, sometimes farther 

back, so that he could keep an eye on them all. 
Thymios was right. Andaras was a mysterious person. Chondros won

dered what his friendship with the commissioner concealed. Perhaps the 
commissioner was using Andaras as a spy, even against the captain. Andaras 

and the captain certainly could not stand each other. 
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How easily they had covered over what had happened the night before 
-an ordinary soldier laying hands on the captain himself, beating him up, 
pulling a knife on him, and getting off scot-free ! Andaras must have some 
superior influence. 

As for the captain, why had he gone after poor Daphlakaina? It's easy 
to say that other men would have done the same. But not that way. Three 
months had not passed since she had lost her three children. Then they had 
captured the woman herself, with a baby in her arms, a bitter, tormented 
woman. For the captain to have come down on her like that, the very first 
night-nasty business. 

Chondros noticed that Andaras had gone on ahead a little. 
"He took a good beating, too, though," Chondros said softly. 
"Yes," said Thymios. 
"Each one got it from the other," Chondros said. "But that poor woman 

died needlessly." 
Thymios made no reply. Andaras slackened his pace and fell back a 

little . 
. . . Yes, she had died needlessly. If she had listened, Chondros would 

have shown her the path and she would have gone safely on her way. What 
a pity ! She had been in such a state that she could not have understood. For 
she had already decided to end her life. She had been in deep pain and 
despair, and then the captain came, "to take her on!" What prospect did 
life hold for her? Fortunately she had not taken the baby with her. She was 
a mother to the end, wanting her child to live, even though another woman 
would take care of it .... 

When he had run behind the rock, he had found her already dead-a 
piteous sight, but the poor woma:tJ. was fmally at peace .... 

He looked again at the little girl. "Are you tired?" he repeated. She 
turned her head abruptly. "And ifl were?" she asked coldly. 

To tell the truth, he had not thought about that. If she were tired, what 
could he do for her? 

"Thymios, ifl asked you to take the little one in your arms, would you 
do it?" 

"No." 
"Wh t?" yno. 
"First of all, because I'd get tired myself. Secondly, because the others 

would make fun of me." 
"I wouldn't." 
Indeed, why should Chondros mock him? For the little girl to say, 

''And ifi were tired?" meant that she was tired. She was small and weak. If 
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Thymios helped her a little, that should not be cause for ridicule. She cer
tainly would not have tired him. The child weighed only about forty 
pounds; how could she possibly wear him out? 

He went off to the side, walked a few steps forward and cried, "Let's 
stop a while! A short break, five minutes, and then we're off again." 

Andaras looked at him sarcastically. 
"Are you tired already, comrade? Pretty quickly, it seems to me." 
"I ' f b . I" t s none o your usmess . 
"And what about the orders? Have you forgotten we're supposed to 

arrive before daybreak?" 
"Th ' I" at s my worry. 

The long line of marchers came to a halt. 
"Thymios! Tell the children to sit down. If they're thirsty, give them 

something to drink." 
Thymios looked at him perplexed, but gave the order. The children 

sat down, but none of the men offered them his waterflask. 
"Hey, Thymios, why doesn't anyone give them a drink?" 
"We need the water," Thymios answered. "You never can tell what 

h 
,, 

may appen. 
"Here!" Chondros said. "Take mine and give it to them!" 

As time passed, the column spread out, grew thin, and broke up entirely. 
The children dragged their feet wearily. The older ones helped the younger, 
taking them by the arm, lifting them by the armpits. A boy of about twelve 
was carrying his small brother on his shoulders. 

Andaras went back and forth and shouted, "Get a move on, you 
little devils ! I'll give you a few whacks on the backside to get you off the 
ground!" 

"Thymios, if he hits the children, I'll strike him," Chondros said. 
"Are you out of your mind? They'll kill you!" 
The little girl was holding the hand of another girl the same age; they 

were stumbling along together. 
"Thymios, ifi carry her, will you make fun of me?" 
"N B ' " o. ut you mustn t. 
"Wh t::>" yno. 
"Because it's against the rules." 
"Against the rules? To have pity on a child?" 
"Of course, don't you know that's a forbidden weakness?" 

Chondros did not reply. Silently the two men kept walking. 
Chondros kept thinking, if the poor mother had known where they 
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were taking her child, if she could have seen her stumbling through the 

forest, with what longing and pain she would have looked at her! Just as 
when he had seized the child, and the mother had kept looking at her, 
caressing her and saying goodbye with her eyes. 

"Thymios !" Chondros suddenly cried. ~·Look!" 
He pointed to a gleam oflight high above the forest. 

"Well, so what?" Thymios asked in amazement. "A star. First time 
' ..,, you ve seen one r 
How could Chondros explain that it was not a star, but a light familiar 

to him, the same one he had seen in the dimly lit room, the light which 
had struck him in the chest like the flash of a rifle, which had pierced him 
to the heart? He had taken her bitter tears for coaxing and flattery; he had 
not felt her pain ! Instead he had hung the child upside down on his arm, 
like a lamb for slaughter, and had caused her to fall in a dead faint. 

· "Thymios, why are we doing this? Why are we taking the children?" 
"To save them from the monarcho-fascists." 
"But if they're their parents?" 
"Even if they are their parents, they'll corrupt them. This way they'll 

become men. Do you understand?" 
"No. Couldn't they become men in their own village? Will they be

come better in Albania?" 
"We don't know about that. I think we had better stop talking." 

They were quiet. 
"It's all right for us to take them," Chondros said after a while. "But 

why did Kondolaimis have to cut off the woman's hands? And if old 

Pandelis had hidden some children, why did the captain have to kill him?" 
Thymios turned to him curiously in the dark. 

"Are you digging your own grave?" he asked. "Why get involved in 
affairs that don't concern you? Don't talk to me about this again!" 

The talk of the two comrades, as well as the shouts and curses of 
Andaras, gradually died down. The shuffling of weary feet was the only 
sound. Chondros listened to the labored noise of the children's feet, and 
the muffied weeping. The heavy march of the guards' boots seemed to be 

trying to stamp out the quiet weeping, to drive it into the ground. 

The two little girls lagged farther and farther behind. They moved their 
feet with great difficulty. Their knees were sagging, their backs and their 
heads drooped. 

"Hey, Thymios, you go on ahead. I'll stay back with the two girls," 
Chondros said. "You see they can't walk any longer." 
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"Do you want to slip away?" Thymios asked softly. 
"No, I only want to send her to her village. You know which child I 

" mean. 
"Yes." 
"I'll put her on the right path and then I'll come back." 
"You can't come back. What will you say?" 
"I'll fmd some excuse." 
"It won't work." 
"All right," said Thymios after a while. "Stay back and make a break 

for it. It's darker here and Andaras isn't close by. Take her and run!'' 
They went to the two girls. Thymios took one by the hand and walked 

ahead. 
Chondros lifted the little girl. 

"Don't be afraid!" he said softly. "I just want to let you rest a bit." 
She started to resist and pushed at his chest with her hands, but quickly 

gave in and was quieted. 
He slowed his pace, stopped and then began to walk backward; sud

dently he leaped to the side of the path and with long quick strides headed 
into the forest. 

He put the girl on his back, brought her legs around in front, wrapped 
her arms around his chest and began to run. 

After a while he stopped to catch his breath and to get his bearings. 
He looked around and listened ca_refully in the direction of the road. No 
one had missed them yet. 

"Do you know where I'm taking you?" he asked the little girl. 
"Yes." 
"Where?" 
"T h ill " o t e v age. 
"Put your arms around my neck," he told her. "Hold on tight. We're . . ,, 

gomg to run agam. 
He began to run but stopped every once in a while to listen. He felt 

uneasy. Something stirred in the air, a breath, a puff of wind. He listened. 
From far away, but already recognizable, came the sound of someone 
running. 

He put the child down gently, lay on the ground and pressed his ear 
against the earth. It was Andaras. He had come by way of the rocks, a 
shorter route. Before long he would appear. He was lighter on his feet, 
more agile than Chondros. No matter how fast Chondros ran, Andaras 
would catch up. 

Chondros picked up the little girl, went deeper into the forest, looked 
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around until he found some thick bushes, pushed them apart and levelled 

off a small area, and there he carefully hid her. 
"Sit quietly and don't be afraid," he whispered. "I'll be back." 

He started to go, then turned again to her and said, "Ifl don't come 

back ... you see that mountain over there? Head for it, go around it on the 

right, and a little farther on is your village. Do you understand?" 

She did not answer but kept looking at him silently. He studied her 

fondly, stretched out his hand hesitantly and gently touched her hair. He 

started to say something but changed his mind. Then the little girl smiled 

at him, and he quickly took her hand and kissed it. 
"I'll wait for you," she said. 

He dashed off, ran for some distance to get away from the child, took 

his gun from his shoulder; and stopped behind a big tree. 
A few minutes later he saw the thin figure of Andaras about a hundred 

yards away. 
Chondros cupped his hands to his mouth and shouted, "Don't come 

any closer, Andaras! One step and I'll fire!" 
Andaras, without answering, hid behind the tree trunks, and leaped 

from one to the other, sometimes to one side, sometimes to the other, 

moving always closer. 
Chondros fired; at the same moment his opponent fired, and the two 

men kept shooting at each other. 
As Andaras came closer, the heavy-set body of Chondros made him 

an easy target. He had to find a large rock to hide behind. He saw a boulder 

a few yards away and ran for it. 
"Ach !"he exclaimed as a pain struck his left side. "The dog got me!" 

he mumbled. He had already reached the rock and began shooting again. 

He put his hand to his side and felt a trickle of warm blood. 
"Chondros! You don't have a chance!" yelled Andaras. "You'd better 

give up. Let me take the child and you go wherever you want." 
Chondros knew that Andaras was lying, that he would kill him at once 

if he surrendered. That wasn't the worst part of it; he did not care about 

his own life, but about the child. He had to manage somehow to escape. 

He was losing a lot of blood. He had to act quickly. If he were killed, the 

child would be killed, too. There was no choice .... 
"All right, I give up!" Chondros answered. "Drop your gun and I'll 

drop mine." 
"You first." 
"0 K I H I" . . . ere goes. 

Chondros flung his gun some distance away. Andaras threw down his 
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gun and came forward. A few yards from Chondros he stopped. 
"Throw away your knife, too!" he said. 
"There it is!" said Chondros and tossed his knife away. Andaras pitched 

his knife to the side and came closer. Suddenly he burst out laughing. 
"So you're wounded!" he said. "That's why you're giving up!" 
"Yes, you got me in the rib." 

Chondros clutched his wounded side with his right hand. Suddenly 
this hand shot into Andaras' s face with such force that it staggered him and 
knocked him to the ground. Instantly, Chondros was on top of Andaras. 

"You dog! I can handle you, even with only one hand!" 
Andaras tried to get up, to get away. He struggled to escape from the 

powerful hand which was crushing his chest, but in vain. Chondros was 
losing blood, but his huge, heavy fist held his opponent helpless on the 
ground. 

"What shall I do to you now?" he asked. "Shall I wring your neck, or 
smash your skull? Or throw you over a cliff?" 

Chondros heard a sound and turned. The little girl had come from 
the bushes and was running toward them. How could he kill Andaras 
now? 

"Run over there," he told her. "Bring me his gun. Can you do that?" 
"I can," she said and brought the gun, put it with the other one, and 

gathered up the knives. 
"You have this little one to thank," Chondros said to Andaras. "Now 

go about your business ! If you have a drop of humanity in you, remember 
that a child granted you your life. Now off with you!" 

Seizing the front of Andaras' s jacket, he yanked him up and set him 
on his feet. 

"Go!" he repeated. "Before I change my mind." 
Andaras fled. Chondros watched him go off into the darkness. As he 

was about to take up the child, he saw the dark outline of Andaras on a high 
rock. 

"Chondros! We'll meet again in the village! If you aren't dead of your 
wound by tomorrow, I swear that you'll live happily ever after! You and 
that brat you're dragging, and the whole village. Until we meet again!" 

The last words were lost in a cold, sarcastic laugh. 
Chondros looked at the guns, tried to reach for one but checked him

sel£ He rested his hand on the child's shoulder and watched Andaras 
scramble down the rock, laughing. Suddenly there was a grinding noise; 
a large stone had come loose under Andaras' s feet. He lost his balance, 
threw out his hands, and twisted about to steady himsel£ He slid from side to 
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side, he fell, he grabbed at a rocky ledge and hung for a moment, his feet 
dangling in mid-air. Then with a piercing cry, "Aa ... a ... a!" he dropped 
headlong into the gorge. 

Chondros felt the little girl wrap her arms around his leg and hide 
her face. 

"He was punished," Chondros said aloud to himself but did not dare 
to finish the sentence. In the same way, he kept thinking, in the same way 
that the poor woman was killed. 

The child took his hand. 
He looked down to her. 

"I'll stay," he said. His voice was shaky. "You must go on by yoursel£ 
Tell the village the whole story. I'll stay here. What business do I have at 
the village? What would they do with me?" 

The child's hand trembled in his. 
"If you don't come with me, I'll start crying. Do you think I don't 

realize that you're wounded?" 
"Phooey! It's nothing. Only a scratch." 

His broad chest swelled and he felt that he might burst into tears him-
sel£ 

"Are you coming?" she asked again gently. 
"Can I?" he asked. 
"Of course!" the little girl replied confidently. 

She thrust her hand inside her collar and pulled out a thin chain with a 
small cross. 

"See? This is my amulet," she said. In a gentler voice she added, "Christ 
will help us. Didn't He save me? Didn't He make you take me back to my 
mother?" 

Chondros was confused. He looked at her sweet smile, then at the shin
ing cross, and he could not say a word. Finally he took her on his back and 
they started. 

This time the child did not put her arms on his shoulders or around 
his neck. She rested them high on his head and passed her tender little hands 
across his forehead, his cheeks, as if she were caressing him. 

His heart thumped loudly and jerkily. He could not remember when 
he had felt his heart beat that way. When her hand slipped down from his 
cheek and touched his lips, he kissed it gently, tenderly, almost secretly. 

He was still bleeding and he felt his strength ebbing, his feet growing 
numb, his mouth getting dry. He had to hurry. The child could certainly 
go by herself, but would she explain it all correctly, would she make the 
villagers understand the danger? If Andaras were lost, the others would 
realize what had happened, when they saw that two of them as well as the 
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child were missing. He would have to explain it himself to the villagers, to 
tell them to call the army immediately, or to flee. 

The child's cool hand on his forehead gave him courage. She had told 
him not to be afraid. Everything would be all right. He trusted her. He 
kept thinking ofher amulet and felt as if the bright cross were shining with
in him. He was unworthy, but he would protect her, her mother, her 
village. 

If only he could reach the chapel. He would drink some water, cleanse 
his wound, and send the child to notify the villagers. 

His breath came laboriously and his feet dragged. His body was fever
ish. He tried to get his bearings. There was still some distance to go. Could 
he make it? Only as far as the spring ! As far as the chapel ! Again the small 
shining cross seemed to flash within him. Ah! If only he could ... 

"Won't you take out your little cross," he said. "Ask that we make it 
to the chapel?" 

He felt her pull out her cross and kiss it, and he heard her clear, serious 
little voice say, "Let us reach the chapel, Christ! Let us reach the chapel!" 

He was struggling uphill. His knees would not hold him. His head buzzed 
and ached, and he kept stumbling. In agony he strained to gather up his 
strength, to keep from falling. 

He knew that he could not make it, but suddenly he heard the little 
girl clap her hands. 

"The chapel! The chapel!" she cried, gasping with joy. "The chapel! 
There it is! There it is!" 

He saw it himself, shimmering faintly in the distance, shining white 
and slowly becoming clearer, as if an invisible hand had created it that very 
moment in the first streaks of dawn. The cross on the small bell tower 
flashed before him. 

His knees gave way and he was kneeling in the dust. He put the child 
down gently, held her close and in wordless emotion pointed at the cross 
on the bell tower. 

He kept w;atching it and it seemed to detach itself from the bell tower, 
to cleave the quiet air and move toward him. As the cross came nearer, it 
seemed to grow larger until it filled all the space that his eyes could see. The 
cross came so dose that he could touch it with his hands, kiss it with his lips. 

"Shall I make the sign of the cross?" he asked the little girl. 
"Yes, yes!" she answered. 
He raised his hand. It trembled, but he was still able to guide it to his 

forehead, to his breast, to his shoulders. As tears filled his eyes, he bent low 
and kissed the earth where the great cross now loomed before him. 
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THE NOTICE HAD come to Father Leonis very late-that's the way 
things are always done-that his son, Sergeant Athanasios, had met a hero's 
death on the field of honor and that the authorities were going to give an 
official emphasis to the memorial mass. 

"What's the use, God forgive me, once you have lost your child," the 
priest sighed in his beard as he prepared his son's casket. 

Earlier that evening, the Church Warden had sent the floral pieces 
which he lent regularly for the decoration of the church-but for the 
candles he was always well paid. He owned the large candle works, Sos & 

Sia, Limited. In spite of all that had happened between the priest, the 
Church Warden and the dead boy, he could not hold a grudge on such 
an occas10n. 

It was late at night when Father Leonis went down to arrange things. 
Fortunately, the saints on the wall helped him-one with the ascetic face, 
one with the hollow eyes, and another with his hand raised in benediction, 
dimly revealed by the flickering lights of the vigil lamps. Crushed by the 
unexpected tum of events, the priest had great need of consolation. 

In view of such elaborate preparations, he could not complain; he should 
almost have considered it an honor that his child had been killed. Thus, 
bent over, he performed his duties, his housekeeping chores of unfolding 
the flags, trimming the candles, stringing the laurel according to custom. 
He did not dare to look up, because he might have seen there, where least 
expected, the eyes ofhis Thanos, Thanasi, the dead boy, astonished, plain
tive, full of wonder. 

"How could you know with such a boy? Dear Lord," the priest kept 
thinking, "maybe he wasn't killed. Many strange things happen in this 
world." 

He shuddered and, without raising his head, he cast a quick glance about 
the room. Maybe he wasn't killed. 

The winds meantime had set up a frenetic celebration. They swept 
along the walls, one clenching the tail of the other tightly in its teeth. They 
howled fiendishly and played the lute along the witldows. The sea, groan
ing, took up the refrain. 

Father Leonis wrapped himself more snugly in his frock and rushed 
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out of the side door. Footsteps seemed to follow him. The arches were 
filled with rustling sounds. 

"May God have mercy," he thought. "The wicks must be wet and 
sputtering. The empty church echoes every sound." 

He said this to strengthen his courage. He did not really believe it, for 
who had slammed the door behind him with such force b~fore he had even 
crossed the threshold? 

"He's still doing just as he wants," the priest muttered fearfully to his 
wife. Some years back, together with the other women in mourning, she 
had wept, needlessly then, that the thread ofher son's life had been broken. 

Life seemed to the old man like a string of beads that the mountain 
maidens wear. Fake gems on a thick thread-many imitation pearls, a sky
blue bead for the evil eye, a cut crystal to reflect the sun, and a fmely worked 
olive pit from the Holy Sepulchre. Among them, a scarlet, well-shaped 
piece of coral, the only real thing-who knows from what old jewelry it 
had come. At first the string is white but much wearing turns it black. 
Suddenly, it is broken. 

The old man gathered up the gaudy gems in the wan palm of his 
memory. He sighed and let them fall, one by one, into the little bag of 
his aching heart. 

The earth stretched out her calloused hand, scooped up a handful of 
ocean and made it into a blue cove. 

There the children went swimming, but their eyes were always watch
ing the sea far beyond the rocks, where the blue belly of the water swelled, 
heavy with promises. 

On a calm day, the children set out for the porous rocks, slippery with 
bam4cles. They baked themselves like loaves of bread in the sun, licked 
the saltiness from the comers of their lips and stared at the small clouds, 
the sea gulls, the white caps and the whirlpools. 

Most of all they stared at "The Woman" -a fountain of water and 
sunlight that spouted, foaming high, even while the sea all around her 
was calm. 

No one had ever gone to see what she was because the old men claimed 
that whoever went near her did not return. 

When Thanos first heard about her, he vowed that he would go that 
very day. He left his short pants and sweater which was full of holes on the 
sand and beat a path straight toward "The Woman." 

The children saw him dive, appear, disappear in the foam and reappear. 
They saw him wandering far out, tossing his head through one wave after 
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another, like a walnut. Then he was lost in the distant calm between the 
sea and the sky. 

They waited countless hours for him to return. They licked the salt 
from their lips, their eyes fixed on the blue belly of the sea. 

As evening came on and Thanos did not return, their hearts grew cold. 
"The Woman" danced as always, foaming high, but the sea birds no 

longer kept them company. 
The sky began to get dark and they were frightened. They all jumped 

into the sea together and swam back to the shore where they sat shivering 
on the sand beside the abandoned clothes-the short pants and the sweater 
full of holes. 

Only when the first stars appeared did the children scatter to their 
warm, little homes to confess tearfully, "Thanos, Father Leonis's son, is 
drowned. His clothes are on the sand there." 

Father Leonis and the neighbors, with lanterns and torches, made for 
the harbor. In their midst was the mother, bareheaded. The children fol
lowed, cowering like beaten dogs. 

They went down to the shore and searched among the seaweeds and 
called his name many times, "Thanos! Thanasi !" Drenched to the knees, 
they ran up and down the beach. The women were weeping; the men 
cursed. Nothing. The sea licked her silvery lips and would not give back 
the child. The sea monster had swallowed him. 

Throughout the night, two candles were burning beside t~e empty 
clothes. The women sat in a circle, singing out their dirge. Heartbroken, 
Father Leonis moaned and said, "I praise You, God." The window, wide 
open, seemed to gather up the shining tears of the night, and a numbing 
pain slowly coiled itself around the weary mourners. 

Suddenly, on the window sill where the starlight was shimmering, a 
pale hand appeared. The women were struck dumb. Like a spider, the 
hand grasped the wall. The tears in their eyes turned to stone. The spider 
became two hands, then the face of the drowned boy, wan and streaked 
with seaweed, appeared. 

In short, Thanos, alive and naked as an eel, stood before the astonished 
people. 

When at last even the mother had been convinced, the boy's father began 
in dignified tones, "What is this disgraceful behavior, you godless one?" 

"What could I do?" the boy said simply. "You took away my clothes." 

Time passed. 
Thanos's hands were always remembered with that blessed hour ofhis 
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return to life. His body kept fighting against the foam and the seaweed. 
His feet bled on rocky surfaces; his skin turned brown under the hot sun. 
His ears began to listen to the call of the road, but his eyes-oh, such eyes
were always looking everywhere, especially in the small church, under the 
cassocks, behind the benches, behind the prayer books, at the icons, at the 
people. Where least expected, you would fmd them looking, the child's 
strange, shining eyes. 

You were a little afraid of them -afraid because matters were not going 
well in the small church. The Saint performed no miracles, and the people 
did not come from far away to worship. Only the poor folk who lived 
nearby came. The Metropolitan criticized the lack of zeal, Father Leonis 
became disheartened, and the Church Warden •.. He had been paid for 
more candles than he had sent, and if Father Leonis had not covered up for 
him ... Fortunately, he remembered in time that sin, seventy times seven, 
is forgiven. But the Church Warden nursed a secret grudge because he 
was indebted to the old priest for his forgiveness. 

In spite of all this, or because of it, the two men took courage and often 
confided their worries to each other, watched all the time by the curious 
eyes of Thanos. 

"We, too, are at fault," said Father Leonis. 
"Yes, we are at fault ... " agreed the Church Warden. 
" ... for our sins," said Father Leonis; but with this the owner of the 

candleworks did not agree. 
"May Saint George help us, and all that sort of thing," said the Church 

Warden, winking. 
"Did the ancients have such sayings?" Father Leonis wondered. "Did 

they say, 'Athena helps those who help themselves' and ... ?" 
The two men talked about it so often that when they finally decided 

to make amends they could not agree. Father Leonis said, "Let's give some 
silver to the Saint, as an example to the people." 

"Perhaps His Grace will take pity on us and perform a miracle," said the 
Church Warden. 

But before they could offer the silver, the miracle did happen. 

At that time, Thanos had just fmished high school. 
For years the teachers had played football with his brains. One told 

him, "The Lord said, and it came to pass." The other confirmed, "Man is 
twenty-two links from the first cell. The only link missing is the eleventh." 
Immediately, the catechist tried to wedge his God into the missing link. 

They even taught him in detail all the hate that the centuries had stored 
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up for him. And the wise art of numbers that says if you do not grab you 
will get nothing. 

Out of old myths they taught him how the flowers embrace each other, 
how the ants struggle, how the elements mingle and give birth to air and 
water, and all the strange ways of Nature. 

He came out of school a wise man, but he did not know how to divide 
the hay between two donkeys. He liked to believe that the Virgin Mary 
brings babies, for he always saw her with the joyful infant in her arms. 

For years the teachers had played about with his brains, and thus they 
sent him out into the world, telling him, "Now we have shown you the 
way. Henceforth you must learn alone." 

Well, he began his learning according to chance. That is why he roamed 
everywhere-to learn. His body struggled far outside the narrow cove, 
but his hands seemed always to be grasping the window sill of his home. 
His feet were bruised on rocky surfaces and his skin baked brown under 
the hot sun. His ears kept listening to the call of the road, but his eyes
ah, such eyes-were always looking for something in the small church. 

No, he was not looking for his God there. He was lamenting for man
kind. He could fmd God elsewhere-wherever he chanced to seek Him, 
in the most unexpected places-in the roaring conch shells of the ocean, 
in the radiant mane of the sun, in the eyes of man, in the virginal groves of 
the earth, in the myriad trodden paths of contemplation. 

This scattering of God's presence filled him with joy and longing. For 
all were likenesses, as it is written-"According to the icon is the image." 

He studied the scriptures passionately. They have awakened the minds 
of the children of many men. It is true that these children have never agreed 
among themselves. Whatever one has said, the other has refuted. Deeds 
are always contradicting words and words contradicting deeds. And if 
somehow someone' s words and deeds agree, then alas ! An angry crowd 
rises up against him, pursues him and kills him and then wants, at any 
cost, to resurrect him. 

In this way, many men have been lost and few have survived. 
Among those few, Thanos recognized the blond Nazarel}e. 
There came a day when his soul pursued him hotly, helter-skelter, and 

his heart became like a purple carpet, spreading out, where he might stand. 
His mother saw all this and she rejoiced that Thanos would soon be 

wearing vestments, but the priest had other ideas. 
The mother was seeking only the peace of her soul, but the father 

wanted glory and honor to come to his son. 
As for Thanos, he was seeking a miracle from God. 
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He yearned for it with that faith that moves mountains. He sought it 
as a pledge oflove. He waited for it with the stubbornness of a child. This 
is why he fasted and led an ascetic life. He made night-long vigils in front 
of the icons, he bound his life with vows, and he composed prayers and 
hymns of his own. 

"You Who willingly have endured the trials of the flesh, have pity on 
Kyra Marigo, my neighbor, for she labors more than she should. See how 
deeply bitter she is-she buried her husband and she has young children. 
You Who welcomed the wild lilies and admired the freedom of the birds, 
look at her young ones. Each day they become, like the lilies, pale and wan, 
but unlike the birds they fmd no nourishment. She pays for everything. 
The water, the air, the sun-in none of Your gifts does she rejoice freely. 
Only her rent she cannot pay. She owes seven months' rent and soon, 
God forbid, they will throw her out on the street. Then where will the 
pale ones wander? Let my faith, let my great, my limitless faith save them!" 

It is true, his faith became great. 
It became like the sands of the ocean. It filled him with ice and with 

fire. It turned him inside out, and his soul was bare and gleaming. His soul 
was all eyes that shone in the darkness and reflected the glittering chords 
of ecstacy. Then the tympany of his heart would exclaim, "You Who 
wear the light of the sun as a crown and lift the waters to the sky, You 
Who dress the star-studded heavens, You Who control the winds and the 
thunder, You Who speak with the voice of the abyss and can see by the dim 
light of the firefly, give nine hundred and twenty-seven piastres to K yra 
Marigo so that she may pay her rent." 

In this way he struggled along the difficult road of faith and looked 
out for his neighbor, Kyra Marigo. 

She, without age or color in her face, without hope or rest in her 
heart, went here and there, in and out, borrowed, paid, took in sewing, 
baked, washed clothes, hung them up to dry, spanked her children, 
fed them, scolded them, sighed, swore and did everything herself, never 
waiting for anything from God. 

She had only one wish. To fmd some means to pay her rent so that she 
could be free of that care for a time, and she told her wish to everyone. 

The time came for the little church to celebrate the day of its patron 
saint. 

The day began well, joyfully and hopefully. 
That day is not like other days. The parishioners carry candles and oil, 

they chant beautiful words-all this does not cost anything. Each looks at 
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his neighbor with kindness, he speaks sweetly to the other, he smiles and 
wishes him well, but above all he is full of hope. 

What does he hope? He hopes to live yet another year, he hopes to see 
better days, he hopes ... he himself hardly knows what he hopes for. 

A large crowd had gathered to enjoy the warmth of such hopes. Even 
the beggars left the courtyard doorways and the streets and came to warm 
their warped bodies at the side ofhope. 

All night their sighing had put a mist on the windows and hollow 
footsteps resounded along the serenity of the old marble floor. Candles 
sputtered against the darkness. 

The grocer arrived at last-he had dismissed his apprentices and had 
come. The baker was still at work. 

K yra Marigo with her crowd of children was one of the first to arrive. 
Their heads were shaved, for fear oflice-hair is for those who have time 
and money. Their little feet did not stand still for a moment, shifting about 
like mercury-little bodies, poor but clean. Marigo, full of concern, ges
tured to them, scolded them with fierce looks in her eyes, called to them, 
"Pssst," and threatened them in whispers, "The little Virgin is watching 
you." She gave each of them biscuits and water, drop by drop, from a 
bottle. 

That's what it is to have children. What can you do, they must be 
disciplined. 

Finally, through the long night, she huddled them close to her. 
"Pinch me ifi fall asleep," the smaller ones said to the older ones. 

Sleep overtook them furtively. Then the mother rested. She tied her 
bundle, folded her hands and fixed her eyes on the candles whose light 
dancingly glorified God. Her face, without age and without color, her 
heart numb to joy, her lips mute . 

. What could she say? The Knower of Hearts knows everything-what 
could she ask Him for? Shoes? Clothes for the children? The rent? Eternal 
rest or a little more of life? Let Him Who sent her into this world take the 
responsibility. Let Him Who loves His creatures, look upon her. A hymn 
to His greater glory? What need has He of that? She was so tired, so very 
tired! Her mind was dull with toil, her eyes inflamed. How much more 
was she to endure? Ah! How much ! Forgive, dear God! 

Beside her stood Thanos. There was a knot in his throat, a knot of 
compassion, and a knot of longing in his heart, and a knot of fear in his 
hands. 

"Are You waiting, Christ!" clamors his soul. "The night of miracles is Jading 
away and will vanish. The sword of grace has not yet broken the silence of the skies. 
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This holiday dawns as do all other days, and the eyes of poverty must face the 
countless old trials. The Father and the Church Warden will adorn Your icon with 

silver, the money of the poor that is collected heedlessly at the bench. There is so 
much in the collection that the candles will be paid for, and there will be enough 
left over for the Metropolis. But Kyra Marigo will be thrown into the street. Do 
You consent to this? Do You acquiesce, Saviour?" 

The church sweltered from the crowd. A light vapor choked the slow
moving hours, and within the church walls moved empty bodies, aching 
heads and hands and feet. There were warm tears in the eyes of Thanos. 

His heart was being squeezed, and the candle lights inflamed his sadness. 
The icons were dripping with sweat, and not even the noise of the incense 

burner disturbed the silence. 
Thanos, his head thrown back, his pale face bearing all the weight of 

his expectations, kept repeating in a whispering voice, 
"Do You consent to this? That they throw the fatherless children and the tired 

woman into the streets while they decorate You with silver?" 
"No," answered the Good Shepherd. "No." 

At that moment, Kyra Marigo was jolted awake and she searched her 
little bundle for the bottle of water to refresh herself. 

"A miracle ! A miracle !" she cried. 
At the sound of her voice, bodies sat up, the darkness scattered, the 

cocks began to crow prophetically, the windows became bright with roses 
and lilies, and she, still kneeling, her hands held high, continued to cry out, 
"A miracle! A miracle!" 

The ChurchWarden came running. Father Leonis, who had been doz

ing behind the altar, awakened with the ringing of the bell. 
"Miracle! A miracle?" people shouted. "What? What has happened?" 
"A treasure has been found in the purse of a poor woman," others 

answered. 
"How much?" gasped the beggars open-mouthed. "How much?" 
"Thousands! Thousands!" 
"We must perform a doxology!" 
"We must." 
The bell kept ringing as it does on Easter, ding-dong, ding-dong. 

Thanos would not let go of the rope. 
"She should have prayed for something else, that blessed creature." 
Ding-dong, ding-dong ! 

"What should she have prayed for? She needed money." 
The doxology began. 

"So, miracles do happen in this world." 
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"Yes, they do happen." 
"Someone must have put it in her bundle," said the grocer softly. 
"When it's to someone's advantage ... " thought the Church Warden, 

but he said nothing. 
"She should have prayed for the return of her husband," one widow 

said sneeringly. 
"But he was killed in the war." 
"How do you know? If the Almighty wishes ... " 

Then the authorities came to make inquiries, to stick their noses in, 
for the sake oflaw and order. 

"Is someone missing anything?" they asked. 
"Nothing." 
"Have you any suspicions, my good woman?" 
"None." 
"Good. Then it is a miracle." 

The exact amount was recorded: two thousand eight hundred and 
some piastres. 

Delirious with joy, Kyra Marigo rounded up her children and left the 
church. Father Leonis, however, and the Church Warden looked at each 
other, dumbfounded. The total figure was not new to them. The two of 
them had locked up that very amount the night before. 

The church bell kept on ringing and ringing. 

The affair was hushed up, but from that day a miracle did take place. 
K yra Marigo immediately had the hands of Christ silver plated and 

again her rent for the month was unpaid. The crowd, depriving themselves, 
brought oil and candles and bread to the church. The Warden was not able 
to keep up the supply of candles nor could the Metropolis keep count of 
the trays. 

Only Thanos did not again set foot in the church. All day he sunned 
himself and watched the black hawks soaring in the blue sky. 

First, K yra Marigo said to him, "Loafer!" 
"Why, K yra Marigo ?" he asked. 
"Nothing! I just wanted to say, 'Lucky is he who has an ancestral 

estate,"' she answered. She was referring to the income of the church. 
"Not like me, a poor woman, who has to work to get even a glass of water. 
Other people may call it a miracle. What can twenty-eight meager lires 
do? So much for the rent, so much for shoes, so much to silver plate the 
hands of Christ-great be His Grace-I worship and thank Him, but He 
doesn't know what it means to bring up children. Lucky is the hour for 
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him who inherits an estate," she said, referring to the profits of the church 
which, when you get right down to it, were because ofher, "and can bask 
in the sun carefree, like Thanos, Father Leonis's boy." 

Then his father called him a loafer. 
"You, why are you sitting all day, instead of giving your old man a 

hand?" the priest said. 
"I haven't enough faith," Thanos answered. 
"That's an excuse. Do you need faith to chant?" the father asked. 
"Of course you do," the son replied. 
"I've told you many times," the father insisted; "you blockhead, faith 

comes with prayers." 
"Oh, come now, father, are we going to start the story of who came 

first, the chicken or the egg?" the son replied insolently. 
Then the priest could not hold out any longer. "Do you think I didn't 

catch on?" he asked. "You rifled the church counter so you could give alms 
to Kyra Marigo." 

Thanos was speechless. 
"The Church Warden did not dare betray you," the father continued, 

"thanks to his own dirty linen. Ifi hadn't helped him once, you'd see now. 
They're right when they say, 'Do a good deed and don't look for repay
ment'; it has happened to us, though he does harp on it all the time. Any
way, how do you know, you Godless one, that Christ did not inspire you? 
God is not a destroyer. He is a provider. God works in mysterious ways 
His wonders to perform. Who knows, you worm, what road He has chosen 
for you? Who knows ifHe did not make you His instrument?" The priest 
pointed to the sky. 

At once, the son looked up hopefully and again he saw the black feathers 
of the birds. 

"Whatever my father says, he is right," Thanos thought, "but what 
does K yra Marigo have against me? There she is again, pale, tired, harried. 
She lifts a bundle, she drags a child along. Will she stop to curse me again?" 

She stopped. "Loafer!" she shouted. 
"Why, Kyra Marigo?" 
"What do you do, you big oaf?" 
"Ifl want, I can bring a falcon down from the clouds. Alive," he said. 
The woman did not answer. Bent under her burden, she went on her 

way. She knew that silence is the only answer to a lunatic. But Thanos 
was not mad. He only wanted to try his strength. 

"Find a job then," his father said. 
"I should find ... " 
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"I've talked with the Church Warden. He has agreed to take you on at 

the candle shop," the priest announced. 
"I won't work there," Thanos answered. 
"Wh t?" yno. 
"Why do we need to make candles? In the daytime the sun shines. At 

night we have electricity. You say, for the saints? What do they need 

candles for? For them the sky lights thousands of stars at night and the 

fireflies gleam, and at dawn the dew sparkles on the flowers," Thanos 

explained. 
"God help you, my child," the priest replied. Then suddenly furious, he 

shouted, "Scoundrel! Are you going to work for the candles or for your
self?" 

"It's useless work. What do I need it for?" 
"It will bring you profit." 
"Profit is not enough," Thanos said. 

The days that passed were like a gray thread to Thanos-always the 

same, colorless, empty, slow-moving. He did not worry any more about 

K yra Marigo and her many troubles. Everyone has troubles. As his father 

said, "In this world, sorrow reigns." 
Questions about the miracle did not bother him either-ifit happened, 

how it happened, if it had been he, Thanos, who had made it happen, or 

if he had become an instrument of His will. 
He did not care about anything. He was like the purse of one who has 

wagered and lost all on the tum of a card, like someone who has based all 
his hopes on one person and that person has died, like an empty theater 

after the music is finished and the crowd is gone and the lights are turned 

off. Yes, that is the way Thanos felt. 
At his every step, an emptiness loomed before him; in his voice there 

was an echo of fear. 
He stopped speaking. He stopped singing. 
Nature, however, does not tolerate vacuums. She hurries to fill them 

in any possible way, with flowers or rubbish or winds or thunder. 

She filled Thanos's emptiness with a tiny thought. At first he would not 

accept it. But the thought did not leave him for a moment, wherever 

he went, whether he was standing or sitting, when he ran and when he 

slept. Yes, even in his sleep, he saw its sharp, stubborn little face. He be

came so used to it that if at any time he lost it, he looked for it, he found 

it and he set it before him-that sharp, stubborn little face. 
"What thought torments you, my child?" his mother asked. 
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"It doesn't torment me any more. I'm used to it," Thanos answered. 
At first, Thanos thought but said nothing. He only looked at his mother 

with a sharp, stubborn face that reflected the face of his thought-like a 
married couple who after living together for years, acquire something of 
each other's appearance. 

His father no longer spoke to him about work or chanting. He had 
spoken of those things too often. He only shook his head and said, "Grief 
reigns in this world." 

Only Kyra Marigo and her children made fun ofhim. 
"When are you going to catch the hawk alive?" they asked. 
"An . " h ld h "An . " y t1me now, e to t em. y orne now. 
He had said it so many times that one day, for the fun of it, he decided 

to do it. 
He made a game of it. He would hide a small loaf ofbread and a piece 

of meat under his shirt and would set out. 
From the church dome slowly to the next roof, from cornice to cornice, 

his bare toes gripping the edges, and-hop! there he would be on the next 
roo£ His knees were scraped and bleeding from the walls, but a little tight
ening of the heart, and before you could blink an eye, he disappeared into 
the tiny balcony of the church bell tower. Every time he bumped his head 
against the bell cord, the bell pealed out a welcome to him. Ahhh! Listen ! 
Dong! Dong! Dong! The women were frightened by the sound of the 
bell. "Perhaps we haven't thanked our Holy One enough for the miracle. 
That's why the bell is ringing," they told each other. They ran to light 
candles and with a five-lepta piece for Father Lemus's palm they began to 
pray. 

If only they had known what was happening up above! 
Up there Thanos had taken with him the great emptiness and the small 

thought. The emptiness was suddenly filled with the sky and the sun. The 
thought paled and shrank and withdrew into a corner. He forgot it. But 
the next day it was waiting for him below, with the bricks, the wood, the 
trees and all the things that struggle to release themselves from the ground. 

Free at last, Thanos shared the ephemeral happiness of the clouds. 
Together they built mighty cities, scattered them to the winds, and then 
rebuilt them, refreshing themselves from their secret hearts. They enjoyed 
the limitless sky and the strength of the sun-the sky that makes large things 
small and the sun with so much light to give that it even lends brilliance to 
a tin can. Filled by the joy of his new knowledge, Thanos ate his dry bit of 
bread and drank the winged kisses of springtime as he lay in wait for the 
hawks. These birds of prey, strong and beautiful, flew in soft circles around 
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his dreams, wheeling round and round the ruby-red meat that Thanos had 
left glistening on the ledge. 

Below, Father Leonis wondered, "What has happened lately that so 
many hawks gather? Have they sighted some carrion?" 

When he came down from above, Thanos found everything the same. 
First of all, the pale face of this thought was waiting for him. He had be
come accustomed to taking it with him, and together they had gone among 
the people. 

How small the people looked now-how apathetic! 
"In this world, sorrow reigns," Father Leonis continued to say. He 

lowered his head, crossed himself and gave praise to God. 
"Why, father?" Thanos demanded with a voice so loud that it was 

discordant. "Why don't you say those other things people say about 
Victory? 'I conquered the world' -that's what the Son of Man said, and 
all the children of man should do the same. They should fight and they 
should win." 

At that moment the pointed face of his thought became round, it 
shone, and then it faded. 

His mother looked at him, frightened. 
"Mother, little mother, if only you could come with me up there! You 

would take off your black clothes immediately, these black garments that 
you have worn for many years, and you, too, would rejoice in life. But not 
even a miracle can save you. Not even a miracle," Thanos said. 

He was afraid that he had carelessly disclosed the secret face of his 
thought. 

His mother was startled and asked, "Not even a miracle?" 
Thanos answered firmly, "Look at Kyra Marigo-did the miracle 

save her? No. Miracles are not going to save the world. All she needed was 
given to her, three times over and more. Was she saved? No. Because man 
must know what it is that he wants. She only wished for nine hundred 
twenty-seven piastres, nothing else. That is why she is again, as always, 
tired and angry and harried, dragging her little ones by the hand." 

And in truth, K yra Marigo was just then arriving, screaming, "You 
had better control that wonderful son of yours and tell him not to disturb 
the peace of the poor people who must work hard for ... " She threw a 
dead bird on the table. 

"Why did you kill it!" Thanos shouted. 
"I suppose I should have let it gouge our eyes out," she replied. 
"You could have opened the window so he could fly away," Thanos 

said. 
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The bird of prey, the strong and beautiful one, its head crushed, 
matted with thick blood, still held in the shuddering neck feathers a lump 
of clear air. 

"He, that pride and joy of yours," the widow cried, "left it in our 
house, alive." She pointed at Thanos, tilting her chin scornfully. 

"What sort of doings are these, my son," his mother asked. 
"I had promised it to her, mother," he answered. "She was always 

asking for it." 
K yra Marigo kept repeating tirelessly her description of the fright she 

had had, "There I was, bending over my work and I was saying to myself, 
'Is this right?' I was gathering up somebody's clothes when the black devil 
swooped down, all feathers and claws ... " 

"But why, my son?" his mother asked. 
"I promised it to her, mother," he answered. 

The widow and her children had chased the bird-a good thing it did 
not gouge out their eyes. "That cursed bird managed to spill half a glass of 
oil-oil that God knows with what ... " she kept saying. 

Thanos and his mother gave her a whole jug of oil and some con
secrated bread and some boiled wheat from the Church Warden's forty-day 
memorial service. 

"For your little ones, Kyra Marigo," said his mother. 
That is how they calmed the widow, but before she left she offered 

them some advice, "Listen to me," she said. "I may be poor, but I know 
something. Your son needs to get married." 

But Thanos was grieving as he looked at the strong, beautiful bird that 
still held a bracelet of air in its quivering neck feathers. 

And thus, with all this, the lies finish and the truth begins. 
Thanos went to war, a volunteer, and he was killed and now the 

people mourn him. 
"What a heart!" K yra Marigo exclaimed. "Who ever expected it from 

such a loafer?" 
"I expected it," said Father Leonis modestly. 
When he had gone away, Thanos had not taken anything with him 

but his weary, pale thought, Miracles cannot save the world. 
Well, then what will save it? 
Some people say that war will save the world. And they truly believe 

this. 
Did Thanos believe this? Did he go merely to see and learn? Did he go 

for adventure? Who knows. Perhaps he went because he had got mixed 
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up with a lot of women and did not know which one to choose. Maybe he 
wanted to be free of his father's sharp tongue that had tormented him so 
sorely, What kind of man are you? In order to chant, you say you need faith. In 
order to work, your job must be useful. In order to marry, you must love the 
woman. What kind of man are you? Did I fall in love with your mother before I 
married her? Look-we get along. You young ones, you want everything for 
yourselves. You have an opinion about everything. But life isn't that way. 

Be that as it may, the young man went off to war, he got killed, and 
now the people mourn him. 



from THE W ARRJO RS a novel about the 1940 invasion of Greece 
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translated by Byron and Catherine Raizis 

IN THE FACE OF DEATH 

TowARD the west, the sky deepened to a sea-blue. The brook, whose 
waters rushed to the mill, scattered shrill, airy sounds. The firs, which be
gan at the village and climbed up to the forest of oak trees, spread their 
many-fmgered branches wide among the clouds. The noonday brightness 
was everywhere, drenching everything with a sparkling light. 

The carabinieri stopped to tie the prisoners' hands. 
"There's no need!" Old Thymios said abruptly. 
Delis said the same thing in almost the same tone, though he was afraid 

there was no voice left in his chest. He looked at his companion with ad
miration. ''Old Thymios has blue eyes,'' he told himsel£ He had not noticed 
it before, though he had known him since he, Delis, was a child. He had 
seen him coming armed from the guerillas. Possibly only one second had 
lapsed since then. His white beard seemed artificial. His skin was rosy, like 
the gold dust on the columns of the ancient temples, the coloring experience 
of time. 

The interpreter approached Delis. 
"Teacher," he said, "Signore Mareshallo wants to see you." 

The call was unexpected and challenging. He wanted to walk alone the 
few yards that separated him from death. Every sidestep was a lack of 
courage; every alien word confused his thoughts. What else was there to be 
interrogated about? It is good that man has but one life, after all, and once 
he is determined to sacrifice it, his adversary stands before him disarmed. 
Entering the office, Delis felt the secret consciousness of his pride taking 
hold of him. As he saw Signore Mareshallo, he told himself, "He's so 
deplorable!" An almost happy feeling of vengeance was taking possession 
of him. That glance of the Mareshallo revealed much to him. 

A gloomy silence separated them. The foreigner always kept his 
glance lowered. He was nervously scratching the floor with his foot, show
ing that he did not dare to begin the discussion. Perhaps he had already 
repented calling Delis there. Two or three minutes passed this way. 

Finally, without looking up, the Mareshallo said, "Teacher, I want to 
make a last attempt just for you. Even at this moment I can spare you from 
being shot if you . . . " 
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Never before had Delis felt such power. "What an invincible weapon 
is the rejection oflife," he said to himself, "when one aims it deliberately 
to strike the big target!" This human serpent seemed to understand and 

was, himself, like one condemned eternally. Throughout his life, this 
scene would be recreated: to beg a man to have his life spared and to have 
him refuse. Which of the two, then, was about to die that day? Which 
one? Delis began to believe that the creatures of the earth have a way of 
remaining alive forever. 

Signore Mareshallo started again but his voice was quivering, "Cer
tainly, I understand. However, since I believe you to be a reasonable man 

who refuses out of spite, I want to offer you ... " 
Delis hardly heard him. He looked out the window. Old Thymios 

was waiting for him. It was not nice to leave him alone. Their trip was for 
a common cause. He thought that Thymios was looking at him mourn
fully. He called him. 

Signore Mareshallo was begging him. Delis must think ofhis family. 

He had no right to throw his life away. Meaningless words wounding the 
silence. 

"Well?" he asked again. "In five minutes it will be too late." 
No answer. 
Signore Mareshallo became angry. "Why don't you say something? 

Perhaps you are a ghost already? Speak up. Open your mouth. One word 
d ' fr " an you re ee .... 

Delis said the words slowly, "We're wasting our time." 
The Mareshallo shrank into his chair as if he had been hit. He made a 

sign with his hand for them to leave the office. So, this encounter was the 
most sublime act in Delis's life. Indeed, life was worth living in this miser
able world, just to measure the limits of man's strength. Well then, his 
brief existence on this earth had a meaning after all. 

Going down the stairs-five steps overgrown with weeds-Delis al
most collapsed. Four carabinieri were standing in a row, their rifles at ease. 

Two or three minutes and everything would be over. Chills went through 
his body; the strength he thought would support him to the end was 
ebbing. His legs felt numb, his gait became slow and tired. After all, the 

slower the better. Even one minute was a gain. In that infinitesimal frac
tion of time he had to see many things for the last time. Yet, whole years 
were blotted from his memory ... many deaths in the brief span of life ... 
sleep .... Where would he go now? Would he be conscious of the end 
and then finally be nothing, or would he drift into an endless sleep, into 
a different life without secrets, without the devastating thirst for knowledge, 
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or the dizzy whirl of vertigo, of plunging into chaos? Who would stand 
by his side during his fmal agony? Who would assure him? But what? 
What? Where do the limits of life begin, where do the shadows of death 
stop? Who is going to whisper, alone, the seven-times-sealed secret of non
existence? What is man? Where is man going to? What is his purpose? 
Who made him? Why? 

Delis approached old Thymios slowly and stood beside him. In front 
of him, about five paces away, stood the four carabinieri. Faces that he 
hardly remembered. Faces that are afraid, ashamed. He no longer had time 
to sort out his small doubts. Now, with one quick glancing through, he 
must close the strange book of his life. Yet, his mind was not helping him. 
The second carabiniero from the right had a crooked nose. Delis thought 
that one ofhis eyes was yellow and the other dark. Strange. Can a man have 
two different eyes? Perhaps it seemed yellow because a ray of light fell on 
the edge of the eye. Where was the sun? He turned a little and saw it through 
the clouds. He bent his head. Nobody would ever see the sun. What was 
more relaxing for man, light or darkness? 

As he turned, he saw that they had placed them on the edge of a preci
pice. No, he did not want to think that his body would fall in there. How 
did one fall into the abyss? He took a half step forward. At least, there was 
hope he might collapse. Perhaps that would depend on his will. When he 
was hit by the bullets, he would fall on his face, if he could. Yes, that was 
how it should be done. But why was he thinking nonsense? What differ
ence would it make when he would already be dead? The abyss he fell 
into would be so deep that it was not worth even thinking about the ten 
feet of the precipice. He kept standing half a step forward. 

A black dog came into the school yard. It was the dog of Father 
Charitos. Since its master's death, fifteen days ago, it had roamed about 
in the streets. He saw that it was wagging its tail. There were many little 
things in life that spoke oflove. A bush that is full ofbuds in its season; a 
colored conch shell; the flight of a bird; the moist earth; the fragrant air; 
a feather plucked from a pigeon; a bell that is ringing; a smile; a cry .... 

Everything had passed. In two minutes, he would part from them for
ever. The water of the fountain could not reach where he was going. 
Neither was the buzzing of the bee heard there, nor the mystical whisper of 
the seed as it turned into fruit in the middle of summer. 

An order from the Corporal made the carabinieri stand at attention. 
The interpreter unfolded a paper and read it in a monotonous voice. 

Delis realized with anguish that once the reading was over, his time 
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would be over, too. He was in a hurry. He had too many things to think of, 
to put in order. Unfortunately, his thinking was feeble; it registered only 
insignificant thoughts. Again the silly question came up: Why did that 
carabiniero have two different eyes? The black dog approached and lay 
down with its tail between its legs. It seemed very scared. Apparently 
animals have a sharper instinct than man when it comes to death. Who 
could ever have told him that he would die and that he would have a dog 
as witness? 

Old Thymios was breathing deeply. Delis looked at him askance and 
felt calmer himsel£ The interpreter was reading. First, Peter Delis, school 
teacher at Exoche .... Peter Delis .... That was his name. He had lived 
longer than sixty years tied to a name. It seemed as if he heard it for the 
first time. He was so used to it; he thought of it as a part ofhimsel£ Yet, 
this little name would remain behind. People, it is true, die. peath does 
not touch words .... 

There, behind the roof loomed the peak of his cypress, like a dark 
mystery piercing the sky upright. The treetop was washed in light. It 
looked like the point of a sword. Near its roots was an iron trunk, with 
red Byzantine letters-he had painted them one evening, when the snow
storm had started, and his wife was serving camomile tea. He remembered 
it well. He had got a pain in his stomach. 

"S 1 b " ongs, ta es, prover s . ... 
Just then he began to distinguish the dream he had had the night be

fore, when he had been sleepless. The hands that had unearthed the trunk 
belonged to his son, it seemed. The little fmger had no nail; he had cut it 
in the mill. He was almost eight, and he walked by himself, acted as if in 
a theater. Was it worth the trouble to play theater in the theater of life? 
Would his son, over there in the crowded city, be able to fmd himself? 
Where could one discover himself? Which road leads to ourselves, which? 

His eldest daughter was wearing her cheap print dress. He had prom
ised to bring her a hew dress from Yiannina. He had not kept his promise. 
But why did Maria look so sorry? Who had poured so much bitterness on 
her? He was trying to remember. He was sure he had forgotten something. 
But he had no time to waste. The interpreter was through with his reading. 

Delis opened his eyes wide as if it were a way never to leave the light. 
Why should he die? The cypress was in the sun, behind it was the precipice; 
the four soldiers began to move. A dim sea ... faces rose .... Thousands 
of faces rose, fell, reappeared .... Here, he had forgotten something, his 
youngest daughter, Anna. Before he left he had told her, "Anna, I've al-

£ " most orgotten you. 
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A strange voice gave an order cruelly. Delis grasped the hand of old 
Thymios. It was burning. They looked at each other for a moment. To 
himself Delis repeated, "his eyes are blue." The cypress peak was bending. 
Where was the wind blowing from? W auld the sky clear, or was the storm 
coming? 

The rifles were raised. He held old Thymios's hand tightly. His legs 
felt paralyzed. 

"My God, make a miracle!" he said in a choked voice, and his lips drily 
stirred .... 

If he could have some water! Here, it seemed the water was running 
in the canyons. It was going to the mill. Over there was the plane tree with 
the ivy. The cypress was now motionless. Songs. They remained. These 
remained. Songs, tales. He heard the dog barking. The sun was glinting on 
the windowpanes of the office. 

He wanted to call them. The bullets hit the source ofhis voice. He fell. 
He slumped on the edge of the precipice; one would have thought he was 
trying to hold himself there. A half-step forward. 

But the two bodies, bending, rolled over the precipice. 
Where Delis and old Thymios had been standing there was a small 

pool ofhot blood. 

AT THE REMOTEST BORDER 

P HOTINOS felt an indescribable fatigue after the night action. His 
volunteering had made him ashamed, exactly the opposite of what had 
urged him to take the step forward. For a moment he had stood alone, 
out of the line, apart from his companions. His action was like a provoca
tive call to duty, a mute insult to the men in line who had not yet realized 
what their platoon leader meant. Photinos became more ashamed when, 
after a while, Demos came and stood beside him. Demos's eyes had a 
desperation as well as a great animosity, as ifhe were telling him, "I won't 
have anyone insulting me. Especially you who share my tent." Photinos 
felt almost as ifhe should apologize; he shrank and looked downward like 
a wrongdoer. Kastrinos, Theophilos Vergis, and Corporal Galanis restored 
order. Photinos was becoming one of many. 

He was cold. He leaned against a cypress tree and stared at the fme 
snow that was melting into colorless drops of water. The prisoners, like 
a flock scattered over the graves, seemed to be waiting for the dead to leave 
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their tombs and offer them their resting places. When one man lay down 
over the stones, it seemed as though a head, two hands, one foot, were 
coming from the tomb, as if the earth had not yet digested its recent hu
man fodder. Two Italians were in agony. One, lying on his back, screamed 
for help that no one could give him. The other had a withered appearance 
and looked like a beast when lightning strikes a valley. His eyes reflected 
an inexorable vanity. It is bad to look at a man who is dying. One does not 
dare to stare at him. 

The body of the Italian seemed to be beyond the man's control. His 
legs would twitch apart, then twitch together, and his body would roll into 
a ball; then just when he seemed about to rest, he suddenly came loose 
again. One kick and his body shook like a taut piece of rubber, and his 
moans were a wild complaint. 

There was no salvation. The Italian was going to die. Thickening in 
the snow around him was a pool ofblood. Photinos looked at him intently. 
The Italian could not have been more than thirty years old; he had puffy 
cheeks, a jutting chin, and bad teeth. His eyebrows were blond, colorless, 
like dead lines over his wide-staring eyes, where the snow was freezing. 

Photinos moved away; he wanted to leave that graveyard of the dying. 
He went and leaned against the surrounding wall. Only fading moans, 
vague words, strange sounds followed him. He did not feel the need to 
understand that language. Men are all alike, he thought. One country dif
fers from another only by its words. Even those words are sometimes the 
same. They used to belong to the same country. Each word, born of every
day necessity, puts barriers among men. For each word, thousands of crea
tures of this tortured earth have been killed. When the end approaches, the 
barrier of words disappears. Moans dominate all speech; there are no 
strange-sounding utterances, only a deep, broken, soft, angry, or tender 
moan-the last human cry. 

When the mind ofPhotinos had first awakened, he had felt himself in 
a bright, quiet, and wise beauty: mountains, valleys, seas, flowers, and fall
ing waters, a milky belt that held the interior of the sky, golden eyes, silver 
eyes, laughing eyes all over, those of the bee and of the pigeon, the emerald 
eyes of the snake, leaves like hands, prickly bushes, shells that reveal the 
passion of colors, eagles that die above the clouds, ants that become quiet 
inside the earth. Yet, little by little, as Photinos had moved farther away, 
he had gone to the city and the world of magic became lost in his bitterness. 
He saw there ... 

Perhaps that was why he had taken that step forward when the platoon 
leader began to talk. All those obstacles, those barriers, the frightened 
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thoughts, the stifled desires, the men with venomous words, the dynasty 
of words had to have an end. If a man must go through hell, he has but to 
close his eyes, as many eyes as a man has, and go through .... The clearing 
had a rosy glow beyond the circle of darkness. 

His companion looked serious. Malevas was staring at a luminous back
ground. His stature became taller and he seemed to tower above the un
timely deaths, the personal pains; he seemed almost indifferent. Photinos 
could not have the same pride. Something had happened the night before. 
Until then he used to shoot and run along with the others. It was different 
now .... He had been standing outside the gate, waiting, when a tall Italian 
had suddenly leaped up and had fired his pistol into the night. Then 
Photinos had pressed his rifle almost to his side and had struck him down. 
He had seen the man fall. He even remembered that the man's head had 
struck the earth with a thud. Had he died or was he among the wounded? 
A stranger. Yet, Photinos had killed him, and that had made the difference. 

A childhood memory came to him. Once, when he was about four, 
he had found a bird's nest among some reeds in a valley. Three ash-gray 
birds, like stardust when the moon is full. He had picked them up, but as 
he had been about to leave, two winged, thin voices had stopped him. The 
parent birds had fluttered about him, had perched in the furrows and then 
had wheeled high, their painful calls fading in the sun's heat. Perhaps he had 
understood what they had asked him to do, and so he had run away. He had 
clutched the nest until he fell down and saw one little bird wriggle for a 
minute, then stretch its wiry feet, trying to clench its claws that remain-ed 
motionless. The idea of death, of a small death, in the two wiry feet of the 
bird, was deep in his memory. Later, he saw people die and that movement 
was still in his memory, the claws about to be clenched that remained 
lifeless. 

The night before, Photinos had pointed the barrel of his rifle in cold 
blood; he had pressed the trigger and the body of the Italian had crumpled 
and fallen. Photinos was curious to know. He went to the cemetery again. 
In a corner three bodies were lined up. Three foreign bodies .... He turned 
his head abruptly. He did not want to see. Until then, he had passed them by. 
He had been determined not to look at the dead. In war he would be seeing 
dead men every day. Well, then, it made no difference; it was not the first 
one, or the second. His eyes, however, caught a bloody line that trickled 
from the mouth of a dead man to the ground. Slowly, Photinos turned and 
looked again. Three pale masks; two with white holes, like hail stones, in 
the forehead. He tightened his lips and wondered why no one had closed 
those dead eyes. Snow had accumulated on the dead man's eyebrows and 
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mustache. The nose protruded with its sucked-in nostrils; the mouth was 
agape. What an ugly expression for a corpse. Each of the three dead men 
stubbornly held a slight expression, a semblance of life. It seemed as if that 
slight expression had died, as if that infinitesimal movement had reached 
an end and then all life was extinguished at once. 

Was this the end, after all? How could a man imagine it and, above all, 
how could the dead justify it? What was man's life? An endless shore, a 
beach lashed by typhoons into storms of passion, of fury, of hatred? Or 
was it a beach where the waters were calmed by west winds, fragrant winds 
of dream and of immeasurable desire, where the depths, in constantly 
moving circles, swept by subterranean currents, whirled with obscure 
memories oflives that have ended and lives that have not yet been born? 

The cypress trees were silent. The silence seemed to Photinos to be full 
of a dark despair that raised a question mark in the encircling gloom. The 
peaks were motionless. The feeble breath of the wind had ceased. The snow 
would soon cover the dead; the cypress trees would become like white 
candles. 

NIGHTMARE IN BROAD DAYLIGHT 

AFTER the alarm signal at the hospital, the doctors and nurses rushed 
to the basement. To reach there, a bomb would have to pierce three cement 
floors. The basement had thick supporting pillars and was equipped with 
all means of air raid defense: sandbags, shovels, tools for putting out fires. 
The personnel were not allowed to go down to the basement; they had to 
use the trenches in the hospital yard. Those patients who could not move 
waited in their beds as long as the alarm was on. They had there, after all, 
the feeling of a certain protection. The building, situated at the outskirts of 
the city, with its Red Cross flag, figured in their imagination as the safest 
shelter. So far, the Italian planes had respected the city hospitals. They had 
dropped no bombs in a radius of fifteen hundred feet; so when the sirens 
were heard, the people who lived in the neighborhood rushed to the 
building with the Red Cross flag. In the beginning, the authorities had 
decided to keep the civilians away, but this measure could not be enforced. 
So, courtyards and corridors became crowded; women and children stood 
by the outer walls, and the hospital swarmed like a newly launched ship 
at the approach of a storm on the distant horizon. The people were always 
looking for a safer spot. They made calculations as to where the bombs 
would fall, how to take cover from the shrapnel, and then, changing their 
minds, they went back to where they had been sitting before. The women, 
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like frightened hens cackling at the flight of a hawk, gathered around them 
the children, who were disobedient. One ran away, another went to keep 
him company, mothers were chasing them while the men shouted to bring 
some order. The wounded, some sitting on the surrounding wall of the 
hospital, others in the trenches, had an experienced, absent-minded ex
pression, staring at the blue infinite and trembling with the shock of fear. 
Sometimes, with a sympathetic understanding that was duly appreciated 
by the women, they ordered the civilians to calm down. 

"The soldiers are right. They're right," the women said. "They've seen 
bombs. They know more than we do." 

Then a woman burst into nervous sobbing and crossed herself. 
"What are you crying for, lady?" a workman asked her gruffly. 
"Let her cry, my son," advised an old woman. "She fmds relie£" 
The woman curled up in a hoop, her body shaking with sobs, like a 

bird about to die. Some children stood looking at her with compassion. 
They did not know whether they should cry with her. 

"Stop, daughter," an old man told her in a deep voice, "if the women 
start like this the planes won't be heard." 

The sobbing subsided into a stifled complaint, heard only by those 
sitting near her. 

A girl arrived. She was about fifteen with fair, loose hair, frightened, 
like a young doe. The people welcomed her, laughing. She had not had 
time to dress, and her blue petticoat, torn as it was, exposed a sturdy pink 
leg. The girl hid her face and slipped into a corner. There, the women 
covered her from the impudent eyes of the men. 

A woman's voice rose sharply through the hullabaloo, "Marianna! 
Marianna !" 

No answer. The call was repeated more painfully. The children took 
up the cry, ~'Marianna! Marianna!" 

A woman moved from wall to wall, asking, "Have you seen my 
daughter?" And again she called and the beloved name vibrated in the grim 
atmosphere. 

"Sit down, woman, sit down," people suggested from everywhere. 
She did not listen to anyone. She went away, running down the road 

that had brought her there. Her voice echoed in the distance, "Marianna!" 
Some people were sitting apart from the others. Their faces were 

motionless. Absorbed in a world of their own, they seemed unconscious 
of what was going on beside them. Most of them were curled up, their arms 
around their knees, and just when one thought that they would remain this 
way until the end of the world, they stirred nervously, only to take the 
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same position again after a while. They were like statues that felt a momen
tary breath oflife from a mysterious power. They were sad in the immobil
ity of their fear. 

fuside the hospital there was almost no movement, except in Kastrinos' s 
ward. There, they had brought a character two days before: Christopoulos. 
More than by his funny looks the soldiers were amused by his psychosis 
with airplanes. 

"I am offering five hundred drachmas to anyone who will take me to 
the basement. A stretcher! A stretcher!" he cried. 

The fuss went on for a few minutes. The soldiers kept teasing him; he 
kept pleading. 

"Shame on you," Kastrinos told him. He was disgusted with the fellow 
who had such repulsive sincerity. But when Christopoulos tried to get up 
and there was danger that his guts would become loosened from his open 
wound, Kastrinos took two belts and tied him to the bed, while the others 
kept quiet, listening to the approach of the roar. Christopoulos surrendered, 
cursmg. 

The first bombs fell on the building. It staggered, its joints sagging, 
and knelt like a wounded beast after the thunderous blow of a giant. 

This was the fiercest bombing operation since the start of the war. The 
squadrons were letting their bombs drop one after the other. Just when 
you thought they were about to stop, you heard the sky rip and the furious 
explosions come between, followed by the wild quaking of the earth. 

Kastrinos tried to rush from the ward, after the first bombs, as the 
building was collapsing. He stood rooted at the door and then he fell. He 
had enough experience to know that the first wave had struck the hospital 
and that he, personally, was out of danger for the moment. 

"Undo me, I must go!" Christopoulos was yelling. "Undo me!" 
"Fortunately, we made it," a thin voice said, but the sentence was hardly 

finished when the building quivered, its foundations cracking and sinking. 
A selfish thought took hold of Kastrinos. It was better for him to 

separate his lot. There were too many men in the ward, too many unlucky 
boys. Death had already touched them and they had escaped-God knows 
how. Who knows if man's life is not governed by some strange, secret 
combination? Who could assure him that one of his comrades was not 
destined to die that day? 

Kastrinos crawled out of his place and jumped into the corridor where 
pieces of iron and stones were falling in confusion. He dropped near the 
wall and, inch by inch, dragged himself under a bench. That way he could 
protect himself from the stones, if bombs fell again. 
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Yet, his heart could not be cahn. Perhaps because of the distant re,
verberation, perhaps because of the roar, perhaps because of the sudden 
shrieks, he felt his will melting. His body went loose, his hands trembled, 
his sight blurred. How weak he had suddenly become ! He ground his 
teeth and heard his jaws crack in a spasm of pain. He curled himself up, 
stretched again, and then lay quietly limp, like a leaf for the wind to play 
with. 

Perhaps, he thought, it would be wiser ifhe went out to the yard. There, 
he could breathe freely; the light would cahn his heart. Yes, yes. Outside, 
he could look at the planes. Now they were flying over the hospital, now 
they were diving like wasps as they released their heavy poisons; now they 
were flying away. Here, he thought, they were always flying over his head. 
The building was a mass of gaping mouths eagerly grasping the roar that 
filled the corridor. Waves of sound echoed among the ruins, prophecies of 
death overcoming every sign of will. 

The door that led to the courtyard was halfbroken. Kastrinos crossed 
it and jumped to the stairs. He stumbled and rolled down. Indeed, how 
right he had been not to wait for his end imprisoned in the walls of the 
hospital. His eyes, momentarily stunned by the glare, became alert and 
fixed on the sun. Some of the planes, like storks in gleaming formations, 
flew over the castle; others, over the city districts toward the west. The 
anti-aircraft guns were planting steamy, blue balls in the sky, embroider
ing the shining fabric with slow-moving birds. All this half-hearted firing 
was, actually, a sad affair. The Italian squadrons, sailing in the golden 
heights, did not seem to pay any attention to it. Without changing their 
formations, undaunted and indifferent, they flew around the lamenting, 
defenseless city. 

In the small garden of the courtyard, where the wounded used to spend 
their time, a big hole had been opened among the chrysanthemums. Lumps 
of earth had been flung all over, and the yard was like a ploughed field. 
Kastrinos closed his eyes suddenly. What was before him was like a night
mare. It was impossible for so much horror to have settled in one hundred 
feet of earth. There were quivering bodies, wriggling pieces of flesh, 
amorphous limbs-a hellish refuse. He had never imagined the magnitude 
of the war. Accustomed to seeing dead soldiers, with their familiar uni
form, in their forced positions of tragic perseverance against mortal fate, 
he suddenly felt a nauseous disgust, apart from any sympathy or sorrow. 
No, he told himself, a human being cannot die in such a disgusting way. 
Something must have tricked him. But, of course, it was impossible for a 
jaw with a flat, blackened tongue, a skull with woman's hair, a hand in a 
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peasant's coat, a shapeless mass of a child in muddy yellow rags to exist 
under the sun. 

The head of the nearest corpse was in a pile of black rags. He saw there 
the blue petticoat and the sturdy leg of a girl. Sometimes the pile stirred, 
moaning. The leg remained motionless above the pile. Further off, he saw 
a girl, hardly five years old, staring at him. Was she dead? He watched her, 
spellbound until he saw her eyelids flutter. Then, her lips stiffened and her 
face took on an expression of disbelie£ 

Half the trench was dug out. Some soldiers's uniforms were mixed up 
with the earth. One was trying to get up. No other movement. Along the 
surrounding wall, a workman had bent his head over his shoulder. Next 
to him sat an old man, his head sunk into his chest. His cap had fallen be
tween his feet and his scanty white hair seemed dead. There were shrieks 
everywhere, hands moving in despair, people crawling, a horrible con
fusion, and then the living, eager eyes began to search the small yard, like 
daggerpoints of desire. 

Everything faded in Kastrinos' s mind as the roar came again. He heard 
it faintly, thinking it was from far off, from three squadrons that were 
flying over the castle, when suddenly the roar approached the building. 

He fell prostrate, putting his hands to protect his head. His heart was 
pounding so wildly that it almost left his body. 

The planes, flying low, passed like an exotic parade. 
"0 I" ll d "Th ' I" urs . someone ye e . ey re ours . 

Three Potez pursuit planes started climbing and they cast an agony 
all about, with the creak of their obsolete hulls and battered wings. The anti
aircraft fire became more intense, the enemy squadrons faded like sun rays. 
In the yard, the living began to move about. Some were sobbing over dead 
bodies and beating their chests. Others fixed their eyes in the distance. The 
women and children began a mass mourning-the women with words in 
broken voices, the children in a monotonous, piercing cry. 

A little old woman called out, "Stavroula! Dimitraki !" 
Two children answered her. She embraced them and covered them 

with tearful kisses. 
Of the thirty victims in the yard, half were children. They had gathered 

there, apart from the grown-ups, as they usually did when playing together. 
The bomb had fallen among them. About fifty women, mothers and sis
ters, were lamenting. They tore at their cheeks, pulled at their hair, as they 
stumbled over mutilated bodies. Names could be heard amid the shrill 
voices and deep moans. 

"My son, my good boy, why did I, poor wretch, bring you with me? 
My daughter, my strong and beautiful girl. ... " 
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Some women clutched arms and legs that they could recognize from 
the clothes and shoes. One women held a yellow bow. Weeping, she kissed 
it. Another woman fainted over a head. Another caressed some dead fingers 
and kept asking them where Adriani was .... 

Inexplicable questions tormented the living crowd. 
"My God, what a mystery life is," said an old man, who seemed to 

suffer more at this thought than at the loss ofhis kin. 
In the north wing of the hospital, some patients who had been operated 

on were buried beneath the rubble. It would be a feat to unearth the 
wounded by nightfall. Deep, masculine cries were heard coming from be
low. Only a few could yet have been alive. Nobody knew what would 
happen to the doctors and nurses trapped in the shelter. Twenty living 
were entombed in the bowels of the earth. 

Smoke and clouds of dust rose over the city. A green veil crawled 
slowly across the battered expanse of the groaning earth. 

SHAPES OF DEATH 

THE GRAVES were under the cypress trees. By the wall was a laurel 
tree, and the office soldiers, when they had nothing to do, cut branches 
and wreathed the graves. The military graves were toward the back, 
separate. In the front were the old tombs of the old folk who had been 
buried for years: those whom time had taken in a serene death that comes 
softly and mild to close the sleeping eyes and the dim thoughts already 
across the limits of life. 

Sitting on the stone church bench, Photinos began to think about his 
village. Churches are the same everywhere. Damp, cold slates; beams 
blackened by the soot; low, heavy doors; signs of crosses; names carved 
on the walls; smell of incense, of wax, of decay. The old men of the village 
sit on the same stone bench, after the service, and talk about the crops, the 
hard life, and repeat proverbs about life and about death. All old men have, 
more or less, the same face. It is serene, with half-closed eyes, with lifeless 
gestures, a voice cracked by bitterness, and a patience for the great mystery 
their parents made them worship by ancient symbols. They were given by 
a certain Prophet, half man, half God, who became them so well because 
their nature is made with much love, with indulgence for every sin, with 
sacrifice for every duty. Such an old man was his father who was waiting 
for him at home. Some day, such a man his brother would become, his 
brother who was tending their scant fields. Perhaps, such a man, he himself 
would become, if he ever were to return .... 
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What a difference, he thought, between the tombs with the corroded 
stones and the newly dug tombs with their new crosses. To the first came 
children and black-dressed, low-voiced women, and they talked to the 
dead. This strange and secret link would never be broken-as if the dead 
talked to his kin with the low murmur of the cypress trees, listened to their 
secrets, and gave them courage to bear their miseries and to drown their 
pains. This dialogue between the two shores continues from father to 
child, child to grandchild, until the end of time. Even this loss is a small one 
in the universe and hardly contains within itself the shock of the ultimate 
pain. 

Now, the new tombs were decorated with branches oflaurel. Glory. 
Yet, when the Division Headquarters moved forward, when peace would 
come some day, the rain would wash away the earth, and the village chil
dren would need the wooden crosses to make their toys. Poverty. Each 
spring, another sign would disappear, and all those storied military tombs 
would be naked, without their laurels, without their secret murmuring. 
The new dead and the earth. Glory and poverty. No ties with the living. 
The gloomy shore, enveloped in chaos, would continue to recede from 
the memory of the living. Indeed, those dead were condemned to carry 
their fate with them. For those who would return home, alive, would seek 
to close forever the tombs they carried in their hearts. No matter how much 
the living have loved the dead, it is difficult to carry the dead ones forever. 
They startle the dim thoughts qf the living, with their suppliant eyes, 
their agonized gestures-yotu;lg men who did not want to disappear, 
young men who did not want to lose their minds, who wanted to rest 
when the time came, under a gravestone wet with tears, spotted with 
candlewax, anointed with the fragrance of incense, who wanted to go on 
living and if possible never to die. 

How many tombs did Photinos have in his soul? There were countless 
crosses with the familiar names. He was like a vast cemetery: a legion of 
dead followed him, telling him the same story-a story whose every de
tail, every turn, was known to him, a long story in which he was but a 
number. When he would leave, he would take it with him, fight for it. All 
the other living must hear it. Not one dead man should ever be forgotten, 
not even if thousands of years rolled by and many a fair summer came.And 
yet, it was not a sad story. It was about an endless love, about life. It was a 
voice that must conquer death, once and for all. Many old men were ex
pecting death serenely, sitting on the stone benches of some church, sitting 
by hearths where fragrant olive wood burned, lying in beds with sheets 
perfumed by soap and jasmine. 
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Let an end come to the story of the young men who were buried in 
neat rows, as if a demon were having exercises under the ground and put 
the dead ones, each by the other, to save space, because more were to come 
and occupy six feet of earth. 



CAPTAIN PANAGOS 

BY NIKOS KRANIDIOTIS (b. 1911) 

translated by Howard and Penelope Black 

THAT NIGHT Captain Panagos Loumbas did not close his eyes. For 
three days, they had been sailing before the sirocco but K yrenia had yet to 
appear. Once again he went over his reckoning from the start. One by one, 
he calculated the miles, the weather, the ship's bearing. It was true that on 
the second day they had been beset by one of those dead calms of St. 
Demetrios tide, when the ships turn to stone and the Mediterranean be
comes a lake. After that, again stormy weather had struck them head on, 
and the Malamatenia lurched and tensed, her masts straining, her sails 
bellied out. 

"Three hundred miles from Kavolardo ... " again the captain went 
over his itinerary. It seemed as if they would be late. 

Captain Panagos Loumbas was not a youngster doing his first turn at 
the helm. For twenty years he had plied the Mediterranean. He had studied 
the sea by the spoonful. Born in Kranidi, he had shipped first on his uncle's 
schooner-a ten-year-old boy. Later, he had served as ship's carpenter on 
a corvette from Spetsai, until fmally he built a calque of his own, the 
Malamatenia; and thereafter he had never again so much as shut an eye on 
land. Summers, he took olive oil and raisins to the Near East and thence 
butter and lumber to Cyprus. There, he had men to buy carob beans and 
mules. He used to put in to some place or other around K yrenia for a while; 
and when the heavy storms began, he turned prow back to Piraeus. Some
times, he carried cotton from Egypt or took carpets and brassware from 
Beirut. He was and he was not thirty years old; but in all the ports his name 
already commanded respect. Merchants knew him for his ability and his 
honesty. 

However, that day, the captain felt like a boy on his first voyage. A 
strange longing continually tormented his whole being. He was restless 
and impatient. 

"The devil take it," he hissed and then spat his fury into the waves. 
He paced up and down the deck. Finally, he rested his elbows on the 

foreship railing. 
Far off, toward the east, the pale and rainy Pleiades glimmered, while 

a single, dense cloud unfolded violet petals across the fading horizon. Be
low, the waves swelled along the sides of the vessel, caressed her bowsprit 
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and her planked cheeks and receded, full of foam, into the gray boundless
ness of the ocean. 

Thus he remained some little time. The watch changed. The bosun 
came near to his captain and leaned on the gunwale. The rest of the crew 
were still below. 

"I smell the mistral blowing up a gale, Captain," said the bosun, scanning 
the sky uneasily. 

"Yes, the weather is changing, but we're going to arrive any minute 
now. Look, the water is getting green below," answered the captain. 

The two men leaned over and looked down. They raised their eyes 
again and were motionless a while, staring hard toward the horizon. 
Meantime, little by little, the gray morning light turned gold, shapes took 
form once more and the sea filled with all its colors and reflections. 

"Look, Manolio," the captain broke the silence. "Over there, toward 
the east, isn't that Agios Larios for sure?" 

The bosun squinted and looked again. 
"You're right, Captain; the mist dimmed our sights all night long and 

we went by the cape without noticing it," he said. 
The captain's face cleared. A joyful light suddenly filled his great 

chestnut-colored eyes. The fmely plaited arches ofhis eyebrows gradually 
unknit themselves across his broad, dark forehead. 

The bosun understood the captain's joy and divined his secret thoughts. 
He drew aside and looked at him. Tall and well-built, wearing indigo wool 
breeches, a cartridge belt tight around his slim waist, a short jacket over 
his square shoulders, the captain was a handsome picture. 

"Are we staying at Kyrenia for long, Captain?" he asked. 
The bosun's question broke into the captain's reverie abruptly. He 

turned slowly and looked at the other man quietly. 
"I mean, in case you get rid of the timber quickly," the bosun added; 

"so that we can take the mules and leave. The weather signs are bad this 
year. We're going to have an early winter." 

Panagos Loumbas smiled, a good-natured, albeit reserved smile. He 
took several steps and spread a protective hand on the shoulder of the 
bosun. 

"I understand, Manolio, where all this talk is leading to. You want to 
get back to Kranidi soon. Any minute now, Fotine is going to present you 
with an heir," the captain answered. "Certainly, my friend, we shan't be 
late. But I have plans of my own, too." 

"Are we going to take the olives from Seitanaga's, then?" asked the 
bosun. 
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"We will not fail to do that, either," the captain reassured him. 
"I say, Captain, why don't you sell that olive grove and rid yourself of 

the bother?" asked the bosun. "For four years now Moustapha has been 
collecting from it, no matter how much you say you bought it." 

"Don't worry, Manolio," the captain replied. "I have enough rope for 
him, too. But that's not what I'm talking about." 

He stepped back, his eyes half-closed in tender reverie, as a vague smile 
wandered over his full lips. Then, drawing near again, he looked the bosun 
full in the face. 

"This trip," he said, "we're taking Zafiritsa with us. Whether the old 
man wants it or not. I shall marry her and we shall go away." 

He stood still a moment to see the effect of his words; then, without 
waiting for a reply, he left. 

The Malamatenia was plowing the Cilician Sea, headed into the wind. 
With the sunrise, a gale had blown up. The shrouds beat noisily against the 
masts and gunwales. Now, the Pentadaktylos could be seen clearly from 
one end to the other, and the citadel ofKyrenia appeared. The crew came 
on deck to look. Behind a narrow strip of green, the blue mountain with 
abrupt, deep ravines reared toward the sky. Here and there, the white
washed houses of a town, a minaret, a bell tower could be seen. Beyond, 
lay lush gardens that spread their secret depths in the silence. Farther up, 
the olive groves surged, undulating from the plain to the crests, where 
their tortuous tree trunks seemed to be suspended against the dark blue 
background of the sky. 

By the time they dropped anchor, Kyrenia, drenched in the revealing 
light of the autumn day, had already begun to awaken. In the small harbor, 
two island ketches waited for the weather to change so they could sail; a 
Turkish scampavia was unloading butter and dry legumes. On the quays, 
Allagiotine timbers were piled up in rows of great cubes. 

The crew of the Malamatenia made fast the forelines and went ashore. 
The Turkish harbor master received the captain pleasantly, knowing 

from previous occasions his generosity. Outside, the merchants, who had 
recognized his ship from a distance, were waiting for Panagos. For a 
moment the harbor filled with shouts of welcome: 

"Hosh geld in, Panao eftndim!"-"Welcome, Master Panagos!" 
"Hosh boulduk!"- ''I'm glad to be here!" 

The brokers ran to see the merchandise. The other captains went to 
learn the news, and Panagos's friends waited impatiently for his handshake. 

"Safa geld in, Panao eftndim"-"Greetings, Master Panagos." 
Soon the quays filled with color. Boys whistled with joy and rolled 
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barefoot in the seaweeds, while from the high wooden balconies, where 
they appeared from time to time as they did their morning housework, 
young girls cast shy glances at the captain and his crew. 

Panagos Loumbas sat among his men and smoked his narghile. Then 
he spoke with the brokers and merchants and so sold out his goods. Un
loading had already begun. The harbor filled with clatter. As the day wore 
on, the activity lessened; at last the sailors remained again alone. 

Tall and lithe, Panagos Loumbas got up and walked away from the 
pavements. He passed Tripite, he cast an eye upon the casino of Barba 
Theodore, he went on beyond Chrysopolitissa, then climbed up to the 
Turkish quarter. His brisk steps echoed through the deserted souks. Only 
now and then, a casement opened silently along his way, to reveal for a 
moment two bright eyes which turned immediately to hide in the shad
owy depths of a dwelling. But Captain Panagos did not concern himself 
with such as these. He went right along, straight and impatient. As he 
walked, his feet took wings. One sweet and happy memory caused his 
eyes to glow. 

He had gone out of the city. The plain stretched before him in waves 
of olive and carob trees. He pursued his way through a ravine. Here and 
there, a gentle little north wind was bending the crowns of the trees and 
brushing up, every so often, the dry leaves. From one end to the other, 
the sky was clear and blue. Colors gleamed bright and lively, everything 
had taken on an airy, joyous quality. 

Great was the captain's pleasure in this fme day; he hastened his steps 
all the more. 

He walked on. His thoughts tumbled one over another like an eddy
ing wind, for he had waited eleven months to see Zafiritsa. He had lived 
through eleven months of thinking and fretting about her. 

He recalled the first time he met her. It was when he had first bought 
the olive grove ofSeitanaga. On his way to the property, he had discovered 
her one day, outside her father's mill. 

"Is this Seitanaga's place?'' he had asked. 
"No, farther on, behind the swamp." 
"Behind the swamp?" 
"Yes," she had motioned with her eyes and, somehow, from those 

limpid eyes had come a spark which kindled an unquenchable flame in his 
heart. 

Many times thereafter, he looked for her in the same place. Little by 
little, the olives ofSeitanaga became for him an obsession-more valuable 
even than his ship. As for Zafiritsa, she did not appear anywhere. Not, 
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that is, until one day, he made the decision to ask for her from her father. 
"And who are you?" said Barba Thanasis, the miller. 
"I am who I am," said he, "Captain Loumbas from Kranidi. That's 

not enough for you, perhaps?" 
"Go with my blessings, my son. I have no daughter for a pirate. Good

bye and good luck!" 
"If that's how you feel, I'll take her anyway," Panagos said .and, rattling 

the pistols in his belt, wild with anger, he went away. 
"He, he, he," he heard a mocking laugh follow him. 

Up in the garret of the mill, Zafiritsa, leaning out of the window, was 
laughing uncontrollably. 

"Child of the devil," he swore and vowed never to return. 
But the very next year he had scarcely dropped anchor and unburdened 

himself of his goods, when he started out for the mill. To the others, and 
even to himself, he always said he was going for the olives. But each time 
he stopped at the mill and then returned to his ship with nothing accom
plished. 

One day, as he was going up, he heard cries. He stopped to look. Down 
in the ravine, a young Turk was dragging Zafiritsa by the hair. She was 
squirming and kicking him. They both fell on the ground, they got up, 
only to fall again at once. During this whole time, the Turk held her tight
ly and would not let her go. 

Panagos's blood boiled. His vision blurred. He ran down toward the 
ravine and drew his pistol. Zafiritsa saw him first but gave no hint. As soon 
as the Turk saw him, he froze. He let go of the girl and made ready to de
fend himsel£ He was a yellow-haired young man about thirty-two years 
old. 

"You should be ashamed," said Zafiritsa, "picking on an unarmed man." 
Panagos turned and looked. Her intense, dark gaze cut into his soul 

like a two-edged sword and made knots inside him. He threw the pistol to 
the ground and rushed toward the Turk who was waiting for him. 

They wrestled thus for a while. Their bodies rolled in the dust; they 
were torn on the stones and bled in the bushes; but neither wanted to quit. 
If they separated for one minute, it was only to get a better grip in the 
next. Their eyes glared wildly; their limbs met in rage. 

"Enough!" shouted the Turk, fmally, and fell on his back. 
But immediately kicking Panagos, he knocked him down and there 

he was on top ofhim. 
Zafiritsa was filled with great longing. At that very minute, Panagos 

made a sudden motion, stood on his feet, and the Turk found himself three 
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meters away. Without losing a second, the captain lunged forward upon 
his antagonist. Lifting him high up, he slammed him hard on the ground. 
The latter gave out a great groan and tried to grapple again, but he had 
scarcely got on his feet when he staggered and fell to the ground, stretched 
out broad and flat, unable to get up again. 

They left him lying there and went away. 
"You must wash off the blood," she said. 
"It's nothing," Panagos said and looked at her. 
It was only then he noticed that her face, too, was flushed and bleeding. 
They took the road down and came upon a little whitewashed house. 

"This is our house," said Zafiritsa. 
They stopped. 
The last rays of the sun were dropping behind the unmoving olive 

trees. 
The whole place floated on a sea of peace. 
Panagos, his eyes riveted on her, could not admire her enough. 

"It's time for you to go," she said. 
As she looked at him with those blue eyes of hers, a sweet smile lit her 

saddened face. "Thank you," she added quietly and went in and shut the 
door. 

The whole night through, Panagos cherished that smile in his soul. 
One golden moon came to let down her hair into the waves. On the ho
rizon, her gaze kindled unreckoned beacons. With her breathing, the sails 
swelled lightly and the Malamatenia carried through the white foam the 
dreams of her captain. 

When he awoke the next day, it must have been mid-morning. 
Quickly, he took the mountain road. He went to Zafiritsa' s house and 
knocked on the door. 

"You?" she said and stood like a statue and looked at him. Her eyes were 
frightened, her lips pale. 

"I was afraid they had taken you," she explained as he drew near her. 
In a faint whisper she said, "The Turk died. The Turkish police have 

turned the whole countryside upside down. If you value your life, you had 
best leave Cyprus at once." 

"Why are you bothering about me?" 
She lifted her eyes and gave him a harsh, penetrating glance. 

"Zafiritsa," he pleaded with her. "I did not come for that. Last year I 
asked your father for you, but he ... " 

"Such talk is not for me," she interrupted him. "Go. Go away. We 
have nothing to tell each other." 
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She lowered her eyes and moved forward, gesturing toward the door. 
Her words struck Panagos's heart like a stab. He moved forward with 

a great stride and grabbed her by the wrist. She shook her hand loose with 
a quick movement and got away from him. 

"Pirate!" she muttered under her breath and her eyes flashed oddly. 
At that moment they heard a rumble like the hoofbeats ofhorses ap

proaching. Zafiritsa, startled, listened intently, and as soon as she was cer
tain what the sound was, she ran and barred the door. 

"The police," she whispered. "They are coming." She drew him into 
the next room. 

As the minutes passed, the rumble grew louder and the clatter ofhooves 
on the pavement was clearly heard. The two young people held their 
breath. One ... two ... the first horse had already entered the courtyard. 
Zafiritsa squeezed the captain's hand nervously and waited. Almost im
mediately, the second arrived and the third. There was great confusion 
outside; then the hoofbeats began to fade away and to die out in the 
opposite direction from which they had come. 

Panagos Loumbas looked up and saw Zafiritsa watching him. A 
pleasant excitement spread suddenly through his blood. His chest swelled 
and his breathing quickened. He drew her with longing into his arms and 
kissed her fervently. She clung to him tenderly and let her hands glide over 
him with yearning, as we fondle a precious thing we have lost and after a 
season fmd again. 

From that moment, Captain Panagos always made a new excuse to stay 
extra days in Kyrenia. One year, he deliberately hung on to his cargo and 
delayed. The next year, he sold the mules to foreign traders and waited to 
pick up some other cargo. Later, he even went so far as to have the caulking 
and painting done there, although the shipwrights of Kyrenia were not 
noted for their excellence. 

The captain's behavior became the subject of uneasy comment among 
his sailors; but then, when the affair began to be whispered about and the 
facts became known, they found Loumbas' s actions quite natural. The only 
one who did not want to listen was Barba Thanasis, the miller. He would 
rather see his daughter dead, he declared, than married to a seafaring man 
-a pirate. 

Thus, four years went by. Four whole years devoted to admiring her 
goodness. How many nights like that last night had he not stayed sleepless 
on the deck of the Malamatenia ! 

The past would go through his mind like the wind. Voyages, priva-
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tions, riches, revelries. As experience grew, his misgivings fed like a worm 
upon his concern. His pleasures dropped like petals from a fruitless flower. 
The force ofhis emotion consumed his frame asthe strength of wine erodes 
the paste of its jug. A world of fantasy dominated his thoughts-dreams, 
longings, chimeras, ambitions, feelings, which sank in the wake of the ship 
only to raise again at the prow their snaky heads and ask, "Where are you 
going, Malamatenia?" 

A white foam tossed on the waves the hair of a mermaid that vanished 
again along the stem amid the murmuring water. 

Where are you going, Malamatenia? 
The question aroused his dreaming soul. 
Where, in truth, was he going? 
For the first time, he saw clearly the significance of the question. 

Where go the stars, the sun, the moon? They have weighed anchor and 
are gone. The same passage every day. Storms, winds, waves, dreamings, 
our thoughts-what voyages do they make? Where do they go? 

The captain would remain silent. Then the enraged mermaid would 
strike the ship with her tail, the sea would swell, the waves would open up 
upon him, like mountains, leaving between them a shadowy abyss into 
whose murky chaos the Malamatenia would fall, even as the soul of her 
captain dropped into the depths. 

Then would come two blue eyes to shine upon his soul. A mystic 
flame would light up his heart once more. His life would blossom and bear 
fruit. Love would spread out like the freshness of the sea and would clear 
the gloomy sky of his thoughts. And then he would see clearly. The sun, 
the sea, the sky, the men would take new meaning in his unconquered soul. 
Everything would change. The Malamatenia, too, would change, skimming 
the foam like a swallow as her captain was changed because he now had the 
answer. Zafiritsa . ..• 

In the course of recalling the past for so long a time, Captain Panagos 
Loumbas forgot the present. He had passed Thermia and was approaching 
the mill. He was on the point of turning left to take the road to Zafiritsa' s 
house, when a hoarse voice brought him back from his thoughts. 

"Nasil si niz, Panao efendim!"-"Pleased to see you, Master Panagos!" 
He turned and saw young Mehmet coming from the mill. Panagos 

greeted him and they walked along together. 
Mehmet was the brother of Moustapha, who had laid claim to the 

olives. He was a short little Turk, ruddy, with small eyes and unruly red 
hair. On his right shoulder he carried a half-filled sack. To keep up with 
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Panagos, he walked with small, hurried steps. The whole while, his little 
round eyes kept shifting cunningly, impatient to express and to learn 
many things. After some casual talk about the weather, irrigation, the 
gardens, he threw himself into the subject of politics. 

"I say, what do you know about this new Muselim Aga? He'll put things 
in order, Captain Panagos," the little Turk said. "He'll put an end to the 
comings and goings of Cyprianos and things will quiet down." 

The captain turned and looked at him. His gaze was intently musing. 
"No, not even ifKiutsuk Mahmet, Mohammed himself should come 

down," Panagos answered. "What is written cannot be unwritten. These 
parts once were Christian. We lost them. But now the enslaved people are 
waking up and piling up their golden florins again. Even the Tsar has al
ready shown that he wants to help us. Your whole fish stinks .... " 

"If it is destined ... ," conceded the Turk. 
"Even your own Ali, only the other day, summoned Botsaris and the 

other chieftains to Yiannina and organized an uprising. Patisach' s chair is 
tottering .... " 

"We'll see about that," said the Turk, flaring up. "But for the time 
being, we've got you down .... " 

So talking, they came to Zafiritsa' s house. 
Panagos laughed heartily and stopped short. Mehmet took a few steps 

toward the captain, still looking at him. 
"And how do you have us down?" asked Panagos. 
"Do you really want to know? See what I have on my shoulder?" 
"I see it." 
"Do you know what's inside it?" 
"What have you got there, Mehmet ?" 
"Olives from Seitanaga. Moustapha is over there today and he's giving 

the orders." 
Loumbas' s eyes darkened. Slowly, he stepped down from the cobbled 

lane and approached Mehmet. The latter at once threw down the sack and, 
moving back, pulled a knife from his belt. 

"Throw down the knife, you dog," thundered the voice of the captain. 
"On the ground, else I'll eat your eyes." 

There was a moment of icy silence. Then a blade flashed from its sheath 
and was raised threateningly between the two men. 

"Aman, aman, Panao efendim," said Mehmet, surrendering, and he threw 
his dagger to the ground. 

Panagos Loumbas stood a moment and looked at Mehmet as he knelt 
trembling before him, his ashen face dripping with sweat. Panagos put his 
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knife back into his leather belt and then he took up the other man's dagger 
and examined it. It was a Damascene steel with a gold crescent on its silver
plated hilt. He turned back, mounted the doorstep and tossed the dagger to 
Mehmet. 

"There, take it, and tell Moustapha that we two will settle our accounts 
alone," Panagos said. He opened the door and went in. 

Two white arms twined like a garland around his neck, and a glowing 
mouth lingered passionately on his lips. 

"P I" anagos. 
"Zafiritsa !" 

Silently, they drifted into their happiness. Their hands moved for 
some time restlessly about each other. Their passion stormed. Eleven 
months of anticipation made their turbulent longings burst into irrepress
ible and tender caresses and embracing. Their souls were drawn together 
by a subtle magnetism. Their eyes glowed. Nothing else, not anything else 
in the world entered their awareness. Everything was extinguished by the 
endless joy of those moments ... the nightmares, the bitterness, the pains 
of separation-all, all! They faded like a morning mist when the summer 
sun comes and drives it away. Their hearts swelled. The world was filled 
with light, happiness, power, with well-being and love. Their blood raced 
warm and thrilling. The slumbering flower of their youth awoke and in 
their veins surged the prospect of a life together. A gentle trembling shook 
every fiber of their being. 

Then came the calm. In Zafiritsa' s limpid eyes, a swift boat had raised 
its white sails, weighed anchor, and sailed away. It sailed through a silvery 
sea into the light. Who knows where? 

There was a pirate aboard-a pirate with soft eyes and a swarthy face. He 
raided cities and towns. His ship was full of slaves and gold. He sailed past coun
tries and citadels, and no one could stand up to his strength and manliness. Then 
one day he came to an island, a poor small island. A maiden was washing her 
clothes by the sea. She was washing her clothes and did not even turn to look at 
the swift ship. 

"Who is she who thus scorns our pirate?" 
The north wind came and whispered to her the pirate's commands. But the 

girl never even turned her head. 
"Fetch her here!" 

The young men went and were turned to stone. 
"Where will she escape from me, the witch, the sorceress . ... " 

The captain, too, became her slave. 
Zafiritsa! 
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She closed her eyes, and the boat sank deep within her soul. 
Thus the happy hours passed, full of meaning and well-being. 
Below, the city ofK yrenia was bathed in the evening light, and a gentle 

north wind stirred the trees-cool, dry, and bracing. 
Zafiritsa consented to leave with Panagos. She could no longer remain 

away from him. She looked at him and could not look long enough. They 

would go to his village, to Kranidi. There, they would marry. They would 
build a home. Winters, he would stay in their little house, and summers he 

would go to sea to gather up his wares. Florins and silks he would lay at her 

feet. He would build a great ship-a schooner. He would call it Zafiritsa, 
and in all of Morea, no girl would be more envied. 

He spoke and Zafiritsa hung on his every word. Then he lifted her in 
his arms and kissed her. 

"While you get ready," he said, ''I'll go cast an eye on Seitanaga." 
When she heard this, she frowned. 

"D ' " h b d "I d ' " on t go, s e egge . on t want you to go .... 
She threw herself in· his arms and buried her face in his breast, like a 

hunted bird. 
"Come," he said, caressing her hair. "You don't have to be afraid for 
" me. 

"It's not that," she said. "But ... " 
She looked at him, all confused, and her eyes filled with tears. A 

turbulent wave swelled within her heart. 
He took her again in his arms and kissed her again and again. At last, 

he went out and took the road to the mountain. 
There, quietly on the threshold, Zafiritsa watched him until he was 

lost in the distance among the olive trees. 

Moustapha was the district agent. He was tall and corpulent, with heavy 

eyebrows and a thick mustache that concealed his fat lips. Everyone hated 

him, Turks and Christians alike, for he governed the area with intimida

tions and threats. Nothing took place without his consent. Yet, no one 

made any attempt to defy him because he was among the trusted members 

of the Seraglio, and Selim Pasha in Constantinople was his uncle. 
From the very first time he had made the acquaintance of Captain 

Panagos, Moustapha did not like his looks. 
"This Greek seems like bad business to me," he said to his brother 

Mehmet. 
Later, Panagos bought the Seitanaga olive grove, and from that time 

the bad feeling had increased between the two men. 



Captain Panagos 121 

The following year, Moustapha obtained a firman, claiming that the 
olive grove was an estate of Selim Pasha, and he set about collecting the 
olives. 

At first, Loumbas did not take the matter seriously. But, during the 
last year, when he learned that Moustapha had not only misinterpreted 
his indifference but had also on that account become especially boastful, 
the captain decided to put a stop to his talk by declaring that if Moustapha 
set foot upon Seitanaga again, he would never get out of there alive. 

As Captain Panagos walked along, he gave little thought to this prob
lem. He felt his step light, for there was a joy within him that made his 
thoughts fly, his feelings soar. 

Farther in the depths of the horizon, the sun moved toward its setting, 
and the sea swelled, foam-flaked, in the faded colors of the autumn after
noon. 

From a distance, Panagos saw the olive pickers leaving and the laden 
donkeys taking the road down to the city. The captain hastened his pace. 
He caught up with Moustapha as he was mounting to leave. 

"Merhaba, Panao efendim!"-"Hello, there, Master Panagos!" said 
Moustapha smiling, as if nothing were amiss. 

The captain did not reply. He only drew his knife from his belt and slit 
two sacks that were nearby. The olives spilled out and rolled in the dust
oily, firm, blue-black. 

''I'll send my men tomorrow to pick up the crop you gathered," 
Panagos told him. 

"You come and take it yourself, Loumbas, seeing that you decided it 
alone," the other man answered. 

Panagos did not wait for anything more. 
"Infidel," he hissed through his teeth. He bent his head slightly and went 

at Moustapha. The other man drew his knife and waited. They stood for a 
moment, motionless and watched each other. Their wild, angry eyes met. 
Their vision dimmed, their eyes bulged from their sockets, their breath 
came quickly and, uttering unintelligible sounds through clenched teeth, 
they lunged and struck at each other ferociously. At each encounter, the 
bare blades clashed with a harsh sound, poised for a little while, crossed 
against each other, one holding back the other. Then, they would get free 
again with violent jerks, only to flail the air nervously or again to cross in 
a silent, momentary truce. 

In the evening calm, the sounds echoed clear and distinct. They hovered 
briefly over the motionless olive trees. Then the sounds faded in the bright 
air, like messages unknown that men can only feel without understanding 
their significance. 
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From the depths of the earth, a small worm glided timidly to the sur
face. It glided among the soft clods and again retreated, guided by blind 
instinct. Then, a spider hurriedly descended the ladder of its web to seize 
a bug which was walking carefree along its meshes. At that very moment, 
a leaf quivered lightly on its yellow stem and spread its feelings into the 
infmite. 

Behind the empty silence around the two men, another world led its 
own life. It struggled and suffered .... 

In the middle of the olive grove of Seitanaga, two silent masses con

tended. Upon their clouded countenance, fate was playing her rash game. 
The two men gasped and bled beneath repeated blows, until fmally, one 
man rolled over heavily and stained the ground with his blood. 

Panagos Loumbas stood unmoving and looked at the lifeless thing that 

lay at his feet. His features, little by little, became calm again, his mind 
clear, his eyes unclouded. 

He leaned down and closed Moustapha's eyes. "That was a man," he 
said to himsel£ 

He turned to leave. Behind him, the teeming sounds continued
sounds of the secret life that spread its dark tentacles from the bowels of 
the rocks to the roots of the trees and even to the unfathomed depths of 
human souls. Captain Panagos fell into a sad meditation, but when he had 
walked some distance from the grove the nightmare passed. 

The evening now seemed pleasant. Shadows had filled the valley, and 

in the soft twilight, the tortured shapes of things mingled into one endless, 
peaceful creation. From the Sea of Cilicia the northwest wind blew cool 

and fragrant. 
Captain Panagos breathed deeply the calm of that moment. Within 

him, the sea wind awakened the treacherous longing for life. He opened 
wide his eyes and looked himself over. He felt with his fmgers his well
knit frame, stroked his neck and chin, and he thought how lucky he was 
-he who could walk and run while Moustapha would lie motionless 
forever .... 

Turning such thoughts in his mind, he took the road down to Zafiritsa' s 

house. A delicious delight spread suddenly through his blood and touched 
the last fiber ofhis being. 

"Z zfi 't I" a rz sa. 
Her image came into his mind, dominant and persistent. It climbed 

out from the very depths of his spirit and felt its way through his vitals, 
balanced itself acrobatically on the uppermost nerve, the tightrope of his 
senses, and hovered before his dimmed eyes, tyrannical and beautiful-a 
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ripe, delectable fruit, a trophy of a victory that, without her, would lose 
its meaning. 

Thus he saw her as he had delighted in her earlier that day: her beauty, 
between her porcelain-white sheets, unadorned, like a lily, like a pearl, 
softly lustrous; her arms, garlands oflove; her breasts, undulating and full; 
her neck as white as a dove's. And her gleaming eyes that looked at him 
intently with all the sweetness of her love. 

How many yearnings awakened in the soul of Captain Panagos! 
The next day they would be setting out early. They would unfurl the 

white sails and the Malamatenia would glide proudly through the waves. 
The wind would be blowing straight ahead and the blue Mediterranean 
would relive its ancient legends. Golden-haired Nereids, riding dolphins, 
would skim alongside, murmuring like the sea. The rough winds, en
chanted, would sink to the ocean depths. He would be standing with 
Zaf1ritsa at his side to behold such wonders as were witnessed by ancient 
sailors long dead these many years. 

And afterwards, a safe haven. In the calm waters of the Gulf of Argolis, 
their hearth would bum with the tinder of their hearts. The empty house 
would soon fill with shouts-the new generation would be coming, and 
the children of their children .... 

The heart of Captain Panagos swelled with joy. He plunged down the 
hillside, like an eagle returning to his nest. 

Night had begun to fall and a soft darkness was spilling across the plain. 
From far off, he saw Zafiritsa' s house and a shadow that was passing 

from the door and moving off into the darkness. He recognized Mehmet. 
A premonition of evil flashed through his mind. He began to run. He 
dashed up the front steps and went inside. . 

Zafiritsa lay on her bed, not moving, bathed in her own blood, her 
violet eyes set in a glassy stare. A cloudy pallor was on her face. Only her 
hair, full of rebellion and power, still tumbled in waves upon her innocent 
breast, where the blood had frozen into little red clots. 

A black abyss suddenly yawned in the soul of Panagos Loumbas. His 
blood rushed to his head. A wild urge to destroy, to take vengeance roused 
within him, but soon his strength began to ebb and he felt small and weak 
as a child. He fell across her lifeless body and surrendered to his grie£ 

Then he lifted Zafiritsa in his arms. He carried her silently, unswerving, 
through the plain, beneath the ancient olive trees, up to the shadowy sea 
where the Malamatenia was tossing on the waves. 

No one has ever known what burden Captain Panagos carried that 
evening when he boarded his ship hastily and set sail. 
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Years passed. 
Captain Panagos Loumbas was never again seen at K yrenia. 
Only this: a year later, on the day of St. Demetrios, when Mehmet 

disappeared, fishermen said that the Malamatenia was sighted that evening, 
sailing toward the open sea ofKyrenia. 

Finally, there came other men from Kranidi. From them it was learned 
that Captain Panagos, fighting with the English fleet against Ibrahim, was 
killed at Navarino. 

But his name was not forgotten. To this day, the grove of Seitanaga is 
called "The Grove ofLoumbas." 

There, some devout Christian has built a small wayside shrine. Before 
the icon of the Savior bums an eternal flame that rises restlessly to the 
Creator, like the flame of the souls of those whose love brought forth that 
consecration and memorial. 



THE HANGMAN 

BY TASSOS PSAROPOULOS (b. 1919) 

translated by Demetrios Damaskos 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

He that smiteth a man, so that he die, shall be surely put to death. 
And if a man lie not in wait, but God deliver him into his hand, 

then I will appoint thee a place whither he shall flee. 

IT IS NOT that there was usually much noise in the street, but the 
absolute silence that now prevailed made the cessation of noise palpable. 
When I looked out the window, I saw .the imposing figure of the hangman 
passing by: his body erect, his step slow, his gaze as high as possible. I 
noticed the face of Paraskeve-she was sitting on the curbstone in front 
of the house-lose its expression of kindness. I saw her lower her eyes, as 
if to hide some feeling of guilt. 

Later, when she came to straighten up my room, I talked to her while 
she worked. 

"Death, Paraskeve, is the nonexistence that torments every being. The 
murderer feels an even greater fear of death-the death he has caused and 
the death that threatens him." 

Just as a stone makes circles round the place where it falls in the water, 
circles that broaden as they spread, so a murder encircles the souls of those 
who are close to the murderer and to his victim. The sympathy of the pub
lic for those who find death and those who feel its effect, is like the final, 
the largest circle. For all, that is, except one-the hangman. 

On him is concentrated everyone's antipathy and aversion. He is the 
man to whom no one concedes human feelings. That is why his feelings 
lie deeper. He hides them and they torment him all the more. 

I have lived through the tragedy of an execution. I felt the pain of the 
mother. I felt the agony of the condemned man. I sympathized with the 
friends and relatives. Yet, after the first impression was dispelled, the thing 
that settled in my heart like a fog was the pain and the agony of the hang
man. It was like a fog that at first is simply felt in the atmosphere, but that 
later, wherever it settles, blackens indelibly. 

The victim pays with his life and he is expiated no matter how great 
an injustice he may have caused. One soul expiring can extinguish every 
flame of passion that it has ignited. 
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The murderer satisfies some passion or he believes that he is righting 
some injustice. The hangman will expiate him, too. 

The hangman kills in cold blood. The order and safety of society 
demand it. This necessity has become law. Murder and execution are, 
however, contrary to human nature, for it refuses to admit death as its 
physiological fate. 

We do not admit the humanity of the hangman, whom we identify 
with the idea of his task and with the terrible impact of death. The law 
justifies him but it does not expiate him. The hangman stands alone, even 
against his own inner sel£ 

From the time I was a small child until I became sixteen and my 
family's fmances no longer permitted, we spent our vacations at a seaside 
village near Morphou. There were always the same three families at that 
place: my own; the family of a boy who was seven years older than I
he is now a well-known journalist; and the family of the hangman. For 
two months, every summer, these three families became like one family. 
The absence of worldly troubles that men have succeeded in tangling 
among their affairs, the carefree life of the resort, made the grownups 
better people and the children livelier and happier. Those two months 
were restful; so, too, was the memory of them during the other days of 
the year. 

To be sure, the poor land was not paradise, but in our imagination it 
was like a barren Palestine for the Jews. There, far from our usual cares, we 
lived the tragedy of another family, a small family of the village. 

The father of that family was a Moslem and a drunkard. The mother 
was a Godfearing Christian whose sin, that she had married a heathen, 
made her fear God all the more. To placate Him she lit candles before 
icons, she burned incense, and she prayed. 

I do not know whether God noticed or whether the only one who 
smelled the incense or heard the prayers was her Moslem husband. He 
beat her savagely every time he saw the candles burning in front of the 
boards painted with portraits of dessicated saints and veiled women or 
whenever he smelled the pungent fumes. 

The fear of God and the fear of her husband irritated each other and 
dashed within her, even though until that moment God had yet to show 
His anger and the only one who made a hell of her life was her husband. 

There is some power deep in every man that seeks expression and out
ward form. The shape of love can be traced through love songs or other 
fantasies. When the time comes the lover can discover this formless some-
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thing, and it becomes the object of his love realized in some nearby face. 
Or, if you are a rebel, this power can be channeled against something that 
is inimical to you. Usually, such sentiments of love or of hate are not 
aroused by events or by persons, but rather by the necessity to use this 
power that lies in every human soul. 

The leaders of nations know how to stir up and set into motion such 
power, such raw material, and have caused it to be spent freely in useless 
wars on huge fronts where men have clashed against men. The loss of that 
power is more calculable than even the lives of those who were killed. 

The priests of every religion know of this power in human nature, and 
there have been some religions which in certain eras have driven man 
toward some spiritual uplift, although generally religion has nothing sub
stantially edifying for man's earthly happiness. Religion is rather like a 
gigantic artificial lake that receives the torrents of man's spiritual outpour
ings. Religious feeling tends to be more vivid among Mediterranean 
peoples because they have a richer spiritual world than inhabitants of other 
countries; and yet, no other people have spent this spiritual energy less 
usefully than the Mediterranean world. 

Thus, in her circumstances, religion was the only outlet for the sup
pressed spiritual energies of the Moslem's Christian wife. 

Gradually, the chasm within him widened and he departed from the 
home which he believed was polluted by wooden images and idolatrous 
odors. (He was, after all, a heathen. He could not know that the immortal 
Greek soul always remains true to her gods even though she calls them by 
different names: the Virgin for Athena; St. Nicholas for Poseidon; Arch
angel Michael for Hermes.) 

He would return home when he was drunk only to beat his God fear
ing wife; then he would leave. 

Whenever she was not confined to her bed because of the beatings, she 
would look after the hangman's house and she was deeply devoted to him. 

As he grew up, her son-" Ahmed" to his father; "Paul" to his mother 
(for his presence in her belly had caused her to change her name)-was 
taught secretly by her to have faith in the Christian God and to loathe 
Allah. When his father beat his mother, Paul would try to defend her. He 
would throw himself upon his father and punch him with his small fists. 
His father would kick him into a comer, and from there the boy was forced 
to watch quietly as his mother was beaten. Without a sound, without a 
protest, she would be knocked down and she would rise. She would be 
thrown to the right or the left, according to the direction and force of her 
husband's blows. 
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When he had left-and he never left until he saw her unconscious on 
the floor-the son would drag himself to her, put his head on her shoulder 
while she slowly regained consciousness, and they would remain there, 
silently, for hours, each deep in his own thoughts. 

The beatings hammered the souls of the mother and the son, shaping 
two different and opposing emotions: faith and love of God, her Creator; 

hate and renunciation of the father, sire of the son. In Paul the hate was 
deeper. 

The hangman loved Paul. Since he was huge and the boy was small, 
he liked to pull the boy along with him when they walked together in the 
street, holding him by the head, as if he were stroking him, but dragging 
him along as gently as ifhe were holding him by the hand. 

The hangman also liked to watch the boy gobble up all his ice cream 
or the sweets that his wife made to serve to visitors, and he would laugh 

uproariously when he watched the boy hiding or being chased by his 
mother who would then, teasingly, call the hangman a no-good person 
and her son a bad boy. 

During the years of his growing up, Paul did small errands for the 
three families who went to Morphou each summer: he carried water from 
the well; mornings he brought milk from his father's small farm; or he 
brought the groceries and other parcels. 

My mother loved the boy, too, and she called him "Pauly" -except 
when she was angry at him and then she called him "Ahmed." No curse 
could annoy him more than his Turkish name. Hearing it, he would turn 
silent and sulk, and his eyes would become hard. 

He was a year older than I and ten years younger than my sister. He 
scrambled up to places where we could not go to pluck a flower for us or 
to fmd newly hatched birds for my little brother, who was about four years 

younger. Paul learned to row when he was very young and he knew all 
the nooks and crannies along the seashore and where to find the date trees 

with their sweet ripe fruit. 
Paul loved all of us, but I think he loved the hangman most and after 

him the man who was our distinguished friend and who is now the well
known journalist and author. I remember when Paul heard for the first 
time that our great friend was a poet. Paul's eyes shone in wonder and 
happiness and, at the same time, with something like a secret hope. For 

the next day he showed him, shyly, a few handwritten verses ofhis own. 
Tears of gratitude filled Paul's eyes when they were published the following 
year-though slightly edited-and when he saw his name printed under 
them-his Christian name. 
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We all loved Paul. Yes, my mother loved him even when she called 
him Ahmed. 

One spring morning we read the news in the daily paper. My father 
brought it home two hours earlier than usual. 

According to details we learned later, this is how the drama had un
folded: 

One day Paul came home and found his mother swimming in blood. 
He called the doctor, who declared that she was seriously injured and that 
if he saved her it would perhaps be for the last time. 

Paul went and found his father in the Turkish coffeehouse. He was 
sprawled across three chairs, slurping his coffee, smacking his lips con
tentedly, then drying his mouth with smoke from the long stem of a 
narghile. He was calm, for he had vented his frustrations. Paul approached 
him and said curtly, in front of everyone, "If you beat her again, she will 
die. Have pity on her. Have pity on all three of us. If you touch her again, 
I'll kill you." 

About a fortnight later, the father beat her again. Paul-who was then 
seventeen years and five months old (I tell this detail because it has some 
bearing on what happened afterward)-found his mother drenched in 
blood, the blood she regained with great difficulty during those days. The 
son ran to the doctor, crying, "I beg you, in the name of the Holy Virgin, 
great is Her Grace, run and save my mother. This is the last time, I swear 
by the Virgin. I'll be home in a little while." 

But he never returned to his home. 
That night, almost at midnight, he went to his father's small farm. It 

was dark, pitch dark, but the place was familiar to him. He went to the 
cellar, which was the storeroom of the farmhouse, and took a large hatchet. 
He climbed up to the loft where he knew his father slept. The stairs were 
wooden and they creaked with the weight ofhis body. He found the door 
unlocked. It opened with a squeak when he pushed it. 

At first his nervousness created a kind of nonexistent noise and he could 
hear nothing but the sound in his ears. He could not see in the dark room, 
but slowly his senses began to function properly. He heard a snoring and 
was able to make out the shape ofhis father on the divan. His father was in 
a deep stupor, asleep and half-dressed, dead drunk. 

Later Paul said that he pushed him to wake him up but that his father, 
without opening his eyes, muttered a curse in his teeth and kept on snoring. 

The boy crossed himself (he related all these details later in his deposi
tion to the court), raised the hatchet high, and, like an executioner of olden 
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times, he brought it down with great force upon the exposed neck of his 
father as he lay sprawled in sleep. The hatchet nearly severed the head from 
the shoulders. 

The head did not move. The body twitched slightly and then fell back 
motionless on the divan. 

Paul was put in jail, but his trial did not begin until seven months later. 
When he stood trial, he was an adult. His advocate tried in vain to 

persuade the court that the boy's age was relevant to the moment the crime 
was committed and not to the time when the trial took place; otherwise 
the law made no sense. The English judges, however, wanted Paul's case 
to be a warning for the Greek Christians on the island and a guarantee 
for the safety of the Turks. 

I do not know when the barbarity of the Germans during the last war 
will be forgotten and when the hate will be erased. Men do forget and 
forgive easily. It is enough for their story to fmd expression, to be exhausted 
by frequent and detailed publicity, to be justified by public opinion that, 
as a great judge, condemns the guilty. 

The proper publicity was never given to the Turkish occupation of 
the island. It was never discussed, the Greeks were never justified, and the 
matter was never exhausted. The wound dosed, but the pus remained 
inside. And each generation transmitted to the succeeding generation the 
inconsolable pain of its race. 

The English wanted to maintain the safety and tranquillity of the place 
so that they might maintain their own safety and tranquillity. But they 
did not try to bridge the chasm that separated the two races-the permanent 
inhabitants and the remnants of the Turkish occupation. For, if they had 
done so, their stewardship would, perhaps, no longer have had any purpose. 

Such a murder frightened the new conqueror and he wanted to make 
an example of this trial. 

The day came. Paul's mother, who survived, lived in the courtroom 
and outside the jails. She pleaded in vain to be shut up with her son in the 
prison. A few friends forced her to go somewhere and sleep so that she 
could be refreshed for the next day. 

Witnesses, speeches, noise. The judges wore red robes and black wigs 
and the courtroom was like a theater, but it also had a formal tone. Surely 
the thing that added solemnity to the occasion was the fate of the accused. 
If he were not hanged by the decision of the judges, the red robes and the 
black wigs would lose their significance. 

Every few minutes, the accused looked at his mother, smiled at her 
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and made a face that signified, "Don't worry." She, with eyes dried only 
by her anxiety, would answer, "Don't be afraid." The smile on the mother's 
tormented face was contrived, and her voice cracked with fear. 

Often I saw the hangman. He was pale, and he always stood in a 
corner. To avoid people, as was his habit, he stared at the ceiling. He looked 
furtively at the accused and would not let their eyes meet. No matter how 
much his relationship to Paul justified it, his presence at the trial was in
appropriate. Those who knew commented about it uneasily. During a 
recess someone, passing by the corner where the hangman stood, said to 
him, "He won't escape. He's yours. The forty pounds are already in your 

k " poe et. 
The big man's eyes suddenly hardened, his face became rigid, and his 

hands, folded as they were in one another, were lifted over the head of the 
other man. At the last moment the big man restrained himself, but his hands 
stayed high in the air, undecided. 

This motion must have been the same one he used during executions; 
the other man laughed and said. "Patience, don't be in a hurry-just a little 
while longer." The hangman gave out a great shriek. He lowered his hands 
and went out of the courtroom as if he were being chased. Everyone 
watched in amazement. 

I never saw the hangman at the trial again. This was a relief, mostly 
because ofPaul's mother. Even though she had served the hangman every 
summer for years and had a special fondness for him, she never greeted 
him again after the trial. She lowered her eyes to avoid him, and her hate 
for him, who had been her mentor, was clearly etched on her face. 

The day of the verdict arrived. That day had such a compelling solem
nity that even Paul's mother took care with her appearance. She came to 
the courtroom, looking neat in a new dress. 

I don't remember whether I have explained that when the judge signs 
a verdict of death he breaks the pen immediately afterwards. The verdict 
of execution must be the last thing that pen writes. Perhaps the idea has 
come from the bee who stings once and dies. 

Well, the judge in his wig and his robe was writing and everyone was 
watching him. Unlike the other days, there was a terrible silence in the 
courtroom. Some droning flies were the only sound. All faces were blank. 
Only Paul looked at his mother and smiled, "Don't worry," but she did 
not answer. Her eyes were rigid, like the eyes of someone terrified who 
watches a supernatural occurrence or a coiling beast ready to strike. Her 
eyes were on the judge-the beast with the wig-who was writing, and 
she could not turn away. 
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Suddenly "the beast" stopped writing. Everyone held his breath. 
Surely a passerby outside the courtroom would have thought that this 
crowded room was empty. The right hand of"the red beast" held the pen 
a few inches above the paper while he read. Every eye seemed to converge 
on the point of that pen. 

Though he continued to read, his right hand placed the pen in the 
holder. Then the judge's hand took up the pen once more and began to 
write. Someone coughed. Everybody turned and looked at that person as 
ifhe had spoken some obscenity. 

Again the writing stopped and the pen remained in the fmgers. The 
hand was raised. It described a circle in the air and deposited the pen in its 
place. The hand then took a blotter and dried the writing-the judge was 
finished. It seemed, however, that he had not signed the paper, for he took ' 
up the pen again, made a scratch on the paper and put the pen back. 

Then the terrible silence was broken. Whispers were heard. Glances 
went round the room and many people looked questioningly at the advo
cate. For the first time, he smiled. The judge made a sign to the clerk, who 
then asked the accused to stand. The judge was to recite the verdict. He 
cleared his throat and was ready to begin, when suddenly, as if he remem
bered it that very minute, he took up the pen, pressed it on the desk, and 
broke it. 

The dry sound of snapping metal, a cry, and a sharp sinking of the heart 
came simultaneously. Chaos followed. The whispers became louder. 
People moved noisily about the room, and "the red beast with the wig" 
rapped the wooden hammer three times to restore order. 

Although the mother had heard about the custom of the pens, she 
looked to the right and to the left, as if to determine what the other people 
were thinking, either because she did not understand or because she could 
not admit the possibility that so many cool-headed, deliberating people 
could condemn a healthy boy to death. However, without waiting to read 
anyone's expression, her eyes turned again toward "the beast," as if she 
were going to listen passively with the other people. 

The judge began to speak slowly and softly; his voice grew louder; 
the words came faster. He spoke of the crime, of the indictment, of the 
defense, and he came to words somewhat like these: 

•.. You will be led to prison where you will remain a few days ••. 
you will be led to the gallows where you will be hanged until you expire. 
May God forgive what man was not able to pardon. 

"No! No!" shouted the mother, and her voice carried the quality of 
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persuasion. "No! It is not possible. Paul, don't be afraid," she kept on, but 
her voice was soon drowned in the general chaos. 

Nobody was prepared for what happened next at the courthouse exit. 
The executioner, who had not been seen for many days, suddenly appeared 
before the mother. I do not know if it was chance or ifhe had come to try 
and comfort her. She spat in his face, she struck him with her small umbrella, 
and she cursed him. 

The day of the execution our great friend, the journalist, took me 
with him to the central jail. After considerable waiting, a few reporters 
were allowed to enter. We were not, however, allowed to speak to the 
condemned man. We saw him only when he passed by us on his way to 
be executed. 

Outside the jail, very early, a few of Paul's fellow villagers sat waiting 
in an open area on the grass. The body was to remain hanging from the 
noose for an hour. Afterward, the authorities would surrender it to the 
mother, who even though the execution was set for twelve noon, had been 
waiting outside since before the dawn. 

The tragic, curious fact was that this weak, emaciated woman had 
been standing all the time, holding a heavy coffm which she seldom per
mitted to touch the ground, although her hands trembled with exhaustion. 
Once or twice, some people tried to take the coffin from her, but she held 
to the black boards, as ifher hands were hooks and could not be pried loose. 
She did not speak. She did not speak even when some men tried to take the 
coffm from her. Only a few times did they manage to avert her gaze, which 
turned upon them disapprovingly. The rest of the time she kept staring at 
the English flag that waved from a turret of the central prison. 

I have not explained; this, too, is the custom: at the moment of execu
tion, with the opening of the trap door where the condemned man is 
standing, the noose round: his neck, the English flag is lowered from the 
prison's turret while a black pennant is raised in its place. 

We waited for two hours on the chance that we would be allowed to 
see the condemned man for one last time. Our great friend was very sad. 
We exchanged neither words nor glances. 

At eleven-forty Paul was brought out. The warden walked in front, 
followed by the prison doctor. Paul walked between two guards. He 
looked pale and he stared with curiosity at everyone and everything around 
him as ifhe were seeing it all for the first time. 

I do not know whether he was in a hurry or whether he had to walk 
quickly to keep step with the guards. Even though the air was chilly, he 
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wore only a shirt. I remember thinking that he should put something more 

on, otherwise he would catch cold. 
He passed us without looking. When he had gone on a few steps, our 

great friend called out his name. 
Hesitating, Paul took two more steps and then stopped. He turned to 

us slowly and showed no sign of surprise when he saw us. I suppose he had 

noticed us from the first. He stood there with his hands manacled, embar

rassed, as if he did not know how to justify his lack of manners in not 

greeting us. He raised his hands, pointing to the guards, and with a voice 

that pleaded for forgiveness he said, "They're going to hang me." 

Our great friend shook his head in agreement and smiled. I did the 

same. Paul turned and kept on walking. 

We were coming out of the small door in the main iron gate of the 

prison when we heard the scream and the thud of the coffm falling. 

The old mother was writhing on the ground and the black flag was 

waving over the prison turret. 
The next day we learned that Paul had started to cry when he saw the 

hangman waiting for him. Paul took his hand, kissed it, and begged forgive

ness. For a moment, the hangman had lost his composure. He could not 

understand why he should forgive the boy. He grabbed the boy's head the 

way he used to and was about to stroke it. But immediately he became 

serious and told him to go up the scaffold. The boy knelt and prayed. Then 

he whispered through white, trembling lips, "I'm afraid. Please be quick." 

He clenched the muscles of his face and squeezed his eyes shut. Just before 

the trapdoor was sprung, he opened his tear-filled eyes, smiled, and re

peated, "Forgive me. Forgive me for this wrong I do you. I know how 

difficult it is to kill someone you love." 
That same night the hangman became seriously involved with the 

police about charges brought against him, and he almost lost his job, a 

family inheritance that had its beginnings in the time of the Turkish occu

pation. The position had been handed down from grandfather to father, 

from father to son, and had come to our hangman. 
The charges brought against him involved beating his wife. To under

stand the meaning of that action, you should know how much he had al

ways been afraid of her. For years, she had held him in scorn. Every day 

she had taunted him for taking men's lives but he, she said, could not give 

life to anyone, for he was not a man and masculinity cannot be measured 

by how tall a man is or how big a mustache he has. 
People had said that he had lost his masculinity after a sickness and had 
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then let his mustache grow big and had developed the habit of strutting, 
his eyes held high. (Our civilization has no other purpose than to make 
the life of our physical self comfortable. We eat to live, and the justifica
tion of our life is to reproduce. If there is any other design, we have yet to 
learn it. We may, perhaps, add some beauty to appearances, flavor to food, 
luxury to our homes, and conceal the facts of intercourse with theories of 
love. We try to make everything more attractive and idealized. But in 
fact we are all naked beneath our clothes, animals covered by the veil of 
civilization.) 

"But I love you," he would plead with his wife. 
"You aren't able to love and you know it," she would reply. Then the 

big man would weep. "It's not possible, it can't be," he would shout. "You 
attach so much importance to that ... that ... sinew. I love you. Do you 
understand? Besides, the doctor has told me that I'm going to get well." 

"You-get well? Forget it," she would say. 
Her words would echo in his ears wherever he went and they crushed 

him. His eyes, never lowered for anyone, he would lower when he was 
with his wife. He would bow his head as a token of forgiveness and sub
nnsslon. 

But after he beat her, she changed her mind. She took him in her arms 
and told him that at last he had become a man, that masculinity was not a 
few inches of sinew. 

But he pushed her away and went to a tavern. There he got drunk and 
on some insignificant pretext he smashed everything and beat up all the 
customers. Only when he fell into a chair, exhausted, bruised, bleeding 
from small wounds, his clothes in tatters, did he allow the police to arrest 
him. 

And his wife, who until then had never given him a second thought, 
stayed by him all the night, looking after him. And afterward she would 
tell people, "My husband-he is a tiger-a real man." 



WITHOUT LUGGAGE 

BY CHRISTAKIS GEORGHIOU (b. 1928) 

translated by Byron and Catherine Raizis 

HE HAD BEEN holding his glass a long while. The light was playing 

oddly; red reflections from every direction glittered along the ridges of the 

glass. 
Kiss me tender! It was a shrill cry, full of whisky and a wild freedom. 

He looked up from his glass and watched the thick crystal panel of the 

outer door. Two shadows were dancing. One was bending-her pony tail 

swayed like a clock pendulum in space-and then the lines faded. The two 

shadows became one, a shapeless mass that grew longer as it moved away 

into a vague, unending din. 
"Are you a foreigner?" she asked. Her voice held a playful surprise. 

He turned and nodded slightly. 
"A foreigner?" he repeated with some wonder. 

He sized her up at a glance: tall, rather skinny, and a face that seemed 

lost in her large blue eyes and the thin line of her lips. 

"No. Why? I feel at home even though I come from a thousand miles 

" away. 
She studied him. 

"In any case, you're not an Englishman," she said and puckered her lips 

childishly. 
An excitement stirred in him. 
But he answered quietly, "An Arab, from Beirut with the wild streets 

and the wild girls. I drift from country to country, a kind of gypsy, if you 

will, with a glass in one hand and a woman in the other." He took her hand 

and asked suddenly, "Are you bored here?" He felt her hand tremble. A 

flicker of disdain was in her eyes. 
"Are you bored?" he asked again in a meaningful whisper. "I am. I've 

made the world my home so that I can drift. Boredom ... the beginning 

of the most painful death ... we carry its shadow always on our backs. 

This unrest is the curse that haunts me." Her hand was unexpectedly warm 

in his own. Beneath her smooth skin, the blood seemed to be racing, 

charged with the same unrest that tormented him. 
"Some wine?" he asked flatly and then, without waiting for her answer, 

he ordered another drink. 
"Thanks," she murmured and slowly pulled her hand from his. She had 
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a strange feeling, as if a magnetic force were overwhelming her and she 
was trying to escape. A brief silence came between them. Each was thinking 
about the other. 

"What's your name?" she spoke first. 
"Does it matter?" he said, and his teeth were sharply white against his 

swarthy face. "Call me Ali." 
"And me Annie," she said with a simplicity that matched his own. 

* * * 
The shadows and the many-colored lights that kept flashing on and off 

had started a weird charade on the thick pane of the outer door. They 
scintillated playfully, only to plunge the next moment into sudden nothing
ness. There was, too, the noise, impersonal yet persistent, lending dark 
nuances to the bright background. And the game continued .... 

He holds her hand as they walk through the London streets, shoving, 
being shoved, and laughing all the while. 

Kiss me tender! The cry is a signal, a streak of lightning across the dark 
sky and it is whisky, too, releasing fountains of joy. 

She says, "I feel intoxicated." 
He answers abruptly, "I don't." In the waves of light from the neon 

signs she discerns the shadow that deepens in his eyes. 
"It's the measure of our freedom," he tells her, and holds her hand more 

tightly. Her hand hurts as they walk, but she feels an immeasurable de
light. " ... Our personal freedom that is taken away by tradition, the free
dom that begins to diminish even at the moment we are born. What is life, 
after all, when we confront it directly?" 

Their faces are almost touching. To her, his presence imparts a fathom
less reassurance, as if she is standing at the brink of an ocean, the tide curling 
at her feet. But she is, at the same time, afraid. Her heart feels cold and 
empty, without sensation of any beginning or ending. 

The neon signs keep flashing-red, green, yellow, white-and some
how they are a consolation, lighting up gradually, then brilliant across the 
square, then dark again, making obscure distortions on a surface that was 
shiningly clear a moment before. 

The crowd gets darker and darker, noisier and noisier, more and more 
impersonal. Through the din come fragments of talk, the crash of bottles 
against walls . . . cries ... shrieks. 

"Piccadilly is on fire tonight," Annie says. 
"Like every night," he answers. Something rudely sarcastic lingers in 

his voice. 
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His eyes are now intent on the luminous hands of a huge clock; it is 
the center of gravity that night. On every New Year's night those luminous 
hands become huge magnets. 

"Time-our most terrible, most faithful shadow," he says, looking at 
the huge clock. 

Annie caresses his hand. His eyes are two shining points on a dark back
ground. 

"Why are you afraid of time?" she asks. 
His lips curl as ifhe is in pain. He feels a desire to bite. But he does not 

answer. 
Under a street light, before a small crowd, a beggar man dances. He 

swings his stick, his feet have found a carefree rhythm, and the top hat he 
takes off now and then with a grave gesture keeps the passersby at atten
tion. Just as he performs his ceremonious greeting-incongruous for his 
little body-his legs, as if with a will of their own, start a frenzied hopping, 
there on the asphalt pavement under a street light. 

Annie and Ali laugh. 
Some policemen, tall and serious, stroll about without taking part in 

the life of the streets. The policemen frighten the dancing man. As their 
"Gothic" helmets arrive above the heads of the crowd, his legs jerk for a 
last hop and then suddenly seem rooted in the pavement while his face is 
rigid in the grimace of his unfmished motion. 

Then the policemen go away and the bonds of his immobility are 
broken. The movements of the little man seem nourished by a rich, life
giving juice. His tiny feet hardly touch the pavement. 

The people laugh and their laughter rings far among the London streets. 
Annie looks at Ali. His eyes are smiling. They are two shining points on a 
background that is now less dark. 

* * * 
On such a night Piccadilly cannot be understood in ordinary, human 

terms. Everything bursts with life. The nameless, cacophonous movement 
that rushes through the streets of Soho overflows beyond conventional 
limits and rises to a crescendo, governed only by the elemental forces of 
life and death until, at this unique moment of the year, at this midnight of 
December thirty-first, it reaches a kind of timeless nonexistence. All too 
briefly the movement of the crowds seems swirled about through an in
finite darkness and then, a moment later, it seeks again the conventional 
channels, the familiar path to the train station .... 

Slowly, Ali drew his lips from her mouth and let Annie breathe. He 
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had stopped her breath with that kiss ofhis. How did it happen? She could 
not tell. Suddenly his lips had pressed upon hers, had seemed to seize her 
lips like the hoe in moist earth, like the knotty hand of the baker in steaming 
yeast. 

She felt herself smothered, her individuality absorbed by the primitive 
strength of his embrace. His breath burned her cheek, but she felt no pain. 
His eyes sparkled darkly, fiercely into hers, but they did not hurt her. 

Big Ben began to strike-the slow, indifferent personification ofTime 
itsel£ The voice of the clock marked the supreme moment of mass folly, 
of a gigantic wave of joy, far from the earth, that hovered in the air like 
some obscure power and lasted as long as the striking of the clock. Human 
memory was blotted out during those seconds. The voice of the clock 
spread a momentary death whose influence was to last three hundred and 
sixty-odd days. 

"Are you going to take me home?" Annie asks him. 
"I am," he tells her. The question, "And what about your husband?" 

comes to his lips, but he does not say it. 
Annie clings to him, warm in his embrace. She trembles. The trembling 

stirs from deep within her heart and ripples down through her belly-a 
fear and a delight. Her legs move mechanically in time with Ali's pace. 
Her hands touch his chest and, without thinking, she traces the strokes of 
his heartbeat. 

Ali feels her whole being press against him. Her trembling startles him 
sharply under his flesh; a swift rebellion that he cannot control surges 
through him. The mechanical rhythm of her walking breaks under the 
weight of her trembling, and from time to time he feels her knees give 
way as if her whole body is being dragged toward the earth, as if she is 
beseeching with a silent cry of surrender, a cry that is all the more piercing 
because it is silent. 

Every now and then Ali stops and kisses her. His kisses now are as 
weightless as the light of the neon signs. He holds her tightly against his 

· body, and the strange pair walk quietly through the London streets. 

* * * 
"M h "Anni y ouse, e says. 
"The lights are on," Ali replies like a strange echo. 
"My husband works late," she answers, "two or three o'clock some

times, past midnight. He says it's the hour for inspiration." She tries 
awkwardly to open the door. 

In the half-light that comes from the room upstairs, Ali sees a spiral 
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staircase at the end of a dark hall. An eerie excitement begins to unfold 
within him. He feels caught in the intoxicating whirl of a waltz. His every 
nerve awakens, eager to live each fraction of time. He looks from the stair
way to Annie and back again. She guesses the question that is in his eyes, 
but she prefers not to answer. 

"He's writing a dissertation, his doctorate in linguistics," Annie says 
indifferently as they go up the stairs. 

The door is closed and seems to be keeping a stub born silence of its 
own. From under the door glows a crack oflight. Annie hesitates to knock. 
At last she does knock, but the sound is hardly enough to be heard. Her 
hand quivers as she touches the knob. The door seems about to open; the 
hinges make a slight creak that seems as violent as a scream. 

"Come in," calls a deep but colorless voice. 
Ali stops at the door. Annie stands before him, slim, like a shadow, and 

in the room beyond the threshold is her husband. He is slumped low in 
his armchair. Beside him are two small round tables. Papers are scattered 
about on one; a half-empty whisky bottle and a glass are on the other. His 
hair is matted and rumpled. His head, as Ali looks at him, is a dark bulk, 
somewhat shapeless. 

Annie's husband is watching the fire. Some thick branches crackle and 
resist for a moment before submitting to the flames. 

"You have company, eh ?"the husband says in a deep voice whose color
less tone destroys all feeling in the listener. He turns his head slowly. He is 
jolted when he sees Ali in the half-light of the doorway, his dark eyes wide. 

"My husband-Snoper," says Annie, looking at Ali, and without waiting 
for him to reply she tells her husband, "a New Year's Eve acquaintance." 

Ali bends awkwardly, trying to bow. 
Snoper' s calm breaks from one moment to the other, but the breaking 

is not spontaneous, not sincere. He forces a smile to his lips. 
"Come in, come in," he says. He drags an armchair with his foot and 

places it opposite him. "Have a seat. Whisky?" 
Annie brings two glasses from the china closet and puts them on the 

table. 
"You are going to keep me company tonight. Drinking needs com

pany,just as life does," her husband says. While he fills the two glasses, he 
studies Ali. "Where are you from?" 

"I'm Lebanese," answers Ali. "Beirut. Of course, this makes no dif
ference. I feel like a resident of this country." 

Snoper watches him narrowly. 
"A man of the Mediterranean, the eastern Mediterranean. I've lived there 
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two whole years on an Aegean island-Psara. What did I do there? I 
breathed light and I studied. I studied the people. I collected words. Short 
ones and long ones, common ones and rare ones. No matter. It's the feel
ings hidden in them, the shades of meaning, the obscure or the obvious 
nuances of the word .... Lebanese, eh ?" 

He raises his glass, "Cheers." 
"Cheers," Ali answers and empties his glass at one gulp. The power of 

the whisky evaporates on the dark mask ofhis face, like drops of water on 
a hot iron plaque. 

Snoper fills the glasses again and looks at Ali as if he were an open 
book. 

"I like and yet I dislike the people of the Mediterranean," he says. "It's 
because of the mask of their faces that conceals power or weakness. But 
their speech is different. They live in their words." 

"A simple gesture of self-preservation," says Ali. "They are suffering 
every moment. The vibration of life, like a death knell, is a curse to them. 
So they live in their words_:_the power and weakness of the lightning. 
There's not a fraction of a second that does not give light." 

Snoper looks at him, wondering. Something dim and far away is in 
his glance. He takes up his pencil and writes on a slip of paper. "'The 
power and the weakness oflightning,' "he repeats softly. "The Northern 
man can't feel it. Here in London there is some security." 

"What are you so certain of?" Ali cuts in abruptly. 
"About everything. From the smallest thing to the largest. Here, this 

bottle, these notebooks, the fire-they're all a part of this security." 
"You were not in Piccadilly tonight," Ali replies slowly. 
"Of course, I wasn't," Snoper's voice is strained. 
"It was a demonstration of doubt, the lack of this very feeling of security 

you speak about now,'' Ali answers. His eyes gradually become darker, 
fiercer. Snoper's eyes become all the more clouded. 

The two men drink and look at each other. Something fearful seems 
to grow in the room. 

* * * 
The silence in the room settles uneasily on everything, on everyone. 

The two men drink, they lick their lips from time to time, but in spite of 
their apparent calm they are two parts of a huge, wrathful wave that swells 
their lungs and crashes on the rock of their lips and eyes. 

Annie feels naked. Their eyes, fixing on her now and then, seem to 
undress her in a cruel, analytical way. She feels as if she is choking, as if she 
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must make some attempt to escape from a stifling void. She goes to the 
record player. Her hands move nervously across its surface. Reminiscences 
revive within her. She remembers the clubs where she used to work in 
Cyprus, where she met her husband. He had come from Psara, carrying 
his notes, pursuing his words. He had wandered from town to town, village 
to village, street to street, lugging his tape-recorder like a school bag. He 
had seized words, thrown them into the bottomless well of his tape
recorder, and then he had pulled them out, one by one, while an unspeak
able pleasure had brightened his face .... He had seen her dancing Salome's 
dance of the seven veils. His eyes, as vague as ever even then, had watched 
her slim body twisting half-naked among her transparent veils. That very 
night-still holding his tape recorder-he had asked her to marry him .... 

Now her hand presses a small button and the room is flooded with 
sounds. The melodies ofRimski-Korsakov echo from every corner. All 
the magic of the orient is on the thick carpet, is in the logs that burn in the 
hearth, is coiling up, up toward the ceiling-a sinuous thing that fills the 
air. 

As the two men watch her, myriads of tiny nails seem to be pricking 
her feet. A profound, redeeming gesture must be made. She begins to 
dance. She takes offher skirt, uses it for a while as a veil, then throws it to 
a corner. Her bare legs move mesmerically beneath her flimsy nylon slip. 

"Annie, don't. Stop, please!" Snoper's voice is suppliant. Suddenly a 
joyful release comes to him, his eyes brighten, a tingling is in his veins. 
Then again suddenly he is disinterested, his eyes are dim, his knees grow 
stiff, only his voice has feeling and he pleads, "Annie, don't." 

* * * 
The January nights in London are long. Darkness begins to crawl 

through the streets early in the afternoon, like a huge adder that ensnares 
life in a deadly embrace. Silence moves in waves that seem to emanate 
from the very darkness. The sound of a train, like a cry almost human, 
breaks the silence, and then again the city is asleep. 

The room is bright where Snoper leans his head on the table among his 
notes. He is sleeping. His breathing is troubled. 

Ali is still in the same chair. His glass is full and he is drinking. His eyes 
are without expression. The last brightness of the fire does not affect him. 

Annie is sitting on the floor, her head tilted against the wall. She feels 
serene, from her loose hair down to the tips ofher bare toes. 

A clock somewhere in the neighborhood strikes four. Ali gets up from 
his chair. 
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"I Anni " h "Th 1 fc C . 1 . " must go, e, e says. e p ane or arro eaves at s1x. 
She does not reply. She rises quietly, dresses herself, combs her hair, 

and then takes her coat from the armchair. 
"What is it, Annie," Ali asks. 
"I'm coming with you-if you want me," she says. 

He gives no reply, but his eyes are alive with a laughter of their own. 
He goes to the door, opens it with a steady hand and starts down the stairs. 

"Snoper," Annie tells her husband in a low voice as if she is afraid she 
may wake him. He opens his eyes and looks at her blankly. "Snoper, I'm 

. " gomg away. 
"Where?" he asks painfully. 
"To the Near East," she says. "To Beirut. Good-by, Snoper," she strokes 

his rumpled hair while he watches her without speaking. 
She goes to the door, looks back one last time at the mask ofhis face, 

then runs down the stairs. 
"Annie," he calls after her. "Don't!" 

A train is rushing through the streets, sending forth a shrill cry at every 
corner ... "Annie, don't!" is carried away by the sound of the train. 

- ---



MONUMENT 

BY HEBE MELEAGROU (b. 1931) 

translated by Fotine Nicholas 

WHEN the official teremonies were over and the covering came off 
and the marble statue was revealed above the heads of the people, all the 
brilliance of that morning was suddenly gone and there was only the reality 
of a dull winter day. 

Then the people, the colorful little people who were jammed together 
at the rear and were constantly craning to see something, took a few hesi
tant steps. The scouts were withdrawing to one side to set their ranks in 
order again. The philharmonic was playing its fmal saccharine march. The 
doors of the official black cars slammed hastily and the cars sped down the 
long narrow street. In a matter of minutes the whole inaccessible place was 
suddenly free and open. No sooner did the people become aware of this, 
than they rushed with a roar and surrounded the monument. They were 
quickly silenced. All of them stared and some, with an occasional whisper 
here and there, touched the fallen figures, the hands and feet mingling, the 
faces. Others, bent over, were struggling to their feet. 

What did the figures say? What was their story? Then the people 
discerned the heroic youth and were overjoyed. Upright, in one piece, 
smiling broadly, and armed to the teeth. Their soul beat its wings, their 
throats became dry: That boy, that youth! The son, the son. Ah! 

The day grew dark. A breath of air was stirring and a twisted cloud 
spread quickly across the sky. The laurel leaves and the myrtle, strewn and 
trampled all about, trembled lightly. As the wind grew stronger, the leav-es 
were tossed high; whirling, they fell into the ditch by the road where the 
leaves of autumn were rotting. 

Disturbed, the crowd looked restlessly at the sky. There was rain in 
the air. They called their children and began to move away. They were 
bent and silent, but just before they turned the last corner, they gave one 
farewell glance back to the youth. About him was an aura of solitude and 
above him rested a black cloud. By the time a dense, abrupt rain began to 
strike him, tearing to shreds the little flags and muddying the laurel wreaths 
that were tied with white ribbons, only one spectator remained near the 
monument. As he, too, turned away, he stopped and looked thoughtfully 
about. Then, taking a handkerchief from his pocket, he carefully wiped the 
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streaks of raintears from the face of the brave youth. A spot appeared on 
the marble and distressed the man. He began to look for something to rub 
the spot away. He was dressed in black. With a trembling palm, he started 
to rub. He scraped his hand. The rain came more heavily, almost blinding 
him, and thunder rumbled overhead. But he kept on rubbing, rubbing, 
dedicated to the task, absorbed by it, although the spot was long since gone. 

He is panting as he walks. The waves are dashing high, leaping over the 
dam, spilling freely about. 

"Are you the father?" 
"Yes." 
"May I offer my congratulations. You can be proud. Your country is 

grateful for your able son who honored her in the world struggle for 
freedom .... " 

The shore road has become a stormy lake. He sees the foaming water 
approaching and wonders how to avoid it. Always too late. Each time 
the wave comes and washes over him. 

"Are you the father?" 
"Yes." 
"Long may he live for you. Oh, forgive me, my condolences, not con

gratulations. Please forgive me .... " 
They grasp his hand. They leave. Now he is surrounded by the little 

people who look at him curiously and wait .... 
"That's the father." 
"Poor thing." 
He hears them whispering. 
He shudders and tries to walk faster. His feet are like weights; so are 

his thoughts. "A torpid snail," he thinks. 
A torpid snail-drugged. Halls filled with sleeping minds, year after 

year. Frightened by the shouting, the children stare. Losing his patience, 
he bangs hard on the desk. "Don't you understand anything? Are your 
brains asleep, fools? Wake up, move, start your motors, idiots." 

Soon his anger evaporates. He repents. He is sorry. "Let's see what's 
what, children. Shall we try to rouse that sleeping snail ofyour mind?" 

That one is a child of few words. Every afternoon the father takes him 
by the hand and they go for a walk. The child looks up and sees his father's 
serious expression. The child waits. Nothing. They walk on a bit and again 
he looks up. He is anxious and squeezes his father's hand repeatedly, waiting 
for him to speak. 

"You see, my child, in life the struggle is everything ... to fight for 
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some cause whatever it may be, a cause that will lift you above the com
monplace, that will fill you with meaning .... " 

The words seem to trickle inside him. They seem to have no meaning 
as yet, but they resound, sweetly yet harshly. 

"Father, do you have a cause?" 
"Yes, my child. I have the education of the generations-and yours." 
The child looks at him. "Jeanne d'Arc had a cause, father, didn't she?" 
He sees her sufferings on the depicted stage. He trembles and grows 

pale. Now, much later, he looks for answers. 
"Yes, child, the highest cause-the freedom ofher fatherland." 
"But they put her to the fire. Did she do wrong?" 
"According to some, no; according to others, yes." 

Some passersby interrupt them with a greeting. The boy becomes im
patient. He wants to know more. 

"But you must realize that though the end in itself is wonderful, no one 
struggles only for that, for success. It is the struggle itself that is most sig
nificant, though one may fall." 

"Though one may fall ...• " 

His clothes are wet through. Their weight drags him down. He must get 
home. He must shut out the sea and its roar. He must close his eyes and not 
see his child alone, beaten and wet and crying. And smiling. 

There is no other passerby, not even a car. The stores have barred their 
windows and doors because of the rising waters. He is alone in the fury of 
the clouds and the sea. 

The road will never end. He will continue to walk, to drag his dying 
self, opening a path with his body against the wind and the rain and the 
waves in a deserted world. His punishment ... because the child was lost. 
That is the plain truth. Gone, lost ! He will never see him again. Only in 
a marble statue. What frightening forms stare like fish at his feet. They 
grimace; they speak to him in an unintelligible tongue .... 

Now his house appears. In the rain it is obscured and seems to draw 
away. He wipes his eyes and the house no longer seems to move. Its high 
wall, the balcony, the windows-all are closed. 

They let him go alone. Neither his son nor his daughter was at the 
celebration for his boy. 

"Fortunately our mother is dead," says the son. "It's the first time I've 
rejoiced over a death." 

The daughter lowers her eyes and is silent. 
"Goodbye, then. I shall go because I cannot let him face strangers and 
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hear unknown voices by himsel£" 
"You should go, father. Of course, you should go. You have a con

nection with all that. It is your accomplishment." 
The daughter looks at each of them in turn. She puts out her hands 

imploringly, "No." The father says nothing. 
But at the unbearable moment when the message came, the son stood 

angrily before his father and asked: 
"Well, father, what do you say now?" 
He had gray hair, a longish face, and a high forehead-handsome son. 

Now his face was white, ugly and hard. 
"What, what have I done?" cried the father. "Why? It's not my fault." 
The other one trembled; even his ears quivered. He shouted. "The 

causes, the fatherland, the ideals of the people-where do these things lead? 
Listen now: 'He was lost during a long attack, fighting bravely in the 
desert!' He is lost, father, do you understand? He was torn to pieces in an 
unknown desert, alone, a stranger-the child that our mother left to us, 
entrusted to us." 

He struck his fist on the marble console and the mirror swayed back 
and forth and he, too, swayed. The father fell slowly into his chair. A hot 
wave of dizziness made him nauseous. 

"I was a father," he said. "It was my duty to mold him with all our 
principles." 

"But how far does duty extend, father? Must destruction be its aim? 
What patriotic right did you have over his thought and his soul?" 

"These last years he was never near me. He didn't ask me, he didn't con
sult me about his decisions," the father answered. "The enthusiasm of 
youth misled him." 

"Let's say that that's the truth." He sighed and his speech was tired. 
"But the fire had already been lighted. Oh, father, don't you see that the 
road you carved out all those years was leading straight to the sacrifice? 
A beautiful sacrifice, I don't deny that, but where is the reward for his 
life? Was it worth while, was it worth losing him?" 

The old man raised his head. There was a mist around him and he 
could see only the eyes ofhis son, transparent and unmoving. 

"He believed in causes and there are never struggles without human 
sacrifice. Enough, son. What can we do now?" 

"Nothing, of course. But life itself has been made to seem worthless. 
If you ask me, I would never have sacrificed the life of even the lowest man 
for the sake of slaughters that go by beautiful names. Take this now!" he 
shouted and threw down the telegram. 
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Slamming the door behind him, he went to his room. The daughter 
lay on the couch, weeping. 

The father bent down and picked up the paper. His heart rebelled and 

his hands trembled. Folding the paper carefully, he held it to his breast. 
No sound came from his throat. He shut his eyes and shook his head. He 
sat for a long while .... 

"Now, father, that we have advanced in the desert, things have got very 
difficult. We are exposed to a limitless, open, unfriendly sky. There is no camou
flage. Nature is not in our Javor. We lack essentials and the fighting has become 
primitive. Science is working against us. It is fearfully cold at night. My men 
know how to protect themselves; they have an instinct for defense that has taught 
me a great deal. They belong to various races and this is apparent in their features. 
I have already learned how to classify them (and when the struggle has ended and I 
resume my studies, I shall specialize in anthropology-provided that no other 
conflict occurs). They expect everything of me. You should see them fix their eyes 
on me and follow the expressions of my face. They lack the knowledge that an edu
cation gives, but they do sense and understand completely what they are fighting 
for. They fight with dedication and obstinacy, rushing like children to a game. 
Some fall; the others go on. They keep with them some little talismans, reminders 
of their homes. They ask about mine, but I have nothing. Then I show them your 
picture. They examine it curiously and talk among themselves. I explain to them: 
'My father, my brother, my sister.' They ask about my mother. I tell them that 
she died. But they feel no sorrow for the dead. They allot a certain place to the dead 
according to their belief. How great is our Christian faith compared to that? I shall 
write again soon." 

The daughter got up slowly and lighted all her icons. She knelt and 
remained thus. 

The storm follows him to the very end of the road. There the wind is always 
gentler; high rocks guard a cove where the fishermen pull in their boats. 
Today the storm has entered the cove and has stirred up the waters. The 
storm has broken the cables, and the boats are its prey. They whirl in 
circles and bang against one another. From the balcony he had experiment
ed with the sea, the sun, the fish, and his hooks. 

The big iron key turns twice. Peace and silence are inside. The house 

smells of incense as it always does these days. He leaves his shoes on the 
verandah. He wants to sit in the rocker. He feels cold. The yard is filled 
with water. He hears it trickling from the holes in the wall straight to the 

street and to the sea. Inside the porch is dry, protected by the low-set 
arches. He leans on the wooden railing and slowly climbs the narrow stairs. 
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His socks cling to the wooden boards and he exerts himself to unstick them 
quietly. At the top of the stairs he waits. An unceasing murmur is coming 
from the daughter's room. There is no sbund from the son' s-he must be 
at work. 

His room is to the right. He leans on the wall as he recalls that today is 
Sunday. His son must be in his room. 

He walks slowly, slowly. His door creaks, so he opens it quickly to kill 
the sound. 

He removes his wet clothes and hangs them in a comer of the closet. 
He lies down on the high iron bed, his wife's bridal bed. He sinks into 
oblivion, alternately sleeping and waking. Outside his room, the rainwater 
makes a kind of singsong as it falls from the drains. He goes to sleep again. 
Then he hears steps on the stairs and the outer door is closing. Again he 
seems to be sinking. My child! My child! The weight of the entire world 
seems to be on his chest. He aches. 

Hundreds of megaphones shout in unison, "Proud of the sacrifice, sacrifice, 
sacrifice." Infmite space, moving walls, receding into the distance. School 
halls. The open mouths of other megaphones high in the comers. "Proud 
ofhis heroism. Your son. An example to History. A symbol in the struggle 
for ideals." 

"Our son. Why our son? He's just a child," asks his wife, who is beside 
him. 

Suddenly trumpets and drums are heard, military marches. Shouting 
from the crowds. Applause. He runs to the windows and reaches out. Too 
high ! They are skylights, not really windows. He stretches again, perspires, 
scratches the wall in vain. They are marching away. They will pass and he 
won't see them. His fmgers grasp the cornices, he props himself up and 
rises a little. He goes higher, higher, his entire weight on his hands. Enor-
mous flags and many smaller ones. A flood of flags. "Down with tyrants .. . 
Out with dynasties ... Forward brave youths, on the road to honor .. . 
The lot has fallen to you." 

"My wife. She, too, will want to see. But right now I can't tum, I can't 
do anything." 

"May you live, brave youth! To your health! God be with your parents. 
Courage! Forward!" 

His son. First in line, straight, handsome. His passing rends the earth 
and the air. He smiles; he is on fire. His expression, his expression! Un
known to me. 

He is overwhelmed by emotion. 
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"If only mother were alive to see him," he hears a voice beside him say. 
His daughter is wiping her eyes. 

"Mother? But she was here just now--was it you?" 
She looks at him wonderingly. 
Suddenly he is no longer clinging to the skylight. He is on the shore 

road. 
"It is not a dream. I do remember it. It happened. The day the news of 

the victory came." 
"That climate. All that climate will harm him," says the older son. 
"We should have watched over him, protected him," says the daughter. 
"Why do you say that? Don't I take care of him?" He turns to face 

them. He sees not his daughter, but again his wife. 
"Ah," she sighs. "Good thing you've come. I'm alone, alone. I have no 

one. Our daughter with her icons and her prayers. Our son is a mature 
man with a life ofhis own. I am alone." 

"And our child? The child of our later years?" 
"Ah, the child." 
"Do you remember how we said we would love him? We would keep 

him to be ours. Remember?" She smiles at him secretly, as if in a con
spiracy. 

There were distant whistles of ships in the harbor. Others were answer
ing. One, two, three. A pause. Then again. He held her to him, touching 
her spine. Delicate, alive, she struggled in his arms, as she had at the be
ginning. Quickly his passion was aroused. 

"No," she whispered. "We have grown children. We mustn't. Shame." 
His breath burned, choking her. "There's no shame ... I love you. 

I want you. You are my girl, my love." 
His hands caressed her face, his fmger traced her features. He touched 

her everywhere and inflamed her. 
"M d " y ear ... 

Slowly the summer afternoon died. There was silence everywhere. 
Later. "Her health is precarious," the doctor said. "And a birth at her 

age after so many years. I do not advise it." 
"The pregnancy must be terminated, doctor. There is nothing to dis-

" cuss. 
"Don't say it again," she interrupted. "I adore this child." 
"You worship it, dear. But do you understand? Do you?" 
"Oh, I am getting irrational." He gets up and bathes his forehead. His 

clothes are dripping into a small pool that trickles away through the crack 
under the door. 
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He lies down again. The darkness in the room has thickened. Day has 
slipped into night, without the consolation that it will be bright again. The 
storm has abated. It is raining softly. The ceiling is dripping. 

He checks the time. Oh! The entire night is still before him. 

* * * 
The light in the bar is red. He enters and pauses. Everything seems hazy. 

There are no lines, no boundaries. Everything dissolves into everything 
else. 

He sits near a window. The small quadrangles of panes keep getting 
dimmer. He looks out. A thick, unmoving darkness. A waiter bows and 
says something. He doesn't understand. He only sees the man's lips mov
ing, moving. Finally they smile. 

"A brandy, please." 
He drinks it and orders another. Holding the glass, he turns it, studies 

it. Someone is passing. He sees him and lingers. 
"Your health, friend. Didn't I see you at the ceremony today?" 
"I didn't go." 
"Your old man was there." 
"Yes." 
"Overcome with sorrow, the poor thing. And proud." 
"I can imagine." 
The man goes on to the bar. He is short. He stretches on his toes and 

sits on the stool. There is a woman behind the counter. She bends over to 
speak to him. His hand is on her breasts. They shake when she pulls away. 
The skin ofher full-blown arms trembles. The man and woman burst out 
laughing. 

He looks out again. Through the window he sees only a red haze. The 
light has thickened with the heavy breathing. The darkness outside is dis
appearing. He draws circles, circles with his fmgers. Roads that meet and 
separate and meet again. He thought of it after he closed the door of the 
house. The house echoed with a noise that reached out and struck at him. 
The others were silent. And after today' s events, his father would be ... 

He walks on. At times he counts his footsteps. He turns from one dark 
street to the other. In the distance there are lamps that give only a circular 
light high about them. He reads, "Korae Street." He goes on. All the streets 
lead to the town square. At the center there are lawns. There are flowers 
strewn about, wilting on the ground. The storm has destroyed them. There 
is a lamppost with a strong light. It is shining on the death of the flowers. 
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He turns into another little street. The pools of water are glistening 

here and there. He has an urge to step in them. Eventually he comes across 

another sign set high on a wall near a light-again, Korae Street. 

"Not much action tonight," the barwoman says, approaching him. 

He drags his palm over the circles to erase them. The darkness is com

ing in again. 
"It's still early," he answers. 
"It is not. You can foretell a good day from the morning. You know 

that. I guess the sailor boys couldn't get out in this weather." 
"There are other bars. Maybe they went elsewhere." 
"We're the only place open tonight. The rest were badly damaged. 

They were really flooded. Ha, ha, ha." 
The peace of the bar has been broken. Then someone starts the record 

player and the woman begins to dance. The harsh, discordant notes leap 

into all the quiet, sleepy little corners and spill out into the dark street. The 

sounds push upon him vulgarly and make his brain whirl. The woman ad

vances and recedes in front of him. Her thighs move rhythmically. The 

movement reaches her breasts. Suddenly she stops. She bends over him 
and rests her hands on his table. 

"Do you have anything doing later?" she asks. 
He studies her. She smells, but she's not bad, not old. 

"Nothing." 
"Come with me. I live nearby, back of this place, a decent room." 

A woman, tonight? He looks at her again and agrees. 
When they enter her room, it is his picture that he sees first. It is 

pinned on the wall beside the bed. A newspaper clipping-the officer's 

uniform, the cap and the decorations. That smile ofhis, the expression that 

made him seem softer. The woman follows his glance. She turns. 

"What a wonderful young man," she says admiringly. "Ifi ever have 

a child, I'd like him to look like that." 
She arranges her things. She hangs up her coat. She makes up lightly 

and runs a wet finger over her eyebrows. 
"I heard they built him a monument. Have you seen it? Very nice, they 

say. Today they unveiled it. I wanted to go, but I got to bed late last night. 

In any case, bravo to the courageous youth." 
Later he is unable to .... 
He kisses her. He fondles her. He turns off the light. She falls on him. 

He squeezes her to him. He is overwhelmed by a female body. Then he 

draws back, turns on the light. 
"Did it happen long ago? Or have you always been this way?" she asks. 
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He does not answer. He twists his hands behind his head and, unmov
ing, stares straight up at the ceiling. 

"Too bad, and you are so handsome. Do you know that you're a good
looking man?" 

She starts to caress him again. Lightly now. She strokes his chest. 
"Don't worry. I've seen lots of these cases. Come, no regrets." 

She kisses his cheek, takes the cigarettes from under her pillow and 
lights one. Then she sits up. He is continuously staring up. Her head cuts 
off his view of that other head. Only the military cap is visible. The room 
is small. 

"Pardon me," he says. He gets up and starts to dress. He brushes his 
hair at her mirror and leaves something folded on the marble top of the 
dresser. She follows him as he goes out. 

"Some other time," she says, rubbing against him. 
"Some other time," he smiles. "Good night." 
The door slams behind him and the noise echoes throughout the 

neighborhood. Somewhere a frightened dog wails. He looks at his watch. 
Eleven. He begins to hurry. His steps on the asphalt are the only sound in 
the night. All the windows are closed. Not a light anywhere. People are 
sleeping. He is anxious. A child is crying; some cats are howling. Now he 
can hear the sea. There are some rocks right there and the sea strikes them, 
recedes, foams. He is almost home. He cannot bear it any longer. The last 
few steps. He starts to run. The place is full of shadows. The last street light 
is far away. Hastily, he takes some matches and lights one. It bums out; 
he tosses it away. He lights another one and looks. It, too, bums out. He 
lets it fall. He has almost reached the marble monument. He rests his head 
on the youth's chest. He spreads his hands and embraces the monument. 

Later, he walks slowly away, taking the shore road. He stops under a street 
light and takes out a letter. To look at his writing, to touch it .... "I'm 
leaving now. I know you disagree. You do not believe in this sort of madness. I 
see it as the only course in life, the only one true to ourselves in a world where 
human integrity is so mutilated." 

He folds the letter and goes on. He knows it by heart. "I understan.d that 
I shall never find a way of life if every morning's paper brings me news of people 
who are fighting for their existence, desolate, alone, deserted by all. I shall not be 
able to ripen, to develop into full manhood if I just sit, enjoy myself, and do nothing. 
Just to speak of these things quietly like you, or to discuss them and suffer from a 
distance, does not satisfy me. I offer nothing. I must participate . ... " 

His answer was swift. "No, I beg you for the sake of our mother's 
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memory. Don't go. You have made your offering in your native land. That 
was more than enough. All those places are slaughterhouses. Don't be 
tempted. Human integrity and substance will be helped if you live and 
work creatively, not if you die heroically. Causes are the inventions of 
certain persons who pursue aims entirely inconsistent with the cause. Please 
believe that there is no idealism in the essence of the thing. Idealism is to 
be found only in the souls and thoughts of persons like you. Come back 
immediately. We can think about this and discuss it better. Father is grow
ing old, so is our sister. And I can't say that I'm getting any younger. We 
are quite desolate." 

The waves have subsided. The sea has retreated to its boundaries. He 
had seen his father coming, splashing through the water, struggling and 
bent. He had been standing at the window. Sunday, a boring day, a day 
his sister spent in prayer. He never knew what to do himsel£ He smoked, 
read, listened to the radio. When the roar of the sea changed, he got up to 
look at its swell and toss, each subsiding into another design. He did not 
go down to help his father. His heart was tight with emotion, but he did 
not go down. 

Now he enters the house quietly. The small lamp on the verandah is 
still on. He goes upstairs carefully to prevent any creaking of the stairs. He 
hears something and stops tensely. Again and again he hears the same 
sound. Rushing to his father's room, he bends over him. His eyes are 
closed. He touches him-sweaty and cold. 

"Father, father," he whispers and shakes him lightly. 
Opening his eyes slightly, the father moans. 
He runs to his sister's room and wakens her. Then he goes next door 

and wakes the neighbor. "Get the doctor quickly. Something's happened 
to my father. He seems very ill." 

* * * 
The priest is burning incense. He looks at her and considers her piety. 

A certain expression passes quickly over his face and disappears. She makes 
the sign of the cross and bows. She sinks into her faith. "Accept, oh Lord, 
my prayer, as You do the smoke of the censer. Grant our souls Your grace 
so that they may be worthy of entering Your kingdom to find a place at 
Your feet. Give rest to my brother's soul. .. " 

Suddenly her attention is distracted. Her thoughts become confused 
and she loses the sequence of what she is saying. Why, why, should he be 
lost for the sake of strangers of other faiths? If only it had been for our sake, 
my Lord. As You have said: "For faith and country, for altars and hearths." 
But for this. 
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She does not understand at all. His letters .... "I shall fight till the last 
slave is free and has the right to anger when his pride is hurt. Our own country 
can exist only if others have their own. I have fought for my native place, but the 
struggle is spreading and becomes greater when you fight on behalf of others." 

She bends her head even more, squeezes her eyes shut even tighter. 
"Forgive me, God, for not understanding, for being too humble. Forgive 
me, my brother, for the burden of your death is on my soul." 

She kneels three times at the last prayer of the vespers. The flames of 
the candles reveal rows of memorial wheat and bread. She makes the sign 
of the cross and goes down the stairs quickly. Her dress drags on each step 
and becomes dusty. When she reaches the street, she dusts off the hem of 
her dress as usual. 

She proceeds directly with small, studied steps, hands rigid against her 
body. As she passes the taverns along the shore, she quickens her steps. She 
looks down. Red reflections, the choked laughter of a woman, some sad, 
sinful records. Then the bell signifies the end, with three single strokes. 
She crosses herselflow and furtively. , 

The house is not far-still damp after the severe winter weather. The 
last brightness of the afternoon comes from the sea, but it is cut off by the 
high wall and lights the house inside only dimly. The shadowed arches of 
the verandah are written on the mountain opposite. 

Silence and darkness upstairs. She is uneasy. On tiptoe she enters her 
father's room. 

"You're through early," he says in a low voice. 
"Yes, father, I left after the prayer for our people." She looks around 

the room. "Where is ... ?" 
"In his room; ifl needed anything, I would have knocked." 
"But why are you lying in the dark?" She turns on the small light. His 

face on the pillow is pale and unshaven. His beard is sparse and white. He 
shuts his eyes. His lids have tiny folds, his lashes are short and stubby. 

"Shall I tum this off and light the other?" 
"Yes." 
The other light hangs from the middle of the ceiling. A lamp with a 

pink shade, it casts a circle oflight on the floor. The rest of the room is dim. 
"Shall I prepare your meal?" she asks. 
"In a little while, my daughter." 

She sits in a dim comer of the room. After a time she asks, "How are 
you now, father?" 

"Better. There's nothing the matter with me." Slowly he turns his head 
toward her. Then they are silent. 
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During all the early days of his illness she has remained beside him. 
It is winter. The nights are long. She is cold and her lids are heavy but wake

ful. She is wrapped in clothing; gradually she becomes accustomed to the 
lack of sl~ep. She has made an offering to sit up for nights on end if only her 
father will get well. She watches him constantly, giving him medicine, 
arranging the bedclothes. 

The brother comes in. He sits a while. He is thoughtful. Her heart 
beats faster. She waits; he may say something to the father, he may do 
something. But no. He goes out and then returns with the doctor. They 
speak softly and she is in agony as she looks at each one in turn. "Will he 
die?" she asks. 

"Quiet, he can hear you," says the doctor. 
She becomes frightened. She observes the invalid carefully. Did he 

hear? Later she grows calmer. She puts on her glasses, and becomes ab
sorbed in her breviary. When she looks up, her father's eyes are fixed on 
her. She approaches the bed. 

"Do you need something, father?" He wants nothing and shuts his eyes 
again. Now she can no longer concentrate on her reading. Prayers start 
spontaneously within her. Her thought cannot follow them. 

There are pictures everywhere. Only a narrow strip of her father's 
dresser mirror is visible. At the two sides there is the mother, a family pic
ture, and one of the brother wearing a cap, wide trousers, and boots. Un
derneath the picture are his military identity cards. "I am well. When I get 
home, I shall sleep continually. I miss you all. It's been four years. Try not to get 
old while I'm away. You are my parents and brother and sister, too." 

She bends over and weeps. ''Why are you crying?" asks the father. 
"It's nothing, nothing at all." She stifles a sigh and gets up, saying, 

"I'm going to prepare something." 
She leaves the door half open and crosses the hallway. Pondering, she 

shakes her head and thinks, "God, forgive me my anguish. I do not have 
enough faith. When father is gone, our house will be entirely empty. 
When our mother died, the place was filled with weeping and lamentation. 
People were standing in the rooms, in the corridors, on the stairs, all the 

h " way out to t e street. 
The infant was forgotten and from time to time he would cry. Finally 

he began to howl. She did not know what to do. Something dreadful was 

gripping her all over. She rushed to the baby and grabbed him and walked 
up and down with him, rocking him. 

The child became silent, only sighing and crying quietly occasionally. 
How sad that made her ! She pressed her cheek to his little head, feeling 
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lost like him, and desperate. Later there was shouting and running and 
tramping as if someone were wrestling. Putting down the child, she be
gan to run. The baby began howling again. She stopped short and looked, 
but the noise was getting louder, so she ran to the balcony. There were 
some men holding back her father. She was terrified. Grasping his hand, 
she cried, "Father, father!" 

"Come inside now," said the others. Someone kept talking to her 
father. The balcony doors were shut and the windows were locked. 

Now who would come to their house? 
There is light music coming from her brother's room. She knocks and 

enters, but in the half-light she cannot distinguish anything. "Where are 
you?" she asks. 

"In the armchair by the window." 
She stands in the middle of the room. Soon she can see the light from 

the radio and then the edge of his cigarette. The room seems brighter. 
Clasping her hands together she sits on the edge of the bed. 

"What do you want?" he asks. 
She does not answer at once. She is thinking. 

"You didn't stay with father as I told you to," he says. "Suppose some
thing were to happen." 

"We agreed he would knock on the wall," she replies. 
"You shouldn't have done it." 
He inhales the smoke, then exhales. The smoke makes a drifting 

galaxy across the room. 
She wishes she could say, "Be logical. God has taken him-he has be

come an angel. The will of the Lord is inscrutable and we must accept it. 
We sin when we rebel." But, somewhat afraid, she waits. 

Silence. Another small cloud emerges from the end ofhis cigarette. 
Finally she speaks, "I'm older. I am your sister. I sacrificed myself for 

our home because this was what God asked of me. Don't you think his 
death makes me suffer? We all raised him. But the Lord gives me strength." 
She weeps a little and then speaks again. 

"How is father to blame that you treat him so? Did he send him away to 
war? Let the guilty ones be damned. Don't be hard or unjust or sinful. Re
member the Commandments. Have you no pity for father and his condi
tion? Has he anyone but us?" 

He still says nothing. The radio has stopped; the cigarette is out. Then 
a knocking echoes through the house and immediately another, louder one. 

She goes downstairs and opens the door. Before her stands a young 
girl. "Good evening. Would it be possible to see your father?" 
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The sister looks at her carefully. 
"Ifhe is unable to ... "the girl adds. 
"My father has been very ill." 
"Oh, I'm sorry. I didn't know." 
"He's better, but he's still in bed." 
"Forgive me then. Good night." 
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The girl goes away and the sister returns to her brother. He is waiting 
at the head of the stairs. "Who was it?" 

"A girl who wanted to see father." 
"What did she want with him?" 
"Probably a former student who thought ofhim." 
"p h " er aps. 

* * * 
Winter was really over and spring had almost come when he left the 

house again. Leaning on his cane, he made his way to the corner coffee 
house slowly and quietly. He sat down on one of the chairs outside. He 
could smell the blossoms and the sea air; the light seemed full and indigo 
blue as it left the mountains, reached the shore, and went deep into the 
sea. He became dizzy and nauseous with the suddenness of it all. He had 
to shut his eyes. 

When he had recovered, his brain turned to the thing that gnawed at 
him constantly. He had worked on it and thought about it all during those 
dark, heavy days. His chest had hurt unbearably. His brain seemed to float. 
Did he say anything? Did he speak out? He could not remember. Once 
in a while his brain had been clear. 

"When I get up ... But will I ever again?" He would stop thinking 
and then start again slowly, first one thing and then another. But the first 
thing would come back again and again-"I shall go down there ... to 
tell him ... to ask him. I must fmd out ... from him." 

The doctor kept coming, uncovering his chest and putting that cold 
metal on it. His son, his son was bending over him! 

"Is he in danger, doctor?" 
"The first few days. Then there's no immediate danger." 
"Will he die?" asks the daughter. 
"Shhh. He understands." 

Then, one day, the daughter pleads, "Speak to him. Say something. 
Maybe he'll open his eyes, recover consciousness." 

Silence. Later, there is sighing. 
He had decided to go out in the sunshine. "He may get tired," says the 



Monument I 59 

d h "I ' h ' "ll k " "N . h aug ter. t s too soon; e s st1 wea . o, nO, JUSt tot e corner or at 
the most up to the church." "Not to the church-the stairs are too high 

d ""All. h h " an too steep. ng t t en ... 
Taking his cane, he gets up and moves off. Slowly, slowly. The boy 

is down there. He is really there, though the form is different. But people 
take many forms. He believes that now. He stops. He leans against walls, 
resting. 

"It seems to me that I will fight as long as I live, as far as the last, most un
likely corner of the earth. And if things are the same on the other planets, even 
there. At any rate, I'm becoming somewhat invulnerable. I'm not at all afraid 
anymore, since I've been through so many kinds of wars and never the slightest . . ,, 
tn;ury. 

The last, posthumous letter. The news, delayed, came later. 
He does not have much farther to go. The first square, then another 

little street, then up the long narrow lane leading to the other smaller 
square. There now! But what has happened? Things have changed; the 
place is hard to recognize. There is a low wall with a flat slab of cement, 
pleasantly warmed by the sun, and there are many women sitting on it. 
Children are running about, playing tag, shouting. Some of them have 
jumped into the enclosure. Their marbles hit the monument and they lose 
the game. They become angry and strike at the statue. 

He sits down at one end. The women are knitting busily, but they look 
around, too. They talk and talk and shout a great deal and they chew gum. 

'' Oh, I told him that if he ever raises his hand to me again, I'll go straight 
to the police. I won't let him get away with it again. That's it, finished. I'll 
show him!" 

"It'll serve him right, it will." 
"'Mind your daughter,' I tell him, 'so you'll know where to give a 

b . '" eatmg. 
"Hm, hm." 

The children are jumping and racing around the monument, trampling 
the new lawns. "No, children, no," he says to them gently. 

Then the women notice him. They grow silent, turn around and look 
at him askance. They wrinkle their brows. "What does this man want 
here?" they ask each other. 

Whispers. "Children, children, come here." 
Each one gathers her own children to her. One of them gets up and 

approaches him. She is wearing a long robe that trails in the dust. It is 
embroidered with birds and flowers and it is filthy. 

"A ?" re you a stranger. 
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"Yes. No, no." 
"You don't live in this neighborhood?" 
"No, I'm from the shore side." 
"You've come out for a walk, eh?" 

HEBE MELEAGROU 

"Yes, yes, that's it! With all the sunshine I thought ... " 
"Have you ever seen our monument before? Nice, eh? It's improved 

our neighborhood. Now we have a place where we can get together for a 
little air." 

"I don't remember." 
"Remember what?" 
"About the monument. You asked if I'd seen it before." 
They all start laughing. The woman opposite him laughs too. Under 

her partly open robe, her belly tosses and shakes. 
"It was just recently built, my good man. You'd remember it. It's in 

honor of that youth, you must have heard about him, the one who fought. 
To tell you the truth, I don't know what he was fighting for," she says 
perplexedly. 

"Well, we really don't know either," say the others wonderingly. 
Then he notices the flowers in a vase set low on a niche in the marble. 

"You must love it a great deal," he says dreamily, pointing to the flowers. 
"Oh, you mean the flowers. They're not from us. The young girl brings 

them." 
"Girl? What girl is that?" 
"We don't know her. She comes every two or three days and fixes the 

" vase. 
"And ' . d h ;>" you ve never quest10ne er. 
"Yes, but she's not the talkative kind." 

Soon they forget him and resun1e their chatter. No, it can't be done. 

He can't talk to the boy. He must come alone some time. He gets up slowly 
and leaves, nodding good-by to the women with a shy smile. They ignore 
him. After a few steps he feels a frightening constriction in his chest. It is 

like a fire burning him. He waves to a passing car which picks him up. 
"Well, father, I see you tire easily, you have no endurance," says his 

daughter. 
Throughout the day he rests. His son comes and sits beside him a while. 

He reads a paper, then asks, "Aren't you well today?" 
"I got a little tired." 
"Be careful the next time. Don't get to~ over-confident," he says, and 

leaves. 
The girl? He struggles with his brain. Why does she bring flowers? He 
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must see her. Who is she? He wishes to learn something about his boy. 
Shall he discuss it with his daughter? No, no. 

A few days later, his thoughts are still focused on the same matter. He 
mulls over it from every angle. He would like to be down there all the time, 
but he is afraid of those women. 

Late one afternoon he goes back, proceeding carefully down the long 
narrow street. At the end of the street he pauses and observes the square. 
No one around. The sun is not shining, so it's not pleasant outdoors. From 
the houses come feminine voices and childish shrieks. 

He enters the square. Suddenly there is silence. He hears nothing but 
his child is all around him, alive. The air seems to have solidified. He does 
not tum his head; there is no room. He walks furtively. His head strikes 
the wall, then rests on it. He bends, stretching to get close. "My child, was 
it I ... my child, I?" The figures struggle at the boy's feet; they move. He 
pushes on, he is sure of himself, he knows something, he is smiling ... 

He stays till it is late, bent over for some time. Slowly the air about him 
clears. Where is the boy? He no longer exists anywhere. The monument is 
only a surface ... 

There are lilies in the vase today. They are wilting. The light is gone. 
He leaves. People pass by him. Cyclists. Their claxons are noisy. He walks 
at the edge of the road. From across the street a girl is approaching. In the 
distance her steps are regular and steady. The sound increases. There is 
something in her hand. Their glances meet. She passes. The echo of her 
footsteps fades. 

Lilies. In her hand there are lilies. He turns back quickly and almost 
runs to catch up with her. He must not, he must not lose her! 

"Miss, Miss, where are you taking those flowers?" he asks in agitation. 
"Excuse me, sir," she answers abruptly and continues walking. 

Following her, he asks, "Perhaps to the monument?" 
"y " Sh 1· es. e mgers. 
"I am his father." 
"His father!" She grasps his hand. "I came to see you when I got back. 

They told me you were ill." 
They look at each other. 

"Did you know him, my child?" 
Her eyes are shining. "We were students together." 
He rests his hand on her shoulder. "Come home with me, child." 
They set out together, taking the flowers with them. Every once in a 

while observing her carefully, he asks, "So you knew him?" 
His daughter is frightened when she sees them. 
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"Open the parlor," the father commands. "This young lady is the 
. 1 , .. grr . 

"Which girl, father?" 
"With the flowers ... at the monument .••. But I never did tell you, 

did I?" 
"You know me, I asked to see your father when he was ill." 
"I remember. Please come in." 
"Call your brother, too," the father says. 
They all sit in a circle in the old parlor. They feel embarrassed and 

look at the toes of their shoes. They clasp and unclasp their hands. 
Leaning on the arm of his chair, the father says, "Tell us now." He 

waits expectantly. 
The son looks up quickly. "Don't say anything, miss, unless you want 

to." 
Her eyes, large and wondering, rest on him. 
A feeling of desperation passes through them and leaves again. 

"We were students together and we used to study together ... " A 
pause, then, "We were close friends." 

They are all silent. 
"When he left, we were certain he'd return. We never considered any 

other possibility. I learned about the monument from the papers and went 
to see it on my return. I can't say it's a true likeness. They made him too 
young. But before he left, he had changed a great deal." 

"Tell us how he decided, what made him," says the father. 
She looks at all of them in amazement. "He always had it in him. But 

you must know that it was something very deep inside him. Something 
from the world of fairy tales. I'd say he believed fanatically .... " 

Then she gets up. The father cannot rise. He remains seated. 
"You must continue to come, child, as if it were your home." 
"Yes," adds the sister, caressing her shyly. 
"Let me leave these for you. I'll get fresh ones tomorrow." 

She looks at the lilies and smiles at all of them. Looking around the 
room, she goes to his pictures. "Don't mourn. See how his life has become 
history." 

Her eyes are bright, bright; then they redden. The others nod. The 
brother goes to the door. She shakes their hands. 

"But you will come again," the father repeats. 
"Of course," she answers. 

She goes out to the verandah. They follow her and the brother stops 
her. "It's dark. I'll take you home," he says. 
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"Thank you, but I don't want to spoil your plans." 
"I have no plans," he answers. 

On the way they say nothing. For a time neither one makes an attempt. 
Finally the brother speaks softly. "Will you be staying on?" 

"No, I'm leaving in a few days. I have my examinations." 
"And he, too, would have now ... " 
"Yes!" 
A few steps in silence and again, "I know a great deal about you. He 

thought we should meet. He admired you for your self-sufficiency." 
Suddenly he grasps her arm and they change direction. "Not that way." 

"Why? The monument is there." 
"E 1 " xact y. 
"How I pity your father. He is suffering." 
"Yes,. I believe he is." 
"H ' ~: h " e s rortunate to ave you. 
"N h 1 hi " o one can e p m. 
"You can." 
"No, no one can." 

They are thoughtful the rest of the way. At her house they stop. "Will 
you come in for a little?" she asks politely. 

"No, it's late." 
She offers her hand. He takes it and holds it. "Will you write to us 

some time?" 
"Probably ... I don't know. Good night." 
"Good night." He turns back, walks here and there and fmally takes 

the road home. After he passes the corner coffee house, he suddenly notices 
something unusual. The house is bright with lights. He is startled, he stops 
walking, his heart is pounding. Then he starts running. He runs and he 
knows. Sitting on the verandah is a sleepy neighbor who gets up abruptly 
at his approach. He rushes up the stairs to his father's room; his sister is 
kneeling at the bedside. Hearing the door, she looks up at him. Then she 
bows her head. The son advances and stands over him. He reaches out and 
touches him lightly. Then he sits there and stares ... 

And throughout the night the three of them remain thus in the brightly 
lighted house. 



DOURAS THE TURKOMERITE 

(A Story-Practically True) 

BY SPYROS PAPAGEORGHIOU (b. I933) 

translated by JoAnne Cacoullos 

THE AIR that afternoon had the flavor ofhoney. In the distance, the 

sun was dropping between the sea and the mountains of Karamania. A 

sweet, summer calm poured over the Cypriot landscape. The earth, satu

rated with an early rain, gave forth the lovely scent of the dried shrubs. 

Every seed was bursting in this, its divine hour, and the yellow-green tips 

of the grass pushed through the sod. 
The village, between the mountains and the sea, rejoiced in the dulcet 

calm. Suddenly, from the road leading to the sea, came the shrill sound of a 
"T , trumpet: oot ... toot ... tooooooo. 

Then silence. And again the same sound. 
"Douras! Douras! Douras is coming!" shouted the children, who were 

playing the seven-pebble game. Terrified, they ran and hid behind the low 

doors. The trumpet sounded again with the same screeching noise. Again 

the children shouted, "Douras! Douras is coming!" and they took cover 

behind the aprons of their mothers who sat, embroidering, on the doorsteps. 

Douras appeared on the road. He was tall and lean, dressed only in 

short, tattered pantaloons, his bony chest bare. His long, yellowish-gray 

hair fluttered behind him as he stretched his long neck to blow on his 

trumpet. His Adam's apple looked as if it had a worm inside bobbing up 

and down. He raised the dust with his sandals and came in slow, great 

strides. He put his trumpet aside, cupped a hand to his mouth and shouted, 

"Ei! Hehei! Aaaaaa !" 
The children shrieked, "Mom-mommie !" Babies wailed, "He'll eat 

me," and burrowed in their mothers' arms. 
From the group of women who were quieting the children, K yra 

Anthousa stood up, her cane raised high. ''Be off, you filthy old man. Have 

you had your visions there in the rock caves?" she said, and waved her cane 

threateningly. 
Douras stepped back two paces and blew his hom derisively at the old 

woman, "Poo !" 
The children began to cry because they thought Douras was about to 

kill the old woman. He, however, moved farther back and took a sack that 

*A Turkomerite is a Greek from Asia Minor. 
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was hanging from his shoulder. His almost toothless mouth widened in a 
triumphant, wild laugh, "Hei, hei, hei .... "He thrust his hand into the sack 
as if to look for something. He seemed to grasp a handful of something 
and, not wishing to show it, moved on, stooping and holding the sack out 
at the children. 

"Hei, you little bastards," he said. 
"Ai, ai !" screamed the children. Then, with one sudden jerk, he pulled 

a half-live moray from the sack. He held the moray by the head and waved 
it menacingly back and forth at the young ones. 

"Go 'way, you old donkey. There-you miserable carcass," said old 
Anthousa, and she threw her cane, landing it neatly at his spindly legs. 

Again, his triumphant laugh, "Hei, hei, hei," and Douras grabbed the 
cane. He ran a few steps farther on and shouted at the old woman pro
vocatively, "Hei, old hunchback!" With one heave he flung her cane to 
the rooftops of the old houses nearby. 

"My curse on you, you old fool," she answered. 
Douras did not turn back. He walked on and blew his trumpet, "Pooo, 

P I" pooo .... ooooo. 
The neighborhood found its good humor again. The needles came and 

went, fashioning birds with feathers of all colors, roses and carnations and 
little boats with open sails. The children resumed their seven-pebble game. 

"How about that dog-face," one of the women said. "He's frightened 
our children. Thank God, my Costas didn't see him. He would have died, 
poor thing. Why, just last night-I swear by my eyes-he woke me up 
screaming, 'He's taking me, mommie. Douras is taking me to the rock 
caves!'" 

"And my 'Lenaki, what do you think she was asking me yesterday, 
neighbors?" said another women. "She wanted to know if Douras had 
filled the rock caves with children he had drowned in the sea." 

"Let's scare him with fireworks some night," suggested the first woman. 
"Let's have our husbands give him a sound thrashing," the second 

volunteered. 
Two, three others murmured, shaking their heads, "Damn him, damn 

him." 

Douras dropped his trumpet as soon as he reached his "house." It was a 
ruin, a dilapidated house in one of whose rooms the fallen beams had formed 
a hollow area. That was his home. The rest of the village was far away. 

He moved along the wall of the fallen porch and reached the cavernous 
part, lit a candle and went in. On the floor, there was a pile of rags. He lit 
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his lamp near a small wooden crate and put his sack aside and sat down. 

"Ouf," he sighed, exhausted. His eyes rested a while on something in 

the direction of the crate. His shiny gray eyes blinked. "Ha !" he shouted, 

and leaping up he took the lamp in one hand and with the other overturned 

the crate. He grabbed a gourd from the ground, brought it high to his lips 

and began to drink with enormous gulps, "Glou, glou, glou." A few. 

rivulets of wine trickled from his toothless mouth and rolled down his 

neck and skinny chest, glistening in the pale light of the lamp. 
He emptied the gourd and breathed with relief. He must have drunk 

a great deal; for a moment his eyes widened and then began to blink as he 

stared at the lamp. He sat in the same position for a long time, motionless 

and thoughtful. Then, as if he had decided something, he roused himself 

and started to sing. 

"When you give me your kisses, I become your little slave. 
When my heart desires it, I become your little spouse." 

Sometimes his voice was like a hoarse crowing, but mostly it was 
sweet. He put his elbows on his knees, rested his face in his palms, lowered 

his eyelids, and began a moaning song, an amaneh. 

"The beauties of the neighborhood, aman, aman, aman, aman, 
Told me that they want me, aman, aman, aman, aman .... " 

Then he began to murmur incoherent words and verses. And then he shook 

with laughter; "Ha, ha, ha, heeee ... ei, the devil take it," he shouted and 

slapped the lamp. 
Burning oil poured over the crate and the rags on the floor. The small 

flames grew bigger and started to burn the bedclothes, the crate, the small 

table. 
Douras had not expected that. He stared full of terror and confusion 

but he did not move. He remained thus, watching the fire wind sinuously 

like a snake, from cloth to cloth, from wood to wood. He stared like a lost 

soul, as though he were contemplating the origin of the catastrophe. 
He stood up and started to beat the burning clothes with his open 

palms. "Aaa, aaa ... aaa ... , " he cried, and he thrashed and he thrashed. 

The fire scorched him and he yowled like a wounded jackal, "Oooo ... 

oooo !" and he jumped from the house. The wind struck him and he re

covered. He looked toward the village. Darkness had fallen and only the 

tiny lights of the houses could be seen in rising rows. He wanted to shout 

for help, but he could not remember the word. He let out the same fright-

d "0 l" ene cry, ooo ... oooo. 
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The people did not hear him in the village but they soon saw the flames 
that were growing wild, burning the beams and the reeds of Douras' s 
"house." Some people ran to the village bell and began to sound it, ringing 
it continuously, loudly, to summon the villagers. 

Most of them had gone to sleep. Gasping for breath, some women 
crossed themselves and said, "Jesus and Holy Mother, what has happened?" 
Some men were shouting, "Turks ! Turks ! We're being burned by the 
Turks. Scimitars! Get the scimitars, villagers! ... " 

A few people reached Douras' s house with pails and shovels. Most had 
armed themselves with knives and pitchforks. The fire was completely out 
of control. Some people asked, "Has anyone seen him? Has the fire trapped 
him inside?" 

They were answered by the voice ofDouras, "Oooo ... oooo." He 
had climbed on a wall that was farthest from the fire and, standing erect up 
there, he waved his arms and shouted frantically. The powerful light of 
the fire was rising in such a way behind him that it was impossible to see 
his face. He was simply a tall, black figure, waving arms and legs ceaselessly. 

The fire, having finally burned Douras' s household, died out, leaving 
a huge pile of embers. 

Douras continued to stand high on the wall and was still shouting and 
gesturing when the villagers went near and called to him to come down. 

"Come on, man," they said. "Don't be afraid. Climb down!" 
A few men went nearer, stepping on the pile offallen bricks, and they 

lifted their lanterns high and supported themselves with pitchforks to 
reach the wall where Douras was standing like a ghost. 

"No, no, no!" he shouted, moving toward the edge of the wall. He 
almost fell when some bricks became loose under his feet. 

"Easy, man. We're not hurting you. Climb down," the others said. 
"No, noooo !" 
The priest of the village, Papapistolas, with his oil-stained vestments, 

his plump, frothy face and graying-red beard, stepped from the crowd. 
He opened a path among the villagers who stood with lanterns and pitch
forks. He raised his right hand as though in a blessing and, breathing heav
ily, he shouted, "Wrest, 0 Lord, all demons from your servant. Wrest, 0 
Lord, all demons ... the sins of fathers ... " 

Then he gathered his parishioners round him and delivered a sermon. 
Toumbas and Melios raised their lanterns high, right and left of the priest, 
and they held the pitchforks firmly planted in the ground. They looked 
like altar boys at the Bible Lesson. 

Papapistolas spoke as though he were sermonizing from the Holy Al-
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tar, "Villagers, the All-Merciful Lord has sent us good things that we may 

thank Him and bad things that we may glorify Him. The good, that we 

may see the measure of His compassion, and the bad, that we may see the 

measure of His strength. We must hold this poor fellowman of ours 

whom God has sent to our place, as an example of what can happen to man. 

Who knows what this miserable soul is being blamed for, or whose sins he 

is paying for? And yet we should look at him and praise our Holy Father 

that our own wits are intact, that we have our children, our livelihood, 

everything. But now we have an obligation to save him. For tomorrow we 
shall find ourselves, all the villagers together, round about this hour, in the 

upper world, in that great hour of judgment, and we shall have to give ac
count to the Highest of what good we have done on earth. We shall have 

tamed Douras, we shall hold him by the hand, and we shall march before 

the Holy Throne. The chubby little angels will introduce us as "a bunch of 

sinners from the island of Cyprus." And as we will have to tell all about the 

good we have done, we will say to Douras, 'Tell them, Douras, tell how 

we saved you and offered you lodging, food, and water.' And he will tell 

all and we will be saved. Therefore, let us move along now, villagers, and 

see to our obligation. Let us fmd Douras. Let us go to his hideout, to the 
rock caves." 

At the narrow pass called The Camel's Leap the villagers, who were 

approaching with lanterns, stopped. One by one, they passed through the 
opening of the rocks and followed the lonely path that descended close by 

the thorny crags. 
The first lanterns had already reached the beach, and their light gilded 

the water. The last ones, high up, had just gone through the narrow pass. 

The lanterns joined the first group to the second in a sloping line that cut 

the steep, triangular cliffs in the middle. 
Papapistolas was the first to reach the spot, and he stood ten steps away 

from the opening of the great rock cave. 
"Douras !"he shouted. "My son, come out. God wants you!" 

Everyone had gathered near the place where the sea intrudes into the 

cave, listening and waiting. Silence. They did not dare go farther. The 

waters were deep and the rushing of the sea right and left formed a whirl

pool. One could only proceed by hopping on the tips of rocks which jutted 

above the water and by clinging to the rocky spears which hung about the 
mouth of the cave and extended to its interior. 

Only one man in the village had dared so far to perform this feat

Stratis, son of the widow, who had entered the caves and was never seen 

again. Some fishermen said that, one night as they were fishing, far off 
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the beach, opposite the rock cave, they saw mermaids, nymphs, and Nereids 
building a throne of shells for Stratis and decking him with flowers. When 
the unhappy widow heard that her son was still alive and had not died, she 
began to go regularly to the caves, taking food and clothing for Stratis. 
She would throw everything into the water, for, she said, "Where will 
those fish-women fmd trahana and eggs for my child?" 

Papapistolas called again while the wind played with his forked beard, 
"God is calling you, God .... God, Douras .... Go .. o .. o .. d !" 

"God, Douras !" called two or three others. "Go .. o .. o .. d !" 
There was no Douras. No answer. The priest spoke and said that Douras 

could have returned to the village and have hidden in the church, as he had 
done many times before. So the villagers turned back. 

The bright trail of their lanterns made a slanting line from the sea up 
to The Camel's Leap. 

* * * 
Douras rejoiced as soon as he entered his "kingdom." He reached it by 

jumping from rock to rock; he waded in the water up to his knees and ar
rived at his "throne." His "throne" -that is what he himself called the 
slightly flat surface of a small rock. The complete darkness made him 
happy. He knew his "kingdom" -every rock and crag of it. He walked 
about and then sat on his "throne." He spread his big hands into the sea
water, lifted some cold handfuls and splashed his face. Then he sat quietly, 
thinking. 

The first picture that came into his mind was ofhis mother in her large 
pink kerchie£ Then he saw his village in the plains of Smyrna. Then his 
father, his brothers and sisters, the villagers, all the people he once had 
known, and he called out, "Mother!" He wept. Everything was vivid in 
his memory and he lamented that he had lost it all too soon. 

He recalled the Turkish children of the upper block who had played 
knuckle-bones and hide-and-seek with the Christian children each morn
ing and who in the evening had raised their banners and had staged real 
battles. The most unlikely weapons had been used in the attacks-rubber 
bands, stones, pocket knives, and a huge donkey bone that young Douras 
had brandished whenever he had rushed upon the little Turks. It was the 
little Turks who had given him the name "Douras" -no one knew why. 
It had been on a day when the battle was in full sway and Douras had been 
sent on an errand for his mother. He had heard the cries of the children, 
he had understood, and had rushed into the fray with the donkey bone in 
his hand. The little Turks had panicked when they saw the leader of the 
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Christian children lunging at them and they had cried in their fright, 
"D z· I" oura ge tyor. 

He had heard that word for the first time, a word that did not mean 
anything. Perhaps the word was born of the fear of the Turkish children 
who always took to their heels at the sight of the valiant hero of the lower 
block. Ever since that day, whenever they saw him from afar, they shouted, 
"Doura geliyor!" 

Later, the name was put on the records in Greek and he became 
"Douras." His baptismal name, Achilles, was forgotten, and only his 
mother had it on her lips every minute. In the evening, she used to step 
out on the balcony and call him to leave his games and come home. 

"Achilles, tum back, Achiii ... illeeeeees !" 
He never would leave off playing but would go home only after his 

father, Panagiotes-efendis, came and gave him a sound thrashing .... 
"Mother!" Douras called again and his voice resounded through the 

rock cave. 
Then his thoughts centered on the days of the great terror and the 

massacre. Their village, deep in the plains of Smyrna, had been quiet. On 
one or two nights the Turks had tried to rush into the lower quarters, but 
the Christians had intercepted them with their big swords. The Turks had 
set fire to one or two mansions-for the Turk when he is angry is always 
possessed by two fires, one in his heart and one in his hand. 

Then there had come a lull which was like the noiseless and slow burn
ing of the fuse in a mine blast. It had continued until one evening a news
bearer arrived on horseback at the village, with a bulletin. It said that "the 
dogs" were preparing a big attack on the lower villages of the plain. 

"May God strike them down," Douras's mother had prayed while she 
knelt on the ground. 

The next day they had packed two bundles of clothing, had dressed 
the children, Achilles, Magda, A vge, and little Andriko, had locked the 
rooms of their home and had set off on two mules. They rode past their 
orchard, the most fertile in the plain, cut a few figs from the fig trees and 
hurried on. 

K yra Panagiotena and the children had an inexpressible fear. They 
were going toward the sea, that comforting element which led to a free 
country but which could not be walked on, which could swallow one 
pitilessly. During the day they hid in the wooded glens and went on at 
night. Several times they saw, far away on the horizon, fires and huge 
flames. 

"Our villages," sighed Panagiotes-efendis. 
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It was a cool night, thickly black and ominous, when they descended 
toward the Genikioi, one of the Turkish villages in the great plain. They 
went along the bank, near the reeds of the river, when suddenly two armed 
Turks jumped out and blocked the road. i 

"Mother of God!" cried Douras's mother and the children burst int 
tears. 

The mules were startled and reared backwards, neighing in fear. 
Panagiotes-efendis restrained them with the reins and moved forward, 
leading them on. 

The two Turks advanced, brandishing their scimitars, their eyes shin-
ing like the eyes of jackals. 

"Dour," the first man shouted. 
"Gel isteri," said the second, pointing to the reeds nearby. 
"Ai sichtir, pezeveng," said Panagiotes, and he rushed at them, drawing 

his double-edged knife. 
He gave two stabs in the chest, one after the other, to the first Turk, who 

fell crying, "Allah! Bela siniversin. Allah!" 
The second Turk ran off and hid behind the reeds, like a dog afraid of 

its own shadow. 
The family ofDouras reached the sea without further incident. It was 

the hour of dawn, and the sun, round and crimson, was wearily rising from 
a metallic sea. A gold line emerged from the red disk and stretched toward 
the fair sand of the seashore. A straight and golden path. Their hearts 
thrilled: ''Would that this road could be walked upon!" 

The family ofPanagiotes-efendis reached the point exactly where the 
gold line of the sun vanished. In the sand below were the tracks of mule
hooves. 

K yra Panagiotena, her face pale from lack of sleep, watched her hus
band closely, her great black eyes full of wonder. He pulled the reins of the 
mules, and they took the path somewhat outside the bush-strewn sand. The 
children, exhausted, hungry, and frightened, looked wretched. The 
mother, in the same wretchedness, did nothing but look first at her husband 
who walked in front and then at her children, who were on the mules. 
Every muscle and fiber of her face was taut with fear and anguish. And the 
little family went on .... 

By a small cape they met two ragged Turkish fishermen. They were 
of the few whom the worm of fanaticism had not bitten, and they showed 
a willingness to help, especially when Panagiotes-efendis promised them 
gold pounds. He had hidden a handful of gold in a jar of honey. With this 
money, he bought a boat, a dilapidated wooden trough. He gave the two 
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mules to the Turks as a tip and got into the boat with his family; they 
crossed themselves and sailed off. 

Thus, as they looked upon Ionia's rocks, their hearts held two feelings 
at once. First, the love for that holy earth whose separation brought them 
such anguish, and then the hatred born of the fear of the horrors they had 
seen, which the Christians had suffered from the hand of the Agarene. 

In a while the shore of Asia Minor became a long, faint line. Directly 
ahead of them, the peaks of the islands of Greece began to appear dimly 
above the sea. 

* * * 
The tragedy occured there in the sea. A big boat full of heavily-armed 

Turks came out toward them. The Turks did not say a word; they did not 
waste a shot. They rushed at the little boat, full speed, and it capsized. 
Desperate cries were heard for a moment as the little family found them
selves in the water. The father was trying to hold Magda and Andriko above 
the surface. Achilles himself was trying to save A vge. He never saw his 
mother. Then the gunshots began. 

Only Achilles, swimming for hours, was able to save himsel£ His 
father, his brother and sisters, his mother, were lost .... 

"Mother! ... " cried Douras again, and the rock cave returned the 
dreadful echo. 

* * * 
The news spread throughout the village, and besides the adults who 

were discussing it, the children asked each other, "Have you heard? The 
sea has swallowed Douras. They say the nymphs of the rock cave have 
taken him!" 

"Really? Really?" a few others asked. 
The sun's disk had settled about two staff lengths above the shore, and 

the village buried in its dusty streets was tense, wondering what had become 
of that strange man from Turkey, the Turkomerite. 

In the coffee house on the square Master Kostas came and went, serv
ing the various coffees, "one with a little sugar," and "one plain, two 
sweet." That idiotic Vangelis, the lame apprentice, stumbling along, had 
brought two or three narghiles to the regular customers. He kept asking, 
"R-r-really? D-d-douras is 1-1-1-lost?" 

"L-1-1-1-lost," the children would echo teasingly. 
In the narrow, dusty streets, the village seemed to have lost all appetite 

for its daily tasks. The storytellers had already spun out and embroidered their 
tale about the strange man with the unleavened brain and the odd habits. 
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V angelis continued on his rounds, when suddenly he dropped the tray 
of sweet coffees and the glasses of water and he stared goggle-eyed toward 
the upper narrow street. Full of wonder and fear, he just managed to utter, 
"A ... a ... a," and sat on the stone bench nearby. 

What had happened? Douras was coming with quick, great strides, 
walking close to the walls. His head was lowered as though he were 
ashamed for the trouble he had caused the villagers. As he approached, he 
walked across to the opposite sidewalk, threw a half-shaded glance at the 
villagers who were gathered in front of the coffee house, and quickened 
his pace. 

No one knew where Douras was going, but then even he himself did 
not know. 

"My son, Douras, wait!" Papapistolas called as he went up to him. 
Douras turned, saw him, and kept on walking. The priest followed 

and talked to him all the while. They went on in this way until they reached 
the chapel of Aghia Mavre outside the village. 

They went into the chapel; when they fmally came out, the sun was 
high above the village. The gathering at the coffee house had diminished, 
but the same wonder still possessed the villagers about the strange event of 
the day. This wonder was now heightened by a questioning of "What
the-devil tall-talk have the priest and that Turkomerite set up in the house 
of God!" 

What "tall-talk" transpired in the chapel and what sort of agreements 
were "knitted" between the priest and Douras, the villagers never learned. 
The next day, however, they did fmd out that Papapistolas had taken 
Douras in his employ. The village talk was all about how Douras, the wild 
one, would manage to set himself free from the sea and the rocks to which 
he was glued like an oyster, how he would be able to live on the mountain
sides of Pentadactylos, grubbing among the estates of the priest, which 
had been overgrown by the myrtles and thornbushes. What, the villagers 
wondered, would become of the hunt for the moray fish, Douras' s great 
love? 

Kostarina, the storyteller, found the answer: "I swear on my eyes if he 
doesn't start hunting for adders and snakes. He might even eat them. My 
grandmother-! swear by the Holy Cross-used to tell me how an Armen
ian who lived in our village long ago used to make kebabs with adders. He 
put lots of oregano, red pepper, and sauce on them and ate them at the coffee 
house in front of the villagers, who would get nauseous. And he would say 
that anyone who knows how to eat, eats ... " 

¥ ¥ ¥ 
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The priest's wife was considerably younger than her husband. Plump, 
with long braids that hung to her waist, she was always well-groomed and 
fresh-looking. She wore black and this color looked well on her because it 
accentuated the rosy-white shade of her skin. The priest's wife wore black 
for two reasons. First, because like the majority of priests' wives in that 
region she considered it only seemly to reflect the honor and duty of her 
husband's calling by wearing these feminine "vestments"; and second, 
because Mrs. Papapistolas was in mourning. She had lost her V agoras, a 
four-year-old child who had died of pneumonia. A dozen years had passed 
since that day when the priest and his wife had lost their only child and 
sorrow still reigned in their household. They had had no other children, 
although they were both young enough. When people asked them why 
they did not have another child, they would sometimes answer that they 
did not want another one yet, and sometimes they said that another preg
nancy would endanger the health of the priest's wife, who had kidney 
trouble. 

But the village had its own explanation. One could gather from its 
gossip that the priest had once had an accident while going to the vineyard. 
His mare had bolted and he had hung from the saddle and had suffered "a 
slight injury." Then, too, "seeing that the priest's wife is so well and like 

" a rose ... 
When her V agoras died, the priest's wife locked herself in the rooms 

and terraces of her home. She did not want to go anywhere or see anyone. 
During the day, she managed to do her work pretty well and would forget 
a bit. But as soon as the endless nights came on, the poor thing underwent 
a martyrdom. Her slumber was almost nonexistent from the moment she 
lost her child. She was always just about to fall asleep when she would jump 
up suddenly, sobbing, because she had nightmares and awful dreams about 
her little Vagoras. Papapistolas, waking up beside her, would repeat tritely, 
"That's enough, wife. You're going to die at this rate-you know it." He 
then would usually turn over and fall asleep immediately. There were other 
nights when the priest woke" to pass water" and found his wife spreading the 
small garments of Vagoras one by one on the couch, weeping all the while. 

Dawn would come and the daily tasks of the priest's wife would begin 
again, the same ones over and over, and then night would come, terrifying 
and full of tears. Night would follow the dawn eternally .... 

Now, however, she felt a certain satisfaction as she waited on this poor 
man whom fate had thrown into their service. She hustled back and forth, 
putting plates of all sizes full of tasty tidbits and other food on the tray in 
front of the priest and Douras. 
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Douras did not talk. He merely crammed everything mixed together 
into his mouth. He swallowed potatoes, meats, cheese, tomatoes, and huge 
hunks of bread which had filled the plates, and wiped them clean of the 
wine vinegar dressing and sauces. Only once did he interrupt his eating to 
point his fmger at a plate of stuffed vine leaves-dolmadakia. "This," he 
said, as he chewed, "this, I like very much." 

"Eat them all, then, since you like it," the priest told him, laughing. 
And Douras ate them all. 
When they fmished eating, they passed through the pen, beside the 

front yard, and went into the stables. The stench from the dung did not 
sit well in Douras's nostrils and he said so to the priest, "Hey, Father, it 
stinks awfully in here." 

The priest made the introductions. "This one here is our 'Mavropsa'
the best donkey I've ever seen." And farther on, "This one here is 'Red' 
and this one is our 'Brownie,' the oxen for ploughing." And in the corner 
of the stable, "This here is our cow. She doesn't have a name." 

At each introduction, Douras would incline his head a little, as if to say, 
"Fine. And I am Douras, the Turkomerite." 

* * * 
The next day, in the early morning, Douras helped the priest yoke the 

oxen to the plough, and together they started out through the carob and 
olive trees for the foothills of the Pentadactylos. Douras had a comic look 
about him, in his deep boots, with the leather sack thrown over his shoulder 
and the pitchfork which he dangled awkwardly from one hand to the other. 

In the red field of the ravine, the two spinsters, the Misses Antzouloude, 
were already gathering olives. One was standing high on a ladder, throw
ing the olives down. The other was beating the outer branches with a long 
cane. The women heard the tramping of feet on the footpath nearby and 
turned to see. They were quiet for a few seconds as they tried to figure out 
who the new ploughman was who walked oddly, following Papapistolas 
up the higher ridge. Then all at once, the one on the ladder and the other 
below who held her apron full of the green fruits, broke into a splitting 
laughter. 

"Hey, it's Douras !" said the one. 
"Y d . ' D " es, my ear, 1t s ouras. 
A crescendo oflaughter followed. The one sister let go her apron, and 

the olives spilled to the ground as she put her hands to her waist, which was 
aching from too much laughter. The other Miss Antzouloude began to 
come down the ladder to see better, but she slipped and fell in a sitting posi-
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tion on the ground. The laughter increased, "How do you like that

Douras .•. Douras .... " 
One of the sisters restrained herself a bit and addressed Douras with 

a teasing couplet that had just been born in her wit. 

Douras, my lad,full of manly charms, 
Lucky the girl who will fall into your arms. 

And the two sisters began to laugh again. 
This particular encounter hurt Douras, for he himself felt that he looked 

like a clown in his new outfit. He stopped a moment and tossed back his 

reply to the ladies, 

"Better not laugh, my girls, at me,Jor Douras men rightly call me. 
A thick, gnarled club I have and a rod, as fresh as fresh can be." 

He shook the pitchfork threateningly at them. The ladies cowered and 

went back to their tasks, not because they were afraid ofDouras but because 

they were offended by this last bit of ambiguity. 

* * * 
Although he was bored by the graceless job of ploughing, Douras was 

patient and he learned to do his work. The priest no longer had to ac

company him; he managed things very well by himsel£ In time, his 

aversion to the "idiots" -the oxen-left him and he became friendly with 

them, "Hey, there, Red, are you thirsty, boy, and have hung out your 

tongue? Here, have a drink of water. Brownie, my own! Is the rope 

bothering you? Is that why you are bobbing your head up and down? 

Here, let me untie it." 
Douras grew calm and docile. He smiled again and his tongue loosened. 

And the villagers began to realize that Douras had a clever brain and that 

you could not fool him. 
He began to wear new clothes. The small savings he accumulated while 

working for the priest he spent at the merchant's, Nicodemos, and bought 

new clothes. Two shirts, two vests, and three pairs of trousers-he was one 

of the few in the village who wore European clothes. He began to shave 

and had frequent haircuts and combed his hair stylishly. 

And he began to frequent the coffee house. As soon as he returned from 

the fields, he washed, changed, ate, and went out. He sat next to the table 

where the landlords of the village played their card games and he ordered 

his usual "boiled-medium-sweet" coffee. He did not buy cigarettes. He 

had never really smoked regularly. As soon as the coffee came, someone 
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would offer him a cigarette. Douras would light up, pour some water into 
his coffee, take a puff, and, before he let the smoke out, would take a gulp 
of coffee. He felt an inexpressible happiness. 

In the village, the teasing stopped completely as the days went by. 
Even the children were no longer afraid of him, since he had stopped his 
noises and his tricks with the moray fish. Indeed, Douras became a regular 
fellow in everything. So regular that on Sunday afternoons, dressed up to 
the hilt, he took the bus bound for the capital. He knew what he wanted, 
found it quickly, and boarded the bus again forK yrenia. A group of young 
men from the village had seen him one Sunday, coming from a "house" 
in Nicosia, twirling his mustache. They burst out laughing; so, one Sun
day when Douras was sitting and waiting for the bus, they called to him, 
"Hey, Douras, where are you going? They don't take in old men!" 

Douras shouted back, "Come along, you young bucks, let's go to
gether and we'll see just whom they take in!" 

Douras got along fme in the house of the priest. Good food, sound 
sleep, and an eagerness for work. The priest's wife had arranged a room for 
him on the first floor of the house, and he was content with his life. 

He remembered the sea, the rock caves, and the moray fish rarely, and 
then only in his dreams where all he had seen and all he had done appeared 
to him in confusion. He would chide himself for all the crazy things he had 
done in the past. 

* * * 
That night, Douras woke from a terrible dream. It seemed that he was 

at the rock caves and a huge moray, four times as large as the usual ones, 
suddenly appeared from nowhere in his hands. He was shaking the fish 
back and forth, rejoicing violently in his great fmd, when suddenly the 
moray turned and bit him and cut off the index fmger of his left hand. 
From the base of his fmger, cut at its roots, blood began to gush like a 
fountain. Then, it seemed, the moray bit off the next fmger and that, too, 
began to gush blood. And then the next and then the others until the 
moray had bitten off all ten fingers. But he was not in pain; he simply 
stood, unmoving, holding before him his squared palm with the ten 
crimson fountains. Later, much later, he let out a scream and woke up. 
He heard a sound coming from the outside, like someone weeping, like a 
choked sobbing. 

"Hey, am I awake and dreaming?" he thought. He lifted his big hand 
and slapped his cheek to rouse himsel£ "Hey," he said again, "I'll be 
damned, this isn't a dream. That is real weeping I hear ... weeping." 

He got up, half dressed himself, opened the door and went out. He 
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went through the sun porch, down the stone steps under the arch, and 
began to climb the staircase lined with basil and carnations. When he 
reached the small verandah, near the room where the priest slept with his 
wife, he stopped and listened. 

It was the priest's wife who was weeping. She was weeping softly and 
hoarsely, as though she were afraid she might waken her husband. Douras 
looked in the room through a crack. The priest's wife was seated on the 
divan by the bed; spread before her were infant's clothing, little sweaters, 
shirts, and a sailor suit. She held them up in her hands, first one and then 
the other, reverently, as though they were sacerdotal vestments. Each time, 
a new wave of sobs rose up from her heart's innermost depths. At one 
moment she got up and moved on the tips ofher toes toward the door of 
the verandah. With her handkerchief she stuffed her mouth; with her other 
hand she held her breast, there where her heart was shaking from the stifled 
sobs. She seemed to want to fly out of her prison of flesh into the open air, 
to be free to unfold her lament. 

Douras had become so absorbed by this unexpected sight that he just 
stood, motionless, watching the priest's wife as she went to open the door. 
When she opened it and saw before her the dark, shadowy human mass, 
she let out a frightened but soft, "Ah !" 

Douras calmed her, "My lady, it's me. Don't be afraid. I heard your 
sobs and came to see if you needed me." 

She did not speak. Containing her grief as best she could, she moved 
toward the stone staircase. She held her nightgown with one hand and 
began slowly to go down the high steps. 

With each step, another wave of sobs, each more powerful than the one 
before, came forth and mingled in the moonlit night among the scents of 
the basil and the rosemary, the lemon blossoms by the wall in the yard and 
the silver rays of the moon that filtered through the leaves, making shadows 
and bright patches. Above, high on the top step, was the undefmed mass of 
the man, who, full of wonder and restraint, was also descending the stairs. 
They came down, went under the arch and out to the wide sun porch. 

Like a black, funereal column the priest's wife stopped in the middle of 
the room and looked questioningly at Douras, whose lips were sealed by a 
thick knot of wonder. His mind felt powerless to understand what had 
happened to his mistress, but suddenly his lips formed the words of puzzle
ment and of his kindness for this woman who was crushed by grie£ 

"My lady," he said, "control your sorrow. What's the matter, what has 
happened to you, why are you crying? But come in, please. You are 
trembling." He pointed to the door nearby and, unclenching his fist, he 



Douras the Turkomerite 179 

touched her shoulder with a small, comforting burden of masculine 
sympathy and tenderness. 

They entered the room and Douras ran ahead first to straighten out 
the rumpled sheets and blankets of his bed, fixing a place for the priest's 
wife, who was enheartened and let her whole body rest, while her sobbing, 
unencumbered now, overflowed and filled the emptiness ofDouras' s room. 
Douras ran to the lamp on the wall, which was sputtering and about to go 
out; he adjusted the wick, raising and lowering it once or twice. 

"My lady, what's the matter?" he said. "Tell me. Tell me if you can. 
Tell me what is burning within you." 

The voice of the priest's wife came tearfully, "I can't any more. I can't 
k I ' " ta e any more, can t .... 

Doufas' s brain worked and he felt as ifhe understood the whole tragedy 
of his mistress. He had heard some bits of gossip in the village, but he had 
never believed in the martyrdom of the priest's wife. Now the matter 
confronted him. For the first time in his life he felt a great responsibility
to comfort this woman who suffered. 

It seemed that he succeeded, for when the priest's wife came forth from 
Douras' s room in the early dawn, her countenance was peaceful. She even 
plucked some basil from the pots along the stone bench and rubbed the 
leaves between her palms. Douras held his heavy coat around her shoulders 
and helped her go up the stone stairs, step by step. 

As they reached the topmost step, she turned, and with a look of grati
tude said, "Thank you, Achilles, thank you." She had heard the name 
"Achilles" only once or twice, but at that moment she felt the need to say it. 

Douras did not call her "Papathiah," but remembered her name and 
said, "Farewell, Fotini. Farewell, my dear .... " 

Douras descended, lost in his thoughts about the unbearable burden 
ofhis mistress-without a child, with a priest for a husband, with a husband 
... a half man, and he pitied her deeply. 

The sun was breaking through in the east, and the earth gave forth a 
fragrance, as though it were baring its bosom, breathing through every 
pore which the night had cooled, and welcoming the rays of the sun. Every 
tree, every branch, every flower, every little sparrow, was awakening
all were lifting their heads, unfolding their leaves, touched in every vein 
by the great miracle-the splendid arrival of their constant lover, the sun. 

Douras went out into the yard, drew water from the well, and washed 
himsel£ He dragged some feed to the stables and threw a couple ofhand
fuls into the mangers of Brownie and Red. When he turned back to go 
and make some coffee, he saw that Papapistolas was standing on the 



!80 SPYROS PAPAGEORGHIOU 

verandah. He was rubbing his eyes to rouse himself and he crossed himself 

as he looked toward the sun. He saw his ploughman down in the yard and 

shouted, "Good morning, Douras !" 
Douras resented him just then and did not reply. 

"Good morning, Douras !" the priest repeated. "Have you gone deaf, 

man?" 
"Good morning," Douras answered reluctantly. 

* * * 
Life in the village by the side of the K yrenia mountains continued for 

months thereafter the same, always unchanged, the simple village existence. 

The herds grazed in the foothills ofPentadactylos, the crops grew, the few 

fishermen went down to the coast, the young girls worked at their shuttles 

and carded their wool, singing softly and serenely -certain that each move

ment of their shuttles was another step down that long road at whose de

sired end was the captured, mustachioed groom. The girls in the Cyprus 

village can then st.art living their life. Until that longed-for occasion, the 

young girls just wait, keep their glances lowered, and pile up in their trunks 

and closets the sheets, towels, and rugs, as well as shirts and short vests for 

the yet-unknown groom. 
In the streets, verandahs, and narrow lanes of the village, from day to 

day, only the gossip changed. As long as the light of the sun shone high, 

the village was busy at its daily tasks; but as evening came on, the people 

bathed, changed clothes, and stepped out into the streets to talk. There was 

such magic in the evening hours that the tongue fairly renewed the body. 

One such day, one such evening, the villagers came forth, there be

tween Pentadactylos and the sea, and began their talk. In the gossip, state

ments kept recurring: "You know the priest's wife pays a lot of attention 

to Douras." Or, "I really feel for her, but, you know, it doesn't seem to 

me that little Lefteris looks at all like the priest." Or, "Who knows, perhaps 

the priest didn't lose all his strength ... perhaps .... " 

These were the first threads with which each night the villagers spun 

a whole tale on the spinning wheel of gossip. Some talked about the priest's 

wife who had shed her mourning clothes and now wore a gray-brown dress 

with blue stripes and green polka dots, as well as outfits of other colors. 

Some noted that she was beginning to visit the other women in the neigh

borhood; that Douras, moreover, was dying his mustache black. 

All this was said without malice. Whenever Douras chanced along, the 

gossip would stop, "good evenings" would be exchanged, and Douras 

would treat everyone to a coffee. 
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One night, fat Despinyo, the wife of master Kosta, the coffeehouse 
owner, let out a great secret. There she was (she said), above the rock 
caves in her fields, gathering carobs, and there, what did she see (she said), 
there below, in the rock caves, but Douras near the big cave, holding little 
Lefteris by the hand, gathering for him little pebbles and shells from those 
which the unquiet sea spilled forth, all rounded and smooth, upon the 
thorny pits and crags of the rocks. And (she said), she saw Douras making 
little boats for the child and putting them into the waves, and each time, 
the little boy shouted, "Another one, Uncle, another one ... " 

* * * 
Papapistolas had no idea what was being said behind his back about 

his boy, Lefteris, or about the beautifully ironed shirts that Douras wore. 
The priest himself sort of believed that, well, the wound was not so serious 
after all; that when God wills something, well, just let people talk .... 

But, one afternoon when the neighbor women and his wife sat em
broidering in a narrow street and the children nearby were playing house, 
the priest heard little Angeliki, Gyptou' s daughter, say to the other children, 
"Douraki, then, will be our baby," and she pointed to the priest's boy, 
Lefteris. 

Papapistolas followed the conversation and began to think, "Eh? Per-
h b I . . "bl ?" aps... ut... . .. IS It poss1 e. 

* * * 
That Sunday was like all the other Sundays in the village. The villagers 

woke up, put on their best clothes, made the sign of the cross, went out 
into the streets, looked up at the sky, and marched to church. 

Ah ! This churchgoing is a great moment for the villagers of Cyprus. 
It is not only the need for worship that it satisfies, but other needs as well. 

That Sunday, Papapistolas performed his task as he had always on all 
other Sundays. He came and went from the Holy Altar, carried the conse
crated vessels, chanted sometimes loudly, sometimes softly. He performed 
his task with a firmness and an assurance, like the builder who takes up the 
mud and brings one brick into alignment with the other, places the shingles, 
whistling all the while, continuing until the afternoon comes and it is time 
to stop. 

The liturgy was progressing and had reached the preparation of the 
Holy Communion when Papapistolas noticed an unusual restlessness in 
the congregation. Some whispered conversations were coming and going, 
echoing faintly from the arched windows, tripping on the Virgins and 
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Christs and St. Georges, mingling with the low chanting of the Right and 

the Left chanters, and creating an air of uneasiness that Papapistolas felt as 
he was chanting. "Thine own of Thine own we offer to Thee," he chanted, 

or more correctly, since he chewed up his words, "Th' n' own ofTh' n' own." 

He wanted to stop the chant and ask what was causing so much chatter at 
that most solemn moment. 

As he went into the sanctuary, he asked Theophrastus, who assisted 
with the Cherubim and other things, what was going on. The priest could 
not get an answer and so he asked the woman who served at the church, 

Argyro. She was standing near the door, but she, too, could not tell him 
anything. In one gulp, the priest swallowed the remaining passages of the 
liturgy and breathed deeply when he reached the part about "Through the 
prayers of our Holy Fathers." He had not yet thrown off his vestments 

when his brother, Nikitas, entered and told him the dreadful story. 
He, Nikitas, had gone in the morning to the house of the priest to fetch 

milk and had wondered why there was no one to open the door. He went 
to the outer door in the yard, entered, and went up the stone staircase. He 
pushed the door firmly and what did his eyes behold-the priest's wife and 

Douras lying together in bed ! 
The blood had rushed to his head at this insult to his brother. He had 

grabbed a piece of wood and had chased Douras. Douras had run from the 
room, leaped into the yard. Down among the lemon trees "Douraki" had 
been playing mud-pies. Douras had seized the child, had gone out the door 
and off down the road, running toward the sea. 

"That dog! I'll tear out his guts!" bellowed Papapistolas as he grabbed 
the silver knife with which he cut the holy bread. He rushed outside, like a 
whirlwind. 

Five or six villagers followed him. Some held pointed iron rods they 
had uprooted from the church railing, and others carried pitchforks they 
had taken from neighboring houses. 

Priest and villagers took the lone path to the rock caves. In the furious 
hurry, a great cloud of dust was raised. Papapistolas, holding his robe high 
so it would not entangle his feet, ran ahead and now and then shouted, 
"I'll kill him! I'll kill him! My sin will not be counted!" He ran with the 
other men past the carob trees toward the sea. 

When they fmally reached the small clearing, they saw Douras far 
away, high on the rock's edge, standing with little Lefteris in his arms, look

ing down deeply into the sea. Douras was pointing out something to the 
child. When he heard the running behind him, Douras turned and saw 
and understood, but he did not move. He stood on the edge of the highest 
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rock-lean, tall, his legs slightly apart, behind him the blue, infmite sea and 
far beyond, deep in the horizon, the mountains of Asia Minor, his first 
home, faintly loomed. 

The men fmally reached Douras and the child. They approached 
slowly. Douras saw the pointed irons around him gradually narrowing 
their half-circle, whose center was his heart. He squeezed the child, his 
child, and stared back at the men with a look that was neither of pity nor of 
decision nor of anything. 

The half-circle of spears closed menacingly. 
The end came with the cry of little Lefteris that pierced the air when 

the cluster of father and son fell from the highest rocks into the deep currents 
of the sea along the rock caves. 

To this very day, there in the sea along K yrenia' s shore, near the village 
that stretches between Pentadactylos and the sea, the story ofDouras ripples 
among the waves; and the caves with the odd shapes are no longer "the 
rock caves" but "the caves ofDouras." 



GREGORY 

BY PANOS lOANNIDES (b. 1935) 

translated by Byron and Catherine Raizis 

MY HAND was sweating as I held the pistol. The curve of the trigger 
was biting against my fmger. 

Facing me, Gregory trembled. 
His whole being was beseeching me, "Don't!" 
Only his mouth did not make a sound. His lips were squeezed tight. 

If it had been me, I would have screamed, shouted, cursed. 
The soldiers were watching .... 
The day before, during a brief meeting, they had each given their 

opinions: "It's tough luck, but it has to be done. We've got no choice." 
The order from Headquarters was clear: "As soon as Lieutenant 

Rafel' s execution is announced, the hostage Gregory is to be shot and his 
body must be hanged from a telegraph pole in the main street as an ex
emplary punishment." 

It was not the first time that I had to execute a hostage in this war. I 
had acquired experience, thanks to Headquarters which had kept entrust
ing me with these delicate assignments. Gregory's case was precisely the 
sixth. 

The first time, I remember, I vomited. The second time I got sl.ck and 
had a headache for days. The third time I drank a bottle of rum. The fourth, 
just two glasses ofbeer. The fifth time I joked about it, "This little guy, 
with the big pop-eyes, won't be much of a ghost!" 

But why, dammit, when the day came did I have to start thinking that 
I'm not so tough, after all? The thought had come at exactly the wrong 
time and spoiled all my disposition to do my duty. 

You see, this Gregory was such a miserable little creature, such a puny 
thing, such a nobody, damn him. 

That very morning, although he had heard over the loudspeakers that 
Rafel had been executed, he believed that we would spare his life because 
we had been eating together so long. 

"Those who eat from the same mess tins and drink from the same water 
canteen," he said, "remain good friends no- matter what." 

And a lot more of the same sort of nonsense. 
He was a silly fool-we had smelled that out the very first day Head

quarters gave him to us. The sentry guarding him had got dead drunk and 
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had dozed off. The rest of us with exit permits had gone from the barracks. 
When we came back, there was Gregory sitting by the sleeping sentry and 
thumbing through a magazine. 

"Why didn't you run away, Gregory?" we asked, laughing at him, 
several days later. 

And he answered, "Where would I go in this freezing weather? I'm 
0 .K. here." 

So we started teasing him. 
"You're dead right. The accommodations here are splendid ... " 
"It's not bad here," he replied. "The barracks where I used to be are like 

a sieve. The wind blows in from every side .... " 
We asked him about his girl. He smiled. 

"Maria is a wonderful person," he told us. "Before I met her she was 
engaged to a no-good fellow, a pig. He gave her up for another girl. Then 
nobody in the village wanted to marry Maria. I didn't miss my chance. So 
what if she is second-hand. Nonsense. Peasant ideas, my friend. She's beau
tiful and good-hearted. What more could I want? And didn't she load me 
with watermelons and cucumbers every time I passed by her vegetable 
garden? Well, one day I stole some cucumbers and melons and water
melons and I took them to her. 'Maria,' I said, 'from now on I'm going to 
take care of you.' She started crying and then me, too. But ever since that 
day she has given me lots of trouble-jealousy. She wouldn't let me go 
even to my mother's. Until the day I was recruited, she wouldn't let me go 
far from her apron strings. But that was just what I wanted ... " 

He used to tell this story over and over, always with the same words, 
the same commonplace gestures. At the end he would have a good laugh 
and start gulping from his water jug. 

His tongue was always wagging ! When he started talking, nothing 
could stop him. We used to listen and nod our heads, not saying a word. 
But sometimes, as he was telling us about his mother and family problems, 
we couldn't help wondering, "Eh, well, these people have the same head
aches in their country as we've got." 

Strange, isn't it? 
Except for his talking too much, Gregory wasn't a bad fellow. He was 

a marvelous cook. Once he made us some apple tarts, so delicious we licked 
the platter dean. And he could sew, too. He used to sew on all our buttons, 
patch our clothes, darn our socks, iron our ties, wash our clothes .... 

How the devil could you kill such a friend? 
Even though his name was Gregory and some people on his side had 

killed one of ours, even though we had left wives and children to go to 
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war against him and his kind-but how can I explain? He was our friend. 
He actually liked us ! A few days before, hadn't he killed with his own bare 
hands a scorpion that was climbing up my leg? He could have let it send 
me to hell! 

"Thanks, Gregory!" I said then, "Thank God who made you .... " 
When the order came, it was like a thunderbolt. Gregory was to be 

shot, it said, and hanged from a telegraph pole as an exemplary punishment. 
We got together inside the barracks. We sent Gregory to wash some 

underwear for us. 
"It ain't right." 
"What is right?" 
"Our duty!" 
"Shit!" 
"If you dare, don't do it ! They'll drag you to court-martial and then 

bang-bang .... " 
Well, of course. The right thing is to save your skin. That's only 

logical. It's either your skin or his. His, of course, even if it was Gregory, 
the fellow you've been sharing the same plate with, eating with your 
fmgers, and who was washing your clothes that very minute. 

What could I do? That's war. We had seen worse things. 
So we set the hour. 
We didn't tell him anything when he came back from the washing. He 

slept peacefully. He snored for the last time. In the morning, he heard the 
news over the loudspeaker and he saw that we looked gloomy and he 
began to suspect that something was up. He tried talking to us, but he got 
no answers and then he stopped talking. 

He just stood there and looked at us, stunned and lost .... 
Now, I'll squeeze the trigger. A tiny bullet will rip through his chest. Maybe 

I'll lose my sleep tonight but in the morning I'll wake up alive. 
Gregory seems to guess my thoughts. He puts out his hand and asks, "You're 

kidding,friend! Aren't you kidding?" 
What a jackass! Doesn't he deserve to be cut to pieces? What a thing to ask at 

such a time. Your heart is about to burst and he's asking if you're kidding. How can 
a body be kidding about such a thing? Idiot! This is no time for jokes. And you, if 
you're such a fine friend, why don't you make things easier for us? Help us kill you 
with fewer qualms? If you would get angry-curse our Virgin, our God-if you'd 
try to escape it would be much easier for us and for you. 

So it is now. 
Now, Mr. Gregory, you are going to pay for your stupidities wholesale. Be

cause you didn't escape the day the sentry Jell asleep; because you didn't escape 
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yesterday when we sent you all alone to the laundry-we did it on purpose, you 
idiot! Why didn't you let me die from the sting of the scorpion? 

So now don't complain. It's all your fault, nitwit. 
Eh? What's happening to him now? 
Gregory is crying. Tears flood his eyes and trickle down over his clean

shaven cheeks. He is turning his face and pressing his forehead against the wall. 
His back is shaking as he sobs. His hands cling, rigid and helpless, to the wall. 

Now is my best chance, now that he knows there is no other solution and turns 
his face from us. 

I squeeze the trigger. 
Gregory jerks. His back stops shaking up and down. 
I think I've finished him! How easy it is . ... But suddenly he starts crying 

out loud, his hands claw at the wall and try to pull it down. He screams, "No, 
" no ...• 

I turn to the others. I expect them to nod, "That's enough." 
They nod, "What are you waitingfor?" 
I squeeze the trigger again. 
The bullet smashes into his neck. A thick spray of blood spurts out. 
Gregory turns. His eyes are all red. He lunges at me and starts punching me 

with his fists. 
"I hate you, hate you . . . "he screams. 

I emptied the barrel. He fell and grabbed my leg as if he wanted to 
hold on. 

He died with a terrible spasm. His mouth was full of blood and so 
were my boots and socks. 

We stood quietly, looking at him. 
When we came to, we stooped and picked him up. His hands were 

frozen and wouldn't let my legs go. 
I still have their imprints, red and deep, as if made by a hot knife. 

"We will hang him tonight," the men said. 
"Tonight or now?" they said. 

I turned and looked at them one by one. 
"Is that what you all want?" I asked. 
They gave me no answer. 

"Dig a grave," I said. 

Headquarters did not ask for a report the next day or the day after. The top 
brass were sure that we had obeyed them and had left him swinging from 
a pole . 

. They didn't care to know what happened to that Gregory, alive or dead. 



LETTER FROM CYPRUS BY THEO STAVROU 

Cyprus is not a detail, a simple island at the end of the Mediterranean Sea; 

today it has been transformed into the destined center where the moral values of 

contemporary man are at stake. Thus, in his novel, Freedom or Death (Preface, 

Greek Edition, 1956), Nikos Kazantzakis alluded to the Greek Cypriot re

volt of 1956-59 against British rule. Out of that revolt came the Republic 

of Cyprus as determined by the Zurich and London agreements. 

Kazantzakis' s statement is still relevant; for the most recent phase of the 

Cyprus question still involves the moral values of contemporary man. Despite 

efforts to make a success of the peculiar political arrangement inflicted upon 

the Cypriot people by the Zurich and London agreements, the impossibil

ities of that agreement were quickly apparent. It was neither acceptable nor 

workable. The Republic of Cyprus, strange child of international exi

gencies, pressures, and diplomatic expedience, was from its birth a "reluc

tant republic." It was constantly rebelling against the idiosyncracies and 

limitations imposed upon its sovereignty by the world's most unusual 

constitution, which granted excessive rights to the Turkish minority. The 

most significant of these rights was the veto power of the Vice-President 

(always a Turk), so that in reality Cyprus had two Presidents and the 

passage ofbills was easily thwarted. A similar problem was in the provision 

that the Turkish minority, only r8% of the population, be represented in 

the Council of Ministers, in the House of Representatives, and in the Civil 

Service by a ratio of 30% against 70% Greeks. What this really amounted 

to was that the constitution did not simply safeguard individual rights for 

the Turkish minority, but fostered instead communal privileges-privi

leges that the other minorities in Cyprus, the Armenians and Maronites, 

did not feel compelled to request. The architects of the Zurich and London 

agreements failed to realize that this is the age of individual rights, not of 

communal privileges. When Archbishop Makarios, the President of the 

Republic, recommended that the constitution be amended, the Turkish 

reaction was negative and the Turkish Cypriot leaders led an armed insur

rection against the Cyprus government. Thus began a new phase of the 

so-called Cyprus question, with all sorts of international repercussions. 

Since December, 1963, Cyprus has attracted the attention of the world. 

The international press has more than once devoted its front pages to what 

may appear to the world-at-large to be an incomprehensible political 

puzzle. It is incomprehensible chiefly because there have been too few ob

jective reports in English about the complex nature of the problem. The 

puzzle is also incomprehensible because Cyprus is small and has suddenly 
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changed from an obscure colony to the ninety-ninth member of the 
United Nations. The population of Cyprus is slightly over half a million 
(So% Greek, 18% Turkish, 2% other minorities), and the island covers 
only 3,572 square miles. 

In a century in which "bigness" has become an obsession, the problem 
of Cyprus would seem to deserve very secondary consideration. Conse
quently, even "reputable" commentators have insisted that the world has 
enough crises without an apparently senseless war on small, distant Cyprus. 
In short, the main issue of the recent phase of the Cypriot struggle for un
fettered political freedom has been ignored by Western observers, and 
only the international implications of Cyprus concern Western statesmen. 

In many ways,· especially in its international implications, the Cyprus 
question is a continuation of the perennial Eastern question: "that shifting, 
intractable and interwoven tangle of conflicting interests, rival peoples and 
antagonistic faiths" that involved the great European powers in complex 
diplomatic rivalries during the last century of the Ottoman Empire's de
cline. The Eastern question was and is essentially a struggle to fill the 
political vacuum in an area created by the shrinking political jurisdiction 
of empires over certain geographic areas. In the nineteenth century, this 
vacuum was caused by the gradual decline which led to the collapse of the 
Ottoman Empire. In the twentieth century, the gradual withdrawal of the 
British Empire from the Eastern Mediterranean has produced the same re
sults. In both instances, diplomacy has been caught in a revolving door, 
trying simultaneously to keep the status quo even while securing spheres of 
influence. 

Cyprus is not only a continuation of the Eastern question, Cyprus is 
also a microcosm of the diplomatic rivalries which flourished in the Eastern 
Mediterranean during the last two centuries. Her importance is neither 
accidental nor insignificant. Her geographical, historical, and cultural 
heritage gave her the unique opportunity to benefit from almost every 
Near Eastern civilization from antiquity to the present. This very heritage, 
however, also bequeathed to Cyprus a set of problems which become 
flammable in time of crisis. The problem of the Turkish minority began 
with the Turkish occupation of Cyprus in 1571 and has now been inflated 
to ugly proportions because of its international implications. For many 
generations, Greeks and Turks have lived harmoniously in Cyprus, al
though the recent crisis has tragically strained their relations. 

The only new aspect of this recent phase of the Eastern question is the 
inevitable appearance of the United States as one of the rivals for spheres of 
influence. A sort of revolution has, of course, taken place in the causes or 
pretexts that great powers use for intervention. In the nineteenth century, 
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Imperial Russia exploited the ill-treatment of the Sultan's Christian sub

jects so that she could interfere on their behalf in the affairs of the Ottoman 

Empire. European powers were then inevitably induced to come to the 

aid of the Turks. Now, in Cyprus, the Western democracies have been 

exploiting the alleged ill-treatment of the Turkish minority by the Greek 

majority. The results of this exploitation have been twofold. The Western 

democracies have maintained their influence in Cypriot politics and they 

have made possible the appearance of Soviet Russia as the only champion 

of the Greek Cypriots. The similarities between developments in the 

Eastern question today and those of the nineteenth century are, indeed, 

striking. 
Needless to say, the one-year-old Cyprus crisis has affected the political, 

economic, and social morale of the Cypriot people. The average Cypriot 

did not expect so long a crisis. The fortitude of the Greek Cypriots, how

ever, has been admirable. Despite frightful frustrations, they have shown 

unusual determination to fight against great odds for their freedom. 

Against the apparent Turkophilia of the Western press, which has con

fused even the most basic issues, the Cypriots have continued to fight. 

They have, at the same time, been caught in a most painful dilemma: the 

Western powers with whom the Greeks have a long tradition of friendship 

are pushing them into an alliance with the Soviet bloc. In their haste to fmd 

an expedient solution to the Cyprus problem, the Western powers have 

identified the whole crisis with President Makarios himself. His removal, 

they believe, could bring about an immediate solution. Such a belief is 

probably the zenith of Western diplomatic naivete. They overlook the 

simple facts that during the last four years Makarios has been a stabilizing 

element in Cyprus politics and he has very reluctantly done what the 

Western powers have been forcing him to do-form an alliance with the 

Soviet bloc. The Western powers view Archbishop Makarios as the last 

remnant of Byzantine Caesaropapism and fail to realize that in him the 

Cypriots have found the embodiment of their desire for political freedom. 

This deep desire to be free is the spark which, as Nikos Kazantzakis has said, 

transforms Cyprus from a detail into a focusing center where the idea of 

human freedom is at stake. 
The fate of Cyprus still hangs between the national aspirations of the 

Cypriot people and the mesh of self-seeking, international politics. Once 

their basic political wishes have been fulfilled, the Cypriots will be able to 

embark upon more civilized ventures and will be able to give to the rest 

of the world some fruits of that rich and diverse cultural legacy of which 

they are the fortunate heirs. 
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