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EDITORIAL 

Throughout his career, Balzac was tormented by what he called his "twin 

demons-observation and imagination." They goaded him in conflicting 
directions. Because of the one, observation, he had a mania for the minutiae 
that make the history of everyday existence. Because of the other, imagina
tion, he craved the bizarre and the occult in extra-sensory effects of dream 
or fantasy. 

Those "demons" lured him toward chimerical heights where the do

main of Art seemed to glitter before his very eyes like one vast treasure
valley. Unexplored and inexhaustible, it was his, he believed, for the taking. 
So he announced to the world that what Napoleon had won by his sword, 
he, Balzac, would achieve in his sacred calling, the art of fiction. He dedi
cated himself to it with monastic fervor. Night after night, in the monk's 

habit he adopted, he sat drinking black coffee, writing and rewriting and 
rewriting. At times, he said of his masterwork, La Comedie Humaine, he 

felt he was grappling with a python. He could neither escape nor overcome 
it. It finally crushed him. As a storehouse of report and revelation, the mas
sive, unfinished Comedie is matchless. It gives the reader but a glimpse of 
the hallucinatory distances that he traversed in his quest for supremacy in 
Art. 

Whatever his shortcomings as an artist, Balzac was the archetypal nov
elist. Succeeding generations of writers on both sides of the Atlantic have 

been inspired by his example and have yearned to carve an empire or to 
build a monument for lasting fame in Art. Thus, during the 187o's, his 

apostle, Flaubert, founded "the school ofBalzac." It was made up of a band 
of international writers who used to gather at Flaubert's apartment in the 
Pare Monceau. They met each week to talk about the art of fiction, or 
rather to worship at that altar where Balzac had agonized and exalted. 

Compared to his, their raptures like their talents were diminutive. 
Flaubert and his companions quivered excessively over technical matters, 

but they created an atmosphere of criticism that was vital to the develop
ment of the novel as an art form. They argued about subtleties of style and 
structure, about the relation between substance and form, and the best 

methods of expressing that relation. Their inquiries gave added life to the 
art of criticism in fiction. To the art of fiction, they brought a professional 
stringency that cleared the air of provincialism and parochialism. 
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Haunted, too, by those "demons" which Balzac himself had largely 
summoned into being, Flaubert and his companions were drawn into con
flict as to the relative values of what the writer observes and what he 
imagines. That conflict resolved itself as the mode of each decade became 
increasingly scientific. The altar of Art became a laboratory. The writer 
put off his vestments and assumed the white-uniformed detachment of the 
scientist. Life and the world, cities and citizens swarmed under his literary 
microscope. He became almost exclusively an observer and justified his 
existence by non-artistic standards. He no longer tried so much to create 
a work of art as to scrutinize and explicate, like a Darwin or a Cuvier, what 
existed under his nose. His once-vaulting creative passion shrank to a 
dogged pursuit of verisimilitude. Intensity became tension. 

However dissipated today, the thrill of high adventure that Balzac 
breathed into the art of fiction still lingers. Almost any novelist may qualify 
but none can deny the truth ofHenry James' homage that Balzac was "the 
father of us all." 

Whether or not the novelist in Greece today can deny that truth, is less 
important than the fact that he cannot completely affirm it. The roots of 
modern Greek fiction have grown in a soil that is at once more barren and 
more fertile than that of the novel at large. Most Greek fiction of the past 
hundred years-like the American and the Russian-has been derivative. 
Often it has been a pale, awkward copy of ready-made, if not outworn, 
French fashions. 

There is no question that modern Greek culture stems from a long, 
unbroken national experience. Compared to that of most Western nations, 
though, the immediate past of Greek fiction is blank. It has not evolved 
indigenously out of decades of experiments and disputes among writers 
totally dedicated to the art of fiction. The great misfortune is that modern 
Greek fiction has not had the benefit of attention, inspiring or exasperating, 
from successive generations of critics totally dedicated to the art of criti
cism. 

In short, modern Greek fiction has not developed out of the kind of 
international fermentation among writers and critics that made Paris the 
aesthetic capital of the world. Aspiring writers from all nations have been 
going to Paris because the art of criticism has flourished there more acutely 
than any other art and has been served there more faithfully than in any 
other place. Thus at Flaubert's "school," Russia had her Turgenev and 
America her Henry James. Each was initiated there into more mysteries of 
art, especially of the art of criticism, than his own land could offer. Each 
writer absorbed what he learned into the traditions of his native soil and 
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thereby illuminated the experience of his nation. Though there is as much 
ofPushkin in Turgenev as there is ofHawthome in James, the works of 
each speak with an international voice about the endlessly problematical 

aspects that make the writing of criticism an art. If there was a Greek nov
elist at "the school ofBalzac," whose works have enriched the literature of 
his country because they reflect, as do Turgenev' sand James', a deep, inter
national experience in the arts of fiction and of criticism, the world has yet 
to hear ofhim. 

The absence of a Turgenev or a James, as of a Flaubert or Balzac, from 
the development of Greek literature during the past century is easily ex
plained. During the decades when the novel was emerging as the major 
literary form of the Western world, Greece was struggling to become a 
nation. That struggle tended to absorb the creative passion of talents who 
might have rivalled foreign masters. There was, too, the internecine war
fare about the Greek language. 

The recent upsurge ofliterature in Greece is, then, all the more remark
able. The truth is, however, that the writerin Greece, especially the novelist, 
has been nourished by circumstances that are probably richer than those in 
most other nations. The Greek novelist has had the unending example of 
the first of all novels, The Odyssey. There, if anywhere, observation and 
imagination operate toward a harmonious whole. The one complements 
the other so naturally that it is difficult to say where Homeric fact begins 
and Homeric fantasy ends. Homer was, of course, only the first source. To 
trace the many forces that helped to panoply modem Greek fiction, is not 
the purpose of these pages. The great point to be made is that-not counting 
the extraordinary exceptions like Kazantzakis-the general run of modem 
Greek fiction is, after all, as good as it is. 

The fond reader who is susceptible to such speculations will wonder 
how much better, then, it might have been. The real misfortune remains: 

modem Greek fiction has not had the benefit of stringent, knowledgeable 
criticism. Modern Greek fiction generally illustrates the weaknesses of the 
un-schooled, uncriticized craftsman. Excelling in the charm that accom
panies improvisation, it lacks the sustaining power of solid architectural 
form or even subtly wrought design. What prevails is the carefree air of 
the unrevising dilettante who lacks not only criticism but also self-criticism. 

So, in Greece, as in any country without a tradition of criticism, the paro
chial and the provincial thrive in mutual admiration societies and jostle 
serious works; praise, more than blame, of mediocrity tends toward the 
extreme. 

For criticism in Greece is often marked by a circuitous, verbose court-
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ship of the obvious or the abstruse. At first glance, it seems curious that in 
a land where every economy must be practiced, the economy of art is not 
more scrupulously kept. Maybe, to make up for just such forced frugality 
in other areas, the Greeks are lavish with words. As for the dazzling example 
of Homer and his supreme mastery in expressing the most by means of the 
least-Homer was, after all, a poet. The poets of modern Greece are more 
than worthy of the name. Modern Greek prose is our subject here, but 
especially criticism, or rather the need for more and better criticism of 
modern Greek literature. 

This need will, to some degree, soon be met by the society that was 
recently formed, the Modern Greek Studies Association. The first purpose 
of the Association is "to organize scholarly symposia in the various fields 
of Modern Greek studies." Most of the members are professional students 
ofliterature who earn their livelihood by teaching at colleges and univer
sities throughout the English-speaking world. 

A passing observer may be put offby the phrase "scholarly symposia." 
A commonplace truth is that so-called "scholarly" bodies too often are 
maintained by assiduous clerks, not the creators but the stewards oflitera
ture, who hesitate to entertain an idea unless it is barnacled over with foot
notes. Too often what presumes to be" scholarship" (especially in American 
universities governed by the law of publish-or-perish) is an exaggerated 
concern for the trivial clothed in high-sounding, unintelligible jargon. Too 
often, such bodies, fully developed, resemble nothing so much as some 
mythic, Byzantine beast whose head devours its tail. Whoever loves Greece 
and loves literature must fervently hope that the Association will not be
come typical of its kind. 

In spite of misgivings, whoever loves Greece and loves literature must 
surely rejoice in the founding of the Association. It opens the way to a more 
sustained scrutiny than the written word in modern Greece has probably 
ever been granted. The work of the Association, which is historical as well 
as literary, will help to illuminate areas of the Greek experience that have 
so far been obscure to the world at large. 

Best of all, the Association is an international group. Its efforts may well 
mark a new era for Greek literature and may help it gain a larger place in 
the literature of the contemporary world. If the group will devote itself to 
the beautiful Greek tradition of the "symposium" and will reach human
istically toward the clearest possible light; if the group will keep in mind 
that literature is (alas and hurrah) a form oflife, then modern Greek litera
ture will have a good chance to develop the sort of creative criticism that 
fate has so far denied it. BEBE SPANos,for the Staff and Parnassos 



KOSMAS POLITIS: THE QUEST FOR LOVE 

BY ANDONIS DECAVALLES 

KosMAS PoLITIS first appeared in literature in 1930, when he was 
already in his middle forties, with his novel Lemon Tree Grove. He had 
intensely lived through a turbulent period of modern Greek history. He 
had fully experienced one of the cruelest blows that historical circum
stances might deal upon man. 

Born in Athens in I 890, he was taken by his parents to Smyrna at the 
age of two, and there he grew up, went to school and got married. That 
happy time ofhis life was to become the thematic and emotional storehouse 
of most ofhis works and was to provide through its loss the bitter nostalgia 

that inspires most of them. He called it "the first poetry of my life," and, 
indeed, it remained the permanent one. 

The death of that time came suddenly in 1922 when Smyrna and Ionian 
Greece, the mother of most Greek beginnings, came to a tragic end. Its 
population was violently th,rown into the sea by the armies ofKemal Ata
turk. The great catastrophe took Politis to France first, then to England 
where he stayed for two years. He returned to Greece in 1924 to settle there, 
first in Patras, then in Athens. 

For the loss of that world Politis was to blame, not so much the enemy, 
but all "enemies" involved-the ideologists, the idea-mongers, the dan
gerous dreamers (a dreamer himself), the fanatics, the political maneuver

ers, even the scholars and schoolmasters who had fostered and propagated 
blindly nationalistic and unrealistic dreams like the "Great Idea" which 

aspired to recover the Byzantine Empire. He held responsible all those who 
had committed the "unforgivable sin" which cost him and many others 
the loss of their "country" and their home; for indeed, for him nothing is 

more sacred or more deeply the source of the most precious affections than 
man's ties with the soil where he grew up. 

The bitterness of the deracinated and the refugee from Ionia, Politis 
shares with a number of significant modern Greek authors, among them 
Seferis, Photis Kondoglou, Elias V enezis and Tatiana Stavrou. Signifi

cantly enough, most of them made their first literary appearance in the 
early 193o's and brought to Greek letters a renaissance with a new myth 
and new perspectives. The catastrophe brought violently together Greek 

groups that had been geographically and culturally separated from each 
other for centuries. The painful experience of these groups became the rich 



Kosmas Politis: The Quest for Love 9 

material for an intellectual rebirth, a rebirth that was a new beginning 
rather than a continuation of tradition. Greek letters had lived until then 
under the wide shadow ofPalamas, Sikelianos and their followers. 

If Seferis is the greatest poetic voice of that rebirth, Politis is unquestion
ably one of its masters in fiction. Each brought to Greek letters a new era 
in which each was the initiator and the most powerful influence upon the 
younger generations. There is significance perhaps in that Politis' first novel 
appeared in 1930 and Seferis' first important poem Strophe came in 193 I, 
his Cistern in 1932. 

Politis "threw" his first book upon the market and seemed to show no 
interest whatever in helping its fate. A bank official by profession, he has 
always been an "amateur in literature," as he himselfhas repeatedly de
clared. He is an amateur, indeed, in the gentlemanly tradition, like at least 
one other amateur, Wallace Stevens, the "insurance man." In Greece, the 
professional writer is the exception. We should remember the great soldier 
of Marathon who also wrote plays, and the amateurs of all times who have 
known well a craft they learned with great pains but who did not make a 
professional living out ofit. Thus they kept their art in the realm of creative 
beauty. They wrote when they felt like; when they could not do otherwise 
than express what they felt, and they gave only what was genuine in them
selves and out oflove for it. 

Politis has always been in his work. He projects himself into his hero 
or into the sensitive observer or into a participant. Everything in his fiction 
is viewed, lived, heightened, transcended through the author's own sen
sibility. We feel his presence, the warmth of his personality, the closeness 
of the experience, the confessing voice, the sincerity, the personal memory, 
that highly-refined gentleness that is characteristic ofPolitis in real life and, 
most of all, the pattern of a soul projecting itself into the variations of a 
basic experience that is the painful and frustrating yet constant and un
yielding pursuit of an ideal, the ideal of love. His art has the remarkable 
power to turn dramatically the subjective into the objective and to trans
form the personal into the universal. 

Politis has not needed to invent his material. It is his art that invents the 
meaningful and imaginative patterns into which flows the rich store of per
sonal memory enriched by his touch of sensuality, the sensuality of a Medi
terranean lover oflife and its beauty. His imaginative flights have a familiar 
and solid foundation in the beauty of the Greek land and seascape, in the 
classical myth, in the three great tragic poets, in Plato, and in his own deep 
cultural emotional familiarity with the past. That past, with him as with 
many other modern Greek authors, is a living part of a perpetual actuality. 
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There is a close thematic affmity between Lemon Tree Grove and his 

second novel, He kate of I 93 3. Each novel revolves around one person whose 

unsatisfied longing for ideal love is the core and axis of the story. Pavlos 

Apostolou of Lemon Tree Grove and Pavlos Kalanis of He kate, as the critic 

Sahinis remarks, "try the difficult ascent to the ideal, and they both result 

in the slippery slope of physical and moral decline." 1 They both are "full 

erotic men," hedonists, sensitive lovers of beauty in woman and in nature, 

and most of all lovers of their ideal. They both fail to find a fmal response 

and so remain unsatisfied. The one commits suicide; the other departs. Their 

basic difference is that of age; Hekate appears like an extension in time of 

Lemon Tree Grove. 
Search for love is the core of Politis' work, love of a certain time, a 

certain place, a certain state of mind, a certain experience, a certain memory, 

a certain world that dies or is dying, and above all of the ideal oflove itself 

which finds its furtive embodiment mostly in a beautiful woman. Woman 

is, in his works, the moving power, the supreme test of life and the beauty 

oflife, the touchstone of man. Love of woman makes man pass from inno

cence to experience, from dream to reality, and this passage often proves 

fatal. Despair, frustration, even death are the rewards of the idealist. In the 

Lemon Tree Grove Politis speaks of"the moment when the fairy tales come 

to an end once and for all, the fairies and nereids disappear from the eyes of 

man,"2 a statement that is bound to remind one of the end of The Love Song 

of]. Alfred Prf!frock. 
A whole gallery of women, the endless variety of the eternal female, 

parades throughout his work. Some of her characteristic embodiments 

appear in the Lemon Tree Grove. The title indicates the place of its action, a 

lemon tree grove (that became the most popular to lovers after Politis' 

novel) on the little island of Poros in the Saronikos Gulf, an idyllic spot 

which one identifies with Virgo, the embodiment of the ideal for Pavlos 

Kalanis, a young man in his late twenties. Virgo is the virginal, unsophisti

cated, middle-class girl who wants love either pure and immaculate or 

blessed by the Church. Even the mention of a rooster's sexuality shocks her. 

Her purity resists Pavlos' erotic advances. For him she finally remains the 

unconquerable ideal of love unmitigated by convention. Then there is 

beautiful Leda, a Kirke, the mature, married woman who wants to give 

love its lust as well as a cold sophistication. She expects to be loved in a chapel 

or among ancient ruins. 

Leda is the priestess, but neither ofSappho nor of Aphrodite exclusively. 

She is the priestess of a complex and fatal divinity who bums with a 
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certain flame, a lusty flame which bums her up slowly. The calm of the 
uninitiated gets on her nerves, makes her impatient, exasperates her.3 

II 

And finally, there is Katy, the masculine and intellectual, the Lesbian, with 
whom Pavlos fights over Virgo. A scene on the beach reveals symbolically 
Virgo's wavering soul. Virgo and Katy rehearse the parts of the chorus in 
Aeschylus' Suppliants that praise virginity and condemn matrimony. Pav
los' temporary victory over Katy is shown by Virgo's dropping there
hearsals. Virgo's resistance leads Pavlos to a suicidal attempt that fails but 
brings her close to him. They get engaged but Pavlos, afraid of sacrificing 
the ideal to convention, goes off to Sumatra, opens a pub and marries a 
woman named Virginia. When he hears ofVirgo's marriage, he kills him
self on a runaway horse. 

In contrast, Pavlos Kalanis of Hekate is a mature man, married, who 
comes to a painful realization of the impossibility of his ideal. He is the 
complex and contradictory man with intellectual and metaphysical anx
ieties. Woman and science are for him means rather than ends, temporary 
satiations ofhis passion for the ideal. The setting, this time, is the Aegean 
sea and the islands. The gallery of women is enriched by Pavlos' wife, Anna, 
who stays mostly in the background for lack of deeper communication, 
by the Countess Lena Herakleide-Nezi, a married beauty whose intellectual 
superiority has a deep appeal, and finally by Lena's daughter, Ersi, the pure 
girl, a mixture of dream and reality, who wins his love. Like the homony
mous heroine in Greek mythology, a daughter ofKekrops, the first king 
of the Athenians, she commits suicide, throwing herself from the Acropolis. 
The name Hekate also has obvious mythological references. Hekate was a 
grim fertility goddess, connected with the world of the dead; she was also a 
patron of the crossroads, whose statues were often triple (the three women in 
Pavlos' life).Pavlos fmally goes abroad to the North, seeking forgetfulness. 

In He kate Politis overcame most of the stylistic difficulties of his first 
novel. He achieved full control ofhis media. The elements he used, as in 
the Lemon Tree Grove, were basically those of prose with occasional escapes 
into poetry and music. There are lyrical intermezzos, dramatic monologues 
and imaginative reveries in both novels; there is music in his language and 
in the thematic development, and there are other elements that made those 
novels distinguished accomplishments. In them Politis tested also poetic 
elements that were to go in larger proportions and higher developments 
in his first major undertaking, his "poem of childhood and adolescence," 
the Eroica, deemed by many his masterpiece, which appeared in 1938 and 
won him a First National Book Award. 
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The substance of Eroica is mainly poetic. Its essence is the undefinable 
and the furtive that is grasped through suggestion, music and lyricism. Its 
technique and development often remind one of impressionism, ofRavel 
and Debussy and of their progress by variations rather than by development 
of their theme. What has been said about this author's art, as being not an 
art of power but of suggestion, is thoroughly true in Eroica. Its action is of 
the souls, of transformations, of waverings, of musical moments that catch 
the furtive substance through myth, fantasy and magic. 

The theme ofEroica is simply the crisis when a group ofboys and girls 
pass, in fascination and pain, from childhood to adolescence, from inno
cence to a first sour awareness of reality. What fascinates the reader most 
is the fact that the whole situation is expressed through the state of mind, 
the virginal reactions, the vague and dreamlike awareness of those boys 
and girls, and mostly of the narrator, Paraskevas, a boy who is Politis per
haps in that age. As he writes in one of the intermezzos of the story: 

"All this is nothing but a series of childhood events. In other times, even 
in that time, we were present at events much more important. But when 
one stays awake at night, memory recalls cherished beings whose ab
sence brought the night. Nothing has settled yet. The ideas, even now, 
well up from the depth of the heart like presentiments and palpitations, 
although the ultimate was accomplished a long time ago. If the persons 
were less dear, the previous gift of forgetfulness would have freed us 
from well-deserved remorse. Great love helped us ward off the shame 
of our unfaithfulness. 

"It is, therefore, a cherished necessity to preserve what we once lived
even though we may have lived it only as spectators, and only inwardly 
took part in the action. It is very necessary, indeed, at this twelfth hour, to 
synchronize logic and sensibility. We have delayed. Someone said that in 
a way all is destined to be temporary, and he deemed it a great nonsense 
that we wished things to be otherwise."4 

The setting of the story is not specified. Politis writes: 

"Eroica is undoubtedly influenced by the internationalism of Smyrna, an 
internationalism that existed nowhere in Greece, at least in my time, not 
even in Corfu and undoubtedly not in Patras. This is why Eroica' s accep
tance and appreciation, especially by the young, the welcome of a book 
that spoke about a world completely unknown to them, greatly sur
prised me. I lived then in Patras, and this is why perhaps I borrowed 
some picturesque spots from my surroundings. But why should I specify 
them, since the land of Eroica was neither Smyrna nor Patras." 5 
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We are in a Greek town somewhat cosmopolitan and prosperous, with 
its magic rose-garden, a mixture of the real and the mythical, the fantastic
a world still unaffected by the miasma, ugliness and alienation of two world 
wars. In early summer many things happen to the souls of those young 
people. The events are comparatively few. The chronological order gives 
way to a contrapuntal interplay of fact and feeling, memory and dream, 
where nature and its mysteries enhance the meaning. 

The adults are secondary. They are a frame to adolescence and supply 
contrast and keys to its secrets. Aunt Phyllis, coquettish and middle-aged, 
understands and helps these young people. She, in fact, relives some belated 
thrills of youth with them. Uncle Plato is a man of the world; he has 
traveled abroad and lived his life. There is a mystery about his early days. 
Was he a diver once? And there is fascinating Uncle Andronikos, or rather 
his ghost. In an old picture, his face looks like that of a pirate. His story 
could not be told to the young. It seems that once he kidnapped a peasant 
girl and ran away with her in the snow. The bodies of the two lovers were 
found frozen in an embrace under a tree. He comes, in tense moments, in 
the shape of a diabolic red cat, to his nephew Alekos, advising and en
couraging him. 

The main action is among Loizos, Alekos, Monica and Paraskevas, the 
narrator. Loizos is the leader of boys who like to play fireman with a toy 
pump and put on, for its sake, real fires that frighten the neighborhood. He 
is the heroic, non-intellectual type, who wants challenge and peril and ac
tion, wants to know the unknown, longs for experience and has no patience 
with school and studies. He tries to escape the sad reality of his life. He lost 
his mother mysteriously and was left without affection. To quote the critic 
Alexis Diamandopoulos: 

"Loizos is the offspring oflove, the poem of passion who was flung into 
life by the only lightning of the heart of a mother who dared, in the small 
provincial town, to live the inebriation of the fulfillment of a dream, that 
dream which no soul felt it had the right to grasp, only so that she might, 
in a way,justify all the lost dreams of the world. He will pass before us as 
the lover of a splendid maternal memory."6 

His friend Andreas, the embodiment of perfect harmony, helps to 
safeguard Loizos' psychic balance, but Andreas dies of an infection caused 
by a spoiled serum administered by Dr. Papakokos. In his despair Loizos 
follows a travelling melodramatic actress dressed in black, whose face re
minds him of his mother, and he never returns. As elsewhere in Politis, 
the figures of the mother and the mistress merge into one. 

Monica, a girl of fifteen, daughter of the Italian consul, is secretly in 
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love with Loizos but she gets no response. She is the graceful embodiment 
of an early femininity, whose playful impact upon the hearts of some of 
those young boys stimulates most of the emotional action of the novel. She 
is, in a sense, the symbol of the ideal and the unattainable. 

Alekos, another boy, Loizos' friend and opposite, the idealistic dreamer, 
falls in love with her, but she finds him too pure and, therefore, unattractive. 
At the end of the novel, in the garden of dreams, and after he sets fire to the 
house of Dr. Papakokos, Alekos conquers Monica sexually in an act oflove 
and revenge, only to be shot dead immediately afterwards by Monica's 
strange brother, Gaetano, who in the darkness takes him for the red cat he 
has been hunting. 

Eroica, for what it achieved, had no precedent not only in Greek but 
also in Western literature. With it Politis introduced into modern Greek 
literature the theme of adolescence which became one of the most fruitful 
themes of the last thirty years. Compared to W ~stern masterpieces, like 
Alain Fournier's Grand Meaulnes,J oyce' s The Portrait of the Artist and Mann's 
Tanio Kroeger, which all dealt with adolescence, Eroica is unique in its tex
ture, its approach, its atmosphere and objectives. It is unique in producing, 
through an interplay of the conscious and the unconscious, the rise of a first 
awareness and its mystique. Through the experience oflove as a mystery, 
combined with the heroic drive, comes the first vague discovery of the pain
ful truths oflife. Eroica begins and ends within this framework. No part of 
it is argument or philosophic comment. The interplay of the said and the 
unsaid makes it different from Tanio Kroeger. Its depth makes it different 
from Le Grand Maeulnes. Profound realities are expressed with inimitable 
simplicity. Thoughtless actions, fears, fantasies, errors, misconduct, un
awareness corning to awareness-all make this novel the quintessential 
chronicle of an age, and perhaps, even more than that, ofhumanity. As I. 
M. Panayotopoulos remarked, 

"Upon a second or third reading, Eroica reveals what it really is: a thought
ful picture of the human condition, full of tender sensibility and lyrical 
moods, a piece of tragic life, which preserves to its last page its universal 
essence. The events and characters revolve round a central thought, that 
life is not expanse but intensity. Its most significant, most beautiful el
ement is heroism. One should play with life fully, take the plunge and 
not ask except for the one, supreme and dangerous satisfaction." 7 

In a certain respect, most of the characters become symbols, without 
losing their individuality. What thrills the reader most is that Politis could 
so genuinely relive through memory that age, and yet admit with it the 



Kosmas Politis: The Quest for Love 15 

universal value of that experience which only the exceptionally sensitive 
adult can perceive. 

It is not surprising that the Second World War years contributed much 
to Politis' highly-deserved popularity and immensely increased the number 
ofhis readers and devotees. During those grim days of fear and agony, the 
younger people especially found in Politis an escape from a despised reality. 
(I remember that in 1944, when we sailed to liberated Greece with the 
allied fleets, I found myself in the midst of misery and starvation, of pale 
and emaciated faces in the dark and dirty streets of Piraeus and Athens. 
Then my eye caught in the dusty windows of the bookshops the Lemon Tree 
Grove andEroica printed on cheap, yellowed paper. That was my first touch 
with Politis; his books, those yellowed pages, were my first postwar literary 
acquisitions.) During the German occupation, in 1943, another book ofhis 
appeared, The Three Women, a trilogy, "Marina," 'julia," and "Madame 
Eleonora," which reappeared later in his 1959 larger volume, Plum Tree 
Girl with four additional novelettes, "The Plum Tree Girl," "The Stream," 
"The First Resurrection" and "A Double One." The titles imply that a 
female figure is the focal point. It varies greatly from one story to another. 
The gallery is enriched by ladies real, imaginary, nearby or remote, in the 
foreground or looming in the background, ladies guessed, dreamed of, or 
mere names, ideas or ghosts. Most of them are symbols, precious new acqui
sitions getting into new patterns in the variations of love, childhood, 
adolescence, and the ideal. 

In his next work, a novel, Ghyri, 1945, the haunting quest for the ideal 
takes another turn. On a superficial level, the reader notices striking the
matic similarities between Ghyri and Lemon Tree Grove. Politis chose to 
handle again his old theme of the erotic and unsatisfied young man. Major 
differences make Ghyri a thoroughly new achievement. One of the supreme 
virtues of Lemon Tree Grove was its idyllic simplicity. Ghyri is highly
orchestrated and complex. The earlier novel chose lovely Poros as its locale. 
This novel occurs in a poor district near Patras after the First World War 
or the catastrophe of Asia Minor. Social circumstances and social variety 
have a growing role in Politis' development. Ghyri pictures a poor neigh
borhood typical of Greek provincial towns, especially after the wars, with 
their closed horizons, lack of diversion, misery, frustrated dreams, petty 
envies and hatreds, family dramas, and the desperate thirst for gossip, for 
events, for scandals, for change. It is a world of people who strive for a 
meagre living, the world of the small shop-owner, the pedlar, the tavern 
keeper, the fisherman, the laborer, the seamstress, the petty official, the old 
scholar on low pension, the typical town-fool and lots of others. The nos-
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talgic memory, in some of them, ofbetter days shows them as having come 
from elsewhere or having declined from a better state to put up willy-nilly 
with a transitory, dying world. 

In this novel Politis moved closer to realism. People and circumstances 
are more sharply delineated. Reality overcomes dream without mercy. 
Ugliness, a new element in this novel, prevails, without the light ofbeauty, 
dream or fantasy whereby he always softened the sharp turns. 

Philippos, in Ghyri, is the victim of both his temperament and his cir
cumstance. He is the misplaced idealist. His intellect defeats his heart, his 
dream condemns his reality, and he remains uncommitted in his emotional 
loneliness. Liana, his once-upon-a-time sweetheart is idolized through dis
tance as she haunts and poisons his relation with Taea, a provincial dancer 
who satisfies his body but does not appeal to his feelings. A promise of 
escape is in Katy, a provincial middle-class girl, idealistic and somewhat 
intellectual. She plans to study philology at the university. She is balanced 
and sensitive but bound, as Virgo was, by middle-class conventions. She 
could be an escape for him if he could commit himself emotionally and 
permanently to her. But he cannot, and so loneliness closes upon him again. 

Politis' art creates a number of other memorable characters in Ghyri: 
Gerolymos, the tavern keeper who once had a great life with dancing girls 
elsewhere, and who, it seems, had once committed a murder. He is now the 
husband of Madame Victoria, the chief gossip of the neighborhood who 
pushes married but disappointed Thalia into adultery. Savas, Thalia's little 
son, commits suicide by stretching himself on the railroad track. And there 
is Kalantzopoulos, the crew-cut orphan boy to whom Savas speaks always 
behind the iron enclosure of the orphanage. 

The panoramic view of a time, a place and its people was to become 
even more significant in Politis' latest novel, At Hadzifrangos', 1963, twenty 
years after Ghyri. In it, as the critic Savides has stated, "Politis integrates, in 
a historical perspective, his dearest world, 'the poetry of my life,' which he 
first revealed in Eroica, and the liberal socially-conscious technique he first 
achieved in Ghyri. "8 Much of the early musical lyricism yields substantially 
to a powerfully realistic prose. At Hadzifrangos' has no central hero, unless 
pre-catastrophe Smyrna is the one, particularly its popular, working-class 
quarter, the Hadzifrangos neighborhood in a careless and peaceful year of 
prosperity at the turn of the century. The work is an imaginative chronicle 
as well as the requiem of a world that once was happy and did not suspect 
the sudden end which came in September, 1922. 

As witness and participant, the author relives the days ofhis childhood 
and sets into motion a wide range of characters and types, most of them 
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affectionately delineated as their destinies unfold. Like a basso continuo, an 
undertone of deep nostalgia, ranging from affection to bitterness, sustains 
the novel and gives it a solemn tone. In the chapter, "Parodos," somewhat 
outside the progress of events, a gardener, in Athens, forty years after the 
catastrophe, like a one-voice chorus, a Coryphaeus, recounts his memories, 
passing from the image of the kites happily soaring in the skies, symbolic 
of that early and uplifting happiness and carelessness, to the image of the 
destructive fire. 

The episodes have a remarkable dramatic individuality in the pan
orama. The author's favorite age, childhood and adolescence, is again in 
the foreground. The chronicle begins with an international rowing race 
where the Greek boat comes first through the skillful steering ofPandelis, 
a shy seventeen-year-old, the apprentice of the tinsmith, who constantly 
dreams of inventing an acetyline lamp. He eventually feels some peculiar 
attraction towards Siora Fiora, the wife ofSior Zacharias Simonas, a Greek 
Jew from Corfu whose ancestors settled in Greece 2000 years ago, before 
even the destruction ofJerusalem. She is the substance of Oriental, mature 
femininity whom Pandelis would wish to be his mother. Fiora and Zach
arias have an attractive daughter, Perla, sixteen, who cannot inspire the shy 
boy with the security he lacks and the motherly warmth that his disturbed 
conscience needs. In a tempestuous night of persecution, fear and panic, 
Pandelis and Siora Fiora find themselves unconsciously in each other's arms, 
in an erotic embrace, Pandelis' first sexual experience where he is a fright
ened creature, a son and a lover. Remarkable is the way in which Politis 
builds the complex, furtive circumstances. 

Zacharias Simonas, on the other hand, is an exquisite player of an 
Oriental string instrument, an uth, which he plays as he sings the psalms of 
David. Attracted by his talent, Papa-Nicholas, the chief Greek priest of the 
neighborhood, becomes Zacharias' clandestine friend and night visitor, at 
hours when he will not be noticed by his fellow Christians. As a student, 
he himself played the mandoline and was a tenor baritonale. He is typical 
of Politis' favorite churchmen, reminiscent of those of Kazantzakis as in 
the Greek Passion. They are the non-dogmatic, non-institutionalized cler
gymen, free-thinkers who preach the real gospel of love and understanding 
beyond dogmas. They do not have infallible, ready-made, dogmatic an
swers but have instead their human doubts, their sceptical moments. They 
have their better rational Greekness as against mystical Byzantinism. 

The largest part of At Hadzifrangos' covers the tragic story of two school 
boys, Stavrakis and Aristos, who are entirely different and, therefore, 
friends. They quarrel. In an angry, impulsive moment, Stavrakis drowns 
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his friend, then desperately refuses to believe that he has killed him. As in 
Eroica, here, too, crime and death are unbelievable to the youthful mind as 
it passes painfully and abruptly from innocence to experience. The dra
matic power of the episode is superbly handled. We do not know whom 
to pity and whom to condemn, the drowned boy or his friend who drowned 
him. Each is a victim of an inscrutable fate, the Moira of ancient tragedy, 
the dark channels through which causality works. Aristos is another idealist 
and dreamer in quest of an ideal which he finally meets through death. 
But again, as almost always, the ugliness of reality is mitigated by the beauty 
of dream. 

Politis states that he never fore-planned any of his works. His prose 
always has a natural flow. His stories seem to spring naturally from silence 
and contemplation. The facts and emotions precede; the ideas are their 
quintessence. An exception perhaps is his only play, Constantine the Great, 
1957, where the ideas seem to have come first. Borrowing from historical 
sources, Gibbon and others, Politis dramatizes Constantine's life to show 
the realistic truth behind the legend that turned the emperor into a saint, 
and to show Constantine as a practical and selfish schemer, an ambitious 
maneuverer, a climber and a bluffer, motivated by base and selfish ambi
tions, from whose life crimes were not absent. Excellent language, brilliant 
humor, dramatic power of scene and character, the subtle comic element 
behind the big words and actions thought-to-be-great are some high virtues 
of this play. It reveals to us another Politis, the Politis of scepticism, wit, 
humor, and irony that reaches sarcasm. It is delightful reading. One might 
wonder, however, about this play as a strictly dramatic work when it 
departs so much from dramatic convention in its unusual length and struc
ture. The parts tend to be superior to the whole. For he included much more 
than unity of action would allow. 

Politis finally remains a master of prose, and as with most masters, he 
has one major theme with splendid variations from his first to his latest 
work. This theme is the quest for the ideal, especially oflove, the longing 
to transcend reality through dream and imagination, through the memory 
of childhood innocence, through the furtive recovery of a lost world. This 
quest for love and beauty in womanhood, in nature, in life, makes Politis' 
work a superb hymn to beauty which puts him among the most gifted 
worshippers of the White Goddess. In the midst of our modern denials, our 
despair in finding roots, our obstinate, almost masochistic refusal to accept 
the possibility for any transcendence, Politis affirms, not unrealistically or 
metaphysically, the worth of the effort. It depends on our emotional and 
imaginative capacity, as it draws its strength from precious and affectionate 
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memory, to turn the trivial into the ideal, reality into dream, and this is 
what makes our lives worth living. Reality is to be transcended if it is to be 
endured. Monica, the young heroine, says at one moment, "Only the 
stupid people see things as they are without beautifying them with some
thing of their own. Only the wicked ones do not love the fairy tales."9 

His favorite heroes, children or adults, are highly sensitive dreamers, 
in love with their dream world, incapable of putting up with reality, des
perately refusing to make concessions. The pursuit of the ideal heightens 
and enriches life, but the idealist is finally destined to perish because the 
union with the ideal is, by its nature, impossible within the framework of 
reality. The ideal is unconquerable. Pavlos Apostolou kills himself, Pavlos 
Kalanis departs into the unknown, Alekos is shot dead, Aristos is drowned. 
These are variations of the defeat. The ideal, in its protean variety, as a pure 
young girl, or a lady behind a half-closed window, or a young woman's 
corpse floating on the beach-mostly embodiments of the eternal female 
which make the quest an erotic one-challenge and inspire an almost 
Kierkegaardian existential leap into the unknown for an impossible or, at 
the most, a furtive union. Significantly, in some instances, the erotic sum
mation, the peak of eudaimonia coincides with or is immediately followed 
by death. 

Is this death a gain or a loss? The association of eros with thanatos that 
often occurs in Politis may be considered a form ofPlatonism. As Professor 
Voegelin puts it, 

"Death and Love are intimately related as orienting sources in the soul of 
Socrates. In the Phaedo philosophy is the practice of dying; in the Sym
posion and Phaedrus it is the eroticism of the soul for the idea which creates 
a life towards death; and his Eros is powerful because existence in the 
expectation of catharsis through death gives the proper distance to the 
incidents of earthly life." Io 

We must proceed carefully at this point. Is Politis a Platonist? We can 
surmise his displeasure in seeing us approach his work theoretically or philo
sophically. He has been the poet who does not intend philosophic messages 
or abstractions. But was not Plato a poet, too, to the last? It is not difficult 
to find passages in Politis, especially in his Eroica, that bear the Platonic mark. 
Uncle Andronikos tells his nephew Alekos, 

"After all, each being, no matter who, at first resembles a quick random 
and entangled sketch. The idea of course exists, but only later will it take 
on the rhythm that substantiates it. Then, during our childhood, each 
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SYNOPSIS 

The following are selections from the last two chapters ofEroica. Much 
distress comes to a happy, middle-class group of schoolboys upon the death 
of Andreas, a death suspected to have been caused by a spoiled tetanus in
jection administered by Dr. Papakokos, the father ofPierrot. The death of 
Andreas deprived Loizos, the leader of the group, of his best friend and his 
last and only object of affection. In his early childhood, Loizos had lost his 
mother. She, the story suggests, dared to choose love instead of marital 
fidelity. The love of Monica, the young, exotic beauty, does not interest 
Loizos. At a group excursion, he suddenly runs away with an itinerant ac
tress, who resembles his mother. Alekos, another boy, in a state of confused 
loyalties, loving Monica, but admiring and envying Loizos, goes to fmd 
him. 

Paraskevas, the narrator, is perhaps Politis himsel£ 
Gaetano is Monica's brother. 
Uncle Andronikos, an apparition who possibly represents the devil, 

or an evil part of Alekos' essentially idealistic nature, involves him in an 
interior dialogue with himsel£ 

CHAPTER VIII 

WHEN ALEKOS returned to school, on the third day after the excur
sion, he wasn't asked to bring a note from his parents to explain his absence. 
The recent events had become known by then, although somewhat dis
torted and exaggerated. 

At home he spoke frankly. He had gone to bring back Loizos. It was his 
duty to stop him from further nonsense. Were they not friends? That the 
grownups did not understand such a simple thing, he regarded as cowardli
ness. It would have been another matter ifhe had not revealed to them the 
motive that had prompted him to race behind Loizos on the road to Tetra
polis. For two days they urged him to confess. How could grownups under
stand that his altruism was necessary? We lost respect for all of them, for all 
except Aunt Phyllis. She did not say a word. She had guessed everything, 
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as only women who are in love can. But we had not listened to her when 
she discouraged us from going to the forest. If we had, this story would have 
ended differently. 

Meanwhile, the old schoolmistress showed up at Alekos' house to learn 
the news, and there she said, among other things, that Loizos had not been 
at school since the day of the Fair. She spoke with great dignity, dry and 
erect. But Aunt Kleoni reproached her: she had almost lost her son with the 
nonsense ofLoizos. She hopes, may God forgive her, that the world is now 
free of his troublemaking. Mrs. Basket broke into tears, "Oh, Madame, 
please don't say it!" Thus, half in English, half in Greek, she was relieved of 
her anguish. She was gravely concerned about the fate of the boy. Lately he 
had been extremely uneasy, even before he had learned about his unfortu
nate mother. She repeated the same words that Loizos had said to us. But 
when we had urged him to agree that all of us should discuss the matter of 
Mr. Papakokos, he had snapped, "Leave me alone. Better go and keep the 
girls company." 

Someone murmured, "Of course. Now he prefers Mr. Klimis' com
pany. Pooh!" Our great doubt still persisted, our disappointment over the 
abandonment. 

Did we ever wonder what was eating Loizos up inside? The world had 
not yet crystalized in our minds. We sensed an immense despair taking root 
in his heart. Yes, since that day, when a cold breath had iced our necks as 
though someone had thrown snow down our backs. It seemed that that 
event in the life of Andreas, the loss of the idea of immortality, had made 
Loizos feel already the undermining work of fate that respects nothing. And 
he was an upshooting boy who had all the forces oflife fermenting within 
him. 

Now he went about cowering, this mad, leaping clown who previously 
would have torn himself apart to enjoy life. Now Kleovoulos, always eager 
to be the leader, found his opportunity to make fun ofLoizos, telling him 
that from monk he was again metamorphosed into a disciple of Satan. It was 
a double allusion. The true reason for the sudden devoutness ofLoizos we 
overheard from the old women in the coffee shop ofDeukaleia. And so far 
as his new friendship with Mr. Klimis was concerned-we had suspected it 
and it pained us-we laughed over what Kleovoulos said. In time we, too, 
became aware that purity was not becoming in the midst of so much de
spair. How could Loizos bear such a great pain? We should not have ruled 
out that it was enough for him now to live a life of sin, completely devoid 
of beauty. 
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During the excursion he regained some tranquility in Monica's com
pany. Her beauty gleamed so luminously that morning that it made us all 
imagine an idyllic life, where each of us would bring her some precious, 
hidden treasure. The afternoon came; the sunbeams hung red-gold from 
the pine needles like flaming plumage, warming the fragrances of the 
forest. Was it all this that brought back the excitement and made Loizos 
seem possessed? We were not aware of anything else until the moment he 
left for the mountains, except that he asked some peasant about the actress. 

The calm that reigned in him throughout the morning might have 
come above all from Aunt Phyllis. So peaceful, so deep were her eyes. They 
reflected the bliss ofheaven. For us, the children in the family, her eyes had 
illuminated like the first light of dawn this journey that we were beginning 
down here. 

The two of them were meeting for the first time. Perhaps Loizos found 
hope in the gentle glance of Aunt Phyllis, as in the embrace of a sister of 
compassion; perhaps he even discovered the path that led to her distant 
golden dream. But such improbable paradises could not contain the living 
ideal ofLoizos, the mortal ideal. Uncle Plato, when he heard all that had 
happened, shook his head and said that the ancient gods still live-even as 
the great king Alexander still lives. On the hill Monica sighed as she saw 
Loizos standing beside the two columns. We were still seeking the greater 
harmony, the rule, as it was revealed for a moment up there. 

Until the moment we entered the forest, Monica and Loizos were in
separable, almost for the entire distance. We noticed it, of course. We 
thought, how can it be that Loizos can change so much! When Monica 
spoke to him about the songs of the village girl, we thought that they had 
already expressed themselves. Revelation. Alekos grew moody. At intervals 
we threw rocks at him to make him angry. Later, in moonlight, we forgot 
everything until the moment the farmer brought the news and Monica 
broke into a Cassandra-like delirium in front of the dead tomcat. What 
self-love! The girls, Peleia and Eleni, had signaled to one another. They did 
not know yet the refinements of verbal characterization. 

Many of the grownups talked about Monica during those days, and 
even more so later, when all had ended, and she left our town with her 
family. 

Many judged her without bias, but none with love. How could they 
understand and render her hidden magic? Certain natures become more and 
more transparent as we climb the ladder ofintuition and escape the reality 
of facts. A special emotion brimmed from the manner in which she under
stood life. But so many years have passed-and so many people with them 
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-that it is not certain whether these observations can be validly linked with 
those events. After all, each being, no matter who, at first resembles a quick, 
rough sketch. The idea, of course, exists, but only later does it take on the 
rhythm that substantiates it. Then, during our childhood, each one's nature 
was contained in the seed that he had brought along from pre-existence as 
he shot forth into this life. The seed was still swelling, unformed. One day 
it would burst in the sun according to the weather and other conditions. 

It is possible that there was someone who did not only love the grace of 
Monica's neck, her bronze hair, or the golden gleam ofher eyes in their own 
shadows, but who also worshipped even the haunting thoughtfulness that 
transformed her face, who understood her dreamy moods, the wandering 
pilgrim in the depths ofher glance, what it means to love everything in life 
without any assurance of gain, with a smile on the lips, knowing that at the 
end of each game you may be empty-handed. Once, our friends at the 
American School explained to us the notion of fair play. 

Thought again contorted the face of Monica the next morning when 
from the mole ofDeukaleia she watched a fishing boat disappear over the 
horizon. What could we have thought? The previous night seemed like a 
fairy tale of which both Alekos and Loizos were the heroes. 

When I went on walks with Alekos, or on the way home from school, 
he would talk to me, full of emotion, about the future as something simple 
and exquisite. "I'll climb high," he would say. 

"What do you mean by that?" 
"Fate is expecting me there." 
"On top of a rock wall?" I would say, half joking. He always retained 

his secret admiration for Loizos. 
'just a moment, I'll tell you who he reminds me of. A great ... ," he 

would often say. But he could never think of a name. 
From the day he met Monica with little Papakokos, he began bringing 

up those matters that had concerned us passionately ten days or so earlier. 
But it was only to occupy his mind. And what ifPolyxene could prove more 
clever. We often met her in the narrow street of the Institute, or as we 
passed the square. 

"Mr. Alekos! Was Miss Berenice looking for me? Mr. Alekos! Was it 
you who passed by the store?" 

When would Alekos burst out? Now he was involved with metem
psychosis and telepathy and similar matters that the grownups were discuss
ing those days. Orte day he said, "Isn't it strange to you to have something 
inside you that nudges you to take a certain road against your will, a road 
that you have no business to be on?" 
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"Because you are afraid to pronounce her name. You think I don't 

know that you think of her? But you are sly and a hypocrite. Tell me 

clearly, do you love her?" 
"Speak for yoursel£ And instead of complaining about me, go and 

measure yourself against Loizos." 
He pretended not to understand my last remark. He only murmured, 

"True. One doesn't dare admit it, even to himself." 

What should he do? Climb on the roof and cry out, "I love her! I love 

her! !love her!" 
Strange loves disturbed our sleep-cat cries on the roof, lovers serenad

ing with violins or shattering the night with pistol shots. Our ears rang with 

the tambourines of that little street, and in addition some unsatisfied, half

aborted loves of our own constantly woke us. They left us helpless and 

humiliated upon our innocent guilt-spawning sheets. For this reason we 

were advised to sleep on our right sides. 
The first time we saw Alekos after the excursion was on the day he 

came back to the high school. We hid and waited for him when school was 

out at noon, but he slipped away in the crowd. In the afternoon, after the 

last class, both of us were held after school for disorderly behavior. Neither 

of us was guilty of anything. After all, Alekos was not in the mood for any

thing like that. The other boys had implicated us in some escapade and then 

had got away. 
I waited for him to speak first. Outside, the street was getting dark. The 

shadows under the arches were a dirty grey turning to brown. The dusk 

was brown that day, even the dust that the wind raised. 
He took me by the ann and led me to the opposite sidewalk that had 

no arches. 
"Here it's more open," he told me. "Those arches are choking me right 

here." He struck his chest with his fist. He held me by the arm until we 

arrived at the corner where we usually parted. 
"Paraskevas, come home with me," he said. 
"It's late; they'll scold me. You can tell me everything tomorrow," I 

answered. 
"What?" he snapped. "You know something?" Alekos held me 

tighter. "I don't go home alone at night." 
We stood huddled, holding our hats so that the wind would not blow 
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them of£ Crazy March was at his tricks again. Over our heads a sign 
scratched the wall. The screeching pierced us to the bone, made us shiver. 

"Paraskevas, do you believe in ghosts?" 
"Nonsense." 
"I saw Uncle Andronikos." 
"Where, by God?" I grabbed him by the shoulders, looking around me. 
"That night in Deukaleia." 
Then he told everything that had happened. He showed me the band

aid stuck on his knee. 
On Thursday afternoon I related everything Alekos had told me to 

Monica. She was walking on Aloe Street, not looking anywhere. For a 
moment she lifted her hand and ran her fingers through her hair. How can 
I confuse in my memory the fingers of Monica with those of Benjamin? 
There were moments when they moved slowly with no obvious purpose, 
as though a separate thought moved them, a thought not belonging to 
Monica. At times they moved awkwardly. Benjamin's hands had a similar 
spasm when he dropped them on the desk, especially on rainy days, or even 
when it was only cloudy. Once he told us that he felt vibrations as though 
stalactites were palpitating in space, a huge, suspended meteor like the 
Aurora Borealis, innumerable crystaline tubes of an organ, but not like the 
one at Santa Gloria, the Catholic Church, heavenly, immense, uncontain
able by the mind of man. Later, these words ofhis were translated into more 
tangible terms. 

Did Monica ever know the meaning ofher hands? Celina, the old nurse, 
not only interpreted dreams but could also read the stars. "God placed all 
the good signs in the sky," she would say, "to tell of Him, but here on earth 
He placed only a luminous hand to reveal his glory." She said this once and 
pointed at Monica, who at that moment stood on her tiptoes at the post of 
the pergola, trying to gather jasmine, her hand slowly passing over the 
leaves, her fingers mingling with the little flowers. Perhaps it was the light 
of the hour, or only the reflection ofher glittering hair-her hand gave out 
a glow, a silver phosphorescence. "Like the Virgin's hand on the icon," 
Celina added, "and that is in the sky, my child; they call it Poulia." 

"What are you talking about, Donna Celina? Poulia is the Pleiades, the 
daughters of Atlas, the seven virgins that Zeus transformed." 

Alekos was lost, watching the fingers of Monica. He whispered, "Just 
like Poulia trembling amid the myriads of stars." 

The old woman spat in exasperation, "Ptew, ptew! The Virgin is one, 
may her grace bless you. Gratia Dei. I am not a heretic." She crossed herself, 
bringing her fingers to her chest, first to the left and then to the right. 
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"Where did you learn all this about the seven virgins, Paraskevas ?" 

Monica asked. 
"I told you before, in the little garden by our house." 
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"What's the matter with them? Another wagon load in the middle of 

the night?" 
"Midnight!" Alekos shuddered. 
"Nine-thirty," the voice from within answered him. Then: "Who is 

it? More actors?" 
The servant lifted the lantern in front of Alekos' face. 
"He looks like the ones who came earlier-a boy." 
So they were informed that the actors had stopped there to water their 

horses. 
"Was a boy with them?" 
"The one who danced?" 
"How do you know him?" 
"I was in the forest mysel£ They went to sleep at the Inn. Good night." 

As she was bolting the door, she hummed, "He who has two lovers, may 
he receive forty bullets." 

They started out a second time in the wagon. 
"Lie down behind me, like a good boy," the peasant said, pointing to a 

blanket. "That's the way. Lie down and get a little sleep. Off we go. To 

Platamone Inn!" 
He questioned Alekos tactfully-where had he come from, where he 

was going, what he was looking for at the Inn? Did he have a father, 

brothers? Alekos answered carefully. He was afraid the coachman would 

turn back. And besides, his mind was wandering elsewhere, to Monica, 

who tonight, at that moment, would certainly lie awake. And if she hap

pened to close her eyes for a moment, who knows what dream would keep 

disturbing her sleep. There, near him, lying beside him, he would have 

protected her with his own dreams from all anxieties that tyrannize un

knowing children. And he would have shown her the dome of angels, the silver 
peak high in the moonlight-there they are going, he and Monica, the moment has 

come, he will touch only her hand, like this, as it happens in heaven, or, like the 

archangels, with a white flower. 
He is awake; he counts the field-watchers' shacks: two, three ,Jour, another 

one beyond. The little girl emerges from the olive-press shop wearing silver. She is 

not even limping any more. Pain is gone. The light flutters with soft, unending 

wingings, the moment has come when every disease and every affliction is healed. 

The moment of eternity has come. He crouched near the coachman. Coolness 
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The peasant stroked his mustache again; "Lie down, good child." 
"Why are you going to the right? There is no path there." 
"G"dd I" 1 ap. 
"Let go of my hand ! I'll shout ! What is this out here?" 
Some shadows appeared at the door of the cottage. 
"Who is there?" 
"Where are we?" 
"Platamone Inn." 

31 

One leap and he was on the ground. He lost his balance and fell. "I 
wasn't hurt," he said to those who ran to lift him up. 

The wagon went on. Blood dripped from the knee of Alekos, silver
powdered like the black sore next to the tomcat's ear. Limping, half
smiling, he entered the Inn. 

There were several people inside, mostly men and two or three women. 
Under the petrol lamp they were playing cards. Others were stretched on 
low benches all around. 

"Are you the ... the actors?" he asked. 
"The boy hurt his knee. Who has a dean handkerchief?" 
"Where is Loizos? I'm looking for Loizos," Alekos cried. 
"Come here, my child," a woman said. 
"Loizos !" There was commotion behind a screen. A door opened. 
"Loizos ! " 
"You betrayed me, Alekos." 
"I? Betray you?" 
They exchanged angry words. Alekos explained: they had to talk; they 

had to be alone. Loizos led him inside the room. There they talked some 
more, but everything was in vain, reasoning and pleading. Useless. What 
will happen, what will happen? " 'It's all over,' he says, 'all over.'" She was 
crazy, the Fair is over. What will happen now? "Tell me, Loizos, what will 
happen?" 

Loizos was listening, his glance cold as steel. "You are wasting your 
breath. Go to bed, go to bed." 

At the end, when Alekos was shaken and began to cry, "And what 
about the rest of us, your friends?" only then did Loizos turn his head the 
other way. "Quiet!" he said. 

Alekos talked again about Monica, "My God, her little face was-have 
you no pity for her?" 

Loizos accented his syllables one by one, "!-don't-want-to-feel
pain-a-gain. Do you understand? I don't want to." 

"So you will become an actor!" 
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Alekos looked about the room. There was washing piled in a basin. 
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his face with his two hands, kissed him at the corner of his lips, and ran 
toward the fields, limping. 

Space extended horizontally. When it touched the end of the horizon, 
it curved in both directions. Everything around was silver, somewhat 
widened now, a bit swollen under the mid-sky moon. 

No matter how far he walked, he would always fmd himself in the 
center of a silver disk. No matter ifhe went right or left, forward or back, 
he would come out someplace, always in the center of the great silver circle. 
Something like eternity. Here and there something glittered, jutting into 
the fields, one after the other, like the silvery sugar-beads on the wheat tray 
for the dead. Alekos flexed his joint two or three times. The knee did not 
hurt him, just a slight numbness. It did not matter. What if Andreas' wound 
had got infected, what then? Mr. Vogaris always told them that at every 
moment we stand at the center of eternity. 

He walked for an hour, perhaps two, possibly even three. The moon 
did not budge away from the little cloud. It must have just come out of the 
fire, cast into some precious stone. 

Beyond him rose a green-silvery line in waves. He imagined that it was 
the sea, the end of wandering. What must his folks have said when the 
children brought them the news that he went away after Loizos? And what 
if they learned something much more serious? Who knows what they may 
learn someday? He walked on. Thalatta! Thalatta!- the sea ! The sea ! Two 
steps beyond, the pine forest soared. Deukaleia must be behind it, unless 
the yacht, The Lukille, had departed. 

His knee was heavy. Over his head, all around, the huge pines were 
stretching into the sky. Beyond the sky he imagined an immense fluid space, 
opaline and clear like the sky. 

He stopped at the foot of a pine tree. It was tall, sturdy, its branches 
stretching past the tops of the other trees, below it a thick layer of dark red 
needles. Alekos rested his back on the sun-scorched bark of the tree. The 
leaves of a bush rose to his face, motionless in the velvety mist. What calm! 
What silence! The slightest movement would make the luminous surface 
resound in the distance, across the air, like a liquid whisper. 

He let his body slide on the bark and sat on the ground, his hands 
stretched on the pine needles, his eyes half-closed; a shiver passed across his 
face. Fragrances settled on his lips. A plant-like tranquility relaxed his being. 
What perfect abandonment here! 

He was not asleep. Nothing stirred. Not the slightest voice. The earth 
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its magical chambers. Suddenly a noise rolled from branch to branch. 
Beside Alekos' hand a pine cone fell. 

He started. On one of the topmost branches a red tail swayed slowly, plumed 
like the ftathers that Berenice wears on her hat. Two eyes shone in the foliage. 
Slowly a beak appeared, then the beard, a faded mask resting on the branch, with a 
broad hat on top,fringed with the red tail. The lips half opened, bluish. 

"You, joker! This is not carnival time!'' 
"Ha hal" 
"You thought I wouldn't recognize you like that, masquerading like a tomcat. 

You are my Uncle Andronikos." 
"Ha hal How can I be the uncle of such a nephew?" 
"My God! How you miaou, uncle!" 
"Good beginningfrom the Inn!" 
"Uncle, tell me, how did they find you that morning." 
He shook with laughter in the tree." You heard about it. Ha ha ha hal Don't 

be ashamed! Ach! I would give plenty to die again in the same way. Except that it 
was freezing that night! Brrrrrr." 

"Stop it! Don't tell me about that!" 
"Ah, don't be afraid. You meet similar circumstances? And such an end? 

What a question! Melancholy is going to consume you, nephew. Gnawing 
thoughts. Something is sucking your life, drop by drop." 

"But Uncle, life must have some meaning, some justification. And the justifica
tion of life is the pleasure we find in pure form." 

Uncle Andronikos started applauding. He applauded madly but Alekos could 
not hear the sound of the clapping because the apparition was wearing gloves, 
gauntlets up to the elbows. 

"Excellent. Eh! How perfectly you memorize! I know, I know. I, too, read 
strange books in my youth. Mr. Vogaris taught you all this?" 

"Yes, at school. In the street he speaks differently." 
"Only words. 'Do you remember the blond lady, yes! with the parasol?' Ha-

ha-ha!" 
"Uncle, don't laugh! Your tail is shaking." 
"A satisfied self-denial, then! Ha-ha-ha-ha!" 
"I'm miserable, Uncle, Don't laugh!" 
"One must live intensely! That's happiness!" 
"You are talking like the actor who was reciting at the Inn." 
"Everything else is worthless! Less than nothing!" 
"Uncle, tell me. How?" 
"There, look at that star that broke loose and is hurtling blindly to destruction." 
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"I can't see. It's the branches." 
"Is the object of all your worshipping worth it, my sweet nephew?" 
"Actor!" 
"Wonderful, wonderful! I get it. Absence is more real than presence. One day 

it will become pure reality." 
He leaped to the lowest branch and from there, leaning down so that no one else 

could hear him, from about ten feet up, he asked confidentially, "Between us. You 

are more interested in the idea, esthetic nourishment let us say." 
"Enough! Say no more!" 
He sat up and shook his head gravely. "You have become old, my nephew. 

Old! A mania of old age. You have abandoned life!" 
"I'm still young. I have time to live." 
"And the moment of passion? Passion, my friend? Desire will later lose its 

ability to transform glass into beautiful stone. It will all be worthless, sir!" 
"Devil! Charlatan! You shattered my dreams!" 
"Kokorikoo! Cock! Kokorikoo! Kokorikoo!" 
"Go away," Alekos cried. 
He went off, rattling his huge sword from branch to branch, sounding like 

falling pine cones. His cape spread inside out; the liningfell in pale-rose folds over 
the dark foliage. 
(Alekos had related it confusedly, either because he was too upset or, as 

happens in such circumstances, the other had made him swear that he would 

not reveal the truth.) 
A gang of all-night revelers came to fetch Alekos at dawn. 

Monica and I had walked up to the Upper Orchards. Before we reached 

the ruins of the Muslim Holy School, I finished telling her Alekos' story, 

all that she should know. She was thoughtful and silent. 
I stopped at the door. 
"Are we there?" 
"Where are you coming from, Monica?" 
"Paraskevas, be serious. Isn't it natural for my mind to wander? I am a 

stranger here-not even three months." 
"Why do you say this? That you are a stranger? All of us, didn't 

?" we .... 
"Dear Paraskevas, don't be offended. I meant to say, not only here, but 

everywhere. I am a stranger." 
The sparrows were jabbing their little beaks into the ground. Over the 

town, a strip of red smoke engraved the clear sky. In the distance, toward 



Kosmas Politis: Eroica 37 

Deuk:aleia, the summit of Nakreia was turning to rose. Window panes 
glittered here and there like wells of light. Monica and I watched the 
miracles. The light of day was diminishing imperceptibly. The air had a 
special sweetness. 

Monica started. The sky was torn by the siren of the factory that echoed 
inside our ears, and we felt the shrillness on our faces. The sparrows flew to 
the branches of the wisteria. 

"Now you are going home. There atleast, you will not feel a stranger," 
I said. 

"Are you still angry with me? Oh, you think here, too. It's more hers. 
Yes, Viva's. Daddy constantly sniffs around, right and left. He says that 
something ofher is still around. Ach, how I would love to get out ofhere !" 

"To travel?" 
"To get away. The pictures of the walls are peeling." 
"And those at the kiosk, in our secret garden?" 
"Alas ! Frere Inias made them wither with his stick." I held her hands. 

How? Why? Why? 
"You see, in order to save this one. The water in the park was diminish

ing. Paraskevas, you who know mythology so perfectly, what was Gany
mede? There is a fresco in the hall. Underneath, it's written." 

"That I never learned," I said to her. "There is no such thing in the 
garden of our house." 

She turned around and looked toward the street. "Where did he fall?" 
"On the other side of the ditch." 
"Ah. How did it happen?" she asked without looking at me. 
I spoke to her about poor Andreas. I described him as faithfully as I 

could. She was shaking her head. "I understand. You didn't tell me!" she 
snapped suddenly, "Did Alekos get hurt badly?" 

She said not a word about Loizos. 
"Monica. I ask as a friend ... do you know?" 
"Yes, my little Paraskevas." 
"Monica, whom do you love?" 
Her body shook. 
"No, don't say it! Monica, don't say it! I am an animal, I know." 
She gave me her hand, and standing there, half turned to enter the 

garden; she smiled whimsically and said, "The more one loves, if one loves 
deeply, the more one questions himsel£ Isn't it so?" 

Old Celina came to the doorway. "My child, are you here? Pierre has 
been waiting for you for an hour. I'll go and call him?" 
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"Don't call him, I'm coming. Tell him I'm coming." 
She stood for a moment as she was crossing the threshold. 
"Monica," I called softly. 
Her ears turned red. 
"What is it to you? At least I have no such difficulties or questions with 

Pierre." She went inside. 
The wisterias radiated the day's warmth. Not a breath. The smoke was 

still suspended in the air, greyer now, stretching placidly across the sky. 
And the sea swelled gloomily, like a sigh, like a heartbeat. 

Nothing else. The life of a child did not contain anything else now. 
"No, Monica, it's not that way always when one loves." 

CHAPTER IX 

The guests had arrived at the Consul's. Not one cart in front. Something 
like a luminous mist rose from the park. Only this revealed to them that it 
was a holiday. 

"Let's go!" cried Kleovoulos with the voice of a leader that still 
sounded upstartish. 

They piled up the wood in front of the doctor's house. Alekos set it 
afire with a torch, and immediately, holding the torch in his hand, he 
climbed the gate of the stone wall. 

"Throw the torch!" shouted Kleovoulos. "Throw it on the street!" 
He did not like exaggerated gestures. After all, if he liked to show off, 
what kind of a leader would he be? 

"Is that so?" Alekos shouted from above. 
The wood crackled without catching fire. The others dragged the 

pump closer and started working with the piston. It went up and down 
three or four times. The cylinder only piddled a little water. 

"It's not working!" they shouted to Alekos. 
"Watch out!" 
He raised the torch as though greeting them. 
Toward the west, Aphrodite mirrored herself quietly in the sea, and 

overhead two stars shone softly above N akreia. He looked at the city below 
for a moment. Another mist rose from there, together with a din that 
sounded like a shrill, distant cry. He held onto a branch and let himself drop 
inside the wall. The branch bent slowly; he jumped into the doctor's 
garden. 
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All was darkness and calm. Without losing time, he moved ahead until 
the trees no longer hid the house. There was no light inside. He approached 
the window next to the entrance. Not a sound. He passed his hand through 
the moveable shutters of the window. It went in as far as the elbow. He was 
sure that the glass was open inside. He brought the torch closer to check, 
but the flame blinded his eyes. 

A shiver shook him. Something like music was coming from nearby, 
from the Consulate. Unless the evening wind had risen and the leaves were 
rustling. He started whistling softly, "Sss-s-ssss-ss." It was the same tune 
that the gentleman was whistling, his hands inserted under the tail of his 
frock coat, "Sss-s-ssss-ss." With difficulty he put his hand in the back pocket 
of his pants and took out a thick piece of tar wrapped in wadding. He lit it 
with the torch, tar and wadding together. He stood agape, watching the 
growing flame. His fingers burned. He jerked, not knowing what was 
happening, where he was. Then quickly he threw the burning mass inside 
the shutters. 

His fingers hurt. He licked them. He needed to take his handkerchief 
out with his other hand, so he threw the torch in the same opening. Now it 
was completely dark. Only the stars witnessed by their own light, shining 
in the sky. 

A well-known signal came to him from the stone wall. "Psst, pssst, 
Alekos !"He headed in that direction. Two heads leaned down from above. 

"Alekos, the wood went out by itself," one of them said softly. "You 
didn't choose it right. It was damp." 

"How are you going to get out of there?" the other asked. 
"Look! Look!" shouted the first. "There! Smoke! The house!" 
"Aaaaaaaaaa!" 
The two heads disappeared. Sounds of running feet. Alekos listened. 

The boys were leaving. They had left the pump behind. 
He did not move from his position, his back turned to the garden. 

Facing him was the stone wall, now yellow, now red, now blue and orange. 
He could make out the branches of the climbing vine, the leaves one by one, 
dark, changing shape every moment. Behind him a roar, crackling like a 
groan that soared and filled his head, tightened his throat, fused his spinal 
cord. What are those cries, the clatter of feet? The gate of the enclosure 
shook as in an earthquake. Noise, cries, the crowd charged in ... the sky 
turned red. The stars danced in a fiery vortex-hellfire; yes, it seemed to 
him that the final judgment had come. The trees of the adjacent garden and 
the mulberries of the street seemed to stretch their necks to see better. 



40 THE CHARIOTEER 

He crouched by the wall, his back always turned to what was happening 

behind, something that crawled, groaned and reared up. There was a hiding 

place. The fence between the two gardens. If he but lifted his hand, he 

would touch the ridge of the wall. A pull, with all his strength, and he 
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-a little body, without curves, boyish, brotherly, exactly like the bodies 

that he held when he wrestled with the other boys. 

She talked on, breathlessly, incoherently repeating herself-Did he 

know he would go to jail? How did he do it? Why? Why? 

"Is that so?" he said, through clenched teeth. "I'll go to jail ... I'll go 

to jail. .. I'll go to jail. ... " 
"It's not my fault," Monica moaned in his ear. As he pressed heavily 

upon her, they fell down together. 
Wretched body, What shall I do with you now? What shall I do with you 

now?? 
They rolled in the lilacs. 
Worthless body! Whom else could you find? Only me ... only me! 

His hands kneaded, searched and penetrated unknowingly, driven by 

primitive forces. 
You were seeking me, worthless body, you were seeking me, me! In an ul

timate spasm he freed himself from his love inside Monica. He was launch

ing himself into infinite space. That was the end of the world. Not the 

slightest sound anymore. Their eyes filled with ecstasy and terror. 

Her heart started to beat first. Alekos coughed; then Monica told him 

softly, "Come with me. I'll hide you." 

"I'll go to give myself up." 
"Are you crazy? Have you gone mad?" she repeated furiously. "Tell 

me that you will not go, tell me that you will not do it." 

"All right," he said. "Here. I'll climb up with a rope and leave." 

"No! Not from there, not from there!" 

"All right, not from there." 
"Wait for me here for a moment. I'll be back to get you. Do I have 

your word?" And as she was leaving, she added, "But take that helmet of£" 

"It cools my head." 
Something rustled in the branches. "Monica," he whispered. She 

turned her head and lifted her hand, signaling, smiling, as though from a 

distance. 
He sat down to wait for her. Everything was abandoning him. His 

senses were leaving him. 
"Who is there?" 
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"Afraid? Ha-ha-ha! I understand! But so what? What are death and life next 
to love, my dear nephew? Shadows! Less than shadows!" 

"I want to live, Uncle. I am still young." 
"You have just lived an eternity in one moment, ungrateful one!" 
"To go home, now, I want to go home!'' 
"Death, too, is a return." 
"I h " want to go to our ome. 
He sprang up. From the window came the voice of Gaetano, "Is there 

anybody in the garden?" 
Alekos grabbed the rope as though they were chasing him. He climbed 

and found himself riding the stone wall. Outside, desolation. The street
light shone at the corner. Only a policeman pacing in front of a half-burned 
door. The mist was rising from the city. Two rockets tore the sky, side by 
side, and burst high up, blinding the stars. The light show! Its river rolled, 
luminous and distant, in the streets. 

Gaetano shouted again, "Is anyone in there? That tomcat is making 
rounds again. Watch out, everybody! One, two." 

Alekos' ears buzzed. A great whip struck him midchest . 
. . . The stars are diamond pins on the sky ... a little hand silver-trembles . .. 

a solitary violin ... con sordino sing, 0, sing, it is your last song ... is it you, 
Uncle? Imagine what they will tell me at home ... a fine job ... a fine joke ... 
the bells are tolling ... how the bells are tolling . .. . 

He tried to get up. Something warm filled his mouth. He leaned with 
his face upon the branches. The helmet rolled on the street. 

Alekos struggled for two days and two nights. In the afternoon of the 
third day he was calm. Slowly he opened his eyes. "Paraskevas? Where is 
Paraskevas ?" 

We went near his bed. 
"I must speak to him," Alekos murmured. 
His parents looked at the doctor, who signaled as if to say it made no 

difference and then went from the room first. 
Alekos and I were together for an hour, the two of us. At the end his 

voice was almost extinguished. He whispered with bitterness, as though it 
were his last complaint, "Tonight. I'll go ... home ... by ... myself?" 

Then, Michael, The Archangel, came and stood above him. 



JULIA 

BY KosMAS PoLITIS 

translated by Mary P. Gianos 
ToMrs.L.L. 

WE ARRIVED at the sweetshop somewhat exhausted by the traffic in 
the street. All the female world was coming and going among the depart
ment stores in the feverish haste that shop windows create. It was closing 
time for the offices. People were scurrying about like ants; carriage drivers 
led their triumph in the midst of cracking whips and shouting peddlers who 
quickly stepped out of their path. We shouldered our way through the 
crowd, exchanged greetings, a word or two in passing and dawdled over a 
new necktie pattern. 

We lingered a bit at the Central Bookshop, flicking through the latest 
publications from abroad. There was no question of intellectual nourish
ment, though we were thirsty for intellectual beauty. Instinct, or some
thing else, perhaps adolescence, impelled us even at that age to feel that 
beauty, just as all things superficial, fulfilled a great need. Once we left the 
office, we shrugged the burden of work from our shoulders and our minds. 
Then our real life began. 

"I introduce you to The Princess Lointaine." 
V asilis fondled the book with a sensuous pleasure. 
"What a beautiful binding." 
When we were out in the street again, the lights sprinkled a faint gold 

dust on the objects oflate afternoon. At the kiosk of the tobacconist, Spyros 
took us in hand: "How come I didn't see you at the concert? Ah, that 
melody! Ta-ta-raa-ta, ta-ra-ra-riira! It seems to be unfolding, as if it is 
drifting off into infinity ! " 

"Get lost, idiot!" we said and left him repeating the same words to the 
next person who came his way. 

There at the sweetshop, the scent of vanilla hovered. Menelaos, eating 
his sweet, confided in us the experience he had acquired at the bank. 

"Never specialize in anything; that's the trick. Every so often, you 
should change departments. Otherwise, you are lost. If you are a callig
rapher, they'll let you rot for ten years in the money-order department
or even in the accounts department, among four walls, writing entries in 
the ledgers. They wanted to put me at the typewriter. I'm not crazy! 
'Impossible,' I said; 'I've got rheumatism in my left hand.' Delapilas advised 
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me about everything; he's already been with the firm for six years. He even 
told me, 'Be careful because the manager wears rubber soles and you can't 
hear him when he comes upon you when you may be idling about or read
ing the newspapers.' 'And what should I do?' I asked him. 'Well,' he said, 
'some people throw nut shells on the floor.'" 

That brought to mind several similar episodes of our school years, and 
they were still fresh in our hearts. Only a few months had elapsed since we • 
had completed everything as was customary at the time: the gymnasium, 
the commercial course, the foreign languages. Ah, autumn with its acacias 
and its early rains must have sought vainly for us down the old street. 

Within the year we had gone to work, one of us in the business office 
ofhis uncle, the other as a clerk in the bank, the third in a foreign export 
company. Vasilis-we had sat side by side on the same bench at school
in the maritime office of his father. Our seaport had many transactions 
abroad. We remained disengaged from our new situation; we reckoned it 
a matter of course, just as everything taking place around us was a matter 
of course. Perhaps we had expected the reverse-but let's not talk about 
that. What one doesn't talk about becomes non-existent. 

For the previous three or four evenings we had not met V asilis. The 
day he returned to our company, he explained he had remained at the office 
until late at night because they were unloading the wheat from the ship 
that had arrived from Argentina. He described it to us. Truly, a wonderful 
ship! Furthermore, he told us that the Captain of the Polyanthos (that was 
the name of the ship) and the First Officer frequented some house at night, 
a block away from the mole. In fact, the Captain had also invited him to 
go along the next evening. 

"Where we went once?" we asked. 
"No, but you'll learn where it is because the Captain insists that I take 

my friends with me. Do you all agree? Very well then, we'll meet tomor
row after dinner.'' 

"What is the number of the house? I may be a little late," said Nikias. 
"You don't need the number. It's easy to find. You'll see a small sign 

nailed outside, like those on doctors' doors: Madame Angele." 
"Your efforts are useless. Nikias has no intention of coming.'' 
"What? Why not?" Nikias protested and blushed to his ears. 
We hinted at a certain person, but he pretended not to understand. 

Anyway, Menelaos was exaggerating. He would puff up some very minor 
incident that we had observed at the last dance to the same proportions of 
a grand passion. Loukia had perhaps appeared a little frivolous. Or rather, 
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Nikias had taken advantage of the opportunity. That was all. Anyway, 
what was the connection between that and tomorrow's undertaking? 
Hadn't Loukia, furthermore, come beside me that same evening as we 
were returning from the dance and held my hand? She had held my hand. 
She had said, "Tell me, how did the verses go that you recited to Anna the 
other day?" 

"The other day? Ah, yes, I remember: 'Happiness in your eyes alone 
would I seek.' " 

"Ah, was that it?" she said. "Very good. Very lovely." 
"Wait ! " I cried. "Loukia! I believe this was it: 'You were deceived if 

you thought that I loved you.' " 
But she had already gone. Only her shadow lengthened until it, too, 

disappeared around the corner of the street. 
Every so often Nikias glanced at the entrance of the sweetshop. But 

Loukia did not appear that night. 
By that time, the room had filled with people. Noise and conversations 

swelled. We looked on the sweetshop as our home; nearly every evening 
we roosted in its warmth. Behind the show cases, the silk wedding favors 
radiated like a rainbow, a luminosity here and there in indolent, almost 
solemn, gestures between the crystals and porcelains. Steam rose from the 
cups of tea. All these became indispensable to us. 

Two tables away Mrs. Klementi sat with her two daughters, with 
Sylvia and a young man, a secretary at the District Governor's office. We 
often encountered him around town. 

"How can I be of service to the gentlemen?" the young man asked 
when we greeted him up close. 

We understood that he was offering to treat us. He was accustomed to 
using bureaucratic jargon. We took advantage of the opportunity to order 
another sweet. 

"What is playing at the theater tomorrow?" Mrs. Klementi asked. 
"You must certainly know, since you are concerned with such mat

ters," Danae said. 
"Certainly," I said, "Tomorrow they are playing Jacoza's Like the 

Leaves, and on Monday, Othello." 
Sylvia and Nina were absorbed in details of the latest fashion, and as 

they talked, they traced the designs with their fingers. "Like this, one full 
length pleat, four buttons," and they half-closed their eyes as though seeing 
the dresses before them and judging the impression they made. Nikias 
followed their conversation, enthralled. 
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"Do you know the plot of the play?" Danae asked. 
"A wealthy family that has become poor. You understand, the title is 

symbolic." 
"Yes, it is symbolic," Menelaos added, shaking his head meaningfully. 
"The young lady of the house has her own ideas, you understand." 
"Very well," the mother interrupted. "We'll choose to go to Othello." 
She cast a stern glance at us and suddenly shifted the conversation to 

the art exhibit which had opened lately at the club halls. Mr. Serefis, the 
secretary at the District Governor's office, confined himself to asking, "Is 
he of the romantic school or an impressionist?" He had to classify every
thing somewhere, systematically, as though it were his only concern. 

"It is hot," he said finally, wiping his forehead. 
It was hot; a humid atmosphere was diffused throughout the room. 

A musky fragrance emanated from the women's furs. As these fell away 
from their shoulders, the pale colors of their dresses appeared, vert Veronese, 
rose eglantine, rouge Venitien, and their lips were full and moist. 

Every so often, as the small door opened for the waiter, hot whiffs of 
burnt sugar stirred the air. 

Menelaos was saying something to the girls, "One needs a banker's 
training. Today, a customer says to me, 'I want to remit money abroad.' 
'Of course,' I say; 'the conversion will have to be made first-you know, 
sir, what arbitrage means? Our bank is an Anonymous Company, you 
understand?' " 

From another table a friend of Sylvia was motioning to her. "I don't 
understand," Sylvia motioned back. 

Then the other girl rose from her chair, approached us quickly, and 
again made the same gestures-"I have something to tell you.'' 

"Excuse me," said Sylvia and smiled at us. 
They stood a few paces away and talked in low tones. The others ob

served the girl's dress. Nina whispered something to Danae and pointed to 
the girl's purse. 

When they parted, Sylvia sat down again. 
"She invited me to an excursion tomorrow." 
"Who is going?" 
"I, Anna, Alekos." 
"L . 'M d k d "' otl says, y on ey an me. 
"Ha-ha! How funny! What's the connection, please? We're not about 

to go on an excursion with donkeys." 
They were talking in groups of two and three. V asilis, beside Nina, 
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had opened the book he had purchased and was reading to her in a soft 

voice, " ... non, detourne de moi ce regard de langeur, Melissinde." 
The mother was listening with one ear, though she continued to talk 

with Mr. Serefis. It was as though her ear pointed obliquely in one direction 

and her mouth in another. 
"Not many people. Yes, only you, only you, the two girls. Certainly, 

you can bring your friend. Ah, a department head. Did you say a depart

ment head?" 
We could have remained there for hours, talking. A kind of sweetness 

was in the air-a rose haze enclosed us, just as the rose-color, a pale rose, 

around the windows isolated the sweetshop from the rest of the world. 

Outside, as the department stores were closed, the streets were getting 

dark. Here and there flickered a gaslight. Some quivering shadows crawled 

from wall to wall. A murmur seemed to fill the darkness. 
Danae tightened her coat around her. 
"I have an idea," she said. "Let's organize a charity performance. Car

nival time is nearly over." 
We all agreed that we certainly should get busy to do something 

during Lent. 
"With amateurs, of course," Mrs. Klementi said. 
"The decision is unanimous," Mr. Serefis added gaily. "I promise the 

unqualified support of the prefect's office. 
We walked on, exploring that topic, slightly bowed because the dry 

north wind was full in our faces. 

* * * 
The rooni at the sweetshop had been modernized about three or four 

years before, with small straw rockers and beguiling corners that obviously 

invited the presence of a woman or of some kind of flower in a vase. Next 

door vegetated the old room with low ceiling, long and narrow and dim. 

An indefinable fragrance was there. The two waiters, Giorgos and Isidoros, 

dragged their feet. Their shoes at once declared that they were waiters and 

that they had grown old on the job. Menelaos made the observation, "You 

know a man by his shoes." 
The furniture was the same as we had known it in our youth, as it had 

been impressed on our minds: leather sofas all around-more or less worn 

each year-bulky marble tables with iron legs, and the jars of caramels. 

The walls were a dull yellow, that yellow which is almost the color of 

tobacco. All old rooms and old corridors have that same color. When we 
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were still in our school aprons or sailor suits, we had sometimes come in 
there. 

"What do you want, little one?" 
"Caramels." 
"H ?" ow many. 
"Five drachmas worth." 
"We sell by drams here." Then we used to calculate with the waiter 

how many drams were in our five drachmas. 
"But they sell by weight," we would say at home. 
"No," they would insist each time. "Go and find Mr. Mihalis himself 

(that was how the proprietor was called) and tell him from me to give you 
five drachmas worth of caramels. Don't let them think you are stupid. 
Bargain!" 

Later, when we returned home, our parents would ask, "Did you find 
Mr. Mihalis?" 

"Yes," we would answer without blushing at all. We were convinced 
that we were right. 

In that way, at any rate, we had begun to understand. Ours was a mer
cantile city. Even on Sunday in church the priest catechized that we were 
merchants, as with our merchandise and with the yardstick which we used 
as measurement, so would God one day measure us. 

Now, in that old room of the sweetshop, a few customers remained 
here and there with their old habits: professionals, judges, professors, and 
others like them who were accustomed to buttoning only the very top 
button of their jackets. (That's what it was. The odor came from the 
whiskers and the musty, antiquated clothing of old men.) The pharmacist 
from across the street abandoned his work and came bare-headed, winter 
and summer, to play a game of chess. 

Sometimes not a single seat was vacant in the new room. Then we 
would go into the other room, the old one. They were connected in the 
back by an arched door. 

"Why don't we try the Kosmiko for a change?" Nikias had proposed 
that very day. "No woman ever goes in there!" 

We looked at him suspiciously. But no, it was impossible. We were 
faithful in our own individual way. 

We selected a table beside those who were playing chess. During our 
years at the gymnasium, we had also half-played at chess-not in there, of 
course. 

We watched the game for a while, casting furtive glances. One of the 
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men who wasn't playing (we had baptized him Orner Vrionis) was always 
interfering and giving advice, "Move the knight! The knight! The 
knight!" We did not dare to risk any comment. Nor did the men at the 
next table pay any attention to us. Every so often Nikias stood up to see, as 
he asserted, if there was a free table in the other room. Finally, I could 
keep still no longer. I had become nervous with the way he jumped up 
and down. 

"You're not looking for a place," I said flatly. Then, during the con
versation, I subtly mentioned that I had seen Loukia that morning and that 
we had walked around the avenue of trees. 

Rehearsals had already begun for the performance. The committee of 
Asylon held a meeting one day in the sweetshop, and after examining the 
matter-as Mr. Serefis said so neatly-they suggested we performLe Pas
sant. 

"Only two roles?" the girls pouted. 
"All this talent going to waste!" 
Each one supported his own idea. In the end preference was shown for 

The Fire Among the Cinders, a Greek play with five or six characters. 
Vasilis was rehearsing the role of the stammerer: "I-I-I lov-lo-love you 

fr-fr-from --."He was quite successful. The role of the servant was assigned 
to one of the others. 

After rehearsals (the girls accompanied by the aunt or by the older 
sister), we sometimes took tea together at the sweetshop, around a long 
table reserved ahead of time. Everyone looked at us and whispered some
thing to his neighbor. An acquaintance approached us, spoke a word or 
two about the weather, made a joke, and then strutted back to where his 
own party was sitting. He would lean toward the others with confidential 
gestures. 

"Ah, so then?" the others would ask. 
"It's as I said. Sophie informed me. You know, Sophie keeps no secrets 

from me. Between us, eh ?" 
We paid no attention to them. We acted quite simply and naturally

just as Mr. Paipolos, the stage director of the theater, who also directed our 
rehearsals, had taught us to play our roles. Now and then, he would call 
out, "Miss Danae, drag your voice a bit, like this: 'M-i-s-t-e-r Phai-ai-don-, 
my dear sir.' The right hand over your heart, always the right hand, never 
the left. I repeat this and keep it in mind! What is life? Tradition, something 
habitual, regulated by laws, thus, an extension of the theater-in other 
words, the comedy you are about to play ... .'' 
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* * * 
With all these preoccupations, perhaps a fortnight went by after the 

last time we had been in the old room of the sweetshop. The misfortune of 
finding no vacant space in the other room forced us to return to the old 
one. There were three of us; I was not concerned about Nikias' where
abouts. 

"Who is that?" asked V asilis as we entered, pointing to a stranger 
where the chess players were leaning over their game. 

The tables beside them were occupied, so we sat on the couch directly 
across from the players, at a considerable distance. 

We were seeing that man for the first time. His appearance roused our 
curiosity, but without result. It was not easy to classify such a face. He was 
the only one wearing a hat-a brown bowler-and the more the others 
leaned over and fretted about the chess, the more he sat pompously and 
watched them undisturbed. His chest was inflated, his face was inflated, red 
bordering on brown, shiny with perspiration. Serious, with an affected air, 
he sat motionless. 

"Do you think it's the clown from the race track?" asked V asilis. 
"With such a serious expression?" 
"Precisely," he said. "A way from his work he appears serious so people 

will respect him." 
"Otherwise," added Menelaos, "they would begin, even here, to give 

him blows on the neck, and they would make a football ofhis bowler." 
The man seemed to be in his forties. His lips were crinkled around the 

outer edges and a thin mustache, black as a crow' s wing, curved on both 
sides. Two small eyes were slit sidewise. His face ended in a pointed chin. 
Chinese? Gypsy? Indian? Whatever he was, you were thankful that God 
had created something different. 

What drew us toward him anyway? Something new disturbed our 
natures, or perhaps it was the memory of forgotten occurrences, or some
thing non-existent, imaginary. The next day, without even passing by the 
new room, we arrived early and found a seat by the chess players and the 
stranger. His miserable condition was indescribable as we observed him 
more closely. His bowler and his clothing were filthy. His collar, his cuffs, 
had an inch of grease; his necktie had slipped, and above it showed the first 
button ofhis shirt. 

He pushed the pawns with a tobacco-stained finger, carelessly, as it 
seemed, always erect and pompous. But the intensity ofhis eyes was fixed 
upon the squares of the chessboard. The other men stooped over, three or 
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four together, consulted, spoke softly, raised their heads, looked at him as 
though trying to fathom the plan he had in mind. He maintained his in
difference, except that he smoked incessantly, lighting one cigarette from 

another, inhaling quick drags, as though in a hurry to finish. 
A madness seized us not to be absent from that place, not even for a 

single day. Rehearsals for the performance were not progressing. Who was 
he anyway? He never lost a game. Everyone spoke to him with respect: 
"Make room for Mr. Latake." "Ah, Mr. Latake has come; welcome." 

Latake. What kind of name was that? They said Mr. Latake, not Mr. 
Latakes, which, at any rate, could pass for a Greek name. He replied with 
a grunt, as though he were dumb, or else with some monosyllables which 
escaped his crinkled mouth, sometimes oui or non, sometimes yes or no. 

One day, we met him on the street. When he walked, his body bent 

slightly backward, rigid, and he had an odd step; he would place one foot 
before the other, almost in a straight line. He did not walk as other people, 
more or less, walk. His trousers were narrow and reached to the top of his 
brown boots. Menelaos carefully examined them. "I don't understand a 
thing," he said. "That man is very secretive." 

At chess, the other players sought his advice: 
"Mr. La take, is this a wise move?" 
"Mm," he would say and move a pawn that upset all their plans. 
We asked Giorgos and Isidoros, "Who is he?" 
"Mr. Latake." 
"Yes, but what is he?" 
"I don't know," each replied indifferently. 
The next evening, V asilis told us that he had seen the man coming 

down from a barge. 
"He was eating a cookie, and with his other hand he was holding an 

open book and was reading." 
"Eh, did you ask the bargemen?" 
V asilis told us that the barge was deserted. He had asked two or three 

workmen nearby. No one knew the man. 
He commanded attention not only about chess. Anyone would have 

tolerated-what am I saying-anyone would have begged him to conde
scend to be his companion, even though he were thrice more wretched in 
appearance. The reason perhaps was that he carried his wretchedness with 
dignity. "Do you believe it?" Vasilis said to me. "I knew there was a phrase 
which suited him. I couldn't remember it, but I searched through the Bible 

and found it: 'Neither Solomon in his glory.'" 
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"Pfft," went Menelaos. "You've carried things too far with him." 
His yellow-stained finger with the blue line on the end of his nail 

pushed the pawns. 
"Where are you going?" V asilis asked Menelaos who had risen to his 

feet. Nikias was absent again that night. 
"It's eight o'clock. It's raining outside." 
"Are you staying?" he turned to me and asked. 
I stayed with him, the two of us, near Mr. Latake. Before long, the 

game was over. 
"Bon soir," Mr. Latake said. 
I edged over to make room for him to pass. 
"Come," Vasilis pulled at me. "It's tonight or never. We must at least 

discover where he lives. Later, we can get information from the neighbors." 
I looked at my watch. 
"We have time," he said. "At nine, nine-thirty at the latest, we will be 

at home." 
We went out to the street. A light snow was falling with rain. Ahead 

of us we distinguished Mr. La take's raincoat. 
"Is this March or January?" 
"You certainly selected the right day. Can't we put it off for tomorrow 

night?" 
"Tomorrow? Who knows who'll be alive and who dead by then." 
We turned left in the arcade. A faint light shone from somewhere and 

darkened it with huge shadows refracted by the columns. We hastened our 
steps behind Mr. Latake. 

"You can't complain about our night," Vasilis said. "With a little 
imagination, this pursuit resembles an adventure. Had we anything better 
to do?" 

"Perhaps something pushed us," I answered. "Do we ever know why 
we select this book and not that? Or for what reason we sense the need to 
pass by a certain street?" 

As we came out of the arcade, the night brightened again. Overhead, 
a large luminous circle, blue-green and orange, wreathed the clouds. The 
unusual night appeared to be grey and dark green, with reflections at the 
corners of the tiles and on the cornices. The edge of the sidewalk sparkled 
sharply. 

"You're right," V asilis said somewhat delayed. "An unknown power 
guides us. But any way you look at it, this night is about to contrive some
thing." 
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"And the play? We've forgotten the rehearsals." 
Again he did not reply at once to my observation. After a while, he said, 

"Yes, I don't say, if my temperament were such and if I were inclined, 
perhaps I would have become an actor." 

Even so, I thought, our play had given him airs. 
"I might even have decided to study to become a captain," Vasilis 

continued. "Ah !"he sighed, "the moonlight over the bridge of the boat, 
and to be on duty!" 

"On the Polyanthos?" 
He turned to look at me. 
"Why on the Polyanthos? Ah, no! I'd want to govern a private boat." 
"He turned right," I said, pointing. 
"I might even have become something like Mr. Latake." 
"You're not in your right mind! First of all, we don't know what Mr. 

Latake is." 
"Exactly, something similar, something analogous." 
We, too, turned the corner. Overhead, the drizzle cast sparks around 

the single lantern. In the coffee house of the square, the lights had been 
turned off; a damp sponge seemed to have passed across the blackboard of 
night. The dolphin was faintly visible in the middle of the fountain. 
"Certainly," mocked Vasilis. But he appeared gay about this night. Some
thing romantic palpitated in those moments, something sadly romantic in 
the doubtful night was being mitigated by the light rain. 

That man led us sometimes to right and sometimes to left, like a shadow 
behind the mist of the rain. He was going toward something uncertain. 
We could not imagine that a family awaited him, that someone belonged 
to him, a home, a table set for dinner, a lamp suspended overhead. 

It seemed that Vasilis, too, had a similar thought because he said, "Yes, 
he would lose his dignity." 

A protagonist with an improbable role, that's what he was, which he 
would maintain to the end-to the fifth act-and not disappear in the third 
act and let the play continue on another theme and with a new plot, like 
that, as though his disappearance became the motive for a new tragedy. 
It was even necessary that he remain exclusively in his improbable role
how could he concern himself with daily emotions? It made you feel bad 
to imagine Mr. La take in specific functions, in practical affairs. That bulk of 
flesh was reduced to an immaterial presence, a sound from all which had 
until now remained silent. 

"Why doesn't this rain stop!" Vasilis said. "The Captain of the Polyan-
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thos is always cranky. He still remembers last year's rains at this season. 
All the time he murmurs, 'Hm, the rain hasn't stopped since last year. The 
rain hasn't stopped.' A strange man. Imagine, he has gone ten times around 
the world-and what does he have left? 'So what?' he says. 'The world is 
the same everywhere: seaports, taverns, and those kinds of houses.' You 
understand, he meant like Madame Angele' s. 'Very well, Captain,' I said. 
'Didn't anything impress you particularly? Nothing?' He hadn't brought 
back the least thing. Imagine the two of us travelling ! Eh, we would say on 
our return, 'The seas and the weather and a star which gave us strength, 
made us what we are now with their magic.'" 

To travel, the two of us on a long journey, like something bright in 
nature, was that what he meant to say? Ah, I would never consider such a 
journey with a companion. Just as I had never thought of praying with 
others. And then, why a return? Down here we are everywhere expatriates. 

"Where are the antipodes?" 
"Sh !" Vasilis said. "Did you hear a whistling? No, it wasn't anything. 

Yes, there, hold on!" 
We listened to a faint whistling in the dampness, a musical tune. 
"It's from La Boheme,'' Vasilis said. "Musetta's solo: 'As I walk alone 

on the street.' Mr. La take is whistling. Do you hear? And what if he knew 
that we were following him! I didn't finish the story of the Captain. I said 
to him, 'How come, not even one adventure?' 'What,' he said, 'with 
women?' 'Anything at all, Captain.' 'Hm!' he said. 'In Colombo I met the 
man with the xeradi of a monkey.' Xeradi, as I understood it, was an em
balmed paw of a monkey, cut off at the wrist. 'Some vagabond,' he said, 
'forced it on me so I could sell it for him.' 'A fakir?' I asked. 'A beggar,' he 
answered. 'I don't know what the devil he was.' Whoever holds a monkey's 
paw in his possession, the beggar told him, had the right to make three 
wishes. 'And why don't you make the wishes to get what you desire?' the 
Captain asked him. 'A man of God, I have no need of anything, only 
twenty rupees for the monastery.' The Captain thought all this suspicious, 
but yet he bargained with him for about ten rupees. Suddenly, he felt a hand 
tugging at his sleeve." 

Where were we? Where were we going? What business did we have 
to be overcome by night, there in the rain, sloshing around and zigzagging? 
Then, without knowing how, we seemed to have come to a strange city, 
narrow alleys, deserted streets. If we had encountered ten people earlier, 
for some time now not even a cat had crossed our path. There was only 
that man who moved further and further into the mist. Was the area 
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inhabited? There was no light from a window or a lantern. There were low 
houses, half-demolished, and here and there among them, a four-story 
dilapidated structure leaned with its chimneys and its windows as if to 

watch what was going on in the street. An absolute silence was eavesdrop-

THE CHARIOTEER 

"It's not right," I told him. "He'll die in the mud." 
"Le ' " t s go see. 
We found everything in the same place. Vasilis was beside Mr. Latah!, 

who had stopped groaning. His eyes remained closed. 
"Do you know him?" we asked the vegetable man. 
"It's Mrs. Marika's boarder." 
Suddenly, he said, "Was it you who did away with him?" 
"What? Do you know whom you're talking to?" 
"All right! Then Johnny must have done away with him." 
We discussed what should be done. The two of us went back to the 

vegetable market and returned carrying, one in front and the other in back, 
something like a stretcher, a wire netting held together on all sides by a 
wooden frame, one of those that hold watermelons every night during the 
summer at the vegetable market. We lifted Mr. Latake as carefully as we 
could so as not to hurt the poor man and laid him on there. The three of us 
carried him, and we set out heavily. 

Vasilis and I held the back end of the stretcher. We could see the 
shoulders of the vegetable man and, before us, Mr. Latake outstretched. 
He sank into the wire netting. The top ofhis body was on the same plane 
as the wooden frame. He concealed the street from us. Blindly, our feet 
dug into the holes. The shiny stain on his chest seemed to spread even more. 

"What do you think?" asked V asilis beside me. 
The vegetable man's voice replied, "Well, the poor devil ! " 
"Wh I D h' k h ?" at. o you t m t at .... 
"Hm, he seems to be heavier." 
We stopped before some ruins. It was not a house. As our hands were 

not free, the vegetable man began to kick at the door. 
A woman's voice screamed from inside, "Help! Help, neighbors! 

Thieves! Help!" 
"See what you've done with your shouting," Vasilis said to me. 
One strong kick and the door gave way. 
"Mrs. Marika, your boarder." 
"Is that you, Jacob? Why didn't you say so? You terrified me!" 
The frame was quite wide. The old woman had to unlock the other 

side of the old door. 
"1 Jnst;1irs." she said and oointed to the stairwav. Then she asked, 
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The staircase was not wide enough for us. We turned him one way, we 
turned him another, we turned him sideways. I do not know if the staircase 
would have held the four of us simultaneously. Oh, Mr. Latake made us 
sweat. 

"Eh, you will break it!" the old woman cried. "Take him to the 
kitchen." 

She went ahead, holding the petrol lamp in one hand; stooped, hump
backed, she was not even four feet tall. We laid him there, on the dirt floor. 

"Now?" 
"The poor devil!" the vegetable man said. "Listen, Mrs. Marika, I'll 

go call the doctor, and you run over to tell Julia." 
"What? I haven't gone crazy! Night time at Julia's! Why don't you 

go, eh? Rascal! It's well they call you a rascal!" 
"Ah, enough of that! I want no business with Julia." 
In the end he half-acceded. He would accompany her to Julia's house; 

the doctor's house adjoined it, twenty paces from there. 
"Eh, and the .... " 
"The boys will take care ofhim." 
As they were leaving, we heard the old woman say, "My, my! You've 

tracked mud over my cellar floor." 
We two remained with Mr. Latake. He was lying before us, quiet, 

affected, grave, as though he concealed something under that apathy, some 
ultimate secret which only he knew. 

The long overcoat had partly opened at the bottom. His trousers 
showed, narrow, short slightly above his brown boots. Vasilis looked at 
him from head to toe, as though he was re-examining something and was 
having difficulty drawing his eyes from there. 

"How tall he is," he whispered. 
The light from the lamp seemed to become faint. A shadow darkened 

the pane of the narrow window, glided inside, and spilled over the swollen 
face like a caress. Time walked noiselessly over the pressed dirt floor. Could 
the one who has precedence in advancing first have arrived? The stain on 
the raincoat had lost its luster. It was a heavy, dark color. The broken chair, 
the fireplace, the sink, some copper kettles, shone dimly on the shel£ The 
draft from the outer door fanned the heavy smell. 

Even there he ignored the circumstances. His story was to be read on 
his face. In such a moment secrets do not remain for long in the soul with
out being betrayed. They seemed to shake the crinkled lips. He was making 
his life entirely his own, proud, improbable-as improbable as before, and 
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as exclusive, without any justification, without any purpose. Acclimated to 

his own self, contemptuous even in that supreme moment, as though even 

now he were placing his soul beyond the boundless grace of God. His life 

was his own; he had never negotiated for it, not even with Him. Mr. 

Latakt~ was giving up his soul, there where all souls go, without any after

thought. He was afraid of nothing; he hoped for nothing. He had lived, 

now he was leaving, everything had turned out for the best. Even if things 

had been different, again it would not have mattered. The hours down here 

come and go, empty. He had contented himself with his dreams; even they 

were his property. He was not concerned about the actions of the world. 

Only, somewhere, in some secure spot in his heart, he may have been carry

ing the memory of a sweet lullaby-there in the shadow descended at that 

hour-from the cradle of a child. 
Someone went out of the room. Someone sang a dirge near my ear, 

" .... His life was not entirely wasted. 
He saved what others dissipated 
and chose what few would choose ... 
So deeply will we sleep, so late will we awake, 
should the knock be heard upon the door, 
the door of death, the door oflife .... " 

"Why are you acting like that?" V asilis said. "Do you know that 
' b ?" you ve ecome nervous. 
Someone entered the room-something white against the grey depth 

of the outer door-someone who would force us to return to ourselves. 

The shudder of expectation ripped through us. 
"There she is," said V asilis. 
A rustle, the sound of a woman's heel. Quiet ! Sh! "C' est etonnant com me 

les pas de femmes resonnent au cerveau des pauvres malheureux," I said to 

mysel£ 
Without paying attention to us, she entered the kitchen and sat on the 

broken chair. 
She had an embarrassed pose, a modesty as though she were afraid of 

an extravagance in her behavior, not for us, but for him. She remained 

motionless, her eyes on his perplexing countenance, her mouth partly 

opened to an endless sigh. An expression of pleading had spilled over her 

face and made it pale around the freckles and the forehead under the red 

hair. Her feet were white in their nakedness up to the ankles, and they were 

also pale, a little more milky white. She wore green slippers. 
Seated there near the door, he at a distance, they resembled two 
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platonic lovers. It would have been an extreme misfortune had no one ever 
loved him. She raised her head slowly. Something was about to change, a 
green flame scintillated on her fingers. She looked at us, expressionless for 
a moment, and again turned to him. Dark circles wreathed her eyes. She 
rested her head on her hand. She appeared thoughtful and determined. 

"Well? Well?" said a voice, and a small man entered quickly, wind
blown. He tugged at his white beard and looked about. "Well, well? Is 
that you, Julia? You've come out of the house at this hour, such a lovely 
girl? Hee-hee-hee !" 

His right shoulder rose and shook as he laughed. He placed his bowler 
hat on the sink. He was about to unbutton his muddy overcoat, but then 
he said, "Let's take a look first. Let's take a look." 

He kneeled beside Mr. Latake and examined him for a short time. 
When he stood up, we approached him. 

"Doctor," we said, and our voices trembled. 
"Why such anxiety?" he asked. "Did you do away with him?" 
"Doctor, you're joking ! We loved Mr. La take." 
"Hee-hee-hee! Very well! I know who did away with him." 
He made a gesture as though to say, "Eh, and now." He went beside 

the young girl, lifted her from the chair, and together they went out to the 
yard. He was speaking softly to her, all the while his shoulder shaking, 
"Hee-hee-hee-hee." Her thin form was outlined straight up and down. 
Sometimes she shook her head as though in agreement. 

We heard the doctor saying, "Good night." He started to leave but 
changed his mind and turned to us. "Why are you still here?" 

"For-for Mr. Latake. They might need us at the police station." 
"The police station? Hee-hee-hee! Did you hear,Julia? Hee-hee-hee! 

Quick, to your homes and don't even look behind you. I say this for your 
own good. The police station! Hee-hee-hee !" 

We stood for a moment beside the outstretched body. The color ofhis 
face was turning a reddish-green, like copper when it begins to become 
moldy. And the hat, the stiffbowler, who knows what had happened to it. 
It was probably lying somewhere in the mud. His hair, still wet, clung to 
his forehead, black as a raven's wing with dark highlights. 

Ah! He deserved every good fortune. 
"Eternal be your memory, our blessed brother." 
The doctor was gesturing impatiently. "Come, I want to see you leave," 

he cried and looked at Julia. 
As we passed before her, the sound of our footsteps startled everyone. 
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"Goodnight, mademoiselle." 
She did not answer. We made one more gesture, one last glance, as 

though frightened by something that we perhaps could not see. That's the 
way it was-the night seized us quickly in that last impression. 

I do not remember if it was still raining. We stopped under the street 
lamp, there where Vasilis and I parted every evening. We had not ex
changed a word. I hesitated before speaking. 

"T " I "d "A h h " omorrow, sa1 . t t e sweets op. 
He rebuked me, "I'll never stop in there again! Do you hear? And tell 

them to find another clown to entertain them with the s-s-s- and t-t-t-. 
Walk with me to the other street." 

From corner to street, we approached his house. The sky was lighter. 
Was dawn breaking, or had the moon shaken itself loose from the 

clouds? He caught my arm. 
"We'll return over there," he said and he pointed somewhere vaguely, 

faraway. 
His eyes sparkled feverishly. I choked. 
"B M L k'" ut-now-poor r. ata e. 
"It's not possible," he said. "Even you know that we must return. 

Nostalgia for this night will gnaw away at our lives. It will become our 
torment, do you understand? And that mustn't happen. Tell me, do you 
feel that we must return?" 

"We'll return," I said. "Yes. Some night. Not by day, in the sunlight." 
"Ah, her hair! Her eyes, her eyes! Did you notice the color of her ..,, 

eyesr 
"I was looking at her small feet with the high-heeled slippers." 
'' Ah, we will return to Julia. We will return to Julia.'' 
"Yes, we will return to Julia," I agreed. 



!KARIS 
THE SILENT WORLD: 
ART FROM THE RUINS 

BY BELLE ROTHBERG 

I find I incorporate gneiss, coal, long-threaded moss, fruits, grains, esculent 
roots, 

And am stucco' d with quadrupeds and birds all over, 
And have distanced what is behind me .for good reasons, 
But call anything back again when I desire it. 

So SINGS Whitman. And he may very well speak for Ikaris. The art 
of Ikaris, which he calls "the silent world," derives from ruins. He pro
ceeds not toward modernistic movements but back to man's prehistoric 
origins. Ikaris turns to the beginnings of time, to nature's fossilized envi
ronment where the metamorphosis of matter is disclosed, and where the 
forms are fundamental and static, providing only that they have not been 
meddled by with human necessity. He sees there the essential reality. 

Ikaris began in Greece, his native land. Under the strong light of Attica, 
he scrutinized the ancient ruins and descried there a past beyond archae
ology, beyond the emotional appeal ofhistorical remains. He was impelled 
toward the geological levels of existence. These he found in the coal mines 
of Germany, in the Ruhr valley. From 1957 to 1960, deep beneath the 
surface, he explored that timeless and yet most modern of all art schools
the primordial earth. His contemporary mind responded to the abstract, 
free forms of the fissures of coal. He was profoundly impressed by the vast, 
fossilized reality of the instant when the clock of evolution started, when 
the burning mass began to cool, when the solid forms first emerged. 

As he states, "I wanted to swallow the stellar dust, to teach myself the 
secret of incredible nature, the technique by which slowly, in time, through 
the blending of collisions and the balance of forces, without the poetic 
finger of a god who creates overnight, the earth slowly, and all by herself, 
brings forth her own shapes, extraordinary and dreadful, and yet gentle, 
quiet and soothing: the silent world." 

Whatever comes from nature, even the most abstract form, we take 
without question. Ikaris seeks to imitate this impersonality, so that his 
works might seem to have made themselves, without any human inter
vention. He represents not the subject but rather the emotion we experience 
from the destruction of both subject and material. Like the sadness evoked 
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by the ruins of civilization, the experience tugs at our nerves. Thus, his 
Victory is a spirit of victory without triumph. Man has discovered that all 

metabolic change is eventually reduced to original matter; yet the effort 
to fly remains the symbol of all human aspiration. 

His Icaros monument is also winged. It is a 115-foot bronze sculpture 
dedicated to the first idea of human flight, designed to stand in the rocks 
off the shore of the island of Ikaria, where the artist was born and where 
the Greek youth of legend fell to his death when the sun melted the wax 

wings fashioned for him by his father Daedalus. 
Ikaris teaches at Kingsborough College in Brooklyn where he is 

Artist-in-Residence. There, in his studio on the shores of the Atlantic 
Ocean, the sculptor works on his creations. He is presently at work on two 
pieces. The one is an abstract composition in bronze titled Aurora Borealis. 
The other is a group of fighting horses. There are horses everywhere: 

photographs, paintings, papier-mache, newspaper clippings from the 
sports pages, drawings, bas-relief, ancient and modern horses. He rides to 
experience and study horses so as to catch the reality of movement. 

He works mostly in hard materials: metal, stone and marble. He tries 

to go beyond the metaphor to the reality of matter. Matter is intrinsic to 
the art oflkaris. By means of a technique startlingly reminiscent ofWilliam 
Blake, who was also concerned with the hard realities of life, Ikaris incises 
poetry on stone. Like Blake, he uses a process of his own invention, one 
which allows him to achieve an integrated whole; e.g., his poem Troy in 
which the text and the matter set each other off to the advantage of both. 

The most striking and representative quality oflkaris' work is the great 
scale in which he executes his ideas without losing the warm, intimate sen

sitivity of the emotional appeal. A representative case is his 28-foot bronze 
sculpture, Golden Rain, installed in the New Rochelle Mall, in 1968, which 
was cited by the New York Times as an outstanding example of the modern 
trend towards the inclusion of fme arts in commercial buildings. 

His work has an heroic expression not only in its size and dynamic 
movement but also in its effort to defy gravity. 

Ikaris belongs to serious, contemporary art. His own unique concept 
of creation reflects a strong personality and shows that the artist knows 
exactly what he is seeking to express. He seems not to be impressed by the 

modern wonders of the world or the clever, technological sophistications 
of an artificial environment. To him, these are ephemeral aspects of a civ
ilization that is engrossed with fashion and is always changing and is always, 

of necessity, incomplete. 
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from AT HADZIFRANGOS 

BY KosMAS PoLITIS 

translated by Katherine Hortis 

"M 

"Praise Him with stringed instruments and organs" 
PSALM 150 

CHAPTER IV 

ASTER," said Pandelis to his boss, "now that we're not busy I was 
thinking of taking a walk to the market." 

Old Androulis looked at him a moment over his spectacles. 
"Again for the acetylene, eh?" 
"I was thinking that they might have brought ... ," Pandelis stam

mered. 
"Listen, my child. You are honest, a hard worker and you do a good 

job. Only you think you know everything. As for me, I may not look like 
much to you, but I have seen in my life such things as you could never 
imagine. I have seen wars and storms. Take the Crimean War. I was about 
your age. It was when England and France struck Moscow to defend the 
Turk. I went to volunteer, secretly. Greece would have risen, too, on the 
side of Moscow but the Allied ships blockaded Piraeus and not even a 
mosquito could get through. So I turned right around and came back. God 
bless my father's soul. But that's another story. Just so. Have you ever 
heard of Vourvahi? But of course you haven't. He was a compatriot of 
mine, a general, at the time that France paid Germany five thousand million 
francs. Take a pencil and paper and figure it out: five thousand million. 
What I want to tell you is that men today are worthless. Short weight, all 
waste and decay. They have bastardized our profession. That's why, listen 
to me, you can't wet a stone-didn't you say it was a stone?-and expect to 
make a fire." 

"Light," Pandelis interrupted. 
"The same thing. Take gas, take petroleum, take a kerosene burner. 

They all can burn. But only flint can make a fire. But if you wet flint it 
won't give a spark. Can't you understand such a small thing?" 

"But the newspapers write about this." 
"If you want to be enlightened by newspapers, put a match to them 
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and make a big bonfire. You were only born yesterday, Pandelis. I'm tell
ing you so you'll know; take the acetylene out of your mind. Go, now, go, 
otherwise you'll never rest easy." 

The lantern-maker bent over his work again. Besides everything else, 
he also had the art of fixing the dolls of the neighborhood's small fry. Cheap 
little dolls, whose head, arms and legs were joined together with elastic 
which passed through the hollow rag body. If the elastic broke or got loose, 
the doll became paralyzed. But old Androulis managed to put new elastic 
and the little dolls came back to life in his hands. 

In the meantime, Pandelis went to the market. And truly, as his boss 
had said, he would never have rested quietly. He did not neglect his work, 
but now and then, something prodded him to leave the lantern shop. The 
shopkeepers at the market always told him, today, or tomorrow. No, they 
told him, they had not yet brought the acetylene, but they would bring it 
any day now. One of them, as a matter of fact, had given him a small pad 
with drawings of such lamps that he had received from some German 
factory. Pandelis sat and studied the drawings, and so that he would not 
waste tin in vain, he made identical lamps out of cardboard; besides, his 
hands would get used to this work while he waited. 

That day he had great doubts whether he would find acetylene, but 
something urged him on. The news was the same again at the market: "In 
oneweek,withoutfail." Or, "Anydaynow, theywillsendmeashipment." 
Whenever he returned from the market, Pandelis always managed to find 
himself outside the School for Girls, at Katirdzoglou lane, about five to 
twelve. At twelve the bell would ring for dismissal, and at five after twelve, 
the girls would come out. 

As he descended from the Dunghill (The Street of the Roses, the news
papers called it) and turned in Katirdzoglou, he took out his watch, opened 
the two covers, and looked at the time. Twenty to twelve. It was always this 
way, because ofhis fear that he would arrive late. He passed by the School 
for Girls. The gate of the high wall was closed. He turned in at Boyatzidika, 
then at Cathedral Street and came again to the Dunghill from where he 
returned to Katirdzoglou. His forehead was perspiring. He looked at the 
time again: six to twelve. He tightened the knot ofhis tie a little-he had 
put it on after he had left the shop so that his boss would not see him. On his 
way to the market, he had passed Sior Zacharias', but Siora Fiora was 
neither at the door nor at the window. He pictured her in his mind, leaning 
out the window, with her low decollete revealing where the division starts. 

He was now about thirty steps on this side of the yard gate of the 
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School for Girls. He hesitated as if to light a cigarette, when the bell started 
nngmg. 

In a little while the girls began coming out. On the third puff of his 
cigarette, he saw Perla coming down the stairs with three girls. They ex
changed a few words; then one of them came toward him and passed by. 
The other two, with Perla, walked straight ahead. He followed them. At 
the corner of Zerva, they parted and Perla alone turned the corner to her 
right. He threw away his cigarette and followed her. He hesitated, wonder
ing what to do. Should he approach her directly and accompany her to her 
home, or should he hurry to a parallel street, turn at the first or second 
corner, and appear before her as ifhe were going on some errand and were 
meeting her by coincidence? He had tried this trick the last time, last 
Tuesday. So, courage, he told himself, act natural. 

"Hello, Perla, is this the time you come out of school?" 
"But, of course, noontime, as you have met me before." 
"What a coincidence, I'm returning from the market." 
"Oh?" 
The tone of her voice seemed ironic. He could not find anything to 

say. He was embarrassed, so he took out his packet and lit a second cigarette. 
They walked along silently. Finally, wringing his mind, he said, "I didn't 
fmd acetylene again." 

"Acetylene? Oh, yes, mama was telling me that you want to make 
something." 

"Yes, I spoke to her about it one day when I went to fix the water-
. " ptpe. 

It was the sixth time-he remembered all the times, one by one, in 
detail-that he had gone to Siora Fiora's house. Old plumbing, something 
was always going wrong. He thought it strange when he saw that the house 
was no different at all from a Christian home, except for the scent of sesame 
oil and a candelabra with seven candlestick holders on the table. On one 
wall of the parlor were two pictures. The one, he had understood imme
diately, was the sacrifice of Abraham. He recognized it because he had seen 
the same picture in his catechism book. He had stood looking at the other 
while eating the pastry with sesame seeds that Siora Fiora had served him. 
That picture showed a nude woman, plump and pretty, washing herself 
in a stream, while two bearded men, whose mouths were drooling, watched 
her from behind a bush. 

"Hm, I see you are like them, my love," said Siora Fiora smiling slyly. 
"Y ' k ffh " ou can t ta e your eyes o er. 
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Pandelis reddened. 
"That is modest Susannah," she explained to him. "Those evil men 

craved her and they slandered her. Don't you know the story? It's in the 
Holy Bible." 

"No, they didn't teach it to us in school." 
From Siora Fiora's chest came a warm odor, like spice: cinnamon, 

ginger, nutmeg. As he talked with Perla, he remembered that odor. He 
could never erase that odor from his nose; it was the symbol of Siora Fiora. 

Silence again pressed upon Perla and Pandelis. He did not know how 
to bring the conversation again around to Siora Fiora. It was much easier 
when he was with Iakovo, Perla's brother. He adored his mother and 

always looked for an excuse to talk about her. But it was exactly three 
weeks-whatever concerned the Simonas family, Pandelis knew in detail
that Iakovo had left for Caracas, Venezuela, to go to a cousin ofhis father's, 

a hose manufacturer. Pandelis felt as iflakovo had deprived him of some
thing valuable-the opportunity to mention Siora Fiora's name out loud. 

He formed schemes, one after another, but they all fell through in the 

end. Suppose he married Perla, so he could have Siora Fiora for a mother
in-law. But who would marry them, the priest or the rabbi? Suppose Perla 
changed her religion and became a Christian. But first of all, she had to 
want him for a husband. He knew that that would never happen, whatever 
her religion. Suppose he converted? Then he would feel closer to Siora 

Fiora; he would be taken into her race. He might have decided it; yes, he 
could have decided it, but not in that city. He admitted that he was fright
ened by the idea. Nevertheless, the radiance of Siora Fiora spread across 

her whole race. Whenever he saw in the streets the white-washing women, 
their hitched-up skirts and white legs-even if they were overripe with 

flabby cheeks and drooping breasts-his heart swelled with tenderness, 

especially if one of them happened to have gray eyes. 
"Sh . 11 !" e p .. pal .. nts w .. a . . s . 
He had tried to convince his mother that the inside of their own house 

needed painting. Finally he had persuaded her about his room at least, which 
they also used for a dining room. His mother said she would paint the other 
rooms hersel£ It was impossible for Mrs. Loxandra to permit a Jewess to 
step into her room where in one comer hung the icons, enclosed in a glass 

case with her marriage wreaths, or to contaminate her kitchen where they 
cooked their Christian food. Before leaving for the shop, Pandelis had 
taken up the furniture ofhis room and had put it out in the small garden. 
At noon, he was just in time to see the white-washing woman on a ladder 
as she was finishing the third coating. He started a conversation. She, sus-
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picious of this sweet-talking Greek, hardly answered. No, she did not 
know any Sior Zacharias who played a musical instrument, or any Siora 
Fiora with gray eyes like her own. Since those persons did not live in the 
Jewish neighborhood, they were not pure Jews. "Infidels," she murmured 
through clenched teeth. 

"So?" Perla said as she walked beside him. 
Pandelis was startled. 
"Ah, yes, what were we saying?" And he started to talk again about 

acetylene. 
Perla glanced at him sideways, to make sure about what she had in 

mind: he is ugly, with a face that's been carved with a hatchet, and ears 
that stick out as if ready to fly; only his eyes are sweet, with a dark line at 
the end of the lids where his eyelashes grew, as if drawn with a black pencil. 
He is stupid, too. Why is he always in such deep thought? He thinks I don't under
stand that he is flirting with me. But he does give me a laugh. She was not con
ceited, no, she was only the daughter of an instrument player, but she 
received plenty of attention. First and foremost was the brother ofher class
mate Elpinike who lived in Kavakli Street, in a two-story house with a 
balcony. Not that she ever thought of Dimitri seriously! Only to pass the 
time. Of course, something went on during their rendezvous, but after all, 
she was like any young girl. Take Dimitri seriously? That was a joke. She 
would marry only a Jew. She was not a fanatic, anything but that, but that 
was what custom demanded. She would never marry a Christian. 

They parted at her door. Pandelis hesitated; perhaps Siora Fiora would 
open the door. But it was Sior Zacharias who opened it. 

"Good morning," said Pandelis and started for his home. 
He realized that Perla was making fun ofhim a little, as all girls do with 

shy boys. Perhaps she may even have had an idea that he was in love with 
her. The truth was that he felt the need to see her, to be with her. Even if 
she did not look like her mother, it was like being with Siora Fiora, Siora 
Fiora. In bed, he always lay on his right side, but sometimes he happened to 
wake in the middle of the night laying on his back, unable to move, as if 
paralyzed, with the marrow ofhis spine dried up-but not by Siora Fiora, 
not by Siora Fiora; sometimes by that white-washing woman, the house 
painter, sometimes by Stamata, the tobacco worker with the big bosom 
and the pock-marked face. In the morning he would leave the house before 
his mother had a chance to make his bed. 

Whenever he met Siora Fiora, or thought ofher, his mind never went 
to such things. Only his heart would expand and he would yearn to rest 
his head on her breast. He also had an idea; if only Siora Fiora were his 
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mother so he could hug and kiss her. Just as he wished it was with his own 

mother. He loved his mother; he loved her intensely-yes, he said to him

self, he loved her more than anything in the world. For a moment, he asked 

himself if perhaps he was not forcing himself to believe this. But no. She 

had raised him, she had brought him up with the best, she had seen that he 

lacked nothing when he was little. She had stayed up all night whenever 

he was sick. The doctor had said that he owed it to his mother and God-in 

that order-that he was saved when he had typhus. Nevertheless, here

called the slipper she had used to force him to take cod-liver oil, or that 

bitter quinine in the demitasse cup. Always, she had been cold and severe, 

with tight lips. She had not even had a kind word for him when his caique 

had defeated that of the Turks from Lazistan. Now, everyone in the neigh

borhood said the strong arms of the rowers did it. He did not care. But his 

mother, his mother .... 
Not one good word .... He felt that he owed his intense shyness to 

her and that was the reason he was stubborn with her. If he were like the 

other boys, he would talk more freely with the girls. He would make more 

advances. He would not avoid the company of boys his own age because 

they made fun ofhim for not having a sweetheart and not going to women, 

or to St. Constantine or to that narrow street between Paraleli and Malte

zika. He could afford to spend half a lira once or twice a month but his skin 

crawled any time he thought of contact with such women. Only in mo

ments of absolute honesty would he admit to himself that he also felt some

thing like fear in the presence of that mystery. 
"Hey, good morning, Pandelis! Where is your mind grazing?" Papa

Nicholas interrupted his thoughts as he passed in the company of Mr. 

Kourmendios. Then Papa-Nicholas continued his conversation with the 

teacher: "Agreed, I value and esteem Aristotle, because he wishes the state 

to develop in peace and in scientific knowledge, and because he condemns 

war and conquests. Nevertheless, his student Alexander took another road. 

It seems that the words of the teacher went in one ear and out the other." 

"You criticise Alexander the Great?" 
"We are talking now of Aristotle. I even respect his thirst for knowl

edge, which impelled him to occupy himself with all the sciences, even 

though .... " 
"But Father Nicholas," Mr. Kourmendios interrupted, "the great 

worth of Aristotle is his intellectuality. His mind has captured the utmost 

in perception, in the supernatural, in theology .... " 
"Yes, yes, I don't say, his thought wandered to the infinite; it reached 
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the stars which he characterized as divine beings, animate with logic, 
higher than man .... " 

"Oh, these are details which are lost in the breadth ofhis intellect," the 
teacher protested angrily. 

"Now I remember another detail, as you say," Papa-Nicholas contin
ued calmly. "He believed that the soul of the child originates in the male, 
in the father, and his body in the mother, in the female-isn't it so? Yes, his 
intellect was so wide, as to encompass those things beyond the senses; it 
was as wide as his imagination. But this unrestrained imagination misled 
him also in the realm of the perceptible, to the point of saying that the male 
animal has more teeth than the female. He never took the trouble to search 
in their mouth." 

The teacher stopped at the corner. He raised his fmger in a severe man
ner. 

"Father Nicholas, I considered you a man ofintellect as is becoming to 
your station. I'm amazed ... I'm ... the great mystics of antiquity, Or
pheus, Pythagoras ... "He cut offhis sentence with a short, "Goodbye!" 
and turned the corner. 

Papa-Nicholas shrugged. "As I get older, my critics multiply," he 
thought. "As for Pythagoras, as we said, I forgive him everything." 

Iflove had not stopped his promotion in the church, with his education, 
Papa-Nicholas would have been a Metropolitan, maybe a Patriarch, pro
vided of course, that he buried his ideas deeply, so deeply that he could 
forget them himsel£ His passion for music had pushed him toward those 
sinful relations with a Jewish instrument-player. Alas ! Those relations were 
not confined to a random conversation when they happened to meet in 
the street. He had turned it over in his mind and for many weeks he had 
resisted, but finally the Devil conquered. One dark night, the previous win
ter, about ten o'clock, bundled up to the ears, without his priest's cap, but 
with the cap he wore at home, he had knocked on the door of Sior Si
monas. Not a soul in the street. Only the staff of the night watchman could 
be heard, far away, on the pavement. 

Sior Zacharias himselfhad opened the door. He stood with his mouth 
open, then said, "Come in, old man." 

In the parlor, Siora Fiora was darning socks, and Perla had not yet 
finished her lessons. The two of them stood up, no less bewildered than 
Sior Zacharias. Perla, as a matter of fact, wanted to kiss his hand, but he 
withdrew it. 

"I don't want to disturb you," said Papa-Nicholas. 
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"Old man, you don't disturb us," said Siora Fiora. "Sit down, dear 
friend, and I'll make you some coffee." 

"Why don't we go into my room?" suggested Sior Zacharias who 
smelled something fishy. "Siora Fiora will bring our coffees there." 

When they were alone, Sior Zacharias looked at him, smiling, "At 
your command, old man." 

"The lute, I long to hear it," the priest whispered, pointing to the in
strument with its green cloth in the corner. 

Sior Zacharias took it out carefully, brought Papa-Nicholas a chair, 
and he, himself, sat cross-legged on the double bed, the instrument on his 
knees. He sat thoughtfully for one or two moments, passing his fingers 
lightly over the strings. 
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mona, his wife stood before him. The priest's wife, as soon as she had heard 
the door knob creak, had hurried to the foyer. 

"Petros is inside," she said softly. 
"Which Petros?" 
"Zangouleas. The murderer." 
"Ah," the priest exclaimed, then said, "Go to the bedroom, little 

mother. Leave us alone." 
The murder had taken place six days before, at the German brewery 

which was a little further out at Madame's Street. Like all the other streets, 
it had no sign: the street had a name, let us say a nickname, taken from some 
event. That one they called Madame's because the beer brewery, a family 
undertaking, was run by the widow of the German who had established it 
thirty years before. From the time that Mousiou Villem (Herr Wilhelm) 
had died, Madame Hilda had taken his place. The workers were all Greek. 
Only the Superintendent was German, Franz, about forty, all ruddy; he 
looked like a barrel from all the beer he drank. Once he had bet that he 
could drink ten glasses of bock straight, by the time the clock on the wall 
struck twelve. Ten glasses ofbock were set up on the table. First chime. "I 
give you that one," said Franz, not touching a glass. The clock struck a 
second chime. "I give you that, too," said Franz. At the third chime 
he started gulping down in one breath, glass after glass, and before the 
twelve chimes were over he had emptied all of them, God bless him. 
Bottoms up. Then he said, "Ha, now I'll drink a bock leisurely so I can . . ,, 
enjoy 1t. 

Franz was a simple man. He went about with some youngsters in em
broidered vests and belted jackets from another neighborhood. 

Well, Zangouleas killed this Franz with a knife through the heart. A 
voune: man of twent -two ears handsome with ros cheeks Zan ouleas 
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away with another; what's the difference, a German or a Greek ! They 
would pretend to search for the murderer, and in a few days the incident 
would be forgotten. 

But in this case, the German Consul was firm and demanded that the 
murderer be caught. At that time, Germany ruled the Turkish army and 
had great influence at Porta, at Constantinople. The police took all the 
other workers, their hands tied, to the station. Not one testified. They 
knew nothing, they had found Franz killed, the knife on the floor: Who 
killed him? Bilmem-I don't know. We found Franz in a pool of blood, 
and the knife thrown in the yard. Where was Zangouleas? Bilmem. Did 
they have any differences between them? Bilmem. The police searched all 
the houses in the neighborhood. Nothing. They kept the workers in jail, 
on bread and water. The Turkish Governor himself came from Konaki 
and interrogated them. Bilmem. They had not seen Zangouleas at all that 
morning; they had found Franz killed and the knife in the yard. 

The whole neighborhood became terror-stricken. Whoever had a pis
tol or a gun dug a hole in his garden and hid it. The Greeks saved weapons 
for the Great Idea, for the time when the Greek men-of-war, the Hydra, 
Spetsai and Psara would enter the harbor, with their huge cannons, and 
Constantine, the last emperor, would rise from his grave beneath the altar, 
and they would take Constantinople and St. Sophia. That is what the old 
people told their grandchildren and pointed to the portraits of Miaouli, 
Koloktroni and Karaiskaki which hung on the wall. 

Nevertheless, after three days, the police were forced to free the work
ers because Madame Hilda complained to her Consulate that the brewery 
was closed. That was the truth, and not what people were saying in the 
neighborhood that the police had released the workers because the Greek 
Consul had threatened the local judge. 

(The reason for the murder was never learned. Even now, some little 
old men, who had been beardless youngsters at the time, uprooted from 
their land, whom the ships had unloaded in these parts, like a hunted herd 
forty years before-even now, as those old men sun themselves on the 
benches of some small square, they remember that murder. But of other 
events, incomparably more serious, whose memory was sweet or bitter, 
they avoided speaking, as if they had a secret pact of silence, let the bitter 
go and never return. As for the past and the sweetness of life then in that 
blessed land-to remember is to weep. With their hats low over their eyes 
against the glare of the sun, they preferred to talk of things that did not 
open old wounds. 
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"Do you remember?" one would say. "Word got around that Tsakit
zis came down from the mountains and killed the German." 

"That was dust in the eyes of the Consul, an excuse for not catching 
the murderer. Tsakitzis, asked for money when he caught some rich farmer 
and gave it to the poor, Turks and Christians; ifhe killed, he killed Al
banians only. He hated them," the old men said, "because some Turko
Albanian had molested his mother, the Aise-hanoum." 

"Nevertheless after a few years, the gendarmes caught him. I went to 
Konaki to see his head stuck on a pole, but they had taken it down because 
it had started to get wormy," said one old man. 

"They said that the priest knew the secret," remarked another. 
''Which secret?'' 
"About the murder, isn't that what we're talking about?" 
"Ah, yes," said the other yawning. 
"The murderer told him himsel£ They said that one of the workers of 

the brewery knew the hangout of the murderer, that he talked with him 
and that the murderer admitted he had confessed to the parish priest." 

"Mm," the little old man said half asleep, his chin falling on his chest.) 
Yes, Papa-Nicholas did learn the secret that stormy night, but it was a 

confession, and he did not tell it to anyone. 
The murderer knelt and kissed the priest's hand. 
"Father, I have come to confess." 
There, kneeling, he confessed everything. The priest did not bless him. 

His kind eyes remained for some moments thoughtful, and then he said, 
"Pay careful attention to my words. In your place, I might have done the 
same. But afterward I would have given myself up for punishment, with 
the hope that my conscience would be eased, until God could judge. It was 
not self-defense. You flew into a passion. In your place I might have done 
the same if ... (the priest stammered for a moment) ifhe had done to me
ifhe had said those words to me. But life, even the life of an ant is the most 
holy thing in the world. Man can make everything; only life he cannot 
make. Because your soul is so burdened, you must be a good man. But you 
must be punished for your action; otherwise, being a good man with a 
conscience, you will never find peace. If it were not that you would fall 
into vengeful hands, I would advise you to give yourself up immediately. 
Even so, I would give myself up. Do as you know best." 

"They are pursuing me. I love life." 
"If you want to stay at my house, stay. Stay in the service of the church, 

to help my wife who breaks her back scrubbing the floors every day. Her 
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fingers are sore from shining the candelabra. Your life will be from here 
to the church and from the church here. A small door leads from my house 
to the church yard. No one will find you. And in ten, twenty years I will . . ,, 
gtve you commumon. 

"Mercy, Father. I am twenty-two years old. I love life." 
"May God have mercy on you." 
The young man got up from his knees. It was the first time he raised 

his eyes to look at the old man. The eyes of the priest had a painful sweetness. 
"Will I suffer in the next life?" 
"You will suffer in this life." 
"To the mercy of God," murmured the murderer. 
He staggered out of the room, went to the outer door, opened it and 

was lost in the rain. 
"And so?" the priest's wife asked Papa-Nicholas. 
"I am not satisfied with myself," he answered. 
Years later it was learned that Petros Zangouleas was killed in the war 

ofr9r2. 

PARODOS 

translated by Fotine Nicholas 

''"lYT 
VV ELCOME ••.• What? A writer? That is to say? Ah, you write 

books. Well, I'm glad to know you. I have great respect for those who 
write books-I'm speaking seriously. Have a seat then. There, on that little 
step. I have no other chair. Did you say it's pretty here? Just like the 
country? You mean this open sewer that runs through all these barren 
fields and meanders down to the valley? Listen, my brave fellow, if you 
and I are to get along, let's stop fooling each other: my respect for books 
and your compliments about my wreck of a place. 

"Well, so you're writing a book about that lost city and you want my 
advice. Listen. Forty years have gone by since then, forty full years. Not 
that the past can be measured by the years that divide us from it, anymore 
than the distance from our homes can be measured in miles. For one person, 
both the past and his home place may be as distant as if they never existed. 
Somebody else may see them always vividly before him as if time had 
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stood still. It depends. As for me, how can I define it for you? No, not for 
them alone, but for those who came as well. 

"What do I do these days? Well, 'Y akoumi,' says the boss, 'be content 
with your forty little drachmas a day. I esteem your work,' says he, 'but I 
have to put money aside to enlarge the factory.' 

"Oh, I don't work in his factory. I work his land, gardener in a large, 
fertile garden. I love his garden and since I haven't anything of my own to 
grow, I give him every drop of my sweat. The earth has eaten my nails to 
their roots. Of course, you might say that every man has his ambition. My 
boss' is to enlarge his factory. Even at my age I, too, have my dream-to 
get my own pickaxe, my own hoe, my own pruning hook. The ones I had 
were burned-the handles were burned and the iron parts melted. They 
may even have exploded into the air together with the church bell and the 
cassock. They were beautiful tools-when you grasped them, they felt like 
a part of your hand. 

"Yes, I used to do the same kind of work there, but in my own garden. 
Gardener: write that down, too-YAKOUMIS, THE GARDENER. Many of your 
readers will recall my name. It was beautiful earth, full of goodness, and 
it returned your love. In a corner of the garden was our little house, not 
much larger than this house, perhaps, but built with fieldstone, no bricks, 
gasoline cans and tins. It was well-plastered inside with a whitewashed 
fireplace, a tile roof instead of tar paper. I tell you all this only so that you 
will understand that I am of the people. I do not put on airs. You must have 
realized that from my speech-! don't talk like a scholar. 

"What? Do I lack a garden now? Are we going to talk about ghosts? 
This is my garden: that tin can with the geranium and the flower pot with 
the sprig ofbasil. The basil will come to seed. Then I'll remove it and plant 
a red carnation in November. I don't know whether you ever garden but 
carnations don't take before St. Katherine's day. I'll plant mine on that day. 
I have my reasons. 

"I've nothing else to tell you. You've seen my garden and my hut. 
And you're lucky that you made it in time because one of these days, the 
cop, that is, the gendarme, will come around with some workers and knock 
the whole thing down unless the stream carries them off some winter night 
and sweeps us all down to the shore. But by then I may have planted the 
red carnation. After that, 'Now Thou releaseth Thy Slave,' as Father Nicholas 
used to say. But the carnation will remain for someone to enjoy. Go now 
to the good-that's all I have to say. 

"What? Ifi don't tell you about that city, you won't be able to write 
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your book? And you came to me on purpose and to no one else in the 
neighborhood because you've heard tell of Y akoumi, the Gardener? Say 
it, say it even though it's a lie. You've made it a matter of honor. Sit down 
then and I'll tell you about the kites. 

"Have you ever seen a city lifted up high? Bound with a thousand 
cords and rising to the heavens? Well, then, you've never seen it nor will 
you ever see such a miracle. They used to start on the first Monday of 
Easter Lent-it was the custom-and every Sunday a holiday until Palm 
Sunday. From Hadzifrangos' Alani-The Commons-and from every 
roof and from every field-in every neighborhood of the city, they re
leased kites. The sky was thick with them -so thick the birds could not 
find room. That is why it was the cranes who brought the swallows on 
Holy Week to celebrate the Easter season with us. All during Lent, with 
every Sunday a holiday, the city traveled skyward. She flew to the heavens 
and was blessed by God. It was hard to imagine how she could stay bound 
to the earth after so much pulling skyward. And as we always looked up, 
our eyes were filled with heaven; we breathed heaven, our breasts expanded 
and we had angels for company. Angels together with archangels soared 
on high. You might point out that here, too, people fly kites on that same 
Monday. But have you ever seen this city go sailing in the sky? Never. 
There, everything was planned with wisdom and with knowledge; every 
lane was bound to heaven. And you needed great skill and art to fly your 
kite. 

"Little Stavrakis, Stavrakis of Amanatzis, would have been an out
standing kiteman. But his life went to waste. So be it. Anyway, he would 
have been great. He was still a boy, but he was an expert in 'nibbling off.' 

"Let me explain. You would make an agreement with someone else 
who flew kites-everything was done according to agreement, honorably, 
without spite-you made an agreement to 'nibble off,' that is, to cut off the 
tail of the other fellow's kite. Stavrakis would let out his cord, bringing his 
kite beyond and a little below the other kite; then he would give the cord 
some strong pulls and hrap! he would 'nibble off' the other's tail. 

"Stavrakis knew some other tricks, too. Even the cigarette papers of 
the tail turned into little white birds fluttering in the air until they were out 
of sight. The crippled kite would start to tailspin, as the newspapers say 
nowadays about airplanes, and would plunge headfirst. No escape. It would 
hit something, the frame would break down the middle, and the kite would 
fall in a heap like a corpse with a broken spine. Stavrakis was an expert. 

"But in addition to the nibblings, there were the takings. Two kites 
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would tangle, you pulled a cord, it grew taut, and whoever broke the 
other's cord got his kite. And that, too, was according to honorable agree
ment. You would call out, 'Shall we take them?' 

"'Yes,' the other would answer, 'but what kind of cord have you?' 
For if your cord was thick and the other fellow had a thin one, you could 
cut his for sure. The cords had to be of equal strength. Of course, there was 
cheating at times, but rarely. 

"The kites were not like the ones they have here, rectangular or many
cornered. Let me explain. Imagine a bow made of reeds-half hoop that 
is-with its cord and its arrow. The arrow-the backbone of the kite-was 
a wooden rod. The length of the shaft extending below the cord was double 
its length from the cord to the middle of the kite. That was for balance. It 
was tied to the top of the kite and the middle of the cord. Further down, 
the nose had a groove. A string extended from one end of the kite, next to 
the cord, went into the groove or wound about the nose, went up on the 
other side and was tied again at the other end of the frame. 

"The kite, in other words, was a bow with a pointed end in a wedge. 
That was its frame. Then it was dressed with paper, thick or thin according 
to the size of the kite. Of course, a good kite had to be weighted properly 
so as not to swerve to one side or the other. But I must confess that I liked 
it to tilt a bit to one side. I used to hang earrings on the other side and when 
it soared high in the air, it put on airs like a young girl. 

"The cheapest kite was The Turk: a one-piece red paper with a half
moon and a star pasted on it. Then came The Frenchman, blue, white and 
red pasted with shoemaker's glue side by side. Still more expensive was 
The Greek. You see, for the Greek flag you needed lots of stripes, white 
and blue with a cross in one corner, and pasting all that was work. Even 
more costly was The American with red and white stripes and the stars in 
the corner. But the most expensive, exorbitant really, about eight, possibly 
ten metal coins-I'm referring to the one that was about a meter in size
was the Baclava. All tiny, tiny triangles and little baclava shapes, in a 
variety of colors. Aside from the chore of pasting all that, you needed great 
skill to match all those pieces in color and design. You used up an awful lot 
of paste, too. 

"The Sky and Stars was rather expensive, too, dark mauve, with all 
the stars and comets of the heavens pasted on it in gold paper. And then 
there were some huge kites, taller than a man. Those were flown by the 
adults, who used rope instead of string. Two men controlled these, strong 
men, with hands calloused by hard work, because the pull of the air nicked 
your fingers till they bled. Once I flew a kite like that. 
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"That's what I had to say. It was a miracle to see the entire city rising 
to the skies. Are you familiar with the icon depicting the angel lifting the 
gravestone, and Christ emerging from the tomb and rising to heaven, 
holding a red Easter banner? Well, it was something like that. 

"That's about it. Come, go now to the good. 
"What? You're asking about the church bell and the cassock that took 

wing? Yes, I did mention something like that at the beginning. It escapes 
me and I'd like to stop right here. But I wouldn't want you to think it was 
a meaningless statement, said at random with a roar. 'Senility,' you're 
saying to yoursel£ Well, sit down then. 

"As a matter offact, my memory is a garden full of weeds, its footpaths 
choked by nettles and wildness. It is hard for me to fmd my way. And for 
sure I'll be cut and torn lightly, somewhere along the way and I may not 
even be aware of it. I've gotten thick-skinned during the last forty years. 
Besides, when someone is searching among the ashes, he can mistake a 
sliver ofbroken mirror for a gem and toss away a piece ofjewelry as if it 
were a bit of yellow tin. That's why, even the things I told you about the 
kites may have been only my imagination. But no, I can still feel the string 
taut in my fist, pulling me high. Be that as it may, memories lose their 
bearings in old age. And a fatigue blocks your judgment and puts a per
sistent air of goodness on the face of the elderly, a kindness due to weakness 
which I consider slyness. 

"And so, if I recall correctly, it was the third or fourth day after the 
coming of the Turkish army. The city was cowering. In the meantime there 
had been several atrocities-killings, rape of virgins and lootings. Many 
had lost their lives and many more were to die. Booty, looters, the cackling 
of a machine gun-it was war, hatred and revenge-our side, too, had 
burned Turkish villages during its retreat. War makes a savage beast of 
man. There were other killings; here and in the dusty roads of Anatolia 
thousands of our people were lost, tens and hundreds of thousands, and 
there was great privation. 

"You see, the Turk considered us traitors for having borne arms against 
the Fatherland-Turkey. I'm speaking without passion as if neither anger 
nor hatred existed in the world. The third or fourth day after the Turkish 
army had come, the city was prostrate in her evil dream, in her affiiction 
and her endurance. But the ovens were still baking bread. It seemed as if 
there were a certain order. Here and there a single shot seemed harmless 
and innocent after the great disturbance. You didn't take it seriously. It 
couldn't be meant for you. And beyond, at a great distance, a muffied 
thundering, somewhat like a bass viola-you understand me. Our men had 
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captured the fortifications at Tsesmeh and were holding off the Turkish 
army with cannons, until the Greek army could board ship. 

"Well, that morning one of our newspapers came out again for the 
first time. The first and the last. It said that the Greeks had misled us, that 
the Turks were good people, that we must sober up-I remember that word 
even though I still don't know its meaning. Listen, listen, for three years 
they had been sucking our brains about freedom and glory, about a superior 
race of people, about The City-Constantinople-and Aghia Sophia, and 
had been relegating the Turk to the 'Red Apple Tree.' 1 Now they were 
telling us to engage in our peacetime activities under the protection and 
justice of the Turkish fatherland. Imagine that! 

"The little people read all this, windows were opened, women smiled 
-bitterly, of course-but they smiled, and children played out of doors. 
Dreams had been lost, but you can easily refashion dreams. And even then, 
we were already dreaming again though timidly, timidly, perhaps without 
even admitting it to ourselves. 'King Alexander isn't dead,' I said to my 
wife at one point. But Katerina only shook her head. 

"'I'm going for a walk,' I said to her after a while. 'Are you afraid to 
be alone?' 

'"G ' h .d f o, s e sat -a woman o courage. 
"I will go back a little to an earlier time so that you may understand 

the sort of woman Katerina was. Until 1914 we Greeks had been masters. 
We had got along nicely and happily. But in '14 the Neo-Turks2-' Yasasin 
andalet, yasasin houriet! Long live Justice, long live Freedom!' -gave Tur
key into the hands of the Germans, and the Germans did their job well; 
they made fanatics of the Turkish people and then the first expulsions began. 
When war was declared and when later Turkey got into the dance, too, 
they put those of us Greeks who were subject to conscription in the ameleh 
-battalions of compulsory labor as it were-and set us to breaking rocks 
and building roads. Many of our people left their bones in the wilderness
illness, hunger, exhaustion. The earth groaned. I lost only two fingers of 
my left hand-another story, which I won't tell now. In any case, I owe it 
to those two missing fingers that I wasn't taken into the Greek army when 
the Greeks mobilized our area after they had landed. But even with my 
two fingers gone, Katerina agreed to take me as her husband. She was a 
woman of courage, I tell you. 

"I went out then, that morning. Here and there a solitary passerby 
inched along the walls of the narrow streets. A few stores were open, not 
many, perhaps one in three. But the bakeries were making bread. One of 
my Catholic customers-Lord bless her, I used to sell her seedlings for her 
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little garden-called me from her balcony, 'Yakoumi, go back home for 
your own good. This is no time for displays of courage !' 

" 'Madame,' I answered her in jest, 'I'm going for a shave. Dead and 
unshaven, olurmou? Is it proper?' And truly I had a four-day beard. 

"I came out on the Quay. Masses of people and, in addition, thousands 
on barges were lined up at the waterfront. Refugees from the interior had 
come on foot to save themselves. The Greek army had taken all the trains. 
They were killing the little people so that they could escape. It was a matter 
oflife and death. 

"As I was saying, the refugees had come down to the city to save their 
lives. You see, they thought the Greek army would hold the city as the 
High Commission had been affirming deceitfully a few days before. And 
besides there was the sea, a port-surely the Greek government would have 
sent ships for the people. Yes, they had sent two or three boats that were 
taking only their own from the High Commission and the National Bank. 
The Bank had opened a branch in our city and now had to save its money, 
its strong box. What is human life compared to money? 'Don't leave,' 
they said to us. 'We shall return. Long live Greece!' 

"And so all that crowd was crammed on the shore and the barges. Men, 
young and old, aged women and women and children who had left all their 
possessions and were on the road. And now it was getting dark and they 
lay down right there, one on a woollen coverlet he had brought along, 
another on a mattress or a blanket. Lips were trembling in delirium. Eyes, 
open wide, stared at the Day ofJudgment, the end of the world. A day that 
was a joy to God, the end of August, beginning of September by the new 
calendar. 

"A few of our people were in business. They had set up fires and were 
cooking corn on the cob, even meat on a spit and bean soup, and selling 
food. (The immortal Spirit of the Race, Yakoumi' s listener noted.) For that mat
ter the bakeries were baking bread. And two or three barbers had each set 
up one chair and were shaving people. I saw all this with my own eyes. 
Perhaps those who were shaving had the same thought as I did- 'Dead and 
unshaven, olurmou ?' 

"In the sea a number of bloated corpses were floating in the foam. It 
did not seem strange. Life as it flowed was death, indeed. The greatest evil 
seemed to have ended. At that moment about two hundred cavalrymen 
passed by, Turkish soldiers, and the major who was in the lead with the 
flag bearer at his side, was shouting at the people, 'Korkma, korkma, don't be 
afraid!' 

"The situation seemed calmer. Uncontrolled children escaped from 
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their mothers' arms and ran around among the refugees. Further out in the 
open were anchored four or five foreign royal ships. 'For protection,' they 
said. Now don't laugh at what I'm going to say. Of all those there before 
me who were awaiting salvation from the foreign ships, some were mur
dered and others drowned-that very night. And those who remained 
were transported to a foreign land-here. 

"I turned inland, toward Fasoula. My beard was itching. There was 
one barbershop open and I went in. While the barber was shaving me, he 
spoke in a murmur. 

"'In Armenia,' he said, 'not even a nostril is left. The Armenians locked 
themselves in their church, St. Stephan, and they resisted. But they were 
cleaned out. The Turks hated them. You see, they had formed a Revolu
tionary Organization. They were working toward their Great Idea, too
a Great Armenia. They had even volunteered for the Greek army.' 

"He continued, 'They say that to save himself, some money changer at 
Dark Bezesteni climbed up on the stern line of an English cargo ship in the 
port. He pulled himself up on the cable and grabbed the ship's gunwale with 
both hands to get astride it. But an English sailor pounded on his fmgers 
with an iron bar. The man's grip was loosened, he lost his balance, fell into 
the sea and was drowned.' 

"'Some,' said the barber, 'managed to get afloat on rowboats or sail
boats. They approached the English royal fleet, shouting, "Aman, lower 
the gangplank, throw us some ropes, save us!" They were chased away. 
And when some tried to grab the hanging rope-ladder, the English swung 
the ladder and threw them into the sea. The English were maintaining strict 
neutrality, you see. In such a way. They say that the French behaved more 
humanely in this instance. 

"'And at Sevdikioy,' he went on, 'the Sevdikioyans resisted with rifles 
in hand and there was terrible destruction.' 

"As he was wiping the lather from my face, he bent and whispered in 
my ear, 'It's been learned that they flayed the Bishop at the Governor's 
Headquarters. He went to apologize to the Pasha who turned him over to 
the Turkish people to judge him. No matter how unreasonably Chrysos
tomos behaved during the occupation-although, even ifhe had behaved 
with intelligence and good sense, they would have labeled him a traitor 
-no matter how brainlessly he acted, he nevertheless did not desert his 
flock. He did not leave with others who departed secretly while assuring 
us that they would hold the city and that we were in no danger. They es
caped secretly. Both they and those who sent them bear the great guilt. But 
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you could say they came as strangers to the land, they behaved like strangers 
and they left as strangers, enemies.' 

"'There's something else I learned from a customer,' he continued, 
'because they forbade the papers to write it: when those bank employees 
went on strike and sent a committee to the High Commission to present 
their side, Stergiades slapped the first one who tried to speak and sent the 
committee away. Before the war and the great hatred, the Turk respected 
us. But those others did not feel for our country. They felt no compassion 
for the people of this place. And in my opinion, the more I consider it,' 
said the barber, 'Fatherland is not an idea pulled out of the air; it isn't the 
past glories and the tombs and the marbles. Fatherland means the earth, the 
place, the fields and the seas and the mountains. Fatherland is today' s people, 
and the love of a country means to desire their happiness. I say this because 
I am a good Hellene.' 

"These and other things the barber said to me and I shook my head, not 
knowing what to answer. You can't outdo a barber in conversation. Finally 
he said, 'Accursed be the day.' 

"I returned home with loaves of pure wheat bread. In the street a gen
darme stopped me, 'Dur-Halt !'I'd met others, police and gendarmes, but 
they hadn't bothered me. 'Teskereh,' this one said to me, 'your papers.' 

"I don't know how it came to me to answer, 'Ben Catolique' and he 
let me pass. I felt the blood rush from my ears and cheeks and return to my 
heart. I barely refrained from shouting, 'Hey, I'm a Romyo, a Greek, kill 
me!' Only words, of course, words of the moment. But at that instant the 
sun was pointing at me with an accusing fmger and I did not know where 
to hide from shame. I remembered then how St. Peter had denied Jesus 
Christ. Do you consider it a small thing? 

"At home I found Katerina boiling greens she had gathered from the 
garden. Her face serene, sober, like our neatly-covered double bridal bed 
in one corner. It was her first pregnancy-five months. She asked no ques
tions but continued removing the foam from the pot. 

'"It's quiet out,' I said to her. 
"She turned and looked at me. 'To your health,' she said smiling. 
"'What do you mean?' 
"'Well, because you shaved.' 
"I stroked my chin, hesitated a moment, and then I said, 'They've 

killed the Bishop!' 
"'God forgive him,' she said, just so, simply; but when she started 

slicing the bread, her hand was trembling from the elbow. 
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"Sweet bread, it was and fresh, sweet as it is when attended by fatigue 
after hard work. But that day it was made bitter by a certain sorrow-even 
as now the black bran bread is so bitter that no amount of fatigue can 
sweeten it but makes it even more bitter. They say it's healthier than the 
rosy-red roll my boss eats. Perhaps that's why they feed the animals bran. 

"It must have been after two when we'd finished eating. My wife went 
to bed, saying she would get up later to do the dishes and dam my socks. I 
offered to pick up the dishes to help because she was pregnant, but Katerina 
said, 'Leave them. Come and lie with me and hold my hand.' 

"She fell asleep. I held her hand and every so often I felt her shiver. 
Five months pregnant. I thought that perhaps the child's kicking was mak
ing her tremble. She was not very swollen. She was lying barefoot, in her 
petticoat and a low-cut chemise-appealing. To cheat the devil, I looked 
at the ceiling and made plans for the future, plans for the son she would give 
me. 

"But something was seducing me from them both and was directing 
my mind elsewhere. I finally realized it was my concern for those homeless 
ones on the Quay. Something had to be done. Of course, in times like those, 
man becomes egotistical. Willy-nilly, the crab gnaws at you from within. 
I could go with other neighbors and we could each take one family. Then 
God would see to it. 

"I got up, put on my shoes. Everything of that day is vivid in my mind. 
Only I'm not sure about anything that happened after nightfall. But again 
I say, 'No; I saw it with my eyes, no matter how the smoke beclouded my 
mind.' 

"Outside it was quiet, not a soul in the street or on the Alani, The 
Commons. No matter how brave you are in the morning, with the bend 
of the day something turns inside you. Only two little kids with wooden 
swords were stirring the dust as they marched along. They were playing 
soldier and yelling, 'A-strut, balla-strut!' But their mother came out and 
got them. 

"Well, from house to house and garden to garden, five or six of us got 
together at my next-door neighbor's. A hedge of branches separated our 
two gardens. We talked the matter over; he served us tsipouro wine and 
cracked olives-that especially for Epaminondas whose morale was shat
tered. We talked and decided that the day was just about gone, we didn't 
have time, we would discuss it again the next morning. I was the last to go, 
so that the neighbor and I could talk briefly again-a sensible, intelligent 
man. Coming out, I saw his wife collecting the laundry from the line. The 



Kosmas Politis: At Hadzifrangos' 

things were still dripping. 'There are ashes falling,' she said. 'I don't know 
from where, and the clothes are getting sooty. I'll hang everything up again 
tomorrow.' 

"Ashes were falling. It was getting dark. It was the end of August and 
the days were getting shorter. It was early, but Katerina and I had supper 
early. What else was there to do? And later we went to bed, unsuspecting. 
My mouth tasted like poison from all the cigarettes I had smoked. 

"Other days at that hour we used to sit in the garden. A neighbor might 
come along, Katerina would be knitting something for the baby, a sock, 
a little shirt, all sky blue, for it would be a boy. Below us was the Alani. We 
gardeners kept to ourselves-perhaps we felt superior because we worked 
the earth. Among those of other trades, we respected only the fishermen 
for they, too, plow the sea. Besides, I don't know, people of the sea have a 
something in their eyes, something remote, you feel, that makes you reflect. 

"We used to sit, not talking much during our little evening gatherings 
-the women, yes, but we men, we listened to the earth which murmured 
as it gave up the heat of the day. Gardeners are prone to few words. Don't 
judge me as I am now. 

"Occasionally on those evenings my wife and I used to take the little 
ferry beside the boatladder, disembarking at the last pier at Kokaryli, which 
means the perfumed coast. We would sit at a little cafe that dipped its feet 
in the ocean. And truly the seashore with the evening at low ebb smelled 
of sea urchins and sea-shell. Our lungs would expand. We would have 
mullet as an appetizer. Facing us were the straits, milky and peaceful at that 
hour of calm. And when it began to get dark, the fishing boats used to come 
out and encircle the sea with pride, lined up from the estate of St. George, 
down past the Two Brothers, up to the opposite coast, beyond the Priest's 
pier. As a man of the land I had learned a great deal from the earth, but I 
felt that knowledge of the sea escaped me. 

"But that day, what could we do? We went to bed as soon as dusk came 
on. I talked of trivialities with Katerina, about how the first rains were late 
and how many heads of cabbage and cauliflower went to waste and so it 
would be a good idea to buy a sow. We could feed it at no expense. We 
could mate her with Epaminondas' hog and in two or three years, after 
selling the piglets, we could build another little room for our son. Homely 
words, words that belonged to the good days. I hesitated and then I told 
her that Epaminondas had been weeping for the misfortunes of the nation. 
It seems that my voice must have trembled, too, because Katerina stroked 
my hand. 'Our child,' she said. 
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"'Yes, our child,' I repeated, understanding where her thoughts lay. I 
told her about Asimo' s laundry, too, and about the ashes. 

"'Earlier,' she said, 'when I went out to throw away the sweepings, I 
saw a copper-colored cloud. It was over toward the Basmahane section.' 

"'Your imagination,' I said to her although I had seen that cloud, too. 
'"I wasn't afraid,' she replied. 'But-our child.' 
"We slept. 

"Something woke us during the night. The burning heat? The voices? 
Dogs were howling. The fire was far away. I figured with my eye that it 
had reached from Basmahane to St. Dimitri after having harrowed through 
the entire Armenian quarter. It was still over a mile away. The copper cloud 
had covered half the sky. Before me the Alani seemed to be alight with 
richness of the setting sun-orange-colored. People were leaving their 
houses, looking up high, gathering here and there, shouting, gesturing. 
They went into their homes and came out again, shouting and looking up. 
A sirocco had come up, not strong, but just enough for the fire to enjoy. 
Sure of itself, the fire wasn't hurrying, knowing itself to be both law and 
prophets. It was strolling on the roofs, entering the houses, flying back out 
the windows. The smoke was red, whirling then spreading in copper 
clouds. I stood in my garden. The birds, deceived by the brightness, by the 
light, had awakened and were chirping in their nests. I stood in my garden, 
a pretty place, well-irrigated. Nowadays I water these two flower pots. 

"They were shouting from the Alani. I couldn't understand what they 
were saying. The heat that was coming our way, was seizing the words, 
vaporizing them, like a furnace, turning them to smoke. I went in. Katerina 
looked me in the eyes. 

"'Don't worry,' I said, 'even if the fire gets here, the Alani will stop it.' 
It was almost eleven by the clock. We'd been asleep a couple of hours. 

"Gradually I became aware of a roaring. Like the rolling of a savage 
river, it was overflowing in our direction, getting ever closer. Suddenly, 
from the narrow streets, a mass of people came rushing. They were bent, 
breathless, bundles on their shoulders, or a child in arms, clutching a kettle 
or a coffeemill, thoughtless things. They were quiet-the women weren't 
screaming, nor the old men moaning, nor the children whining-there was 
only the sound of feet trampling the earth. Mute, bent, wildfaced, they just 
kept going. 

"I pulled my trousers on over my nightclothes and went down to the 
Commons. 

"I fell in beside them. 



Kosmas Politis: At Hadzifrangos' 

"'Hey, children, where are you headed for?' 
"They pointed straight ahead. 
"'Stop, children, there's nothing to be afraid of here. Come into our 

homes-they're yours. Come in and rest.' 
"Instead of answering, they just kept going. They were leaving hell. 

They were orange and red on the side where the fire was shining on them. 
Men, in any case, are men. You can overlook things. But the women were 
horrifying, hair awry and faces sooty. One was carrying a sieve, another 
was barefoot and wearing a feathered hat, still another was carrying a trunk 
on her shoulder. It must have been her dowry-she was a young girl. 
Others were carrying grandmothers and grandfathers on their backs. Two 
of them had entwined their hands to form a little seat and were carrying an 
old man who was only skin and bones with his chin sunken onto his chest. 
A priest was guiding a second flock before him. 

"'Aman, where are you going, children?' 
"Aman, aman ! The fire had consumed their speech and dried up their 

saliva. The roar of the flames filled the air. In front of the priest a small child 
without a thought was happily rolling his hoop. 

"A rapid tramping of feet was heard in some cobbled lane. 'The 
Turks!' screamed the women of the neighborhood and two horses leaped 
into the Alani, riderless and saddleless. They stopped abruptly, neighed 
high toward the heavens and then rushed ahead, vanishing among the 
gardens. 

"I found Katerina seated in a chair-five months pregnant. Her face 
was creased. 'Don't you feel well?' I asked. 

"'It's nothing,' she answered, 'a small pain. The child must be kicking.' 
She refused to lie down again. 

"They say that the devil after midnight rushes to complete his work 
before the rooster crows at dawn. The fire was still rushing in the same way, 
dividing in two and then three. It surrounded St. Fotini and St. George 
while a third fork was already licking the neighborhood of St. Katherine. 
The sirocco was lending a hand and the flame was leaping. You could see 
a lone house much nearer to us catch fire, at Trasa ofKeratohori; then in a 
moment an entire street was up in flames. The roaring covered every other 
noise; a thousand winds were howling, seething, whirling. 

"Katerina came out and stood beside me. 
"'How do you feel?' I asked. 
"'It's nothing. Just a small pain below my navel. Listen,' she said after 

a while; 'A church bell is ringing.' 
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"'It's the hot breath of the fire,' I explained. 'it's moving the bells and 

they're ringing.' 
"I don't know what the neighbors did-we were separated by the gar

dens, the trees and our cares. The heat of the fire singed us. 
"Standing near me Katerina murmured, 'No, it isn't from the heat of 

the fire. It's ringing again. Listen.' 
"She said it as if in a dream and I did not like that. 'Only one bell is 

ringing,' she said again. 'Listen.' 
"Suddenly the dome and the bell tower of a church fell in a heap, as if 

they were cardboard. Nothing was heard above the roaring of the fire ex

cept the bell that kept on ringing and then, 'Look Y akoumi,' she said. A 

cassock was flying up into the air and was floating spread out, a black shell, 

against the copper sky. 
"'The Bishop's cassock!' she said. Beside the cassock, a church bell was 

soaring like the sun, all white heat and lightning. The bell kept rising and 

ringing dolefully, higher beside the cassock. Neither moon nor stars were 

in the sky-then we could no longer see or hear them but only the roaring 

of the furnace, and the birds awoke again and began fluttering away and 

our yellow cat leaped from Katerina's arms and began to chase the un

catchable birds. 
"Katerina sat on the threshold. 'So you hurt?' I asked. 
"'It's nothing. The baby is kicking.' 
"Other flocks of people were pushing into the Commons. They were 

dyed an orange-red, that sometimes turned to yellow or dark red. From 

the houses surrounding the Alani, they were removing furniture and piling 

it in the center. People were gesturing, and opening and closing their 

mouths, but not a sound came out. Everything was drowned out by the 

sound of the fire, and as we were watching, a flame leaped from one roof, 

another here, still another there. It grabbed a shaggy rug here, a mattress 

there, a blanket, a large basket-no one walked over those flames as they 

do on St. John's day. Then our pine tree turned into a torch and the pine 

nuts were being tossed like swollen balls. 
"'Don't run,' said Katerina, 'the child.' 
"I lifted her, five months pregnant, in my arms and I stopped one hun

dred paces away in the little field with the com I had harvested. I put her 

down at the other edge. 
" 'I hurt. I hurt under my navel,' she groaned. 
"In that place she aborted our son-it was a son-I saw by the flames 

of our house-and the warm earth swallowed all her blood. 
"Throughout her life Katerina had dreamed of happiness.'' 
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NOTES 

1. A Red Apple Tree (Kokkini Melia): A mythical place in modem Greek legend and 
folklore where the Greeks were to drive the Turks after chasing them from Constantinople. 
The term may be equivalent of the Monodendron which appears in Byzantine oracles and 
prophetic books, or it may derive from the Turkish tradition of calling any large and powerful 
city A Red Apple. 

2. Neo-Turks: Turkish reformists who got together first for literary purposes but from 
1870 gave a political character to their movement. Being nationalistic, they tried to free any
thing Turkish from Arabic and Persian influences. They tried an Islamic revival but without 
strict adherence to Islamic religion. Their flirtation with Western Europe from I 876 subjected 
them to much persecution by the Government of the Sultans who considered them revolu
tionary. 

CHAPTER VII 

translated by Alice-Mary Ma.ffry 

DOWN BY THE SHORE A SHORT 

LIME TREE IN FULL BLOOM 

THE "Masonic Church" was the English Protestant Church at Pounta, 
near the station square. As all Catholics were "Franks," so all Protestants 
were "Masons." The college, maintained by American Missionaries near 
Tsai at Tampachana, further from Armenia, was also "Masonic." The 
Protestants spent a lot of money to fulfill their purpose. They succeeded 
in converting an old-clothes man from the Hadzifrangos quarter. His son 
was a student at the college without tuition. Later, people said, the mission
aries would send him to America to learn freemasonry thoroughly. He had 
been baptized Yannis, but his family and a boy from another quarter who 
used to come to take him for a walk sometimes, called him John. These two 
boys had a slick, sucked-in appearance. They walked so stiffiy, you would 
think they had swallowed a ramrod. Their eyes moved neither to right nor 
left, as if they were ashamed and at the same time did not care. The other 
children of the quarter used to stop playing when these two boys passed 
and would stare at them like something unnatural because they did not 
say, "Hey you," or curse, or send people to the devil or even worse. 

That neighborhood of the station was one of the most beautiful in the 
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city, with its big houses of grey or green rough stone, or occasionally of 
marble, with its square of enormous plane-trees; and in one corner of the 

square where victorias lined up to pick up passengers from the trains, the 
square and the station were like a postcard painting. The trains whistled 

discreetly. The pavement of the square was sparkling clean; the Maltese 
flagstones glistened like glass when it rained. The place made such an im
pression on you that you spoke softly in the waiting room and even on the 
platforms. All this typical Victorian formality-the company was English, 
and Queen Victoria had died only the year before-was not even ten min
utes away from Hadzifrangos, if you turned at the English hospital. Even 
the station-masters had the appropriate dignity. They were almost all 
Greeks. One of them, the station master of Cazmir, was also a poet. He 

published his poems in newspapers and had translated from English a poem 
by Longfellow, the one which begins, 

The day is cold, and dark, and dreary; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary; 
The vine still clings to the mouldering wall, 
But at every gust the dead leaves fall, 

And the day is dark and dreary. 
He was a small man who did not catch your eye. He did not act like a poet, 
and yet, curiously enough, he wrote beautiful poems. 

There at the Pounta Station on the English line from Aidinion, there 

were never crowds and noise. It only served passenger trains. The freight 
trains used to load and unload at theY ephyri station, near St. Constantine, 
at the junction with the Kasamba line of the French company. The station 

of that company was at Basmakhane at the other end of the lower city, 
where the Turkish quarters began to climb the hill and where the Turkish 

Cretans predominated. A troublesome neighborhood, it was always full 
of great confusion, wagons, camels, mud and quarrels. 

Well then, at exactly four o'clock Aristos and Stavrakis met in front 

of the English Church. They passed the station square, then turned right at 
the warehouses and came out at Daragatsi. From there on, the road went 
straight. It was a dirt road, whose petrified mud had been ground into dust, 
now that it had not rained for over a month-a long road, in the outskirts 

of the city, a few houses here and there, workshops, factories, blacksmith 
shops and warehouses. Scattered among them were fields covered with 

weeds. 
But the road had something else, too, which Stavrakis pointed out to 

Aristos, lowering the tone ofhis voice: 
"Oh, oh! the cemetery!" 
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"Well, what about it?" asked Aristos. 
"Ghosts." 
"Do you think I'm afraid?" 
But he did not turn around to look. 
"Won't you be frightened even if we see the fairy of Khalkabunar, 

which K yra Doudou told us about?" 
"No, I won't be afraid. Besides, it hasn't rained so that the rainbow 

can appear for Artetills to come down." 
"There, you are afraid ! If it had rained, you wouldn't have come." 
"I would have come. And if you want to know, I went to the cemetery 

when they buried Grandmother three years ago. Have you gone in?" 
Stavrakis did not answer. They walked silently for some time. But 

Aristos was excited by the feeling that he had somehow stolen Stavrakis' 
thunder. When he turned the matter over in his mind, he wanted to take 
advantage of his temporary superiority. 

"Have you gone in?" he asked again. 
"Where?" 
"I h ?" nto t e cemetery. 
"Pfou! I saw a skeleton head!" 
"Oh, stop! Where did you see it?" 
"What difference does it make to you? I tell you that I saw the skeleton 

head. And it had two crossed bones beneath-like this." 
Great confusion interrupted their talk. They were right to keep their 

excursion secret, because things happened to them which would make 
other children in their group burst with envy had they heard them. The 
two boys barely managed to cling to the wall of the sheepfold. 

Three empty carts were coming behind them, galloping side by side
as if they were vying to see which would pass; they passed like lightning. 
The cart-drivers cracked their whips, shouting on their horses amid bursts 
oflaughter and shouts, standing on the front end of the cart, with slackened 
rems. 

"G"dd I" 1 ap. 
"Go, Sari! We beat them!" 
As the man in the middle sped in front, he put two fingers to his mouth 

and whistled like a creature possessed. The dust whirled up in clouds. A 
passerby waved his arms and shouted, "The tramway, the tramway!" 

A strong sea breeze was moving faster than the horses. It covered the 
carts with dust and swept ahead of them. 

"Th h " e tramway, t e tramway. 
Out of the cloud of dust emerged the tramway with its horses, on the 
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left of the road. The road was not wide, and one cart was running on the 
rails with the middle cart close to its right. The tram-driver put on the 
brakes in time. The cart-driver suddenly swerved to the left-he was lucky 
the field was there-and plunged into it. His horse stumbled in a hole and 
fell on its side, the cart creaked, the cart-driver was thrown up and found 
himself flat on his face on top of the horse. 

Passersby and storekeepers ran up. The cart-driver got up. He was 
lucky and had only a scratch on his cheek from the brass part of the harness. 
The right-hand wheel had a broken axle. Serious damage. But Sari! The 
horse! The other two cart-drivers also went into the field and dismounted. 

"Vangeli !" they called. "Vangeli! A Saint saved you!" 
"Virgin Mary," said the wife of the blacksmith. 
The men examined the horse's legs. It did not kick or whinny. A good 

sign. They unharnessed it, as it was lying on its side. Just then a policeman 
came and asked, "What happened?" 

"An accident," they answered. He shook his head, glanced at the horse 
and cart, and walked away. The cart-driver held the horse by the rope and 
pulled to make it stand up. It got up without much trouble. It had only a 
scratch on its right leg, red and bloody, big as the palm of one's hand. There 
would be an ugly scar. The cart-driver made the horse walk in the field. 

"The Virgin protected him," said the blacksmith's wife. 
Next to her Stavrakis touched Aristos' arm. "Let's go," he said. 
They started to go from the field to the road, but again they had to 

stop. A herd of buffaloes was passing in the dust. They were going to the 
slaughter-house. Alongside them trotted two or three butchers' helpers, 
as one guessed from their red aprons, which were tied with a string round 
their middle. 

"0 l" h . d o-ya. t e men cne . 
The buffaloes-they were buffaloes, judging by their wide horns

crawled along in waves of horns, backbones, hind-quarters. 
"Oo-ya !"said the butchers' helpers goading them with pointed sticks. 
People say that it is hard to control one buffalo but that even a small 

child can manage a herd of them. The same, they even say, is true of men, 
a crowd of men-the bigger it is, the easier it can be led astray or dragged 
after the first vagabond or madman who comes along. 

"Do you know how they kill them?" asked Stavrakis. "They put a 
thick nail on their forehead and hit it with a hammer and kill them!" 

"Then why did the men who passed by have a knife hanging at their 
side?" 

"To skin them. Have you ever skinned an animal?" 
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"No." 
"Neither have I. But I wrung a chicken's neck." 
The dust had settled on their boyish faces, and the sweat made furrows 

down their cheeks. The two of them wiped their faces at the same time, as 
if they had the same idea at the same moment, first with the right sleeve, 
then with the left. They set out again on the dirt road. Ahead, the dust of 
the herd continually moved further away. 

Stavrakis was kicking the dust. Aristos walked along, lost in thought. 
He had seen butchered animals so many times in butcher shops, but it had 
never occurred to him that at one time the beasts were alive. Of course, he 
did not assume that they were found slaughtered, only at present he took 
things as they were. His mind did not move beyond that. When he ate a 
plum, he did not imagine it on a tree or as a flower. On the other hand, 
when he saw a flowering apricot tree, or a flowering green plum tree, his 
eyes took pleasure with the thought that one day the flowers would become 
apricots or plums. His mind went to other such changes until he came to 
himsel£ He imagined himself years later, many years later, but suddenly 
he stopped and shivered. He did not dare go any further. He returned to 
the present moment. Truly the sun was beating hard on them, why should 
they walk in the sun? He moved aside. 

"Where are you going?" asked Stavrakis. 
"Along the other side, where it's shady." 
Stavrakis followed him. "What a pity!" he said. 
"What?" 
"Neither the horse, nor the cart-driver was killed. We would have 

had fun." 
"Shut up, stupid," Aristos rebuked him, but it was rather as ifhe were 

chiding himself, for at some point he had had the same thought. 
His brain was working feverishly, trying to escape that realization. 

Before him opened the world of Kyra Doudou: Anthoula had fooled the 
hunter. The birds gathered round her. They pecked her hands gently as if they 
kissed her out of gratitude. They gathered dewdrops and made a wreath which 
sparkled more than diamonds. Birds ~f every sort contributed one feather each and 
made her a gown for the palace ball. The water snake in the lake ... K yra Doudou 
said that Artemis descended nude to take her bath ... heat, dust, my shoes and 
socks are gleaming white ... what did I want to come such a long way, passing in 
front of your open door ... your ears get split . ... 

"Have you ever seen," Stavrakis shouted to him, "have you ever seen 
a person get killed? Do you know how he dies? He shakes one or two 
times, palpitates, and then lies stretched out stif£ Just like this." 
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"Bats!" said Stavrakis. "They get caught in your hair, and then your 
hair falls off and you get scurvy." 

He regained his good humor. 
"Let's go ! " he shouted and the two of them started running. 
However you look at it, it was an unforgettable day. When they re-

turned to the road, they heard in the nearby alley the tambourine of the 
gypsy, who was making his bear, Zacharoula, dance: "What did the old
time girls do, Zacharoula? What do girls nowadays do?" 

But they did not go in that direction, not because they had seen Zach
aroula dance a hundred times, as well as the monkey with the red behind, 
but because the sun was setting, lengthening the shadows. The road to 
Daragatsi came to an end on the public road which bore to the left toward 
Mersinli and further. The railroad bridge over the canal was already visible. 

"How much we'll have to tell the children! The carts, the buffaloes, 
the bat." 

"And about the man with the green vest and the rose behind his ear," 
added Aristos. 

"Better not say anything about him," said Stavrakis. 
"Why?" 
"J b " ust ecause. 
"Tell me why." 
"I was only joking, you idiot." 
They stopped for a while, trying to decide whether they should con

tinue straight ahead or turn to the left. Before them lay the canal choked 
with reeds, and beyond the bridge thick woods blocked the view. At first 
they thought they would ask at the coffeehouse where Khalkabunar was, 
but in the end they decided against it. 

"It must be straight ahead," said Aristos, "beyond the bridge. Didn't 
Kyra Doudou say that there are trees all around the lake?" 

"But she didn't say anything about a bridge. Did she? No. Well?" 
They discussed the matter a while longer, then decided to go to the 

left along the public road. On their right were the railroad tracks which 
divided, one branch to Burnova, the other to Kordelio. On their left 
stretched an uncultivated area, with a few sickly tamarisks. In the distance 
were some low-lying houses. 

"Do you know what this road will be?" asked Aristos. "The one that 
Mr. Kourmendios talked about, where the Greek army will come through 

d " some ay. 
"Perhaps. But it will also come by ship," said Stavrakis. "The royal 

ships. The Hydra, Spetzai and Psara. To liberate us. Just imagine, Aristos !" 
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"Great!" 
"Come, fall into step, one-two, one-two," Stavrakis shouted. 

"'The Greek draws his sword, draws his sword, 
The Greek draws his sword, draws his sword!' 
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"How great! We will yell, 'Long live Greece.' One-two, one-two! 
'The Greek draws his sword, draws his sword, 
The Greek draws his sword, draws his sword !' 

"Long live the King ! One-two, one-two ! 
'The Greek draws his sword, draws his sword, 
The Greek draws his sword, draws his sword!'" 

"Stavrakis, what will it be like to be free?" 
"I don't know. Just that. We'll be free.'' 
"Do you know what it will be like? Instead of Turkish we'll have 

Greek police. This is my idea. Great!" 
"And then we'll capture Constantinople and Saint Sophia." 
"It may take a while for that to happen. Because the king who will 

capture the City has to be called Constantine: 'Constantine lost it, Con
stantine will take it.' When Constantine, the Crown Prince, becomes king 
we will capture Constantinople." 

"How do you know?" 
"My father told me," answered Aristos. "It's written in the old books. 

He says that they will also bring us a lot of money. Greece is rich.'' 
"Stupid, are you thinking about money now? 'Bread and olive, and 

a Greek king ! ' " 
"Oh, mother!" 
"Hey, did you notice? It rhymes: (in Greek) 'Bread and olive, and a 

G kk
. ,, 

ree mg. 
"L I. G I" ong tve reece. 
Mr. Kourmendios had catechized them that it was written by fate. 
"Long live Greece!" 
"Are you drunk, Aristos ?" 
"Yes, on glory and greatness. Come, in time with our steps, like a 

march: 
'Bread and olive, 
and a Greek king. 
Bread and olive, 
and a Greek king.' " 

"When do you think they will come? Very soon now? One-two, 
one-two: 
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'Bread and olive, 
and a Greek king.' " 
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"They won't be long. Perhaps even this year. Perhaps next year: 
'Bread and olive, 
and a Greek king.' " 

They had grown hoarse. It was very hot. They stopped to wipe off the 
sweat. 

"Hey, look! There's the lake," suddenly shouted Stavrakis. 
To the left, about one hundred meters away, was a great blue expanse, 

rippled by the wind, with foam and seagulls. Certainly it had been there 
for some time, but they had not noticed it in their patriotic enthusiasm. 

"You see, I was right," said Stavrakis. 
They cut over in that direction, through the fallow fields. The earth 

resembled dried mud, with cracks, and in certain places your foot sank in. 
There were tufts of pointed, yellowish green reeds. At the edge, the dry 
land appeared sandy. It stretched for miles, then curved out, forming a 
large gulf which, where it curved, became hills. The boys looked at each 
other. 

"Stavrakis, those hills over there, aren't they Haghia Triada and Bay
rakli? And then, right next to them, Kordelio? Do you make out the 
houses?" 

"Yes," said Stavrakis, a little ashamed. 
''It's the sea, stupid! Isn't it the sea?" 
"Yes. I think it is-the sea." 
They walked along the sandy beach. A salt breeze came from the sea. 

The sun was still slightly above Kordelio. It was July; the sun set around 
eight. The sea breeze died down, but the sea, still in motion, sprang up, 
then grew shallow, stretched out, poured forth on the sand and retreated, 
as if it were forbidden to eat the dry land, and could only lick it. 

"What now?" 
They had no time left to look for the lake. The day was ending. 
"Let's swim," suggested Aristos. 
But Stavrakis did not feel like swimming. He again furrowed his eye

brows. 
"Come on, the sea is warm at this time of the day. Put your hand in 

and see. I'll teach you how to swim." 
"I know how to swim.'' 
"I'll teach you how to go far out.'' 
"I tell you, I don't feel like swimming. Go on and swim yoursel£" 
"You'll wait for me?" 
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"I'll . £ " watt oryou. 
Aristos took off his shoes, undressed, hesitated before taking off his 

underpants, then threw them off, too, and remained only with his gold 
coin of Constantine hanging on a cord around his neck. He splashed out 
to the shallow water, and when it came above his waist, he dived. Stavrakis 
began to count to himself, slowly, like the tiny hand on a watch that mea
sures off the seconds. When he reached thirty-seven, Aristos emerged in the 
foam, thirty meters away, perhaps further, because the sea fools your eye. 

"Look at him," Stavrakis murmured. "He manages to hold his breath 
longer and longer." 

He sat down, lost in thought, by the tamarisk, where Aristos had un
dressed. Opposite him, some lichen-covered thick poles projected from 
the water, remains of old fishing. I wish I did not have to go back home tonight. 
The druggist may call me again: "Nothing serious, fifteen drops in two fingers of 
water." He does it on purpose, whenever I pass by. "Don't worry,fifieen drops in 
two fingers of water, it is written on the outside of the bottle." A sack of confused 
memories . .. "So many jars of oil . .. . ""Two medjidies ruined my fortune .... " 
"I'll go to a house at St. Constantine Street." You'll kill her if she does something 
like that. Why don't you kill her? The poor old man, he pays through the nose for 
the very food he eats . .. A sack of confused memories, which every day be
comes the present, and again they are put back in the sack and seem to be 
gone, fmished. But they remain as memories. Let them go to hell . ... And 
the next day, again the same .... I wish I did not have to go home tonight. I'll 
go to Aristos' house, to eat something by lamplight on a checked tablecloth. And then 
I'll go to sleep in a corner. But they don't want me at Aristos' house, his mother 
doesn't like me . ... I'll go to Kyra Vasiliki' s, "Take me, too, as a foster-child, 
I'll work for you, I'll become a helper in a grocery store. I'll bring you all the good 
things. I'll steal them for you from the store, butter, oil, flour, sugar, so you can 
make pastries and sugar loukoums. Take me close to Pericles." Oh, what a waste 
of words, there's no salvation for me. If I were to run away, with Phlox, my 
dog .... 

Something was happening in the sea. Aristos was drawing near, swim
ming with all his strength, cutting like a sword, stirring up foam in front 
of him, half his body out of the water. He did not swim but rather jerked 
forward. As soon as his feet touched the bottom, he stood up straight and 
began to run in the shallow water to get out, you would think that the sea 
was on fire. 

"Over there! Over there!" he shouted to Stavrakis, pointing back to 
the water but without turning to look. 

Stavrakis got up and went near the waves. 
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"What happened?" 
"Over there! Over there!" 
"What?" 
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"I don't know ... a fish ... a turtle ... a mast .... " 
Aristos walked back and forth gasping, trying to breathe normally. 
"I touched it with my hand ... I was swimming on my back ... I 

touched it with my hand, I tell you!" 
"It must have been a sea-anemone." 
"No, I tell you. It was big. A fish, a mast or a sea-turtle. There aren't 

many sea-anemones now. It is in August and September when the sea 
breeze blows and brings the sea-anemones in close. When the north wind 
blows it drives them out to sea, as far as the straits. Has a sea-anemone ever 
touched you? One got me once, on the arm, and it ached until evening. At 
this time of year there aren't any sea-anemones yet." 

He seemed to be listing all these details like an exorcism which would 
chase the mysterious object far away, or at least would drive it from his 
mind. He crossed himself and kissed the coin of Constantine. But when 
he dared to turn his gaze back to the sea, that thing was still floating in the 
foam. 

"Where is it?" 
"Look, over there. I touched it with my hand." 
He looked at the fingers ofhis right hand and shuddered. 
"It was colder than the water. Look, over there, do you see it? Over 

there where I'm pointing. More to the right, more to the right. There, do 
you see it?" 

In truth, something big was tossing in the foam, rocking carefree as if 
it were enjoying the sea, whatever the thing was. Sometimes the backwash 
pushed it a hand's length backwards; sometimes the wave carried it two 
hand's lengths forward, to wash it ashore as if the sea did not want it, did 
not recognize it as its own. The sun was now low above Kordelio. Its rays 
had faded and it was already turning red. The wind was dying; the waves 
were becoming more shallow. The mountains had grown rosy, and that 
thing was getting closer to the seashore, about thirty strides from where 
the two boys were standing, waiting obstinately for it to come out of the 
water. 

"You ... , " started Stavrakis and stopped. 
"You see it?" 
"Hey, you, that thing is human." 
"I know." 
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"Then why are you talking about fish and cuttlefish?" 
"It was even colder than the water when I touched it ... let's go," 

Aristes said more softly. 
But Stavrakis had already headed off toward the place where the 

shapely body would emerge. Aristes stood undecided; then he forced him
self to follow. 

The body had already reached shallow water, floating on its back. The 
sea was pushing it. But then the land pushed it back, as if neither the one 
nor the other wanted it. "No," thought Aristes, "they are playing with it, 
because it is smiling unconcernedly, not even worried about its nakedness." 
The game lasted a little while, and finally the body stuck to the sand. 

"It's a woman," said Stavrakis. 
Aristes put the palms of his hands in front ofhim. 
The sea still covered her. Her eyes were closed. She appeared to be 

sleeping beneath two or three fingers of the clear water and her long, black 
hair, trailing behind her, was moving on the foam, giving a vitality to her 
stillness. Green seaweed was tangled in her hair and other places, in her 
arms pits and groin. She was a girl in the first bloom of youth, slightly 
short and plump, but with firm breasts, her legs slightly spread, one arm 
clinging to her side, the other outstretched. Her fmgers were touching the 
empty, green shell of a lichen-covered scallop and the foaming water 
washed over her, sometimes shallow, level with the coffee-colored nipples 
of her breasts, sometimes a little higher, with a gentle stirring, like the 
rustling ofleaves. The shore was redolent of bitter almond and pergamot. 

The two boys looked at her wordlessly. 
A small wave, not like the others, more foamy and curly, spread out 

with a murmur, and the girl moved twice, right and left, and then was 
secured again on the sand. The sunset was embroidering the sea with anem
ones and goldfish. Perhaps she was not a great beauty, she was not impor
tant, but her armpit, just where the breast begins to round, had an inex
pressible delicacy and sweetness. The same little wave returned, plucked a 
piece of seaweed from her hair, pushed it and left it at the feet of Aristes. 
Behind them the gypsy and Zacharoula passed along the public road, return
ing from the city to their tent and playing the tambourine to keep up their 
spirits. Perhaps the boys did not notice him, just as they did not notice the 
dusk that was now sprinkling violets. She remained unchanged beneath 
the change. 

"I'm going to cut a rush," said Stavrakis and went off, surely with the 
idea of poking her with the thorn. 
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"Impossible, you have something in mind. What do you mean by 
that?" 

"Nothing." 
"Do you mean that she wasn't drowned?" 
"I don't know." 
Stavrakis turned this over in his mind. 
"You mean that she was alive. But listen, if she were not drowned, she 

would move," and when Aristos did not reply, "tell me, wouldn't she 
move?" 

"Maybe she did move," said Aristos softly. 
"You are a fool. Did you see her move?" 
"M b " ay e. 
And he was immediately sorry that he had said it, because he half gave 

himself away, and because he half gave her away. 
It was the first time since that evening, five days before, that they had 

discussed the incident in some detail. Now and then they would escape 
from the group ofboys and go to the grill gate, but they would sit in silence 
and stare ahead as if they saw a change in their destiny, and only once in a 
while would they utter a word. 

"H 1 d" er eyes were c ose . 
"Women have hair, too, on their body?" 
"Yes, sea weed." 
"Or .... " 
"Did you hear something like a tambourine when she started to drift 

out again to sea?" 
"I don't remember." 
"And the dogs barking all night. They say that .... " 
"What do they say? That at night .... " 
"N N h' " o. ot mg. 
They fell silent and stared ahead. There were moments when they 

wished there could be some doubt; they said to themselves that perhaps 

they had seen her in their sleep, or perhaps she was a memory from some 
tale of K yra Doudou. Several times they wanted to believe this, to get a 

weight off their mind, or from even deeper inside-not a weight, but 
something which pierced them unbearably for hours on end, and they 
wanted to get rid of it to relieve their mind. But then again, they knew it 
was not their imagination or a dream, for their eyes had felt the girl, they 
had almost felt her beneath their fmgers-Aristos in her entirety but his 
mind did not dare go into the details of the body. There was also that piece 
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of seaweed, which he had picked up from the ground, and he felt it on his 
skin, tied as a cord beside his gold coin of Constantine. The dirge of the 
beggar was a confirmation of a reality, no matter what it was. 

Still they kept the secret well, the most priceless event of their life, no 
matter how much their tongue itched to boast to the other children. None 
of them had ever found anything more than a dead donkey. Stathis had 
found it on the road below the gardens; he had called the others, and they 
had gathered around the carcass and stared, and a stray dog had come up 
and licked the blood and the entrails which had poured out, blue beneath 
a black cloud of flies. Oost !-and the dog had backed off and then ap
proached again slowly; suddenly he had fastened his teeth on the entrails 
and had started to run, and the intestines had unrolled behind him for yards 
and yards. Aristes had vomited and later so did Pericles. 

Indeed, the girl of the seashore did not leave their mind. There had 
also been that other mystery, the two dogs who were joined together. The 
boys had thrown stones at them and the dogs had moved off to the side, 
not able to run, howling, without separating. The boys had chased them 
in the street below, at a distance. They had not dared get too close. Not 
fear, but something like shame had held the boys off. They had not really 
known whether what they were seeing was something shameful, or 
whether it was shameful for them to see it. They had thrown stones from 
a distance and the dogs had howled, until a compassionate neighbor woman 
came to the door and chased the boys off with her shouting. "Hey you! 
Let God's creatures have their pleasure! I'll get my bucket now!" she had 
threatened. 

The girl of the seashore did not leave their mind. Aristos even saw her 
in his sleep. He saw, that is, a girl with a red skirt, sleeping, stretched out 
in the shade of a mulberry tree, and all around her the sun was like a lake, 
her face hidden beneath a green veil. But it certainly was the same girl, for 
she held a sea-shell in her hand. He did not see her again in his sleep but he 
heard light footsteps in the night when the dogs were not barking. He 
imagined her as something between the living and the dead. It might 
also have been himself, if they had not pulled him out with the fishing net, 
the time he had almost drowned. But, of course, he would not have died 
altogether. That thing, when you turn yellow and rigid and they chant 
over you and say, "God forgive him," is for other people. Perhaps what 
they call ghosts is something similar, when a man becomes a shadow, just 
like nereids, something between life and death-or between God and man, 
as Katerina said. They said ofKaterina, little Katerinoula, with the yellow 
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cat in her arms, that she had a light shadow* and was bewitched by the 
fairies. One day at high noon, with the sun in its burning height, when the 
west wind was blowing and the dust was swirling at Hadzifrangos' lot, 
Katerinoula had said to Yiakoumis, the sun playing on her hands as she 
pointed, "Look," she had said, "the nereids have started to dance, see how 
they wave their veils." "I don't see anything," said Yiakoumis, and then 
Katerinoula said, "That's because you don't love me." Her face was in the 
shade but filled with splashes of sunlight that penetrated the loosely woven 
straw hat she had on her head. Then Aristos burst out and said, "I saw the 
nereids," but Katerina stuck out her tongue at him and ran off, because 
Pericles, who used to pull the girls' pigtails, was coming. 

Perhaps she had been perfectly alive and was sleeping on the foamy 
water, lulled by the little waves, by the sound of the sea, and by the distant 
drum in the twilight. He himselfhad sometimes felt his eyes close drowsily 
when he floated on his back upon the sea, except that then he heard a distant 
harmonica at the prow of a ship, above the figurehead with the torn 
cheeks .... He did not reveal any of this to Stavrakis. Not that he was 
afraid of being mocked, but it would be like showing his inwards-and he 
shuddered, a hairy spider climbing up his naked legs, when he remembered 
the disemboweled donkey. And again he felt like throwing up. 

Something had to happen, he could not bear the tension and the waiting 
any longer. No, the girl about whom the beggar sang the dirge could not 
be the girl of the seashore-and, my God, perform a miracle, perform a miracle 
so that I may see her again, that I may see her sweetness again, have mercy! 

He suggested to Stavrakis, "Shall we go sometime?" 
"Where?" 
"To Mersinli." 
"You, ninny, I know why you want to go there again." 
"Who, me?" protested Aristos, blushing, "Just so we can go swim

ming. The sea is beautiful at Mersinli." 
She came from the sea, into the sea she went, from the sea she would 

come again. And now the idea occurred to him, he was certain of it, that 
sometime he would meet her again, somewhere, the nereid of the seashore, 
on a deep dive. 

"I say, why don't you leave me alone," interrupted Stavrakis. 
But although Stavrakis pretended to be indifferent-as if it was only 

*According to Greek folklore, alafroiskiotos is he who has a light shadow and has the 
power to see the invisible world of ghosts, fairies, nereids, etc. 
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for Aristes' sake that he talked about her-although he had no doubt that 
she was dead, still he dreamed of her alive. Her nakedness revealed the 
mystery to him. When you do not feel something through your senses 
there is no mystery. But now he had seen the seaweed, he had seen the dark 
mystery and had felt it with his eyes. He held a grudge against her because 
she was not alive. For that reason he had cut the rush. It had cut his fingers 
as he pulled it. He had cut it to poke her, out of spite because she was not 
alive. It might have been out of bullying, because she was dead. What 
brave lad ever feared a living person? But it is difficult to come off well with 
a dead one. The seaweed came again into his mind, and he felt something 
like a cramp descend from his loins to the tips ofhis toes. He was approach
ing thirteen, about two years older than Aristes. 

"Go to the devil!" he said, as if he were speaking to himself, and he 
stood up to get rid of the cramp. 

He walked a few steps and then sat again on the threshold. Aristes 
wanted to cajole him. 

"You didn't come for me to tutor you." 
"What?" 
"For the examinations in September." 
"Fa ugh! We still have July and all of August. And besides I don't know 

ifi'll go back to school." 
He rested his chin on his hand and was plunged in thought. 
"What July?" insisted Aristes. "Today is the twenty-third of the 

month; there are only five weeks left. Won't you finish grammar school?" 
"Listen," said Stavrakis, without answering his question, "will you 

keep Phlox at your house for a month?" 
"Phlox?" 
"My father left the day before yesterday for his work, and he'll be 

back the fifteenth of August, when the hunting season begins. Perhaps the 
end of August. Will you keep Phlox at your house?" 

"Did your father tell you that we should keep Phlox?" 
"No." 
"Why, then?" 
"I have my reasons. Will you keep her at your house until then?" 
"My mother doesn't want dogs in the house. She doesn't like dogs." 
"B 1·k h " ut you 1 e t em. 
Aristes hesitated a moment. All night long the dogs would be barking 

and Phlox would be barking with them and that very morning when he 
had passed by the harbor, a ship's dog had barked from the prow of a ship. 
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"I like them." 
"Take her, then, to your house. She won't be any trouble. I'll come 

every day to take her for a walk. I'll also bring her a bone. The butcher gives 
them to me. She won't be any trouble." 

"I tell you, my mother won't like it." 
"Ask her." 
"Okay, I'll ask her." 
"This year my father is going to take me hunting with him." 
"Keep your eye on Phlox," his father had advised him before he left. 

He did not tell him the reason, but Stavrakis understood that his father was 
afraid she would be mistreated in the house. Someone might even poison 
her. There was grumbling if she ate two mouthfuls of bread dunked in 
soup, or once in a while one of those European biscuits made ofbonemeal. 
The best thing for him was to get her away from the house. And this year 
his father would take him hunting. 

CHAPTER X 

THE DOG 

translated by Penelope Black 

IN THE FIRST three days of August, the dog days, there was no talk of 
the sea or the beach because that is the time when you get heat rashes, your 
hair falls out, your clothes get moldy. After the dog days, Aristos would 
not give Stavrakis a moment's peace. When would they go swimming 
again at Mersinli? 

Aristos had coaxed his mother to take Stavrakis' dog, Phlox, to his 
house. The little dog was not much trouble. Stavrakis talked to her, "Phlox, 
it's for your good, and I'll come three or four times a day to take you out 
and bring you some bones." 

Phlox wagged her tail as if she understood. Besides, Aristos had a fa
miliar smell-a friendly smell. She got the scent ofhis house and family. It 
was the same friendly smell. The first day, she scratched at the door once 
or twice with her forefeet and whined. But after a while, Stavrakis came 
and took her and when they returned, she was on her good behavior again. 
She got used to it little by little. As for those bones that Stavrakis brought, 
he gave them to Aristos to feed her. In this matter a dog is not different 
from man; in other respects, he is better. 
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"I did a favor for you and Phlox," complained Aristos, "but you did 
not say to .... " 

"Why are you always at me about it? Do you want to be paid? I'll pay 
" you. 
"I don't talk about payments. I did you a favor and whenever you 

want, I'll help you with your school work," persisted Aristos. 
"All right, I heard you. Everybody knows you're a whiz at school 

work. Why do you have to keep harping on it to me all the time?" 
"I'm not throwing it up to you. Don't you know I'm your friend?" 
"Oh, all right, Aristos," said Stavrakis, somewhat softened at this. 

"Don't bother me now. Here, Phlox." 
He left Aristos and ran off with a delighted Phlox at his side. 
'jump, Phlox." 
She replied with a bark, leaped ahead of him and ran around him. 
"Phl " ox, apporte. 
All the hunting dogs in the neighborhood understood French. Their 

masters had not the slightest notion what language it was, but they knew 
from their remotest grandparents that French was the language of dogs. 

"Phl " ox, apporte. 
He spat on a rock, threw it away. Phlox ran, kicking up the dust in 

her sudden stop, scraping the ground with her forefeet to slow down. 
Sneezing, she grabbed the rock in her mouth, brought it back and stood 
before her master, looking at him, wagging her tail. 

"Donne, Phlox." 
She would not give up the rock easily-a small shortcoming of her 

breed. 
"Donne, Phlox!" 
At last, she left it, wet with saliva, in her master's hand. 
"U Phl " p, ox. 
"Fft-Phlox, apporte !" 
Thus, playing, they went by Alani and came to the orchards, Stavrakis 

panting and Phlox with her tongue hanging out. She lifted her nose and 
looked at him. Then she put in her tongue and smelled the ground, her tail 
stretched out straight like a pointer. 

"Come, Phlox." 
They made their way leisurely along a lane, which cut across the gar

dens diagonally, twisting this way and that. It was a narrow, dirt road, 
barely wide enough for a farm wagon. On either side were low walls of 
grayish yellow mud mixed with straw. The wheel of a well was creaking 
somewhere, monotonous and grating. Here and there, wherever there 
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were no vegetable gardens, apricot and plum trees cast a slight extra shade 
upon the cart path. 

Someone from up in some tree, shouted, "Hey, boy, where are you 
taking that dog in this stifling heat? Aren't you sorry for it?" 

Stavrakis looked right and left, but saw no one. However, out of self
esteem, he called back, "Don't be giving me lessons about dogs." 

After all, it wasn't really midday. The sun, hot on the nape ofhis neck, 
would set in a few hours. Even ifit was not midday, the air was sizzling, for 
it was August. Stavrakis' shirt stuck to his body in the damp heat. Not a 
breath of wind stirred anywhere. 

For two weeks, between the new and the full moon, after the eclipse, 
the north winds had been blowing. Now the calms had arrived; not a leaf 
was stirring. 

The path led to an open field, dry and empty, like a dump, but around 
the walls on the right, was a marked change. There, by a watercourse, 
stood a single pistachio tree; its foliage seemed as dense as a whole wood. 

The little stream gurgled between grassy banks. It seemed to come 
from nowhere and go off into nowhere. It could have been an overflow 
from the irrigation of the gardens. All was beauty in that remote corner, 
but in the near distance the high bank of the railroad tracks cut off the view 
of anything beyond, except for three poplar trees, from their middle to the 
tops, all exactly alike in height and shape, like triplets. 

Phlox fell head first into the water and drank, slurp-slurp, with her 
tongue. Stavrakis stretched out on the grass in the shade of the pistachio 
tree, his hands clasped under his head. Suddenly, something flared up inside 
him, for he sat up, his back resting against the tree. 

"The devil with it," he said aloud. "I feel like .... " 
He did not know himself what he felt like. It could have been nothing 

-a boredom, a discontent more than anything else, about his house, his 
family, the boys, the streets. Tzonis is gone, too. Lucky Tzonis! Why was 
Tzonis lucky? Stavrakis did not know. Yes, he knew! He also knew what 
he wanted. He knew, but he would not admit it, not even to himsel£ 

"Hey, Phlox, how about the two of us!" he called. 
The little dog, lying opposite him, wagged her tail. She shook her 

head now and then and, snap, caught a flying insect out of the air. 
Stavrakis was bored with Hadzifrangos' Quarter, with the boys and 

their street hockey, his mother's strap, even with the ice-cream man. Win
ter, three times worse than the past year, would bring the halva man and 
the chestnut peddler complaining roundabout his home; their melancholy 
voices would drone through the dusk, "Hot chestnuts! Halva! Nice Halva! 
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Saalep !"The cries would be muffled in the rain at Lent, "Halva !"and he? 
He would be with his open, unread book while the lamp smoked and 
smelled of kerosene. He would run over to Aristos' for a minute to copy 
the problems, so the teacher would not keep him after school. "Yes, sir, 
teacher, I don't study. I'm not afraid of you. Hitting with the ruler on the 
hand doesn't make me blink, even a little." 

"Hey, Phlox, little Phlox, did I ever hit you?" he asked, interrupting 
his daydream. 

The little dog stood up, came near him, wagging her tail, lay down 
beside him and rested her nose on his knee. Suddenly, she raised her head 
and sniffled. First her nose got wind of the train and then she pricked up 
her ears. She stood on all fours and started to bark, turning to the right. 

"Phlox, couche-la !" Stavrakis cried. 
He stretched out his hand and grabbed her by the collar with its blue 

beads and set her down by force. 
Phlox growled softly as the local Boutza train passed high above, rum

bling and rattling, dragging three, long, commuter cars. At the wide win
dow of one car, two ladies, seated facing each other, were looking out, 
talking and smiling. 

They could have been saying, "Look what a charming group the boy 
and his dog make under the tree," or, "How happy he looks. Ifi had my 
Kodak, I'd take a snapshot. I'd paste the photograph in myalbun1 and below 
it I'd write, Happiness." Yes, perhaps they were two sentimental ladies. 

Stavrakis was bored with kindness and with sweet talk. He made a wry 
face. 

"Hey, Phlox, they humiliate you with their kindness. You'd think they 
were giving you charity." 

"Study, my child and you'll become a good man," Aristos' mother 
would say, sweet-talking him, now that he saw her often when he went to 
Aristos' house about Phlox. She seemed to be saying to him, "See how nice 
and quiet it is in here?" And he remembered the homespun tablecloth, the 
hanging lamp painted silver, 'Good night' embroidered on the ties of the 
mosquito netting of Aristos' bed. "Be a good boy," she would say. "Study. 
What marks did you get? My Aristos was promoted with a 95· How old 
are you?" As if she didn't know ! Ah, almost two years older than he. "And 
next year, God willing, you will graduate together from grammar school." 

"Hey, Phlox, why doesn't God want my home to be happy?" 
Phlox yawned, She lay on her side and shut her eyes. There was not a 

twitter or flutter in the pistachio tree. The rumbling and smoke of the train 
had chased the birds away. 



II4 THE CHARIOTEER 

Stavrakis sat watching the railroad embankment. The green, quarried 
stones were streaked with black stains from the train oil. If anyone had 
asked him, he would have said that he was thinking of nothing. True, he 
was not thinking, but there passed through his mind, like a thousand photo
graphs pasted side by side on a ribbon, the events ofhis short life, from the 
time when his memory had begun to function. 

The ribbon unrolled like lightning up to the end, without stopping any
where. Then, as if it had left out something, it began again of itself to unroll 
from the beginning, more slowly this time. The merry-go-round at Edem! 
Five or six vears before it had been torn down. Little wooden horses had 

' 
turned round and round. His father ("Poor fellow," Stavrakis thought) had 
tried to set him on one of the little horses. (Stavrakis relived the incident 
and smiled.) But he-was he three or four?-had been afraid and had cried. 
Then, his father, grown man as he was, had mounted the little horse and 
taken him up on his knees, and the whole world had turned round and 
round. Quickly, several scenes passed. Then, again, the ribbon slowed 
down. But it cannot be! It must have been a fantasy or a dream, like the one 
that had frightened him one night, a dream dimly remembered, but still 
frightening. He had got out of bed, possibly still asleep, and had gone to lie 
down with Anthippe. But it could not be! It must have been the imagina
tion of a six-year-old. Such things do not happen in this world. Impossible! 
He had seen a thing approach, half of a man, only the upper part of a body, 
not human. Just a thing. And yet that thing had walked. It had steadied 
itself on hands shod with wooden shoes. Clack, clack, the wooden shoes 
had moved as if they had been on feet. What feet? The thing had steadied 
itself on its hands, had raised the upper part of its body and carried it 
forward. Thud, the torso, had hit the ground. That's how it had walked. 

"He's sewn," people said. "onto a thick double or triple hide." Others 
said, "He has been that way from birth." Everyone said, "The will of 
God ... God ... God." 

Suddenly Stavrakis started from his reverie and fell upon Phlox as she 
slept, grabbed her by the loose skin on her neck and shook her. 

"Phlox, are there such things? Are there such things?" he shouted. 
The dog yelped from the pain, wriggled loose, escaped him, stood some 

distance off and barked softly at him, as if to scold him. 
The shadow of the pistachio tree had lengthened and was touching 

the bank of the railroad tracks. 
On the return, the sun struck them full face; by the time they reached 

Hadzifrangos', it would be setting. But the sun had already set when they 
reached the halfway mark. 
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A moist coolness rose from the gardens and from the melon patches. 
The sky faded to a pale blue-green above the orange tint the sun had left 
upon the city. High up, the vault ofheaven was like clouded crystal. A calm 
descended from there. Stavrakis breathed deep of it. Something stirred 
within him. He found it difficult to explain as he went along pondering, 
his head bent in thought. 

An oriole was chirping before falling asleep. Its twittering seemed part 
of the calm. 

Phlox stopped short and barked. 
"Shh, Phlox," said Stavrakis impatiently, nervously, as if Phlox had 

shattered the crystal. 
The dog looked at him oddly, with a questioning in her near-sighted 

eyes. For the rest of the way, she merely lowered her head to the side when 
she heard rustlings in the foliage. She could not contain herself when there 
suddenly sprang before her nose a nocturnal, yellow-green cricket. She 
snatched it on the wing and chewed it, crunch, crunch, with an expression 
of disgust in her drawn, black chops, which left her teeth bared. Then she 
spat it out in pieces, barked over it and ran to overtake her master. 

At Alani the boys were playing hockey, but they had left the game in 
the dusk of the day and were standing and talking with their sticks in hand. 
Phlox went to Aristos and gave him a friendly bark, wagging her tail. 

"Stavrakis, did you hear the news?" asked Manthos. 
"What?" 
"A closed carriage stopped at the police station about an hour ago. 

Two policemen with pistols got out. They arrested the chief of police, put 
handcuffs on him and took him away in the carriage." 

"They said something about spying, that he was, they say, a Neo
Turk," said one of the boys. 

"They'll take him, they say, to 'Stambul; they'll sew him up in a sack 
and toss him into the sea," added another. 

"They say they'll put stones in the sack so he can't get up to the sur
face," said a third. 

"Aristos, come here, I have something to tell you," said Stavrakis with 
a serious air, not paying any attention to the boys' talk. 

They went aside. 
"About Phlox," said Stavrakis. 
"What about Phlox?" asked Aristos. 
"Don't look at her like she is now, covered with dust. I'll wash her 

first with soap in the tub and then I'll bring her to your house." 
"Fine," said Aristos, indifferently. 
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"That's what I had to say." 
"Fine!" and Aristos started to leave. 
Stavrakis stopped him, hesitated, swallowed hard, and then said, "Lis

ten! In the gardens just now, it was so beautiful, so quiet, so good, and then 
I decided .... "Again he hesitated. 

"What did you decide?" asked Aristos. 
"I decided ... to be good from now on. I'm not going to be bad any 

" more. 
"You're not bad," said Aristos. 
"I was. Believe me when I say it. But now I'm going to be entirely 

good. I'm telling you the truth-good to the whole world, to my own 
family and to others. You'll see. I'm telling only you because I know you're 
my friend. Don't tell the other boys that I've become good because they'll 

lose their respect. On the outside I'll be what I am now, but inside me I'll 
be good. You won't tell my secret, will you?" 

"I won't let on to anyone," said Aristos. 
"0 d?" n yourwor . 
"0 d" nmywor. 
"You swear it?" insisted Stavrakis. 
"I swear it." 
"C h ?" ross your eart. 
"C h " ross my eart. 
"And ... listen, Aristos, we still have almost three weeks ahead of us. 

I'll break my neck to study to get promoted. Can we start tomorrow?" 
"Why not tonight?" said Aristos. 
"You're right, tonight! When I bring Phlox to your house." 
"Tonight, then." 
"Bravo, Stavrakis, I always keep telling my mother how good you are." 
Stavrakis flared up at this. 
"Oh, don't start the sweet stuff, or I'll send everything to the devil, you 

and her." 
"But Stavrakis, don't you know I'm your friend?" 
"L ' Phl " et s go, ox. 
He started to go but turned back. 
"All right, Aristos, I'll come. I'm sorry. And listen, whenever you want, 

we'll go swimming at Mersinli." 
In truth, Stavrakis did break his neck to study. He sat and read. He did 

not go to the quays with the other boys in the mornings, but that did not 
trouble him much. He did not miss the sea, since he had not the courage to 
swim in the deep parts. 
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Afternoons, Aristos helped him in arithmetic. But Stavrakis, with his 
odd notion of goodness, became even more ill-tempered and abrupt. Per
haps it was to hide better how he had become good inside. There were 
quarrels with the boys, wrangling at home. He would go into a frenzy if 
Aristos happened to give him to understand in a nice way {"I think-don't 
you think? If I'm not mistaken") that his reasoning was faulty in some 
complicated problem or other. 

"Why do you hint at it and don't tell me straight out that my brain 
isn't sharp? So, you're being kind! I'm disgusted with kindness." 

He would drop everything and go, taking Phlox with him, but he 
would repent and return. 

"Oh, Aristos, I'm good. I'm telling you the truth. I'm good inside. 
There! I love you like a brother and I kiss your mother's hand." 

At the start of the week, they agreed to go to Mersinli on Friday, but 
the calm weather gave way to northwesterly winds, a harbinger of the south 
wind, which brought a fiendish storm that very Friday. The rain came 
down in sheets and even though the first shower lasted but a short while, 
it was enough to fill the world with mud. 

"Mama," called Aristos from his room. "Come and see. A wagtail is 
tapping on the windowpane with his beak." 

"Chase her away," his mother called from the kitchen. "It's bad luck." 
"Mother, her beak is muddy and the windowpane is dirty." 
"Get rid ofher, I say; it's bad luck." 
"Mama, the wagtail sat on the windowsill next to the finch's cage and 

is flirting with her. Come and see. She's wagging her tail." 
"What kind of talk is that? Surely you must have learned it from Stav

rakis. Chase her away. She's bad luck." his mother said. 
The next day, Saturday, after the rain a scorching sun dried up the 

whole creation by midday. The third decade of August began. In that sea
son nobody knows what the weather will do between morning and even
ing. So, the two friends decided not to postpone their excursion and started 
out the same afternoon, a singular day, that changed the life of the neigh
borhood. 

They went like pashas. They paid a penny a piece for tickets on the 
tramway. The tram happened to be an open one with little awnings flap
ping in the wind. The boys were comfortable in the seats while the 
pedestrians panted in the heat of the sun. 

The boys got off at the end of the line and turned toward Mersinli. 
"Nothing happened to us today," said Aristos. "Neither buffaloes nor 

carts. We won't have anything to tell the fellows." 
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"Look up in the air," said Stavrakis. 
Among scattered, frayed little white clouds, some cranes were sailing 

westward in long formation, their heads outstretched and their legs folded 

up against their bellies. They could be seen clearly. They were flying high 

above the clouds that now hid the head of the flock and then the tail of it. 

sky. 
The two boys blinked when they looked away from the glare of the 

"They say that when the cranes leave early, winter will come soon." 

"They say they carry swallows with them on their backs." 
"They say that cranes see from up there all that happens on earth and 

then they talk about it." 
"That was in the old days, not now any more." 
Then the boys came to the tamarisk tree and the giant bulrushes by the 

ruined pier. The hour must have been about five. From a distance, a tolling 

bell signaled the vespers. 
"The first time the bell wasn't ringing," said Stavrakis. 
"Don't you remember? What with one thing and another, we got 

here later. Get undressed." 
Along came three bees in a line, one after another. They hovered over 

a bulrush's long spike, then flew away suddenly, as if frightened, one after 

another. On the highway, between the dry stretches full ofbulrushes and 

the railroad line, a single wagon, returning from the slaughter house, was 

going by, filled with slaughtered animals. Today, the place looked even 
more deserted; the frogs seemed to be the only living things about. 

Aristos and Stavrakis kept on only their shorts. Their footprints made 

deep indentations in the sand, but the hollows were immediately filled with 
water. 

When they went into the sea and walked up and down in the shallow 

places along the shore, their footprints disappeared; for the water, green 

and sluggish, leveled them out again, as if the damp, heavy breath of the 

south wind were pressing upon it. 
The silent sea, not even murmuring, gave off a heavy salt smell. They 

went along lingering, splashing, as if unconscious of their surroundings, 

but their looks went everywhere. 
For the whole of their trip out and even now, they had not said a word 

about the sea maiden, as if there were no such thing-or perhaps rather that 

it was understood she was the only thing in their minds. 
"The sea is not beautiful today," said Stavrakis. 
"It sure is. A blessing of God. One, two, three," Aristos ran, reached 

his depth and plunged in. 
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Not more than fifteen seconds later, he came to the surface. 
"You're right, the water's heavy," he said, coming closer to Stavrakis 

who was standing in the shallows. "It's hard to dive deep. The water pushes 
. " you up agam. 

They sat on the ground. The water reached up to their collarbones. 
The cranes had gone behind the sun. 

"Aren't you going to dive again?" asked Stavrakis. 
"I'll dive again, but the water pushes me up." 
They looked toward the sea, then at the sand, squinting against the 

glare. 
"Look down there!" said Stavrakis. 
Much further, to the right, the sea seemed to foam, slightly, as if it 

were licking something on the beach. 
"L ' " et s go see. 
They came out on the beach. Stavrakis picked up his clothes. 
"Are you going to lug them with you?" asked Aristos. "Leave them 

here. We'll come back." 
"You never know what'll happen." 
Aristos shrugged but did not take his. Along the beach, about one hun

dred fifty yards away, a vein of red rock cut across the beach and thrust 
seaward, forming a reef, even with the water. 

Stavrakis, as he was putting down his bundle of clothes, thrashed at a 
black bug, which was moving its scissored wings. 

They went up on the ree£ It did not project far into the sea, only about 
three yards, where it stopped abruptly. There, the water seemed suspended 
and the sea shaded to a bluer tone. 

"This wasn't here last time." 
"The high tide covered it," said Stavrakis and advised, "Don't dive 

head first. There may be rocks and you'll hurt yoursel£" 
"The water kicks today. I'll put that big stone in my pants so I can go 

deeper, perhaps even down to the bottom." 
"Y I" ou say. 
"You don't think I can?" said Aristos. 
He hesitated a moment over the weight, as if something entered his 

mind, then he bent over to pick it up. It was very heavy. Stavrakis helped 
him and together they managed to shove it into Aristos' shorts, up against 
his belly. They sat down at the end of the reef, side by side, their legs knee 
deep in the sea. 

Suddenly Stavrakis said, "Hey, Aristos, do you still keep thinking 
she's alive?" 
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Aristos did not admit it. 
"I don't keep thinking anything. But I'll dive today as far as the bottom. 

It's just a whim of mine." 
"Careful of the rocks." 
Aristos let himself slide into the water. He let himself sink upright. 

Suddenly the weight became lighter, his hands glued to his body, he let 
himself sink further. A school of small fry, not even an inch long, scattered 
before him and reassembled further on. He made out the bottom in the 
watery light, about three lengths down. Then he dived head first, the weight 
firmly fixed inside the elastic. He scissors-kicked, his fingertips touched the 
sand. He lowered his legs. He managed to stand upright. The water forced 
him up, so he had to make big leaps, throwing his weight on the forward 
leg. He touched bottom each time with his toes. He walked around. A little 
further off, a forest of seaweed moved tremulously. He could stand no more. 
He scissors-kicked and began to rise. Some silvery threads hung there, 
almost hiding a hollow in the side of the rock. He could not stay under any 
longer but he reached out his hand and touched the silvery threads. He 
scissors-kicked, came to the surface, and with the fingers of the other hand, 
hung onto the edge of the reef near where Stavrakis sat. Aristos opened and 
closed his mouth like a fish out of water, taking quick breaths. From his 
nostrils ran salt water mixed with mucus. His pupils had something of the 
glassy look of the water. 

"Forty-eight seconds," said Stavrakis. 
"I found her," Aristos was finally able to say. 
"Who?" 
"Her cave." 
"Was she inside?" interrupted Stavrakis, attracted by the other-world 

look of Aristos. 
Aristos let go of the rock for a second and blew his nose with two fin

gers, kicking all the while so the weight would not pull him down. 
"I don't know," he replied, breathing more normally. Again, he clung 

to the rock with one hand. 
"The cave was closed by a silver curtain. Here, see." and he opened his 

other hand. A watery strand shone in the sun. 
Stavrakis laughed. 
"Oh, Aristos, it was the beard of a jelly fish. What curtain are you 

talking about?" 
He laughed mockingly. Aristos tried to get out on the reef but hardly 

rose above his waist. The stone became heavy again and pulled him back 
into the water. 
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"Don't you know," he said to Stavrakis, clinging again to the edge of 
the reef, "that sea things change their looks when you take them out of the 
water?" 

"So, dive in again," said Stavrakis; "and find your sweetheart, the 
mermaid." 

Aristos got angry, as if his girl had been insulted. 
"Watch your language!" 
"Look, Aristos, you're a fool" Stavrakis said patiently. 
"Oh, is that so?" Aristos replied in angry obstinacy. "Maybe I am a 

fool but I help you with your lessons and I keep your dog at my house." 
"What did you say?" interrupted Stavrakis, the blood rising to his face. 

"Why are you mocking me? Why are you harping on that?" 
"And my mother invited you to eat at my house twice." 
"Damn you both," growled Stavrakis and bending from above 

grabbed him by the scruff of his neck and ducked his head into the water. 
"So, you gave me charity, eh? Eat the sea! Eat the sea, stupid!" 

With his big hand he grabbed Aristos by the neck and kept pushing his 
head into the water, up and down, so that Aristos was not able to take a 
breath. "So, idiot, you gave me charity?" 

Aristos shook himself to get away. He kicked the water; he struggled 
to get Stavrakis' hands off his neck, but they squeezed all the more. He 
could not breathe. Stavrakis was joking, he thought. 

"You fools, why won't you let me be good?" Stavrakis was addressing 
Aristos and Aristos' mother and perhaps all creation, as he bent over the 
boy's head. "You fools, why don't you let me be good?" He kept ducking 
Aristos' head mechanically, faster and faster all the time, holding it under 
the water. 

Aristos was drowning. Stavrakis had overdone this joke, Aristos 
thought to himsel£ He tried to get rid of the rock in his shorts, but his arms 
were paralyzed. 

"You fools, why won't you let me be good?" 
Aristos' ears were buzzing. His temples throbbed; his lungs were ready 

to burst. There was a gurgling in his throat. It seemed to him he heard once 
more, "You fools, why .... " A red mist covered his eyes. 

At home they will think I am dead. They will not know that the sea maiden 
wrapped me in her silvernet and dragged me down to her palace, a blue cave, a 
handful of sea with a roseate shell in its midst. You don't know as much as I know
a clear green meadow. I'll tell you about it some time. An untold sweetness was 
beside his underarm, there where it all begins. I'll tell you some time when I 
grow up. She's pulling me into her silvery nets. 
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One last horrible vision came to him-the chief of police from the 

police station tossed into the sea in a sack full of rocks. 

"You fool, Aristos, why did you do this to me? Why did you wound 

my honor? I believed you were my friend. Go dive, and we'll talk it over 

again later," said Stavrakis as he let go of Aristos' neck. 

Aristos' body sank down in a zigzag path. 

An octopus, a giant octopus, threw its tentacles out of the cave but did 

not get a chance to grab a leg. The octopus wriggled to the bottom; walking 

upright on its eight tentacles, its evil eyes glowering, it went to examine 

the thing that did not move. 
Stavrakis, as usual, counted the seconds. His anger was almost gone 

now. He counted unconsciously, looking at the sea before him. When he 

reached a hundred and twenty, he stopped in wonder. He must have made 

a mistake in counting. He must have started with a hundred, the way his 

mind was wandering. He started over again, beginning with one, carefully. 

He stopped at one hundred. "What happened?" he asked himsel£ Aristos 

must have got out somewhere else, since we quarreled. Stavrakis shrugged 

and stayed where he was, swinging his legs in the water. After a while he 

made a sudden decision, put his hands to his mouth and called, "Aristos, 

Aristos !" 
The frogs stopped croaking. No answer. He looked right and left. He 

waited. "Aristos, Aristos !" 
"Ah, the trickster, I'll go and leave him." He got up, went to the place 

where he had left his clothes on a tuft of rushes. He cast an eye on them, 

hesitating. Again, he put his hands to his mouth and called, "Aristos, Aris

tos!" 
He waited. Later, he collected his clothes and started for the place where 

Aristos had left him. The clothes were in their place untouched. He sat down 

on the ground, his knees drawn up; he leaned his arms on them and watched 

the sun drop, joyless, among some leaden clouds which were turning to 

violet, low over the sea, on the far side ofKordelio. The sun was setting. In 

midwinter, Stavrakis thought, it would set behind "The Two Brothers." 

Two fishermen came from a small boat, a shell, by the piles of the ruined 

pier and were beaching their boat. 
"Hey," called Stavrakis, "have you seen a boy swimming?" 

"Where?" 
"There, that way," he said, pointing toward the ree£ 

"Were you swimming together?" 
"No, I wasn't swimming. Did you see a boy?" 
"No." 
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"He could have drowned," teased the other fisherman. 
Suddenly Stavrakis had the realization of something final, irreparable. 

He looked at his fingers. They still retained the feeling of Aristos' neck. He 
remembered how Aristos had dropped straight down as soon as he had let 
go of him. After all, Aristos had sunk straight down the first time. It was 
that weight. "It can't be. Such things don't happen in this world." 

''Aristos, Aristos !''he called. 
The frogs were still agian. A silence like a cottony mist enclosed the 

place and shut off the sun. 
"Aristos, Aristos !" 
He heard the sound of his voice die away in the mist. A salty taste was 

on his lips. 
The sea turned to stone. Dark above it, stretched the shadow of the 

land. A chill came over him. He got up and began to dress. Something shone 
on the ground. He bent over and picked it up to see what it was-Aristos' 
pocket knife. Yes, it was Aristos'. It must have dropped as he was undress
ing. Stavrakis recognized the broken clasp in one corner. He slipped the 
knife into his pocket. 

Later, he realized he was walking. He walked, walked, but the sound of 
his walking seemed motionless. Somebody spoke near him. He turned to 
see, but he saw only a miserable tamarisk tree. He walked, walked. Sud
denly he found himself by the Daragatsi tramway. The conductor had 
unhitched the horse from one end and was going to hitch it onto the other 
end for the return trip to town. Three women, dark-complexioned, in 
print skirts, with kerchiefs on their heads, were getting into the car. They 
were speaking their own language. As the conductor cracked his whip and 
the car moved, Stavrakis climbed behind and sat, half hidden, on the plat
form. The tram rocked on its springs like a cradle. 

At the end of the line, Stavrakis was awakened by a blow on the head. 
The ticket collector had caught Stavrakis aboard, stealing a ride. A second 
rap followed the first. 

"Hey, what are you hitting me for?" 
"The devil with you, dog." 
Stavrakis remembered everything. Like a dog with its tail between its 

legs (as the ticket man later said), Stavrakis took off, turning from Punta to 
Hadzifrangos'. He went along with his head bent, because everyone was 
looking at him and some were pointing at him. They were pointing at him. 
He tried to find somewhere to escape but the town seemed to come straight 
at him, heavy and gloomy. 

At Alani the day still shone with a grayish light. Pandelis passed on his 
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bicycle with its three little flags and turned toward the English hospital. 
Familiar voices were calling from the gardens. Stavrakis pretended not 

to hear. 
"Stavrakis !" 
"Stavrakis, come here!" 
He pretended he had not heard. 
"Stavrakis, come here," they called. "Phlox!" 
"Stavrakis !" 
Menas and Yiacoumis ran up to him. 
"Stavrakis, come see." 
"What!" he shouted. 
"Phlox," they said. 
"What about Phlox?" 
"Come and see." 
"Did Aristos come back?" he asked. 
"Weren't you with him?" 
"Yes." 
"Well, then?" 
"He left before me." 
"We didn't see him." 
"Maybe he went straight to his house, but his clothes were there by 

the rushes," Stavrakis said. 
"Come," said Menas. 
He took him to where the other boys were standing in a circle. They 

made way for Stavrakis. 
Phlox lay on her side, stiff as a bone, her nose and tail in a pool ofblood. 

Her lips were curled back as if in a grimace of disgust. 
"Phlox," shouted Stavrakis, "Phlox! She isn't dead! She's moving!" 

Then he fell upon her, petting her head. "Phl. .. Phl. .. Ph ... ,"he was 
able to say once more before sobs choked him. 

"She must have eaten poisoned meat," said Stathes. "She bled from 
her mouth and from in back, too." 

They picked up Stavrakis by force. Two of the boys took him between 
them and led him home, holding him by the arms. Yiakoumis brought a 
shovel and began to dig a hole. 

At home, Stavrakis locked himself in his room and fell face down on 
his bed in the dark, dressed as he was. 

How lovely it had been on the tram when they were going out, cool, 
the awnings fluttering. If he could go like that ... go ... and the awnings 
would flutter. But sooner or later the train would stop. End of the line! 
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Then the pictures began to unwind with the later ones, one after another 
lingering on each detail. He went through them like a third party, a spec
tator. The red ree£ Stop! Nothing of all this had happened. Such things 
don't happen in this world. It was imagination, a dream! 

There, now, I'll go to Aristos'. Phlox will jump on me and wrap her paws 
around me. Aristos will smile, "Stay and eat with us." "No! no! not with you. 
Up, Phlox, at him! Apporte!" Phlox draws back her black lips in disgust. "He's 
pointing at me!" "He, he is the one who . . . my clothes!" he says; "my clothes! He's 
the one who . .. . ""No, not mel The mermaid kept him in her cave." "Liar! ... 
Murderer! You know it was you!" 

There unrolled again a series of pictures. In his mind, he tore them up. 
It was done and it was undone. With this he could not cope. The world had 
come to an end. Nothing existed. The world was ended. God was finished. 
The sun would not rise again. Tomorrow would not come. Everything 
was over. 

Once there had been a Stavrakis, even until this morning. He was 
finished, too-lost at dawn. Once there had been a Stavrakis who wanted 
to be good. How nice it had been on the train. How good Stavrakis had 
felt-that Stavrakis! 

He covered his head with a pillow and called in a choking voice that 
Stavrakis, called him from the place where he was no more, called him in 
a long, choking cry. "Stavrakis Amanantzi! Stavrakis Amanantzi !" 

They were pounding on the door; they were shaking it. "Stavrakis! 
Open, Stavrakis !" 

He jumped from the bed. He stood at the locked door and watched it 
shake. 

"Stavrakis, open! We're going to beat the door down!" 
He unlocked the door. Someone must have turned the knob, from 

outside, for the door opened by itself. 
From the way the people were all gathered near the door, there seemed 

to be a crowd. But there were only four-his mother, his sister, and Aristos' 
mother and father. 

"Why didn't you open?" asked Anthippe. 
"I was sleeping." 
She looked at him closely in the faint light of the kerosene lamp that 

hung from a nail on the wall. 
"Why have you been crying?" 
"N I ' . " o, wasn t crymg. 
"You look tearful." 
"Phlox died." 
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"Phlox?" his mother burst out. "Phlox died? How did she die? When 
did she die?" 

"They," he nodded his head, "these two others." 
"What do you mean, they?" 
"Nothing." 
Aristos' father interrupted, "We knew nothing. Listen, Mrs. Sophia, 

are we going to worry about the dog now or my boy?" 
The tone of the father's voice was curt but calm. Only when he spoke, 

he had a way of twisting his hands inside and out from the wrists, as if they 
were hinged. His wife, her head bent a little to the side, had a forlorn man
ner, but she did not seem very worried. 

Four pairs of eyes looked at Stavrakis silently. At last, Mr. Nikolakis 
said in his calm voice, "Were you with Aristos ?" 

"Yes." 
"A. h bk" nstos as not come ac yet. 
"He hasn't come?'' 
Mr. Nikolakis swallowed hard and kept on with his questioning, 

always calm and stern-where had they gone? What did they do? Did 
they swim? 

"Aristos left sooner." Stavrakis hesitated. "We quarreled. That's why." 
Silence. His clothes? thought Stavrakis. 
"In what part of Mersinli did you swim?" 
"At the red ree£" 
His clothes! 
"Stavrakis, dear," Aristos' mother began sweetly. 
"Stop, Marigo;" her husband interrupted. "This is my business. Mrs. 

Sophia, I'll take Stavrakis with me to search at Mersinli." 
"Of course, certainly he should go," said Stavrakis' mother. "Tomor

row morning. But I'm sure any minute now Aristos will appear. He must 
have been detained somewhere." 

"Aristos is not the kind ofboy who gets detained, Mrs. Sophia. We'll 
go right now," said the father. 

"At night, for heaven's sake! The train isn't running at this hour." 
Mr. Nikolakis took his silver watch from his vest pocket and looked 

at the time. "Twenty of ten. The last train from Boutza hasn't come yet. 
We'll find a carriage at the station," he said in a deliberate voice with the 
same calm, formal tone. 

"Well, if you go by carriage," Stavrakis' mother said. 
"My wife will stay here and wait for us." 
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"Stavrakis, tell me about Phlox. Oh, dear, when your father comes 
back! Did they poison her?" 

"Mrs. Sophia, are we going to look after the dog now or my boy?" 
Mr. Nikolakis took Stavrakis firmly by the arm, as ifhe were taking 

him off to jail, and they went out into the street. 
All the way in the carriage, Aristos' father did not ask Stavrakis a single 

question. But Stavrakis himself thought constantly, His clothes, his clothes, 
his clothes. 

At Daragatsi, there were lights here and there, but from the ruined 
flour mill and beyond, only darkness, which became even thicker at Mer
sinli. The carriage lamps cast a feeble glow about a yard ahead and to the 
sides. The stars helped a little. When they rose from behind the mountain, 
a thin, waning moon, a silvery line separated the sea from the shore. 

"Where shall I stop?" asked the driver. 
"The boy will tell you." 
Stavrakis started out of his numbness. Later, he said with one last hope, 

"I can't see. It's dark." His clothes. His clothes. 
"Driver," asked Mr. Nikolakis, "perhaps you know of a red reef some 

place around here?" 
"The Reef of the Fair Maiden? Everyone knows it. There, that one 

that juts into the sea like a stubby finger. There, where the moonlight glit
ters silvery." 

The driver stopped a little farther down on the public road. 
"Is this the place, Stavrakis?" asked Mr. Nikolakis. 
"I hi k " t n so, yes. 
They got out. 
"Will you lend us the carriage lamps?" said Aristos' father. 
"What are you searching for?" asked the driver suspiciously. 
Mr. Nikolakis hesitated; then he explained. "Perhaps we can find some 

trace of my boy," he said finally. 
His clothes, his clothes, thought Stavrakis. Then he remembered Aristos' 

jacknife and he fumbled it in his pocket. 
The driver took off the lamps and gave them to the two. 
"We said three metzetia for the trip, but let's not stay all night; and, 

friend," he added, to lessen the impression that he had spoken about money 
at such a time, "Maybe your boy has already returned. Don't worry." 

The driver sat in the carriage to wait for them. 
They got out in the marshes. They found the red vein which cut across 

the bulrushes, and reached the ree£ 
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His clothes, his clothes. If only this night will pass. Tomorrow there will be 

no dawn. Stavrakis' mind was working fast. 

"Mr. Nikolakis, you search around here. I'll look further towards 

Daragatsi. Aristes went in that direction when he left. 

How easy it all was. How easy to tell lies and to believe them yourself 

If only this night would pass. The two lights separated. 

Stavrakis kept himself from running to the place where they had un

dressed. For one moment he stopped, closed his eyes. "It isn't me," he said 

to himself. "It's not me. Such things don't happen in this world." 

He opened his eyes again and saw at a distance the other light move 

here and there. He went on. His clothes, his clothes. 
There were the three planks of the ruined pier on the beach. Nearer, 

behind that clump of rushes, they had undressed. The beam from the car

riage lamp cast a flickering brightness on the rushes, needle pointed, with 

their red spikes. 
The marshes throbbed with a secret life. Something moved. Here, 

Phlox, here, Phlox. The sobs choked him. 
From the side, he felt the grayish rays of the waning moon on him. He 

cast a hurried glance behind him. The other light was coming in his direc

tion. He would not have enough time. He darted quickly behind the rushes. 

Aristos' clothes were gone! 
He stood there gaping. Then he started to search. Nothing! No clothes 

anywhere. He was sure of the place. There was the depression, and there, 

what better sign than the tamarisk tree, where Aristes had carved a capital 

"A" on its trunk. He felt the jacknife in his pocket. He brought the lamp 

up close to the tree and read aloud so as to be sure to hear it, "A." There, 

then, nothing of all this had happened. Aristos had taken his clothes. It was 

only a nightmare. He was right when he said that such things do not happen in 

this world. What things? How he had drowned him and how someone must 

have stolen his clothes. It was mixed up in his brain. There was only one 

clear notion: whatever had happened, somehow or other, he had to get 

through the night. Tomorrow would not dawn. 

"Nothing," he said to Mr. Nikolakis when they met, and he fingered 

the jacknife in his pocket. 
The coachman took the lamps and replaced them on the carriage. See

ing his passengers silent, he understood. But even so, he made one question

ing gesture, twisting his lips at the same time. 

Mr. Nikolakis shook his head. 
"Maybe the Jews took him," ventured the coachman. 

Man and boy were deep in thought; his words were lost. 
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