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EDITORIAL 

During recent years it has been a fashionable gambit among 
some literary critics to ask whether the novel is dead. Like the 
proverbial query about beating one's wife, the question shuts off 
discussion. Instead of lamenting the loss to literature, they have 
used the occasion to conduct post-mortems, analyzing the symp
toms and diagnosing the causes of its demise. Some critics have 
blamed the debilitations imposed by the technical virtuosity of 
the two latest masters of the novel, Henry James and James Joyce. 
Their experiments with the shape of the novel, with the words 
and sentences which make up its fabric did, doubtless, reach 
extremes that left no room for rivals. Other critics have diagnosed 
the novel as a terminal case by explaining that the reasons no 
longer prevail whereby the novel justifies its existence either as 
a form of art or of entertainment or of communication. All these 
tasks have been taken over by the mass-media and are being 
performed more quickly and more efficiently. 

Certainly, even the most inveterate lover of the novel would 
not deny that the original justifications for its existence-that it 
serves society by uplifting the heart of its reader, that it nourishes 
his moral character, and never brings a blush to the maiden 
cheek-have long ceased to be valid. Judging by the raunchy 
scenes of violence and sex that have increasingly dominated 
modern fiction, "the heart" would seem to be the least vital organ 
of the contemporary reader. Whatever it was in him that de
served to be called "moral character" has long since dissolved into 
whims of the moment and of personality. As for the maiden whose 
cheek is given to blushing, she has become as mythical as the 
unicorn. 

The reasons why she has become so and why heart and 
morality have lost their guiding power can be traced, some critics 
say, to the corruptive force of modern fiction. Others, however, 
insist that the fault is not in modern fiction; it merely reflects its 
source which is human life. Whatever view an independent ob
server subscribes to-that fiction mirrors life or that life mirrors 
fiction-the descent into brutality was inevitable once the novelist 
abandoned his original moral purpose and aimed only to enter-
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tain. How could it be otherwise, apologists for this descent 
maintain, when the contemporary reader is being systematically 
brutalized by social and intellectual forces which are themselves 
chaotic, unintelligible and inhuman? In literature as in life, a 
writer of popular fiction will claim, is not survival all? 

Hardly more than a lifetime ago, a Thackeray or a Dickens 
could hope to address several generations of one family on one 
occasion as they sat together through those long, pre-World-War 
twilights, reading, savoring, the words that the novelist had 
passionately united into phrases, sentences, scenes which took 
on an independent life of their own in the reader's mind. Hardly 
more than a lifetime ago, there was ample time for those words 
to stir concentric circles of meaning and wonder in the reader's 
being. The more they stayed with him, the more he felt them 
become a part of his world, the more they lent color and flavor 
to his awareness, and the more they helped to define and unify 
his sense of life. 

Now, two generations of one family rarely ever sit together 
on any occasion. If they do, it is usually because their attention 
is mesmerized by the television screen. On its magic face they 
watch simulations of life Hick past in a dazzling succession. Suc
cession? No. That word implies sequence, one thing leading to 
another and another from the one before, according to some 
recognizable logic or justice. Succession in this instance is rather 
a juxtaposition in time, nothing more. A scene contrived to stun 
the viewer into vicarious horror gives way to a concoction of 
audio-visual impressions extolling the virtues of a deodorant or 
a diet-drink. This in tum evolves, according to the inexorable 
Darwinianism of survival on the air-waves, into the fanfare of 
a so-called comedy. Thus, the stuff of life is measured out, not 
even in anything so permanent or serviceable as Prufrock's coffee
spoons, but in fifteen-minute intervals. The viewer's sense of life 
is at best made numb; at worst, it is drawn and quartered, as it 
were, on these fractions of the paid-for hour. Tragedy or comedy, 
the monstrous in one form or another, are allotted by the sponsor 
who pays by the split second. Wracked on such a wheel, what 
chance does the consciousness of the contemporary reader have 
to retain any sense of life, his own or anyone's, or to feel that it 
is capable of definition or unity. Thus, the more the novel has 
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been obliged to compete with the mass-media, the more it has lo!11 
its once meaningful purpose. 

Even a critic who is ready to hammer down the last nail in 
its coffin must admit, however, that if the novel is dead, it was 
too young to die. As a literary genre, it has not been alive more 
than two hundred years or so. This span is far too brief for a valid 
body of theory to accumulate as to its structure or aims. Unlike 
other genres, particularly the drama, the novel has not had the 
benefit of an all-discerning mind, an Aristotle, to delineate its 
poetics. (Indeed, contrary to the fate of other genres, the novel 
has suffered attacks from its very practitioners, purveyors of the 
anti-novel or the anti-story. What poet or playwright would abuse 
his art so deliberately, so scurrilously as some avant-garde writers 
who publish and praise and prey upon each other.) 

Poetry and drama, however, each have their muse. These 
pagan entities must be spoken of in the present tense. Each still 
wields a mysterious power over the writings, however garbled or 
obscene, of her followers. For poetry and drama are by their very 
nature rooted in human instinct, springing as they do from a pro
found human need for incantation and symbolic action. 

If the novel can be said to have a muse, her name is Demo
cracy. Democracy gave birth to the novel and fostered its growth. 
Does it then remain for future historians to remark that the novel, 
like democracy, flourished for two centuries and then ceased? 
Will future historians study the rise and fall of democracy as it 
is reflected in the novels that the dead democracies once admired? 
In future decades will the novels of the late twentieth century 
be scrutinized, like the writings of lost cultures before ours, for 
traces of the social and spiritual rot that set in and spread through
out the body of the democratic state? 

In short, to ask whether the novel is dead is to ask whether 
democracy is dead. It may be said of democracy as Gide in The 
Counterfeiters said of the novel, that of all political forms " ... it 
is the freest, the most lawless." The novelist in his art, like the 
individual citizen in a democracy, is always inherently free to 
challenge the existing laws. For the novel, like democracy, is 
most true to itself when it reflects the private, personal experience 
of the individual. The novel, like democracy, retains its character 
by insisting on the importance of the one against the many, of the 
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individual response against the mass reaction. Universals, na
tionalistic shibboleths, are valid only in so far as they sustain 
the integrity of his individualism and are corroborated directly 
by his senses. A novel is great according to the depth and vivid
ness with which it makes us feel and share and understand the 
history of an individual's private pain and private joy. 

That the novel is history was declared more than a century 
ago by the father of the novel, Balzac. His statement strikes home 
today more poignantly than ever before. The mass-media which 
keep superseding the novel are but a fraction of the vast, dehu
manizing forces at large throughout the world today, which 
militate against the individual's right to experience privately, and 
freely to choose his experience. Never before in the story of man
kind has there been a more pressing need for the novelist to 
marshal his talents against those dehumanizing forces and to help 
his readers feel and share and understand the private history of a 
fellow-human being, the record of his day-by-day ennoblement 
or degradation. 

That the novel is history recently gained a renewed significance 
in the Nobel lecture of Solzhenitsyn. His gripping confessional 
reassures the world that the novel is far from dead. It has merely 
fallen into a death-like trance and waits for the breath, the em
brace, of new genius to revive it. Once awakened, its now dormant 
beauty will mark a new dawn in the art of the novel and will 
claim a lasting place among the genres of literature. We can only 
guess at the terrifying details of his personal history which im
pelled him to speak: [Art and literature] possess a wonderful abi
lity: beyond distinctions of language, custom, social structure, they 
can convey the life experience of one whole nation to another. 
To an experienced nation, they can convey a harsh national trial 
lasting many decades, at best sparing an entire nation from a 
superfluous, or mistaken, or even disastrous course, thereby cur
tailing the meanderings af human history. And literature conveys 
iN'efutable condensed experience in yet another invaluable direc
tion, namely from generation to generation. Thus it becomes the 
living memory of the nation. Thus it preserves and kindles within 
itself the flame of her spent history in a form which is safe fram 
deformation and slander. In this way literature together with 
language protects the soul of the nation." 
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When the voice of the artist and writer is silenced, "generations 
grow old and die without ever having talked about themselves, 
either to each other or to their descendants . ... In some cases, 
moreover, when as a result of such a silence the whole of history 
ceases to be understood in its entirety, it is a danger to the whole 
of mankind." 

The readers of The Charioteer will quickly recognize the pa
rallels between the aims of this publication and Solzhenitsyn's 
overwhelmingly powerful statement. In its modest ways, The 
Charioteer tries to foster a dialogue between writers and between 
nations, the writers of Modern Greece and those of the English
speaking world. This publication is, too, a means whereby different 
generations of the Greek nation in different parts of the world may 
learn about each other. Possibly, as we have stated before, the 
most significant fact of this publication is that it is edited, printed 
and paid for in the United States by Americans who happen to 
have some emotional and blood ties with Greece. For us, it is a 
means of getting to know ourselves. For our readers at large it is 
a means of sharing the Greek experience. 

A rough mosaic of the history of Modern Greece can be recon
structed from the fragments of individual experience recorded in 
the poetry, drama and fiction of these pages. The generic and the 
unique mirror one another. The lament of the sea-going man who 
is always the wandering stranger on the face of the earth, the 
grief of the parents who must surrender their son to the Sultan's 
child-gatherer, the fight for a castle or a woman, the struggle for 
national identity and personal freedom, and always the irony of 
tenderness betrayed-these and many other themes define and 
unify the sense of life of the Modern Greek and bind him to the 
human condition at large even as we are all bound each to each 
by the cry of Cassandra or Antigone. 

Bebe Spanos 
for Parnassos and 
the Staff . of The Charioteer 



10 THE CHARIOTEER 

TWO FOLKSONGS 

translated by George Economou 

DTSOS (1750-1760) 

Kitsos' mother sits by the river, 
quarreling with the river, pelting it with stones, 

"My river run shallow, my river turn back, 
let me get over, across to the hide-outs 
where the Klephts have come together." 

They've taken Kitso, they lead him to the gallows, 
a thousand before him, two thousand behind. 

And cut off behind him, his black mother went, 
lamenting and saying, she lamented and said, 

"Kitso, my son, where are your luckless weapons, where 
your silver vests?" 

"Foolish mother, crazy mother, mother out of her mind, 
why don't you cry for my black youth, 
why don't you cry for my manhood, 
you only cry for my weapons, for my silver vests." 

DEATH AND HIS MOTHER 

Death shod his horse by the light of the moon 
and his mother begged him and his mother said, 

"Son, when you go out on prowl 
lay off little children, brothers with sisters, 
lay off young people and the newly wed." 

•Ma, wherever I find three I take two, 
wherever I find two I take one, and if you 
show me one alone, why I'll take him alone." 



Odysseas Elytis 

ODYSS:€AS ELYTIS 

SPRING 

translated by George Econ6mou 

The swallow is one and dear in the spring 
For the sun to turn needs a lot of work 
Asks for thousands of dead under the wheels 
Asks the living to give their blood. 
My God and Master you built me in the mountains; 
My God and Master you fenced me in the sea. 
Magicians kidnapped the corpse of May 

buried it in the sea, dropped it down a well 
where the darkness and abyss 
took on its fragrance. 

My God and Master you are in the lilacs, too; 
My God and Master you have smelled the spring. 

It moves as sperm moves in a dark womb 
The terrible insect of memory in the earth, 
And as a spider bites, it bit the light 
Illumined the beaches and all the sea. 

My God and Master you circled me with shores; 
My God and Master you planted me in the mountains. 

11 
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TAKIS SINOPOULOS 

from THE SONG OF IOANNA AND CONSTANTINOS 

translated by George Econ6mou 

IOANNA'S INVITATION 

Come tonight and I'll hold you with my leaves 
and my clouds. 

I'll wrap you in numberless changes and voices, 
till only your white bones are left 
in the foam of the moon. 

THE BEHEADING 

When I'm even with that broken cypress will I 
be able to see the knife's gleam? 35 to 40 steps. 
40 steps exactly at the sudden silence of the drum. 

Then my husband's heavy head will fall 
down on the rocks tangled with the light. But his 
trunk will stay up there on the planks, 
slowly soaking them with blood. A branch 
stirs over his face, the light will go out of his eyes. 

Bounce, crimson head, 
black head, skip. 
See the mud in the ditch. I 
ordered the beheading. And when I get 
to the river I'll tear my dresses 
and fall naked into the water; 
shivering, to cleanse this murder, too. 

THE FIRST ENCOUNTER 

A white place, boundless, rocks and water, dark walls of space, 
invisible passages for light, high bridges, numberless dark birds 
fluttering, croaking above the forehead of the sea. Flat plain of sky, 
distant sounds of harvesting, the tale of an undisturbed eternity, a 
feather, thousands of feathers, the body of a woman, a gold letter 
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on the motionless table of sand. Sun. Darkness, declivity of the 
world, wind, steps, voices, interior of the world, the work and for
getfulness of God. Repose of God in the cavity of creation. 
Ioanna: Who are you? 
Constantinos: Who are you? 
Ioanna: For hours you've been circling me like a shadow. Are you 

a thief or ... ? 
Constantinos: Or death? 
Ioanna: What do you want? 
Constantinos: To talk to you. 
Ioanna: I'm listening. 
Constantinos: It's dark here. I'm afraid. Are you afraid? 
Ioanna: It's morning. Light. 
Constantinos: The sun has burned all the wind. The sun has burned 

itself. It's dark. 
Ioanna: It's morning and light. Tell me, who are you? 
Constantinos: The sea. 
Ioanna: You look like the sea. You turned and looked at me. You 

slowly turned your dark face towards me. Your 
eyes caught my face like hooks. 

Constantinos: You looked at me, too. Then turned your eyes away. 
Then you turned and looked again. 

Ioanna: There was a voiceless greeting in your silence. 
Constantinos: I greet you then. I want to talk. 
Ioanna: And I want to listen. And to talk as I listen. 
Constantinos: You glow-like a tree in a room. 
Ioanna: Will you hurt me? 
Constantinos: Your backbone shines-it breathes. 
Ioanna: Will you hurt me. 
Constantinos: You are a pure white island. A white ship. 
Ioanna: Who are you? Which one of all those I've been waiting for? 

You don't look like any of them. I'm afraid of 
you. You're like the darkness of the sea. 

Constantinos: Your body rolls like the waves. You are a plant in 
the center of the earth. 

Ioanna: How choked my voice is today. A knot of stone has sunk 
unto the curve of my throat. 

Constantinos: You are the wheat and the thresher and the horse 
galloping through the chaff. 
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Joanna: Talk to me more. 
Constantinos: Who are you? 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Joanna: Talk to me the way I talk to you. I speak and listen to you 
with my whole body, and I look at you with a 
face full of eyes. 

Constantinos: Who are you? You have been with me from the hour 
of my birth. Yet I was born alone. And you were 
born alone. 

Ioanna: I think we were born together, wrapped in each other. I 
feel light and happy. Strange. It always happens 
like this. 

Constantinos: Has it happened many times? 
Ioanna: Do not ask. Look at me. I'm happy now. You will not hurt 

me, will you? 
Constantinos: My home, I have found you again, full of grottoes. 

Stones and specters. Mother - black in the sun. 
Ioanna: Keep speaking to me. Let your voice erase my past, my 

thirst and yearning until today. Your hands glide 
over my body the way the wind blows down a 
hill. Look, I am clean. 

Constantinos: You are a flame. Who are you? 
Joanna: The flame. 
Constantinos: Do you burn greatly? 
Joanna: Are you afraid? 
Constantinos: Your mouth is fragrant with danger. Dark creature-

! touch you and I tremble. 
Ioanna: Will you hurt me? 
Constantinos: Will you burn me? 
Ioanna: Hold me tightly. Something drunk is dancing inside me. 
Constantinos: Let's go. I see a road shining ahead like a god·s 

hand. 
Joanna: I am afraid. Who are you? 
Constantinos: Who are you? 



Andonis DecavaUes 

ANDONIS DECAVALLES 

RESURRECTION 

translated by George Econ6mou 

I cannot resurrect this corpse. 
For days my calling lingers in grief, 

in the darkness of the quarryman and the vision that 
revives with a crack, rattle and knock, 
slightly beyond the solid mass of incorruptibility, 
a little beyond the heart of the cleft stone. 
The stone cracks. 
The stone breaks. 
The stone, when reluctant, does not give you its heart. 
It gives but one gift: your strength. 

Remembering, I said-perhaps with this one
you add landscape to the heavens, 
to time, the improbable hour, its nonexistence: 
you raise the tombstone with a morning breeze, 
with a swallow you cut strips from the shroud, 
you reap many colors from white, 
behind one drop, and that 
because here you measure the burden with other weights. 
There is no other resistence 
to the density of time. 
Laws of gravity give in to omens. 

Yet, the heavy body of this corpse stoops me. 
Its memory, expanded, obliterates my memory. 
Such a living corpse can harvest no life. 
In the dark cavern where his hands 
are easy guides, 
his movement sparkles with knowledge 
-unexpectedly upon my meditation opens and shuts his eyes. 

This corpse 
I cannot resurrect without a death. 

15 
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ZO:l.t KAR1tLLI 

TWO POEMS 
translated by David Posner 

ASPECTS OF THE MOON 
I 

Pasiphae, I watch for the white bull. 
That monstrous love ends in a cave: 
Desire brings silver string. 
Illumined heart, I feel your cord unwind. 
Your eyes keep violence at bay, 
They set it loose to walk in me. 
My daughter, our body's carved in rock 
The beast standing beside us guards a secret 
It never knew: the moon's indifference 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Moves through my dream as a stone holds shadow. 
Immaculate, smooth Virgin, 
I am drawn and quartered, hugging what's real 
Inside me like an unborn child 
Whose toes beat from the darkness of the womb 
A hot pace to the waxing moon. 

II 

The moon is yellow, it will smile. 
Knowledge broods upon itself 
Like the wrinkled chastity of the sea, 
Wave folded over wave, 
Rejecting ships. 
I stand, mother of trees, 
Inseparable from earth, 
A windy admiration filled by rain. 
Truth touches me all ways, it never rests; 
Lovers hold it as they love each other. 
I dreamt I gathered down out of the moon 
The light I bear in me alone. 

Translator's note: in deference to Miss Karelli it should be said that 
this poem consists of variations on her text rather than of an effort 
at accurate translation. 



Zoe Karelli 

ELEGIES FOR THE MOON 

Section One 

That resonance hurts my ears. 
Honey locks my lips. 
My eyes go blind, lost in your hair. 
Then you withdraw; a vague smile 
Lacerates the air, 
Holds the shadows in disdain. 

That light breeds silence: 
Ghosts return to cry 
Invisibly. Drawn by your face I wear 
A cold luck charm, circle of fear. 
Because of my bright solitude 
You comfort me, a burst of wisdom 
Transfixes pain. 

Inscrutable the blaze burns to the bone. 
Pride has another name, is fire 
Where I dissolve in darkness now. 

17 
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MANOLIS ANAGNOSTAKIS 

TWO POEMS 

translated by David Posner 

THE DECISION 

Well, come on. 
You've thought it over, man. 
Shake your head pro or con. 
I guess it pained you some: 
Everything, of course, hurts: 
Children, ladybugs, women, 
Suffering gets you in the throat; phlegm, 

Sinus, tears. It hurts. 
To watch dull films. 
Because that's how they talk: 
The proud girls walk 
With graceful moos, cow calm. 
So. Make up your mind. Decide. 
But naturally, don't stop 
Friday debates at the barber shop, 
Saturday night in someone's bed, 
Sunday night at the ball park, 
Monday neatly back at work 

Just give a nod; are you for, 
Against. Think once and well 

THE CHARIOTEER 

For once. A single word can tell 
The truth. I'll wait at any door 
You open. But they're closed. 
Prufrock at the television, amused, 
Ignores the bell, the sound of voices raised. 
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THE CONTINUATION 

I 

Now I can speak again. That silence over, 
Another begins. Having survived famine 
In the stillness of old ways, 
I visit friends, those who were saved. 
We make as much of birth as death will let us. 
A breaking loose, I used to say, but hate 
Philosophy because the dead reckoning 
Hard at my core holds to itself, speechless. 

II 

The days of our sentence passed. 
Prison had burst. Along suburban roads 
Windows opened, mowers turned. 
Rejoicing street cleaners 
Swept the garbage: it rattled like bones. 
Societies, institutes increased. 
Young men arm in arm in the square 
Remembered indelicate films, 
Argued reports in the daily paper. 
The carnival was finished, 
Carnage, stuffed guns, 
Blood incarnate: 
All masks burnt, hollow words forgotten. 

III 

The city council meets 
To change the name of streets. 
Raoul, I think of you now, how you refused 
To grow wise, to be disabused. 
Older you might have travelled to conclusion, 
Left town, come to an intricate illusion. 
But you renounce the arithmetic of ideas: 
To add up one and one. You knew the answer. 
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KOSTAS KARYOTAKIS 

FOUR POEMS 

translated by Kostas M yrsiades 

THE CliARIOTEER 

Biographical Note 

Kostas Karyotakis was born October 30, 1896 in Tripoli, Greece. 

A timid sickly child, he was often abused by his peers. His father's 

profession as civil engineer kept the family mobile, though the 

greater part of the poet's youth was spent in Hania, the capital of 

Crete. There, he received his high-school degree, then moved to 

Athens in 1913 to attend law school at the University. Mter his 

graduation in 1917, Karyotakis registered at the School of Philology 

to escape military service. 
A melancholy young man, he relied increasingly on medicine 

to maintain his health. Some critics indicate that he was a miso

gynist; the poet considered himself one of life's rejects. He was ad

mitted to the bar in 1919 but was unable to practice law, for he was 

inducted at the age of twenty-three. 
His experiences in the army were oppressive; they were, doubt

less, the inspiration of one of his later and most famous poems 

"Mihalios." Isolated and bitter, he was discharged in 1920. By 1921, 

he had published two volumes of poetry, The Suffering of Man and 

Of Mourning. The first is clearly the effort of a young man; the sec

ond shows a growing sureness of hand as well as a tendency to be 

morbid. 
The remainder of Karyotakis' life was spent in public service. 

For three years he sat in Parliament, successively representing a 

number of different cities. Transferred to the Ministry of Welfare, 

he was offered an opportunity to travel extensively. After visiting 

Italy, Germany, Rumania and France, the poet was assigned ulti

mately to Patras. During this period, strongly influenced by Euro

pean thought, Karyotakis published his third and last volume of 

poetry, Elegies and Satires in 1927. Permeated with the spirit of 

defeat and the pessimism for which the poet was famous, this work 

was the most mature expression of the dark themes that haunted 

his life. 
On July 21, 1928, outside the small town of Preveza, the poet 

shot himself in the head with a small revolver. 



Kostas Karyotakis 

IDEAL SUICIDES 

They turn the key in the lock, 
take out their old and dusty letters, 
read quietly and then shuffie 
slowly away for the last time. 

Their life, they say, was a tragedy. 
My God, the hideous laughter of people, 
the tears, the sweat, the longing 
for heaven, the desolation of earthly places. 

They stand at the window, they watch 
the trees, the children, the fields beyond, 
the marble-workers chiseling, carving, 
and the sun forever setting. 

All is finished. Here is the note-
brief, simple, profound, as it should be, 
full of indifference and forgiveness 
for the one who will weep and read. 

They look in the mirror, they look at the clock, 
they ask if it is madness or a mistake, 
"All is finished," they whisper. "Now!" 
Yet they know they will put it off. 
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REPULSION 

I envy your good fortune, privileged 
creatures, like Japanese dolls, 
Slim, rosy limbed, fluid 
lines, silk, transparent garments. 

All your life is in your beautiful eyes. 
On your lips only words of passion. 
You have but one dream: a 
gentle husband and the conjugal bed. 

A chorus of semi-virgins, you go 
to "dancing" or to the concert hall, 
two by two, bodies erect, 
triumphant, formal, ceremonious. 

There, you display innumerable postures, 
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like the moon, posing, today romantic, 
tomorrow virginal, as the day before yesterday, 
and listen to "Valencia", you flirts. 

For a while you play the monster 
on all fours intertwined, 
then you rush to read 
your guide-book "for young mothers." 

If one could only bloom like this, 
a great rose of some golden hour, 
or if only you could fathom 
with a hairpin your empty heads. 

Untamed limbs, transparent garments, 
slimy, hypocritical mouths, 
perfect ciphers, mindless 
creatures and thus the privileged ones. 



Repulsion 

ΑΠΟΣΤΡΟΦΗ 

Φθονω την τύχη σας, προνομιοϋχα 
πλάσματα, κοΟκλες Ιαπωνικές. 
Κο.μψά ρόδινα μέλη, πλαστικές 
γραμμές, μεταξωτά, διαφανij ροϋχα. 

Ζωή σας δλη τα ci>ραία σας μάτι~. 
Στό: χειλη μόνο ot ιλέξεις των παθων. 
·Ένα gχετ' δνειρο: τον άyαθον 
&ντρα σας και τα ν6μιμα κρε~άτια, 

Χορός ήμιπαρθένων, δύο δύο, 
μ• άλύγιστο το σωμα, θριαμGικά, 
·έπίσημα και τελετουργικά, 
πηγαίνε'Dε στο ντάνσιγκ ~ στο ώδείο. 

·εκεί άπειράριθμες παίρνετε πόζες. 
Σαν τη σελήνη πρίν ρομαντικές, 
ασριο παναyίες, δσο προχτές, 
άκούοντας τη «V ALENZ Ι Α», σκαμπρόζες. 

"Ενα διάστη.μα παίζετε το τέρας 
μέ τά τέσσερα πόδια κολλητά. 
τρέχετε και δια~άζετε μετα 
τον δδηγό σας ~δια τας ·μητέρας», 

·Ώ, να μποροϋσε ~τσι κανείς να θάλλει, 
μέγα ρόδο κάποιας lSρας χρuσης, 
f\ νά βυθομετρούσατε και σεϊς 
με μια φουρκέτα τ• &δειο σας κεφάλι Ι 

• Ατίθασα μέλη, διαφανij, ροϋχα, 
γλοιώδη στόματα δποκριτικά, 
άνuποψ(αστα, μηδενικα 
"Πiλό:σματα, και γι• αότό πpον01μιοϋχα ... 
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PREVEZA 

Death is the magpies :Happing 
against black walls and roof tiles; 
death is the women we fall in love 
with while they are peeling onions. 

Death is dirty, insignificant streets 
with their illustrious long names, 
the olive grove, the surrounding sea, even 
the sun-death among deaths. 
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Death is the inspector of weights who doubles 
the wrapping of an underweight portion; 
death is the hyacinth on the balcony, 
and the teacher with the newspaper. 

Base, Garrison, sixty-man unit of Preveza, 
on Sunday we will hear your band. 
I have opened a bank account; 
first deposit: one dollar. 

Walking slowly on the waterfront, 
you whisper, "I exist;" then, "you don't exist." 
The ship arrives, the :Hag is hoisted, 
perhaps his honor, the governor, has come. 

If, at least, among these people, 
one died of disgust-
Silent, grieved, with dignified mien 
we would go and be entertained at his funeral. 



Kostas Karyotakis 

MIHALIOS 

Mihalios was drafted in the army 
and he set off happy and proud 
together with Maris and Panayi6tes, 
but he could not learn "Shoulder arms!" 
and always murmured, "Corporal, sir, 
let me go back home, to my village." 

The next year, in the hospital 
he stared silently at the sky. 
He fixed on some distant point 
his longing and his quiet eyes 
as if to say, as if to plead, 
"Let me go back home, to my village." 

Mihalios departed from the world a soldier, 
four privates escorted him on his way, 
and among them were Mads and Panayi6tes. 
On top of him they piled the grave, 
but one foot was sticking out; 
he was a bit too long, poor guy. 
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NIKIFOROS VRETTAKOS 

FOUR POEMS 

translated by Nikos and Zoe Samaras 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Biographical Note 

Nikiforos Vrettakos was born in 1912 in Krokees, a small town 

near Sparta. After his graduation from the Gymnasium there, he 

went to Athens in 1929 to study and work That year he published 

his first collection of poety, In Shadows and Lights. Twice he won 

the First National Award for Poetry: in 1941 for his collection The 

Grimaces of Man and in 1956 for his Poems 1929-1951. Some of his 

poems have been translated· into almost every European language. 

He fought in World War II and was a significant member of the 

underground movement during the German occupation. 
The horrors of war and the humiliation of man under tyranny 

haunt Nikiforos Vrettakos. Seeking an answer to the problems of 

our age, he has drawn upon all of his Green heritage - ancient, 

Christian, modern. He believes that it is the poet's mission to con

tinue Christ's message of love and peace and to unite humanity in 

a paradise on earth. 
Nikiforos Vrettakos also seeks inspiration in the tranquillity of 

the Greek landscape. Near his native town, Mount Taygetos, with 

its height and beauty and peacefulness, inspires awe in the poet 
who speaks to the mountain as to a father or a God and receives 

from it a lesson of love and dignity to communicate to all mankind. 
Nikiforos Vrettakos has published twenty-seven collections of 

poetry, five novels and a voluminous study of Kazantzakis. He has 

recently published an autobiographical novel. 



Nikiforos Vrettakos 

GREEKS AND BARBARIANS 

Never have the bells rung joyfully through the day; 
the barbarians interrupt your festivals, 
Greeks. Within or beyond the gates, always the barbarians. 
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They have stormed in and cut down your souls whose wrath 
once surged like sap at springtime through the trees and cast 
light vast as the vaulted sky. 

Here, in this land, there is 
no stone that does not bear the mark of bloodshed, no furrow 
without its streams of pain, no field, no threshing floor or hillside 
without Antigone forever unwed, unkissed, unmourned. 

Yesterday and the day before and today-the barbarians. 

ON THE EVE OF BATTLE 

The train full of soldiers was climbing to the frontier, 
with firearms, trumpets, drums and flags. Another, 
that same moment, was descending, was already at the point 
where an innocent river divides the hills. The battle 
was to be at dawn. The young soldiers-
on both sides-were readying their guns. 

If I, during the night, could have built 
two walls under the roof, 
I would have removed their national uniforms, 
I would have lined them up, single file and
hup-two-three-four--
marched them home with me. 

Nikos Samaras is a graduate of the S'chool of Law, University of 
Sa Ionic a. He is the author of TaE,£0ta o't~V •EA.A.T)VtK~ Mu9oA.oyla, 
N e w Y o r k, 1 9 6 4 ; «•H crnOO't"OA~ ToO notT}ti] ~V 'lt:OLT)OT) 
-roO NtKT)tp6pou BpEnaKou,:o/Em9eC.:,pT)OT) TExVT)c;, Athens, October 
1966, no. 142; co-translator of "Five Poems, N. Vrettakos," The Texas 
Quarterly, Summer 1967. He is now working on a volume of short stories, 
translations of Nikiforos Vrettakos, and a lx>ok on Vrettakos' poetry. 

Zoe Samaras has a doctorate from Columbia University. She is an As
sistant Professor of Romance Languages at Queens College and the author 
of a scholarly book now being published by Nizet, Paris. 
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MESSAGE 

Your hand touching the stone, 
listens to the water. Your face reflects my being. I ponder 
on the destiny of the world. I was born 
full of lights. Greece and her fate 
brought tears to my eyes. If you survive me, mark 
on my gravestone this epitaph 
with your hand that listens to the water: 

"Poverty in his youth, 
lightning in the mountains, bullets in war, 
spared his life. His love 
for Greece killed him." 

UNEMPLOYED 

The factory gate is made of iron; it has 
two bars in the middle. And behind the bars 
two deadly eyes. The foreman watches 
the line of people who stand outside. 

They move all together, 
hold their breath, bend to listen. 

"It's noon, go away. The boss 
won't be in. Come back tomorrow. 

Early. Earlier." 

Their faces are downcast; they stand perplexed. 
Departing, they look around 

as if they are searching for a deep pit-
not a place to weep in, not to find something, 
but to throw away their hands. 



CoraUa Theotoka 

CORALYA THEOTOKA 

TWO POEMS 

translated by Theodore V asils 

I AM VOICE 

A. 

Every evening I sleep with death 
the lover brother in my arms 
I seduce him and in the storm of dawn's wind 
awaken to the sun. 

In the matchless stone and in the unborn water 
in the sleepless earth, deeper, in my secret cave 
I drag about in the early graves, in sunless worlds 
where souls cry lost at the source's lip. 

There is anguish I thirsted for the untouchable and immortal 
denying barren and imperishable Hades in my voice, 
my feeling, flesh and intuition-"A thousand libations of love 
to One Infinite God, light in silent conception." 

B 

Inside my body the Sense. The soul burns the miracle 
of scarlet speed, the secret pulse 
demonic and holy, sound of rain or tears 
as the dividing in the breast rends apart and shines; 
where it startled and stretched the tongue and the wits 
and I dig into my forehead, into the reservoir the pulse 
of my nakedness, my hunger, my parchedness-"not me, 
his breath did not push me. And I endure the abyss." 

Here, then the machine. The embryo inside the spark of Him 
the bricklayer of that dense time, founder unto the limits. 
Here, then, the birth of black Spring and tattered lily 
that convulses life's slumbers inside closed coffins. 
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The little cell that opens deeply to the core 
whose eye with sleepless rhythms plays eternally 
its secret hopes trembling in its holy fibre 
the neuters, with colorless laughter, dragging crazily. 

And they are the great regulators of God's cargo; 
where the unknown pulls in an unknown blind and heavenly order. 
And the mind, with burning keys to alter the riddles 
pounding violently at the gates of the ancient priesthood. 

And here, too, is time; turmoil in raging fire; where virgin 
outer boundaries were squeezing nature and the battle 
and the vision and the moment; and from the shadows I was learning 
"I, I am not God, God is." 

c. 

What am I? and what did I seek in the narrow cage 
It has no vineyard nor wine, honeycomb for the beehive 
my blood turned green and I felt mute 
inside the light my immaculate descent reflected. 

I mourn the new foliage, looking at the fruit. 
Could I be crow or angel in open ambush 
winning banishment with secret aims 
could I be storm vein inside the empty cloud? 

I am voice, metamorphosis of the many in privation 
and dragging the transformation according to their view 
I give birth to song, I entreat the deepest perseverence 
and magnetize the seasons' love with pardon. 

Resurrection's Thanksgiving for the innocent day 
beyond the sacrificial penance in the mysteries 
beyond prayer and beyond fear 
hymn of life, hymn of ruin, night comes ... hymn Triumphant! 



Coralia Theotoka 

FAREWELL 

And it lived for as long as a sunbeam lives 
before closing the window 
for as long as the thought inside the voice. 
Ball of yarn rendered bare thread 
and trembling in the air 
as the flame on straw 
the foam on the wave. 
And it lived, passed by and was lost beyond 
like a glance over the shoulder 
like a drop from heaven on the world 
the spark and time. 
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WILLIAM V. SPANOS 

FOUR POEMS 

MYCENAE: SPRING 1970 

The wind drives 
through the gap 
between Elias and Zara, 
tears across the thigh of night, 
and we hear 
Agamemnon's 
Cyclopean cry 
bleed down the Argive plain, 
thickly red, 
to the distant sea, 
now, as we walk 
toward that dreadful tomb, 
as then, 
when the time 
had come full circle. 

KALYMNOS 

The ritual beat 
of a fishing boat 
breaking the wine-dark sea. 

And here, 
among barrels of old wine 
and sponge-fishermen 
returned from crucifying waters, 
broad-chested, 
golden-mouthed 
Procopius, 
tavern keeper, 
repels assaults 
against his recipe 
for tripe: 
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William V. Spanos 

"We have it 
from our old ones 
that sleeping feet 
and a banked fire 
still the hooves 
that sweeten ... " 

The hieratic smell 
of wild thyme 
And the bees come. 
erupting from ancient tombs 
sculptured from rock. 

"Kalymne, rich in honey." 

ATHENS, SEPTEMBER, 1969 

Paleo logos 
on Apollonian columns 
with both necks broken 
surveys dry east and dry west 
with eyeless eyes 
and one 
ground down 
with his domain, 
and yet alive 
in the dark alembic 
of that ancient tessellated face 
over there 
hawking lottery tickets. 

FOR A POLITICAL PRISONER 

The caique moving towards us 
from the smoky contours 
of your exile 
burst into red on blue 
and the ancient scalloped bow 
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took shape in the white foam 
and we saw you between 
Aegean sea and sky, 
windswept hair burning 
in the gold sun, 
one arm around the mast 
the other shading expectant eyes. 

Aphrodite Anadyomene 
riding shell spray 
bringing red roses 
to the hard Greek mainland. 

Until the figure in the stern rose 
and broke the ancient image 
and time debris poured through: 
the concentration camp 
the silent rod 
the anguished cries 
in the faint smell 
of orange blossoms 
and the broken petal shells 
thrown up and drying 
in the intolerable island sun. 
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ANGE VLACHOS: biographical norte 

by Peter Bien 
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Ange Vlachos-diplomat and author-is a member of what 
George Theotokas would call a "dynasty," one of those distinguish
ed intellectual dynasties which have contributed so disproportion
ately to Greek cultural life. His grandfather and namesake, Angelos 
Vlachos ( 1838-1920), is remembered as a leader of the romantic 
movement in nineteenth-century Greek letters. A poet, playwright 
critic and journalist (with a career in public service), he engaged 
in a famous controversy with Emmanuel Roidis, arguing (like a 
good romantic) that inspiration, not environment, determines the 
creative and cultural level of a nation. One of his sons, George, 
became the founder of the newspaper Kathimerini and a. forceful 
editorialist for that organ. The other son, Stavros, pursued a legal 
career hut also published short stories. George's daughter, Eleni 
Vlachos, carried on-as is well known-with Kathimerini; Stavros's 
son Ange (b. 1915), has followed the dynastic tradition by contri
buting in a dual way: as man-of-letters and as statesman. 

In the latter role, he has served as the Greek representative to 
the U.N. in Geneva, was a member of the Greek delegation to the 
United Nations during the Cuban crisis, and is presently Greek 
Ambassador to the Soviet Union. His literary career began in 1945 
with the publication of a novella on the Albanian War, The Old 
Woman's Grave (To flvflfla -r~<; YP116:<;). This was followed by The 
Calendar (To l'Jf.LEpoMyLO, 1954), and by Hours of Life ("'.O.pE<; l;w~c;, 

1957), which received the National Prize of the Ministry of Educa
tion the year of its publication. Meantime, Vlachos had been projec
ting an ambitious trilogy of historical novels covering the three great 
periods of Hellenism: ancient, Byzantine, and modern. The first 
of these novels, My Master, Alcibiades ('0 K6pt6<; f.LOU, 'AA.Kt~t6:B11<;, 

19551 and 19602 ), is set in the Golden Age in Athens. It received 
the Ouranis Prize in 1955. The second concerns the Comneni em
perors and takes place in twelfth-century Constantinople. Published 
in 1961, this work, ot TEA.w-rai:ot raA.11v6'tmot, was translated by 
Kay Cicellis as Their Most Serene Majesties and issued by Bodley 
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Head, London in 1961 and by Putnam's, New York, 1963. The third 
and last volume of the trilogy, Philhellene (<l>tf..O,f..YJv) was published 
in June 1972. 

Vlachos has also published a volume of short stories, Lucky -
Daimos (N't6:"Lf.La<;, 6 'tuxe:p6c;, 1967), which received the National 
Prize for the year. He has translated the works of Thucydides and 
Herodotus into Modern Greek and has published two books about 
these historians: Partialites chez Thucydide in French and Herodo
tus, the Neglected ( 'Hp6BoToc; 6 'Af>tKT)'f.LEVoc;, 1968, 1970). 

The novella Hours af Life, here translated for the first time, is 
a "slice of life" from the period of the German Occupation. The 
strengt of this novella comes from the restraint and delicate irony 
with which it treats a subject tending toward the dramatic. Working 
against the predilection of Greek prose-narrative for effusiveness 
and "color", Vlachos here gives us a work in a style which-to recall 
Ezra Pound's highest compliment-has nothing sloppy about it. 
The grandson of this intellectual dynasty inherited his grandfather's 
dual career, but not his romanticism. 



Hours Of Life 

HOURS OF LIFE 

by Ange Vlachos 

translated by Peter Bien 
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Endure, my heart. You have 
already endured worse than this. 

Odyssey XX, 18 

CHAPTER ONE 

In a hidden corner of the body-there in the center of his breast 
-a spark of life remained, just exactly to keep the heart 
beating softly. A shudder passed through him, as though from the 
final discharge of the horrible pain which would be expelled now, 
little by little, at his every breath: a memory, only, of those terrible 
hours out of his past. And yet, an indelible stamp would remain 
forever on his face. 

He had not talked. When you saw the preparations around 
you-the thick whips, the meat-hook hanging from a ring on the ceil
ing, or those planks which looked like operating tables, with the 
curved iron at one end for gripping your neck and immobilizing 
your head-the fright was enough to break you even before they 
started. 

But Dimitri had no time to see these things, because one of the 
two half-naked giants had rushed directly at him, trying to rip off 
his shirt to bare his back. After he had been pushed from the in
terrogator's office into the large basement room with the high ceiling, 
Dimitri had whirled abruptly to prevent the door from closing. But 
it banged loudly shut and he found himself alone in front of the two 
monsters. As soon as the first colossus fell upon him to strip him, 
that was when it happened: a sudden impetus propelled Dimitri's 
whole body atop the huge half-naked torturer. With one punch, he 
drew blood from the giant's face; perhaps he also broke one of his 
teeth, for although Dimitri was slight of build, he had worked up 
momentum and his clenched fist had found the other man unpre
pared. The torturer's astonishment was so great that for an instant 
he gaped at Dimitri stupidly, as though trying to discover the mean
ing, if any, of what had happened. But the second torturer seized 
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the cowhide. Bellowing loudly, Dimitri fell to his knees, his back 
deeply striped. He tried to defend himself with his hands, clasping 
his open palms together over his face. But he was forced to release 
them quickly under the burning blows of the two giants, who were 
flogging him maniacally. His excruciating screams were loud and 
prolonged; his voice began to lose all human characteristics. Sagging 
to his knees, sitting half-upright, trying to roll himself into a ball, he 
collapsed at last to the ground in his efforts to escape the blows. But 
this was worse, because now the tip of the cowhide was what found 
him, and the pain was more biting than ever. The longer the flogging 
continued, the heavier each blow became, and he felt each time as 
though inside him an explosion had been set off which took away 
his breath and sent sparks Hying before his eyes. Finally he fainted; 
but he had endured to the end. He had not talked. 

CHAPTER TWO 

They brought him to the basement cell. Through the torpor of 
unconsciousness, he felt the impetus they gave to his body when they 
heaved him inside. 

That was the way things worked out; yes, that was the way. But 
someone else should have been lying there all bloody and mangled, 
unconscious, with furrowed back and smashed fingers-the fingers 
which had tried to protect his shoulders, chest, and face. What had 
Dimitri done wrong? That midday he had been sitting peacefully 
behind his desk, as always, counting the little money he possessed, 
while through the wide-open door the strong glare of the sun had 
entered with warm air. His acquaintance Kangellaris had appeared, 
as he did almost every noontime, and had left the never-changing 
black leather valise in the usual corner. Dimitri had suspected what 
might be inside that valise which, a half hour later at the most, some
one else always came to remove. He had never touched it, however, 
or even asked Kangellaris about it-not from lack of curiosity, but 
from fear, because he believed that knowing the contents of the 
valise might implicate him in some way. 

This business had commenced while the mass executions were 
taking place at Kaisariani: one hundred and forty hostages at a time. 
It had been impossible for him to refuse Anthony's request. He had 
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agreed, yes, but with a thousand inner entreaties that another way 
should quickly be found for the valise to pass from Kangellaris' s 
hands to those of the other, the stranger whose name he did not 
even know. 

This same stranger had appeared at the threshold of the door
way that day at noon, behind the three Germans who had already 
entered, opened the valise and had shown Dimitri its contents; four 
hand grenades, about a dozen ammunition clips, two heavy pack
ages, and a good many firing pins for explosives. Dimitri had turned 
white as a sheet. He tried to get up, but one of the three Germans 
had pushed him back into his chair. He saw the stranger standing 
motionless at the entrance, looking him straight in the eye-not 
leaving, but standing there as though petrified: a black shadow in 
the luminous doorway. The man's hard face had turned to stone 
because Dimitri might have called out, extended his arm, pointed 
to him and said that he himself knew nothing. Nothing! The first 
time, Kangellaris had come and left the valise, and afterwards that 
man had taken it away-that man standing there by the door, a 
stranger whom he had seen less than ten times in his whole life, 
whose name he did not even know. Kangellaris had pointed him out 
the first time-that was all. How should he, Dimitri, know what the 
valise contained; he had never opened it? It could have contained 
articles for the black market. Instead of hand grenades, it could 
have contained potatoes, olive oil, cloth-anything except weapons! 
Dimitri might have shouted all that to make the Germans seize the 
stranger, who would then have told them the truth. Yes, he would 
have told them the truth: that Dimitri knew nothing, absolutely 
nothing. 

A sob convulsed his body; he twitched again from the pain 
which ripped through him like an electric current and then became 
localized in fiery pangs in his injured eye. Every breath tortured 
him. His back was one great wound, his chest an excruciating re
sonator of his heartbeats. Yes, he could have pointed out the strang
er. If he had, he would not be in this place, mangled, almost dead. 
Perhaps they were going to kill him the very next day. And he had 
been given all the time in the world to do it; for the stranger had 
placed himself in the doorway and had not departed. The Germans, 
intent upon searching the office, had failed to see him, and if one 
of them perhaps had given a quick glance at the door, he had noticed 
nothing. Dimitri could have raised his finger to point at the man 
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-a finger which perhaps would have saved his own life. The other 
one, the other one, not mel But the other one, when the finger was 
finally extended toward the door, had vanished, fled; and Dimitri 
was left with the suspicion that perhaps the whole thing had been 
a hallucination, that perhaps the stranger had never appeared. 

The interrogator's office was also located in the basement, near 
the room with the high ceiling. The officer, sitting behind his table, 
had gazed searchingly but gently at the carefully groomed, freshly
shaven individual who stood before him, looking like a new man. 
The previous evening he had ordered Dimitri placed in the cell 
used for temporary detention. He was to be well fed and in the 
morning, before he appeared to be questioned, the guards were to 
send him to the prison barber to be attended to. This treatment had 
considerably reduced Dimitri's initial terror. At the first interrogation 
he had been unable to do anything more than stammer when asked 
his name, age, place of birth, and so forth. Finding himself opposite 
this interrogator who observed him with such a gentle gaze, he had 
felt that they were going to beg his forgiveness, restore the little 
money that had been in his pocket, and permit him to return to his 
accustomed, everyday existence. He had looked at the officer's calm 
face and waited. But what can you tell from the expression on a face? 

Dimitri had almost smiled. The officer, however, had said to 
him in slightly hesitant Greek, "My Department is fully aware of 
your actions, and of your connection with the O.E.A. Do you realize 
what this can mean for you? Court-martial and execution, without 
a doubt! However, if you agree to cooperate with us-what do you 
say?" 

Dimitri had wanted to shout, ''I'll cooperate!" -wanted with all 
his soul to proclaim his willingness and then leave that room, that 
basement, so that he might disappear among the dense, anonymous 
crowds in the streets outside, and afterwards vanish forever from 
Athens. Where would he go? To the mountains? Perhaps to Euboea, 
to wait for some fishing smack to take him across to Turkey. A lump 
had risen in his throat. He had difficulty catching his breath, and 
his heart, forced to labor with strong, unsteady beats that rever
berated in his ears, sent boiling waves of blood to his temples, 
swelling the veins there and dimming his sight. Discerning these 
signs, the officer had said nothing. Sergeant Dimitri Chafos-de
corated with the Medal of Valor on the field of battle because, 
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singlehanded, he had gained possession of an enemy observation 
post in southern Albania (though he himself had found it difficult 
to understand how) ,-was now standing at the interrogation, pale 
as a ghost, his heartbeats having vanished so completely that the 
organ seemed to have died. Why did he have to possess a father 
wounded at Lachanas, a brother lost at Clisura, an uncle among the 
heroes of Arcadi? Why should he possess the Medal of Valor, which 
he would never have received had he not taken that step forward 
when the captain had asked for three volunteers? 

The officer had said nothing, but he kept his piercing light-blue 
eyes pinned on Dimitri's face. How much time passed in this way? 

The German had hardened his expression because Dimitri's 
silence seemed to him a manifest confession, not of guilt-that 
needed no additional proof-but of the hatred which he had felt all 
around him, in every glance and every face, ever since he had en
tered Greece. 

At last he spoke. "Perhaps you're going to tell me," he said 
sarcastically, "that you know nothing about the 0. E. A." 

That was exactly the case; he knew nothing. Only what every
one said, only what he read on the posters and proclamations which 
invited young men to go to the mountains, which anounced explo
sions and demolition at frequent intervals. 

"I don't know anything," Dimitri succeeded in whispering. 
"And the valise that was found in your office?" demanded the 
interrogator, angrily. 

Yes, what about the valise, the ammunition clips, the other 
things? Dimitri had forgotten them. From the moment the soldiers 
had caught him, put him in handcuffs and pushed him into the gray 
automobile, he had felt that he was disintegrating inside some night
mare, some lie divorced from the world of men. No thoughts had 
passed through his mind-except one: he would awake, it was in
conceivable that he should not awake, and then the horror would be 
over. 

The nightmare, however, had only begun. 

He spent many hours in the dark: motionless, unable to sleep. 
The pain was still extremely strong, and the slightest movement 
gave rise to sharp pangs which multiplied in his back. He remained 
face downward on the damp soil, only half conscious. 
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What was the initial cause of this calamity? Something utterly 
stupid. The feeling of guilty inactivity which goaded him to accept 
his friend's proposal (but with how many unconfessed misgivings!) 
and this so that no one could accuse him, later on, of having spent 
the black years of the Occupation behind a desk, doing trivial jobs 
and manipulating a few pounds sterling on the Stock Exchange for 
an easy profit, a profit which would pile up little by little and, if 
the war lasted long enough, might become a veritable fortune. When 
Kangellaris had asked him to convey the valise himself, he had re
fused but answered that they could leave it in his office for someone 
else to pick up. And the stranger had come, the stranger who on this 
very day at noontime had managed to flee before Dimitri could point 
him out. Ah, but then this unkonwn man had seen the Germans in 
the office and knew that Dimitri had been caught. He knew that 
Dimitri was in prison now, that they were torturing him to make him 
confess. He must have informed all the others, and Kangellaris first 
of all. Anthony was informed! Why had it not occurred to him that 
he could reveal his friend's name at the interrogation? It would not 
have been a betrayal. No, it would not, because the others would 
already have taken every precaution. They had false identity cards 
and numerous hideaways and friends who would already have re
moved Kangellaris to the mountains, possibly, or to some other city. 
It would not have been a betrayal to talk, to reveal one name, the 
only one he knew. His eye, wide-open in the darkness, chafed him 
because he could not weep. 

''I'm telling you the whole truth, everything I know! I don't 
know anything else." 

"Do you expect me to believe that you know nothing about the 
contents of that black valise?" 

''I'm telling you the whole truth." 
He was voicing this in murmurs, hunched over, trying every so 

often to raise his head to lend some emphasis to his words. He had 
revealed Anthony's name, had given his address, but had insisted 
that he knew nothing else. 

"How long ago did your friend begin to bring the valise and 
leave it in your office?" 

It must have been two months ago, at most. Yes, the first time 
was in May. 
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"And you knew nothing about the contents? Impossible!" 
How had he ever agreed without knowing? If he had known, 

would he have agreed? 
"Yes, I did know," Dimitri answered suddenly and was him

self astonished by his answer. That had done it. Nothing further was 
needed now for the act to be reckoned to his account. But the af
firmation that escaped Dimitri's lips seemed to clear the air a little. 
Real conspirators never made such mistakes; they did not come to 
you to make your ears buzz with nonsense about their supposed ig
norance, only to throw this undisguised "Yes" at you afterwards, 
without the slightest contrived hesitation. The interrogator remained 
buried in his thoughts, looking at the shattered man who kept him
self on his feet only with difficulty. He had asked of his own accord 
to reappear at the interrogation. That, too, was an indication; and a 
tone of sincerity had accompanied everything he said. But why had 
he failed to talk immediately? Why had he not revealed his secret 
instead of collapsing unconscious beneath the blows of the whip? 
(Not even a bucket of water had revived him. The truth of the mat
ter was that the two torturers had overstepped their bounds, and the 
officer had been obliged to reprimand them.) But the man before 
him had not talked. Curious. With this type, however, you could 
never be sure. Was self-esteem the cause? Perhaps. And why had 
he requested a second interview when there was danger he would 
find himself in the adjoining room again? Despite the four days 
which had passed, he was still so broken from the blows that the 
guards had almost had to carry him to the office. He was unable 
to move his feet, and when he tried to straighten his body a little, 
his battered face grimaced with pain. One of his ey~s was closed, 
the lid swollen and discolored. Perhaps it would never open again. 
The other riveted itself upon the officer, a spark glittering in the 
pupil. All this was strange. He seemed to prefer being mangled, 
torn to shreds, having his flesh ripped apart until he was almost dead. 

Strange? But no, not so strange after all. He had allowed four 
days to pass so that his comrades might find ample time to hide, 
change residences, produce new identity cards, and vanish, perhaps 
to join the guerrillas in the mountains; and now here he was, having 
come to tell the truth, a truth which was no longer of any use. 

The officer sighed. He would call him back in a few days and 
question him further. Let's give him time to think. 
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The guards led Dimitri to the basement cell again and thrust 
him into the darkness. 

Kangellaris's house was searched that same day. No one ans
wered the doorbell or the knocks, and the four men, breathless from 
climbing so many stairs, rushed all together at the door and smashed 
it. They found themselves in a small room. The window was open; 
the courtyard, visible far below, seemed like a tiny square. They 
had no difficulty concluding that a wireless transmitter had been 
operating in that room a few days before. A piece of the antenna 
was hanging from the roof tiles. The leader's report to the interro
gator was unequivocal. Perhaps Dimitri Chafos did not know very 
much, but his friend was a dangerous agent, and additional in
formation should be gathered by every possible means. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Day was breaking when the guards awakened Dimitri, hand
cuffed him and dragged him out to the courtyard, then pushed him 
through a low doorway which led to still another yard, a bigger one. 
The firing squad was there-twelve men. Dimitri stared at them 
glassily with his good eye. He tried to open the other, but an intense, 
stabbing pang pierced him deeply, reaching the brain. Somehow he 
managed to walk steadily, though his legs were shaking. The guards 
propped him up against the high wall. With this support he was 
able to lift his head a little; wrenching his gaze away from the gray 
uniforms, he lost himself in the blue of the sky. A cool breeze touched 
his lips and he half opened them as though to drink. A feeling of 
well-being flooded his body. He was able to raise himself up com
pletely without pain, and he managed slightly to open the battered 
eye. It was blind. The sun must have already risen above the horizon, 
far behind the mountain whose crest seemed to be ringed with a 
luminous halo. The high prison walls had fallen; the yard seemed 
suspended in an atmosphere which was filling with golden fluff. 
Above, on high, you saw whatever you wished. You saw, as though 
in a dream, huge iridescent wings, rose-gold veils slowly undulating 
as though beckoning to you; and, in the silence, you heard the faint 
sound of breathing. 
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His whole body quivered when he looked once more at the gray 
uniforms, but he did not hunch himself over again. Standing as 
straight and motionless as he could, he stared directly at the soldiers. 
This was the way he wanted to die. 

So then, it was true, was it, that even this method had failed 
to make him talk? In other words, he either did not know anything 
or would never talk even if he did know. Was the lieutenant certain 
that everything had proceeded in the proper way? 

"Yes. Certain, absolutely certain." 
"And what happened, exactly?" 
"We stood him against the wall, alone, with the firing squad at 

thirty paces. We left him there five whole minutes. He looked at the 
sky; I think he was smiling. He managed to straighten himself up 
and stare at us-at me. Yes, it was me he was staring at. I gave the 
first order; he didn't take his eye off me. At the next order, he looked 
up high again and stood even straighter. I could see his Adam's 
apple bobbing. When the interpreter yelled at him to talk if he 
wanted us to grant him his life, he didn't even hear. He seemed al
ready dead. Maybe he did hear, but there was no indication. Im
mediately afterwards he fell in a faint. When I went near him, I saw 
a tear quivering in the corner of his eye." 

The interrogator did not appreciate the lieutenant's sentimen
tality. All that remained now was the other method, but it required 
time, patience; meanwhile his comrades would be working undis
turbed, blowing up bridges, burning trucks. To be pursuing black 
marketeers and to hit upon a veritable arsenal-when would he ever 
have such luck again! And the transmitter! The detector had worked 
in that neighborhood for weeks without managing to accomplish 
anything. If that filthy dog had only talked immediately! 

But what was the use? Well, why not try the other method? 
Sometimes it could be extremely helpful. But we11 put him in a 
communal cell for a few days and give him a chance to come back 
to life-if that's possible any longer. The interrogator knew that the 
other system usually did not produce results, but he was a con
scientious officer, and in his statement he would have to report that 
all possibilities had been taken into account, all means had been ap
plied, and so forth and so on. 
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They put Dimitri in a cell on the second floor. The abundant 
sunlight entered brightly through the high window, spilling out 
over the white walls and stabbing his eye with pain. He preferred 
darkness, darkness and silence. The three men already in the cell 
were talking as he entered, but they stopped and studied him pro
tractedly as he leaned, motionless, against the door which had 
closed behind him. They stared at his battered face with its closed 
eye; then one of them rose and held out a cigarette which Dimitri 
took. His fingers were scarcely able to hold it. 

"Just been interrogated, eh?" 
He nodded, "Yes," and pinned his good eye upon the question

er as though wishing to transfix him. 
"Did you bear it ... or ... talk?" 
Without replying, Dimitri sat on the floor; the other sat beside 

him, his legs crossed. His feet were bare and Dimitri could see one 
of the soles. It seemed to be burned. The prisoner understood. He 
explained how the interrogator had seared both his feet, making de
signs on them with his cigarette, ever so slowly. He had not talked. 
In the evening when they returned him to his cell, however, he had 
groaned with pain; as time passed his groans became howls which 
echoed throughout the prison. The other two always remembered 
that night, because the sense of outrage had overwhelmed the men 
in the adjoining cells, and the entire floor had begun to scream in 
unison, each prisoner trying to hear only his own despair. But it was 
some time since that had happened-perhaps two months. Now all 
was quiet, at least on that floor. 

"Where were you before?" 
"In the basement," Dimitri answered. 
"What treatment did they give you? The whip?" 
He nodded affirmatively. The other prisoner did not speak, and 

after a few moments Dimitri added, "They also stood me in front 
of a firing squad." 

They stood him in front of a firing squad? Was it possible? But 
why? And how did he react, what did he do? Nothing? Did he sim
ply wait, looking at the officer who was shouting the orders? And 
what exactly was the procedure? 

Prodded by their curiosity, the others approached Dimitri and 
seated themselves around him. He felt as though they were about 
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to pounce upon him; he shrank involuntarily beneath their per
plexed glances, which seemed to regard this mangled human being 
as some novel spectacle impossible to fathom. You could say that 
this man was dead-he looked dead. One of the three sighed deep
ly, wanting to hold out his hand to grasp Dimitri's shoulder in a 
gesture of sympathy. But he felt hesitant and did not move. He 
asked once more, however, what the procedure was, because his 
curiosity was devouring him. 

The procedure? Well, it had all taken place at daybreak, in a 
large courtyard. He was against the wall, watching the officer give 
the first command. There was someone else next to the officer, 
someone in civilian clothes who shouted something at him, in Greek 
perhaps, but he didn't hear very well, didn't understand. 

"And then?" 
The rest he found great trouble in remembering. He felt he 

heard the volley; at least it seemed to him that he felt he heard the 
volley. But was that possible? The volley-when he was still alive! 

"Perhaps they shot blanks," said the oldest of the group. 
"But did you actually hear the noise?" 
Dimitri was not certain; he could not say. As soon as you were 

in front of a firing squad, you considered yourself dead. Perhaps 
you saw and heard things that otherwise you would never have seen 
or noticed. 

"Were your hands tied? Were they?" 
"When did they torture you, before or after?" 
"Before . . . , I think." 
He was almost certain it was before, but he felt confused. His 

head was buzzing; every few moments the entire cell wavered in 
front of his eye, all the faces disappeared and nothing remained but 
one dim luminous spot-the tiny window, where the sunlight came 
streaming. 

"Why did they torture you?" 
Dimitri did not answer. He looked down and kept silent. Why? 

Because of something utterly stupid, utterly insignificant! Because 
he had allowed Kangellaris to implicate him in a business about 
which he knew nothing and cared less. Even if they chopped him 
to pieces he could not say anything more to the interrogator than 
he had said the second time: one name and one address-nothing 
more. 
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Without answering the question, Dimitri looked up at the per
son who had asked it, who was staring at he gash on the newcomer's 
face. 

"Does the eye hurt?" 
Not very much, Dimitri explained, but the eyelid would not 

open by itself, and when he opened it with his finger, he saw noth
ing. The eye was blind. 

All this happened in the first few minutes, and the three cell
mates, realizing that Dimitri did not wish to talk any longer, with
drew a little to one side and left him sitting in his corner. Though 
they were silent, they looked up frequently at him. All three were 
also very weak, their faces brutally marked. Perhaps because of the 
intense light, perhaps because he saw them with only one eye, their 
features seemed elongated to Dimitri, as though he were seeing 
them in one of those circus mirrors where you look at yourself and 
laugh. His eye had begun to brim with tears, perhaps because of 
the strong light. He wiped it and looked at them again. No, their 
faces were normal and tranquil, despite all the wounds. It seemed 
strange to him that he should be with other men, that he should be 
able to hear them, speak to them if he wished and wait for their 
answers without that excruciating churn in his stomach, and then 
the tightness that blocked his throat and made him gasp for breath. 
Suddenly the faces lengthened again and everything around him 
began to fade. Then the faces receded into the distance, fluttered 
for an instant and vanished. The other three watched him as he fell 
asleep, still seated, with his back against the wall and his feet curled 
under him. The youngest, the doctor, got up and straightened out 
his legs; then he laid him down, placing a shirt beneath his head. 

What could he have done to make them torture him so savage
ly and afterwards subject him to that mock execution? Of the three 
prisoners, the oldest had undergone the same, excluding, of course, 
the firing squad, which must be a new system instituted by the in
terrogator. The faces of all three were bruised, but not to the point 
of disfigurement. The sleeping newcomer, on the other hand, had 
a deep gash, black, that started at the hairline, cleaved the forehead 
and eyebrow, slanted across the eye, and furrowed the cheek. The 
three talked in whispers, watching the diminutive man's slumber. 
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Had he blown something up? More likely he had operated a trans
mitter. Yes, a transmitter-that was why they had tortured him. It 
was strange, however, that he did not reply when the doctor asked 
if he had talked. 

"Did you see how his eye glared!" 
He had a right to glare like that. If he had talked, his face 

wouldn't be the way it is." 
''I'm positive he didn't talk. Besides, if he was going to blab 

at all, he would have done so in front of the firing squad." 
It was the old man who declared this, and he added that he 

himself could not have endured such an experience. He had borne 
all the rest, but if they had stood him against the wall, he would 
have talked. The doctor, though, claimed that as soon as you are 
placed before the rifles nothing matters to you any more. You do 
not even hear the volley. 

"Can't you see that he's incapable of remembering accurately 
whether they fired at him or not!" 

The other two said nothing. How could the doctor be so sure? 
Had he ever faced the firing squad? No! Well, then? What did he 
mean by saying you do not even hear the volley? And anyway, who 
cares? 

Nevertheless, this question absorbed them for a considerable 
time. Do they fire or don't they? One of the prisoners survived 
many ordeals and had been tortured for hours. He had not talked, 
but neither had he gone before the firing squad. The second prison
er had served as a liaison with the 0. E. A. guerrillas in the moun
tains. Both his soles had been burned, but he, too, had not been sub
jected to the firing squad. It was a new system, evidently. The in
terrogator must have changed things. 

"What do you think about his eye?" the old man asked the 
doctor. "Is it lost?" It seemed strange to him that he should be con
cerned about this newcomer whom he had never seen before. But 
the sleeping face, with its swollen and contused lid that never 
opened, magnetized their attention. There was also something else: 
they felt that they had among them someone risen from the grave. 
The doctor answered that the eye might perhaps see again, but 
that this was unlikely, most unlikely. The whip had caught it square
ly in the center. If there had been any bleeding inside the eyeball, 
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only a prompt operation could save the eye. No, his opinion was 
that the sight was lost. Indeed, the eye might have to be extracted 
if it showed signs of infection. 

Their thoughts returned once more to the firing squad, but the 
old man, who could not bear even the idea, grew disturbed at his 
companions' persistence and shrank away into his corner. Dimitri, 
near them, was dreaming. Once more he saw that yard, still dark 
from the lingering traces of night which crept along the high walls. 
In front of him-thirty feet away, or was it sixty?-stood the squad, 
their faces barely visible beneath their dark helmets. The gray uni
forms dissolved into the color of the rear wall and the row of faces 
appeared to be floating inexplicably in mid-air. He could see him
self as well-tall, standing near the wall but not leaning against it, 
A faint light encircled him. He did not have a battered eye. His face 
was calm and his eyes, both eyes, were gleaming brightly. 

The other two prisoners continued to talk in low voices. The 
old man had fallen asleep in his turn, and he, too, was dreaming of 
a courtyard and a firing squad. 

"Do they really put people in front of the muzzles?" the doctor 
was asking in a whisper. "Is it possible? What do you think?" That 
blind fellow had said so; it must be true. But why had the noise 
not awakened them in the morning? The cell's tiny window over
looked that very yard, the large one, and the doctor slept very light
ly. Strange. But he couldn't be telling lies. Besides, how could any
one even imagine such a lie? You could cheapen whatever you 
wished. But death? Could you make it a game? 

The day passed in this manner. Dimitri did not wake even when 
the cell door opened that evening and the work crew brought the 
prisoners their meagre meal. In any case, they had not brought any 
rations for him, because his name had not yet been entered on their 
register. The two prisoners on the detail threw a frightened glance 
at the slumbering body and hurried out. 

At nightfall the other three lay down to sleep. Every so often, 
however, one of them raised his head and tried to listen to Dimitri's 
breathing in the silence. Sometimes nothing could be heard, and 
then all three would sit up with the thought that he had died and 
that lying there near them they had a corpse. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

The first two days Dimitri could not go down to the courtyard 
for "recreation." He stayed alone in the cell during these periods, 
lying face downward. Solitude pleased him, chiefly because he 
could stretch out more freely, extend his legs and in this way find a 
little relaxation for the muscles of his back, which still pained him. 
The other three, however, got up as soon as the bell sounded and 
stood waiting impatiently for the door to be opened so that they 
could leave, go down quickly to the yard and forget this fourth man 
who had arrived the day before to throw them into a turmoil. When 
he awoke and opened his eye and looked at them one by one, they 
could not avoid feeling a repulsion mixed with a certain dread. The 
doctor had given him advice-to remain prone and motionless, his 
hands by his body and his head low-but he had spoken to him 
almost with hatred, because Dimitri's expression terrified him. He 
must have lost a good deal of blood when he was being whipped, 
and now, within the white walls, his face took on a waxed hue and 
his skin seemed transparent. Whenever Dimitri fell asleep again, 
the doctor found it impossible, as he looked at him, to avoid think
ing that he looked like a corpse that soon would begin to stink. 

The three who went down to the yard told the others who came 
and sat in the shady corner, and their curiosity was aroused by this 
remarkable story. A mock execution! An old man said something 
that spread: when you pass through such a trial you think that you 
have died and have been resurrected. "Lazarus, in other words," 
the old man declared. The others were silent, sitting in a circle 
around him. They recalled that at the final "thinning out," when 
one hundred and thirty hostages had been executed simultaneously 
at Kaisariani, it was rumored that one of them had survived. Ap
parently he had anticipated the bullets and had fallen among the 
others, the slain, lying motionless, splattered with the blood of the 
man beside him. The bodies were left there until nightfall, where
upon he managed to slip away into the darkness. 

The interrogator had submitted a report about his "system." 
The response he received was most displeasing. Headquarters un
equivocally criticized the "find" he boasted about. In his report he 
had given assurances that he would apply "the system" only in rare 
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instances, but headquarters stated its opposition clearly and for
bade the mock execution to be re-tested in a subsequent case. The 
interrogator was also disturbed by the concluding sentence of the 
communique, which emphasized that no innovation was permitted 
without the knowledge of one's superiors. This disturbed him be
cause he was a man of fertile imagination who had already invented 
several original "systems" and was planning to apply them to each 
new case. Now his superiors, who did not understand anything about 
such matters, were going to hinder his progress. And what would 
he do henceforth with his leisure time, no longer permitted to con
trive new means of torture? The final paragraph of the communique, 
however, showed some interest in the Chafos affair. It requested the 
interrogator to report every item of information about the "execut· 
ed" man: how he behaved after the mock procedure, what his re
actions were. 

On the third day, one hour before noon, Dimitri went down to 
the courtyard. He walked with small deliberate steps, like a man 
who has difficulty keeping his balance. He felt the other prisoners 
staring at him with intense curiosity. When he drew near them, 
they recoiled, broke off their conversations and turned their heads 
to look at him apprehensively. Inside the cell, he never spoke with 

the other three, so, too, now, in the yard, he spoke with no one. He 
walked with bowed head, his eye looking to the ground, and as he 
passed near one of the groups his ears caught a whisper "Lazarus." 

It was not until he reached the yard that he realized how hun
gry he was. He did not feel what one might imagine: giddiness and 
a harsh pinching of the stomach. No, this was different. Like the 
others, he had begun to walk along at a snail's pace and to search the 
ground unconsciously for a morsel to eat. He saw several of the pri
soners bend down, pick up something and thrust it hastily into their 

mouths-some raisins or trampled orange peels which the soldiers 
of the garrison had thrown down after their mess. Sometimes the 
sergeant-major ordered the yard to be cleaned, and the following 
day was a bleak one for the prisoners. Though Dimitri could not 
see very well with his one eye, he searched like the rest; and when 
he returned to the cell, the search continued. Sometimes his look 
halted at the doctor's bulging pocket. He would begin to imagine 
that his companion had a piece of roasted meat which he was about 
to bring out on the spot and cut into slices with a penknife so that 



Hours Of Life 53 

each of them could have a share. Dimitri knew that the bulging of 
the pocket was nothing more than a coarse rag which the doctor 
used as a handkerchief and which he habitually washed beneath 
the faucet with ludicrous persistence. But no, it could not be a 
coarse rag. It was bread-white bread still hot from the oven, bread 
which melted in your mouth! Or an apple the size of a watermelon, 
which, though you ate it and ate it, never grew smaller-a fruit 
whose soft flesh left a lingering sweetness in your mouth. It was-no 
matter what it was, Dimitri felt ready to get up and pounce upon 
the doctor, seize the coarse rag and devour it. But the doctor would 
take out the ''handkerchief'' and wipe his ceaselessly sweating face, 
while the astonished Dimitri writhed with the disgust which over
came him. 

Like Dimitri, most of the prisoners used to pace up and down 
the yard, but several sat on the stoop by the stairway or on the 
ground at the base of the wall. The doctor, with his burned soles, did 
not walk; he sat in the shady corner. Dimitri noticed this, and each 
time he passed him he slowed his pace even more and looked at 
him, hoping their glances would meet. If so, he would stop and sit 
down beside him so that the two could be alone and he might 
question the other about his eye-would he ever see with it again? 
But the doctor always looked straight ahead of him as though see
ing nothing. Dimitri was hesitant about asking him. The eye did not 
hurt him at all any more, but he could not open it and when he 
lifted the paralyzed lid with his finger, turning toward the cell wall 
so that the others should not observe him, the eye distinguished 
nothing-nothing but blackness. He had grown accustomed to see
ing with only one eye. It was not annoying when you looked far 
away, but as soon as you looked at something nearby, the outline 
of your nose appeared in your line of vision, and Dimitri found this 
extremely unpleasant. 

One day the doctor agreed to look at the battered eye. It was 
"recreation period" and they stayed alone in the cell, the other two 
prisoners having gone out the moment the guard opened the door. 
The doctor had been too late because he was struggling to put on 
his shoes; ever since he had been tortured, this task never failed to 
cause him difficulties. 

"Tell me," Dimitri implored. "My eye? Will I see with it 
again?" 
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Though irritated, the doctor got up and lifted the paralyzed 
eyelid with his finger, revealing the eyeball. It was dark red, the 
pupil hardly discernible. The doctor looked at the eye for a while, 
then said dryly, "Hopeless, most likely." 

Noticing tears well up into Dimitri's other eye, he flew into a 
rage. "Bawling, eh? What kind of man are you! Is that the way a 
man behaves? I should have had you with me at the front-in Al
bania!" 

CHAPTER FIVE 

At the front-in Albania! He had been there and had returned 
with a decoration, but neither the doctor nor anyone else in the 
prison knew this, nor would anyone have believed that this swarthy 
diminutive man with the eternally closed left eye had "annihilated 
an Italian observation post situated far behind enemy lines." 

Lining up two platoons, the captain had asked for three volun
teers. Though Dimitri had not had the slightest intention of step
ping forward, he, nevertheless, did so under the influence of the 
officer's scrutiny, which by chance had fallen upon him. The scrutiny 
had seemed slightly disdainful, and so had functioned like a spring. 
He stepped forward, whereupon the officer's face registered amaze
ment. The captain took the three who had left the line and brought 
them to his tent. Dimitri was the most educated: he had completed 
high school and had also taken the entrance examinations for Busi
ness School, though without success. Unfolding a map and speaking 
more to Dimitri than to the others, the captain had indicated with 
his finger the route they were to follow and the objective they were 
to reach. 

"Do you see that line? That's where our trenches are. Observe 
carefully, now, because you'll have to cover this entire distance by 
night. You'll leave here at . . . ." 

And he explained to them in detail where and how they had 
to proceed to reach the precipitous crag where the foe had an ob
servation post. They were to arrive before dawn and as soon as they 
had accomplished their mission, were to send up a green flare. 

"Be extremely careful not to forget this; for if we don't see this 
sign, the assault will take a different direction." 

Then he gave them his binoculars and had each in turn study 
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the crag looming in the distance at the end of a large ravine whose 
edge was a little below their present location. In the round lens of 
the binoculars Dimitri made out, behind the crag, the beginnings 
of a plain and also a riverbed that gleamed silvery-white in the sun
light. 

They marched all night, having tied bits of torn blankets around 
their boots to muffle their footsteps. Dimitri, who led the way, 
maintained a good pace. They went along a steep exposed mount
ainside where all three would have been easy targets for enemy 
machine guns if the half moon which had illuminated their journey 
in the beginning had not already set behind the peaks. Shortly be
fore· they reached a small forest which they had seen with their 
glasses, the man who was marching directly behind Dimitri failed 
to notice a ditch, fell in, and injured his leg. The other two helped 
him along, supporting him under the armpits, and in this way they 
attained the wood, where they laid him down. He was groaning 
with pain and could not get up and walk. When he told them to 
leave him and continue on by themselves, Dimitri's blood froze. He 
felt that something had been protecting them so long as all three 
marched together; perhaps, also, it was the thought that the injured 
man had been on a similar mission before. But the two of them 
alone? He looked at the other, a robust, moonfaced fellow with a 
childish expression in his eyes, and was annoyed as he saw him offer 
no objection, but instead rise suddenly and whisper, "Let's go!" 

The casualty himself, when he noticed Dimitri's hesitation, 
told him to continue on without delay. "Here," he said, "take my 
grenades." 

"But what about you?" Dimitri inquired. "Are you going to stay 
here unarmed?" 

The injured man did not answer. The other two advanced cau
tiously, and when they reached the foot of the crag-still in the 
depths of night-they began to climb. A cold wind stung their 
ears and noses. The ascent was extremely abrupt; they had to clam
ber up with the help of their hands, taking great care not to make 
any noise. His companion being large and sluggish, Dimitri found 
that he moved ahead of him frequently, though he did not intend 
to do this. He always stopped and waited, however, so that he 
could feel the other man's presence. Suddenly it Hashed across his 
mind that the Italian lookout had already spotted them from the 
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summit and was following them, waiting for the proper moment to 
fire. The bullet might hit him in the head or in the shoulder; what 
was certain was that he would plummet down the hundred yards 
he had aheady climbed and be crushed upon the gravel of the dry 
river-bed which gleamed like silver below. Paralyzed by this 
thought and panting from fatigue and fear, he glued himself to the 
rock. His large-bodied companion caught him up meanwhile, and 
signaled him to remain there while he advanced alone. Though the 
final thirty yards were a real scramble, Dimitri clenched his teeth 
and the two of them advanced together. They halted again a short 
while later and stood motionless for a long time, scarcely breathing; 
they were looking at something which, in the darkness, seemed to 
be a helmet. Evidently the Italian sentry was not moving; perhaps 
he had fallen asleep. A pale line in the east heralded the approach
ing day. They had walked-at first the three of them, then there
maining two-in a night isolated from the world of men, a night 
illumined by a half moon which had set some time earlier, and their 
muffled footsteps seemed to lead to the ends of the earth. While 
marching, Dimitri had thought of only one thing: how to avoid mak
ing noise. The surrounding silence was so deep that he heard the 
sleeves of his greatcoat rubbing against his sheepskin jersey. When 
they had sat under a tree to rest, a little before the second man 
injured his leg, a strange desire had taken possession of him: he 
had wanted to sing. 

Now he was glued to the vertical slope with only a few yards 
separating him from the summit. He was able to distinguish the 
symmetrical rows of sandbags which protected the observation post, 
and he tried to conjecture whether that curious protrusion in the 
corner was a helmet or something else. He was so close to the post 
that with two jumps he could have been inside it. A little below him 
stood his companion, also motionless and weighted down with fati· 
gue. He tugged at Dimitri's coat. Dimitri bent over and heard him 
say in a choking voice, "Let's both throw a grenade-together. Glue 
yourself against the rock, and when we hear the explosion, we'll 
jump inside." 

There was a strong white glare, accompanied by a curt report 
which rolled down to the bottom of the defile, blotting out the ex
cruciating scream of his companion who, having lost his balance 
in throwing the grenade, had hurtled straight down like a lump, 
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and was now a crushed heap upon the stones of the river-bed. 
Dimitri leaped into the observation post, only to find it deserted! 
The thing that looked like a helmet was indeed a helmet-aband
oned there. In one corner he discovered a large eviscerated wooden 
box and a tripod blown to bits by the explosion. There was a strong 
smell of gunpowder. Not seeing his companion leap in beside him, 
he leaned over the cliff and called out in a muffied voice, but when 
no one answered him he became panicky. He kept leaning over in 
this way, in danger of falling, half his body hanging into the void. 
He searched in the semi-darkness to find the other, to make out his 
form somewhere-to understand what had happened and find re
lief. An insane thought jangled within his brain: his companion had 
vanished like a ghost; he seemed to have dissolved into the air, to 
have been swallowed by the earth. 

Daylight advanced rapidly over the mountain peaks, and soon 
Dimitri was able to distinguish a black mark on the dry white stones 
some hundred yards below. He understood. Beginning to tremble, 
he turned and looked all about him. He was alone on this peak, 
standing in the first light of a new day; all that had happened the 
previous night seemed so strange that he felt it was merely in a 
dream that he found himself alone there high up in the morning 
hoarfrost, looking one moment at the east as though awaiting some
thing, the next behind him at the precipice below, where he ex
pected momentarily to catch sight of the Italians climbing up to 
slaughter him or take him prisoner. He was now able to see the steps 
the Italian engineers had carved in the rock. The thought that at 
any instant they would come to capture him made him completely 
forget what he had been told he must do. To bolster his courage 
he called out again, a little louder this time, but nothing stirred be
low. He began to feel cold from lack of movement and tucked his 
hands under his armpits to warm them. At his right palm he felt 
the pistol with the flares. Drawing it out, he looked at it hesitating
ly, then lifted his arm and fired. The rocket burst forth, rising higher 
and higher, luminous and buoyant. Dimitri watched it hover for a 
moment in the air and then begin to fall slowly and die. Its light dis
appeared, dissolving into the first rays of the sun. 

There had been no need for him to do anything else. No one 
climbed the crag to slaughter him or take him prisoner. The battle 
began as soon as he shot up his flare, and it lasted many hours. 
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Kneeling behind the sandbags, he heard salvos which covered the 

mountains with their din; they seemed near him or far away, accord

ing to the wind. Toward midday the artillery salvos thinned out 
and the machine-gun fire thickened. Soon this, too, stopped, and a 

great silence descended. He lived through those hours without be
ing aware of them, without feeling the numbness which crept over 

his legs from the prolonged kneeling. Standing up, he leaned out 

over the post. Then he threw off his jersey, removed the grenades 

from his belt and began the descent. When he came near his dead 
companion, he was again seized by fear. What would the man's 

face look like? Would it still be a human face, or would it be one 

great wound of congealed blood? And what had he felt as he 

plunged downward? Dimitri sat down by the corpse, not daring to 

turn it over. This was how he was found, a short while later, by the 

members of a work detail who had lost their way and were proceed

ing hurriedly to the front to bring provisions to the advanced divid
sions. 

CHAPTER SIX 

Dimitri had noticed that about a dozen of the prisoners used to 

gather in one corner of the yard and talk together. Two elderly men 

habitually joined this group, and it was clearly evident that the 

younger members asked questions most of the time while the older 
men answered them. Dimitri had not discovered what they were 

talking about. It must have been something which interested them 
very much and which they wanted to keep secret from the others. 

(Were they perhaps organizing an escape?) For every time an out

sider approached, they stopped and turned to look at him with un

mistakable hostility. Sometimes the doctor went and sat among them, 
and then Dimitri observed that he spoke animatedly and seemed 

to be objecting to what the others said. One day he asked the doctor 

if those who gathered in the shady corner had anything in common 

and why they did not want anyone else to come near. 
"They have their ideas and don't like to be disturbed." 
"Are they all in the same cell by any chance? That large one at 

the far end of the corridor?" 
The doctor answered that they were not, that each was in a 
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different cell; as soon as they came to the yard, however, they as
sembled in their shady corner. 

"Are you one of them?" 
The doctor hesitated a moment and then answered that he was. 

He had been in prison before. This was known to no one except the 
few who gathered in the corner, and was the reason why they 
listened to him carefully when he spoke and why no one, not even 
the two older men, dared to silence him. One morning Dimitri 
noticed that while the doctor was expostulating with his comrades 
he kept turning frequently to look at him-Dimitri-with a vigorous 
nodding of his head, as though trying to point him out. Dimitri fixed 
his eye upon them and tried to apprehend what they were saying. 
He, too, wanted to go and sit down in that shady corner. 

Taking several steps, he approached the seated group. He 
hesitated a little when he saw them throw antagonistic glances at 
him, but then he seated himself on the much trodden earth. They 
all lowered their eyes. The doctor spoke up, however. 'We're in the 
same cell," he said; "it's about a week since they brought him." 
Then he explained that Dimitri had been tortured severely, which 
was why his eyelid was closed. No one conversed after that, and 
finally the bell rang. 

Dimitri noticed that frequently, during the time in the court
yard, he was approached by a tall, raw-boned prisoner whose head 
was shaved smooth as a melon and who wore the uniform of a con
vict. The first occasion was when Dimitri had leaned against the 
stoop to rest. The stranger came and sat beside him, and when 
Dimitri got up to begin walking again, the tall prisoner asked, "Shall 
we walk together?" Though he did not answer him, the other 
marched at his side, up and down. "I like to walk with you," he ex
plained, "we have the same stride." 

This began to happen on a regular basis. Whenever Dimitri 
grew tired and leaned against the stoop, the tall prisoner stayed 
with him, rooted in place. He began to give things to Dimitri, 
sometimes a cigarette butt, sometimes a few raisins which he re
moved carefully from his pocket so that no one would notice. At first 
Dimitri was annoyed by the other's persistence. There seemed to be 
some motive behind it. But the tall man neither asked for anything 
nor spoke very much. He mentioned that his name was Cleanth and 
wanted to learn what Dimitri's was. His manner bespoke his abject 



60 THE CHARIOTEER 

wretchedness; he walked all hunched over, and as soon as Dimitri 

increased his pace, a slight limp became evident in his companion's 

right leg. Perhaps it was the result of torture, Dimitri reflected. One 

day he asked him, and the other sighed deeply. 

"Since we're on the subject, what about your eye?" 

Dimitri answered that it had been struck by the whip. Did he 

have sight in the eye now? No, he did not. Without knowing why, 

Dimitri felt extremely sorry that he had revealed this. Who was 

this Cleanth and why was he following him? His manner of smiling 

had something suspicious about it, as though he were trying to hide 

something. No one else in the whole prison smiled. Who could tell, 

however-perhaps this man, too, was struggling with his solitude. 

After all, was Dimitri not doing exactly the same? But the other was 

so terribly hesitant, so timid. To avoid him Dimitri went and sat 

with the group whenever the doctor was there. He felt attracted to 

these men and liked to see their stern faces. When the bell rang and 

he rose from the shady corner, he would walk with firmer steps 

and mount the stairs more steadily. He felt vexed, however, at the 

silence which fell over the group the moment he sat among them. 

One morning the tall prisoner said in his whining voice, "Do 

you know what they're doing now! They're staging mock executions. 

They stand you before the firing squad and tell you that if you don't 

talk-!" 
Dimitri halted in the middle of the yard and riveted his eye 

upon his companion. He had almost forgotten that morning, had 

come to see it only in his dreams, but now all the details swarmed 

again before him, and his lower lip began to tremble. 

"And these mock executions: do you know where they perform 

them? In the big yard, right next to his one." 

"I know," Dimitri answered. 
He knew, did he? But how? Could they have done it to him? 

But that was impossible-it was a new system. 

"You've been here nearly a month, haven't you?" 

Dimitri answered that this was true, and that he had been 

placed before the firing squad. 
"And you heard the volley?'' 
"Yes, I heard it." 
"What passed through your mind at that moment?" 
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Dimitri did not respond immediately. Then he said that his 
mind had been blank. 

"And you didn't talk?" 
"I had nothing to say." 
The tall prisoner allowed the conversation to lapse. The next 

morning he approached Dimitri even more timidly than usual and 
walked at his side without uttering a word. As they passed the group 
seated in the corner, Cleanth looked at them and inquired of Dimi
tri, "Do you know them?" 

Dimitri answered that he did not. 
"Stay away from them. If you join them, you'll never get out 

of this place." 
"And how do you expect me to get out of here even if I don't 

join them?" answered Dimitri, fixing his eye on his tall companion. 

From that day, he avoided Cleanth, but he realized that the 
other continually observed him, never removing his eyes from him 
once he went to sit with the group and the doctor. These two were 
the only ones left in the cell now. The doctor must have passed 
through terrible ordeals in his own right, because when he lifted 
his hand to smoke, Dimitri saw that it trembled slightly. He could 
not have been more than about thirty-eight years old, perhaps forty, 
but his face was hard and sometimes he looked at you in a way 
that made you feel he was afraid you might strike him. 

"You also went through a lot, didn't you?" Dimitri said to him 
one day. 

"No! I didn't go through anything!" he answered sharply. 
"Did you know the other two?" 
"No. I met them here." 
The others had been taken away one dawn and no one ever 

heard what became of them. That morning Dimitri and the doctor 
waited a long time in silence, hardly daring to look at each other, 
though they exchanged stealthy glances every so often. They were 
waiting to hear the sound of the volley, perhaps the double volley. 
Dimitri followed the two men in his imagination as they descended 
the stairs, crossed the first courtyard, then entered the large one 
and found themselves confronting the firing squad. First command 
... , second ... "Now!" Dimitri thought, closing his eye tightly. But 
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no volley was heard, and as the sun rose a little, Dimitri and the 
doctor began to breathe more easily. Later, in the yard, some pri
soners said that the two had been transferred with several others 
to a concentration camp. 

The tall prisoner stood in front of the interrogator, his shaved 
head gleaming with sweat. The heat was oppressive, and the fan 
did nothing but send the scalding air directly into the officer's face. 

"We'll be roasted alive in this place!" he exclaimed frequently, 
sighing. 

When the tall prisoner entered, the interrogator almost forgot 
the heat. This matter of the "executed" man held an extraordinary 
interest for him, perhaps because Chafos was the sole victim of his 
contrivance. The tall prisoner spoke up at once, "Nothing." 

The interrogator responded with obvious displeasure, "What do 
you mean, ·nothing'? You approached him, didn't you, spoke to him, 
won his confidence?" 

The tall prisoner explained that everything had started out well 
enough. They had walked up and down in the yard; he had given 
Chafos one or two cigarettes and a few raisins. But the blind fellow 
did not talk. Many times he seemed not to hear what Cleanth asked 
him. Perhaps he was not thinking about anything; perhaps he was 
not able to think any longer. It was a disagreeable feeling to walk 
up and down the courtyard with someone who seemed a little like-

"Like a madman?" interjected the officer. 
Yes, that was what he wanted to say. He was a little like a mad

man, this mutilee. His mind was somewhere else. 
"Is he still very frightened?" 
"Yes, very, so it seems-I've observed that he is frequently un

able to catch his breath. He appears to calm down only when he is 
with those anarchists who assemble in the corner." 

"Why?" 
"Maybe because they don't pay any attention to him." 
The interrogator reflected that he had received a report a few 

days before on the latest explosion-a bridge over the Larisa'ik6s. 
The percussion caps found there were similar to those in the black 
valise, and despite the fact that he was certain that Dimitri knew 
nothing beyond what he had already confessed, he decided out of 
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conscientiousness to lock him and the tall prisoner together in the 
same cell, with strict isolation for both. 

"And our meals?" Cleanth anxiously inquired. 
"I'll give the necessary orders," replied the interrogator, indig

nantly. 
Cleanth was not at all pleased at the thought of being confined 

in the same cell with this half-blind fellow who was out of his mind 
and whose next word or act was impossible to predict. His impassive 
lunacy might give place suddenly to some paroxysm, and then what 
could a single person do, alone with him in the same cell? The insane 
have tenfold strength when they are overcome by frenzy. He tried 
to explain to the interrogator that perhaps Dimitri would suspect 
something and draw within himself even more, but the officer gave 
him an astonished look and Cleanth fell silent at once and left. 

The interrogator was not at all happy with this tall prisoner. He 
was clumsy and stupid; nor had he managed to achieve anything 
remarkable with a single one of the various subjects assigned to 
him. But what could be done about it? For the time being the officer 
had no one else for this kind of work. 

When two soldiers came and removed Dimitri from his cell, 
the doctor felt deeply relieved. Now he would no longer have to 
Jook all day long at that mutilated face which never altered its ex
pression. Perhaps it was unable to change any longer. It possessed 
something of the facial immobility characteristic of imbeciles-this 
is what unsettled the doctor more than anything as soon as night 
fell and they began to prepare for sleep. He wondered what the 
mutilated man did in the darkness. Did he ever close the one open 
eye, and if so, what did he see in his dreams? When the doctor 
found himself alone, however, staring fixedly at the somber green 
door which separated him at last from Dimitri, he began to reflect 
that such men were needed for struggle, men such as this diminu
tive fellow who without a doubt had kept a hidden transmitter or 
had blown up something, had been tortured for it, had been placed 
(an unheard-of thing) before the firing squad, and had not talked! 
Had not talked then; did not talk now; possessed a face which 
seemed made of rock. If he ever got out of prison it was obvious he 
would begin the same things all over again, immediately, without 
hesitation. This was the type of man the party needed-as opposed 
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to those who gathered in the shady corner. The doctor scorned this 

group utterly because he had an innate detestation of idle chatter. 

They talked and talked with unrestrainable loquacity as though try

ing to convince one another of something, whereas this man who 

had just left (where could they be taking him, really?) had been 

alone with him many days and weeks and had uttered only a few 

words. He would have to begin to speak to him if he was not re

moved from the prison. He would explain what their struggle was, 

and without a doubt Dimitri would join them. But perhaps he 

would be transferred somewhere else, to some concentration camp. 

What a shame that would bel He did not even know his name. 

Dimitri what? Tomorrow when everyone went down to the yard he 

would go and find him; he would try to become his friend so that 

the two of them could be linked in bonds of intimacy. Had he not 

felt time after time that the other wanted to speak to him again 

about his eye, to ask him if there were any hope? Yet he had never 

done the slightest thing to encourage him. 
The doctor's feelings were a strange mixture of sympathy and 

revulsion. He knew that he would no longer have to spend whole 

days in the cell with that mutilated face opposite him, that face 

with its one eye gaping as though from astonishment and causing 

you to feel that it possessed some magnetic power which attracted 

you, making you turn every other minute to look at it. He felt re

lieved that he would be alone in the cell at last, but at the same 

time he felt uneasy. The first night of his solitude he slept badly. 

He found that he awoke frequently and kept turning abruptly to

ward the corner where Dimitri used to sleep. 
Such a thing had never happened to him before. Ever since he 

had received a responsible position in the propaganda division he 

had worked well and had acquired considerable experience in in

fluencing, by imperceptible degrees, even those who showed undis

guised opposition. With the uneducated it was easy. Several com

parisons bearing more or less open hints made them lend him a 

sympathetic ear and afterwards overstate his case, whereupon he 

hypocritically attempted to moderate their indignation. The edu

cated, however, required a full set of preliminaries drawn up by the 

doctor himself, the first step being several badly written anti-Marxist 

books which, according to the doctor's theory, were meant to create 

"intellectual antibodies." But in Dimitri's case? It was not evident 
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whether he was educated or not, according to the doctor's standards. 

How could it be evident, since they had exchanged a bare minimum 

of words? He wondered if the man had always been that way, or if 

his tongue became tied only after his experience in the torture 
chamber. 

The doctor set his imagination to work fashioning a personality. 

An untalkative child; only moderate progress at school; extremely 

melancholy during the initial years of adolescence; a child subjected 

to many privations in the petit bourgeois environment of the family 

with its stupefying monotony created by the various periodically

recurring holidays and festivals. And all this among the familiar wor

ries about completing school. What must his father have been? 

Some small door-to-door salesman or shopkeeper. Later on Dimitri 

would have gone to the university, except that his father's economic 

situation prevented him from arming for life's battles. 
The doctor's imagination halted here with some degree of satis

faction. Afterwards the war had come, together with its conse

quences. Everyone shared some feeling of exaltation then, at least 

in the beginning. With some, it was what the bourgeoisie call pa

triotism; in other words, a vague sentiment compounded of idiotic 

romanticism and memories of some military parade and the band

music; with others, it was the sense that they must protect their 

property. Had Dimitri gone to the front? Perhaps, but most likely 

not. The doctor was certain of one thing: Dimitri must have thrown 

himself into the resistance movement from the beginning. This re

action must have disclosed his true powers. A personality is created 

in this way; that is, if the individual has sufficient strength to react 

to the challenges presented by his environment. But the blind fel

low must have met with some misfortune. Someone from the Or

ganization had probably snitched; on the other hand, perhaps Dimi

tri had dared something altogether exceptional and rash. Most prob

ably he had taken the whole responsibility on himself and was caught 

because he did not wish to involve anyone else. Though it was more 

than a month since he had entered prison, he had not been recalled 

for further questioning. This meant only one thing: the interrogator 

realized that men like Dimitri would not talk, would not talk re

gardless of what you did to them. Except if (the doctor tried to ex

pel the thought that was dawning inside him) except if his failure 

. to be recalled for questioning was precisely because he had talked! 
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They did not require much of you. Sometimes a name was enough, 
or an address or password-just a few syllables. This thought began 
to torment the doctor. Suddenly he raised himself up a little and 
fixed his eyes on the white wall opposite him, as though he had seen 
a terrifying spectable on that silver screen. 

But no-it was impossible! When someone lost his usefulness, 
he was executed after a fake trial. The doctor grew calm; the thought 
that this mutilee had talked under torture had severely agitated him, 
and now his mind returned to all it had spun out previously, and 
his imagination added several details which might aid in Dimitri's 
conversation. It must have been exactly as the doctor imagined it. 
Poverty hardens a man, prepares him. Those who are comfortably 
off do not bear up under such tortures, not even a tenth of them. 
They cannot endure because they have never known need. You had 
only to see Dimitri's face and you understood what kind of man you 
were dealing with-the kind required today for the struggle. The 
doctor closed his eyes to get some sleep, incapable of even suspec
ting how far his thoughts were from the truth. 

The truth! At that very moment Dimitri was telling it, some
what discreetly, to the tall man with the shaven head. How could he 
avoid talking? There he was locked with him in a cramped cell for 
hours on end, and it was not at all like the previous situation with 
the other two and the doctor, because the tall man kept conversing 
-without excessive loquacity, however-and told his own story. 

He, too, had been in Albania. He was in a transport division; 
countless mules died under him in the frozen mud and he was forced 
to load the supplies on his own back and carry them to the front 
lines. When the resistance movement began, he was one of the first 
to join up. "And do you know something: it was almost fun in the 
beginning, devising a thousand and one ways to fool those idiotic 
Germans-until the day when ... The fox, once caught, is caught 
once for all. The same thing must have happened to you." 

And the tall prisoner related how he had been caught "once 
for all." 

"What did they do to you?" Dimitri asked, though he felt im
mediately sorry for having done so. 

Cleanth replied that they had beaten him severely. Didn't Dimi
tri notice how hunched over he was-and he scarcely thirty-five, 
with an iron constitution, a former athlete! "Now look at me: I can't 
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open my fingers. They hung me up by my hands hour after hour." 
Cleanth related other incidents. He spoke calmly, almost disinter
estedly, as though narrating events from the life of some other 
person. 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

There are certain things which seem to come of their own ac
cord. When your companion relates his story, talks with confidence 
about his life as though begging you to share it with him because 
he finds such difficulty in bearing it all alone, what can you do? 
You relate your own story to him, perhaps hiding or falsifying some 
things: for instance that climb to the enemy observation post one 
dawn on the northern front near Poghradets. Everything Dimitri 
said was the truth, but what he failed to say would have entirely 
changed this truth. Regarding his tortures, he made brief mention 
of the flogging and then the mock execution in front of the firing 
squad. The fact that in between he had asked to see the interrogator 
and had revealed a name and an address, this he kept hidden, with
out suspecting that the tall prisoner already knew. 

"In other words you were able to keep from talking-is that 
right?" 

Dimitri did not answer; his closed eyelid twitched slightly. 
Cleanth continued "I wasn't." 
And he revealed how, subjected to that terrible pain which 

made him emit heart-rending cries, he had talked. He had taken a 
deep breath and had cried out loudly so that they would free him 
from the ceiling rings. Not understanding immediately, the three 
torturers had left him suspended, to swing back and forth under 
their blows. He began to lose his strength and his voice became a 
supplicating whisper. He murmured, again and again, until he 
fainted. Then he to~d Dimitri the sequel, though not all of it: how a 
nervous spasm gripped him, how he remained in strict solitary con
finement for many days with nothing to eat but a handful of olives 
around noontime, unable to sleep from fear that they might return 
him to the torture chamber. 

As Cleanth spoke, Dimitri's eye was pinned upon him. So this 
tall fellow had not been able to endure! He had talked; he, too, had 
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revealed some name, some secret to make them free him. He had 

shouted it out among his torments, whereas Dimitri had borne the 

pain but had spoken from fear that the agony might recommence. 

He wondered what he would have done in front of the firing squad 

if he had known anything besides Kangellaris's name. What would 

he have done in that moment which he thought was the last of his 

life? 
The relief that had surged in him when he heard the other say, 

"I wasn't," gave place now to profound grief. Yes, it was worse to 

have talked of your own accord, to have asked to reappear before the 

interrogator, than to have had a name-one word-extracted from 

you just before you fainted. And there was something else, too. This 

tall fellow possessed the courage to say so, the courage to confess 

that his body was made not of steel but of flesh-hard flesh, perhaps, 

but still flesh. 
On the other hand, Cleanth regarded Dimitri with more than 

a little admiration, mixed with a certain curiosity. In Albania he had 

been a combatant, not just a muleteer; he was a man of iron-what 

he lacked in height he made up for in strength. The look on his face 

showed he feared nothing; perhaps it was the battered eye which 

gave that impression. Nor did he complain about the hunger he was 

enduring. He sank into a torpor many times, and the rumbling of 

his stomach then was so loud that Cleanth could hear it. And sly! In

telligent! He had asked to see the interrogator supposedly to reveal 

a name, but by that time the information was useless. At noon he 

wolfed down his kale and swallowed his handful of olives in one 

gulp, pits and all, perhaps to put something more substantial into 

his system! He drank as much water as he possibly could, to bloat 

out his stomach and hoax it. Lacking all curiosity, he never even 

asked the tall prisoner what type of labor detail he went on when 

around eight o'clock in the evening the door of the cell opened and 

a badly shaven guard screamed, "Aus!"' at him. The tall prisoner got 

up readily enough each evening and went to the guards' refectory, 

where he stuffed himself as much as he could. First, however, he was 

obliged to clean three long tables covered with scattered leftovers, 

plus the mess kits and the floor. Afterwards he could sit and eat. Oc

casionally they gave him cigarettes, too. He used to smoke them in 

one corner of the dark yard, looking sometimes at the small illumin

ated cell windows, sometimes at the stars if the sky was not cloudy. 
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Does anyone know what passes through a man's mind? Perhaps, 

while he smoked, Cleanth imagined what freedom would be like, 

his own freedom, which the interrogator had promised him if he 

succeeded in making the mutilee talk. Which was the best way to 

go about this? But after the torture chamber, after the firing squad? 

After these, how could you get him to talk, that is if he had any;. 

thing to say? A man who obviously did not have anything to say! He 

had known that one name and had revealed it. He had been strong 

enough and had retained the name, only to pronounce it when it was 

no longer of any use. 

What kind of life can one lead inside a cell? Since the day they 

were locked in together they had not been allowed to descend to the 

yard to stretch their benumbed limbs. Around midday the entire cell

block emptied out; everyone went down, everyone except Dimitri 

and his tall companion. Although Cleanth left at night to do his labor 

detail in the guards' mess, he had been seized by an overwhelming 

desire to view daylight, the outside: to see traffic in the streets, to 

hear conversation, perhaps some laughter, that rare forgotten thing; 

to see faces of people who had two eyes and looked at you normally 

and not as though they wished to perforate you with their monocular 

gaze. This desire grew sharper every day. To avoid seeing the other, 

Cleanth began to close his eyes and feign sleep. He used to huddle 

in his corner in this way for a short while, but then would sit up and 

begin to mumble a song. Sometimes in the night's absolute silence 

the sound of a loudspeaker would carry from some nearby cafe or 

from some night spot which, its lights all painted purple as though 

in mourning, remained open only until eleven o'clock so that its cus

tomers might reach home by midnight. And then, while Dimitri slept 

or sank down into that soporific listlessness brought on by hunger, 

the tall prisoner sat up in his corner and, cocking his ear, listened to 

this music which was hardly audible, as thought it came to the cell 

purposely to expire within its four walls. In the intervals when the 

music could not be heard, Cleanth followed the melody's unfolding 

in his imagination, his whole body tensing itself so that it might re

lax again as soon as the singer's faintly audible voice arrived once 

more. One particular song was played often, once or twice each 

evening: "When you come, everything will change." Sung by a wo

man-:yes, a woman! Cleanth imagined how all the customers of the 
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night spot had their eyes turned toward the microphone. "When 
you come, everything will change . . ." 

One morning Cleanth asked Dimitri to do him a great favor. 
"I want to look out the window, to see the sun!" Would he do him 
the great favor of-of supporting him on his shoulders? No, not on 
his shoulders; he lacked the strength. But-ah, yes!-perhaps it would 
be better if Dimitri got down on all fours; Cleanth could then climb 
on his back to reach the window and stare a little at the world out
side. Curiously enough, Dimitri, without answering, placed himself 
on all fours beneath the tiny window. The tall prisoner looked out 
for a considerable time at Alexandra Boulevard. The asphalt was glit
tering in the morning light. He observed the sparse traffic: a few pe
destrians, two or three automobiles, a truck creeping slowly up the 
grade. But it was the roofs of the nearby houses, and beyond them 
the cypresses in ascending ranks on the small rise, that interested 
Cleanth the most-of these he could not drink his fill. He had taken 
a strong grip on the window's crossed bars and thus did not fall 
when Dimitri, once more without speaking, abandoned his position, 
s;tood up, and began to rub his aching back. Casting a final glance 
outside, the tall prisoner relaxed his fingers. He told Dimitri it was 
his turn and inquired if he wished to look outside, but the man with 
the battered eye shook his head negatively. Cleanth noticed that his 
jaw was trembling. "Are you tired?" he asked. Once more Dimitri 
shook his head. 

That evening when Cleanth went to his labor detail he did his 
work with dispatch, cleaned the floor as never before, then ate hur
riedly and asked the sergeant-major of the guards to let him have 
an empty crate. 

"Can I take it with me . . . to my cell?" 
He explained that he wanted to use it to sit on. 
"We lie on our own backs all day long. Please, let me take it." 
The sergeant-major hesitated because the regulations did not 

cover this situation. But none of his superiors was present, and 
he let Cleanth have the crate. When the tall prisoner returned to 
his cell, Dimitri was too sound asleep to be aware of the other·s re
turn, but the next morning when he awoke he saw his companion 
mounted on the crate, looking out the window. "Do you want a 
turn?'• Cleanth asked him. Dimitri climbed onto the crate, cast a 
glance outside, and stepped down. The expression on his face had 
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not changed in the least; it betrayed no emotion whatsoever. 

Cleanth, astonished at this indifference, lost any further desire to 

climb again onto the crate and look outside. Instead, he observed 

Dimitri, who went to his corner and sat carefully, like a dog 
curling up. 

The interrogator accepted Cleanth's timidly-voiced proposal 

that he be allowed to bring Dimitri a little food-very little-from the 

guard's mess. The officer agreed because everything he had heard 

seemed convincing. Cleanth told him how the one-eyed prisoner 

never reacted to anything, no matter what. First there had been 

the shock of the torture chamber, then the mock execution, finally 

the hunger which rendered him entirely listless. 
"I brought a crate to the cell so that we could stand on it, 

reach the window, and look outside. He glanced at the street just 

once and then sat down again in his corner as though he hadn't 

seen a thing." 
Cleanth spoke almost with indignation, whereas the interroga

tor, who knew that this lanky fellow had taken the crate, pretended 

to be angry to frighten him. 
"So you bring crates into your cell now, do you! Before long 

you'll be asking for a radio!" 
He remained silent for a few moments long enough ostensibly 

for his anger to subside, and then said, "All right, we'll let Chafos 

fortify himself a little. But take care: I still want him to go hungry." 

He had long since commenced to grow weary of this affair. 

What would come of it? Nothing! It was certain now that Dimitri 

had said everything he had to say. Nevertheless, could you ever 

be absolutely sure? There was something else, however, that might 

prove interesting. Supposing, after a few weeks, the one-eyed 

fellow began to do the work Cleanth was doing so unskillfully

that would be something! He rang a bell; a soldier appeared. 
"Run and bring that beanstalk back to mel" he said. Taking 

a piece of paper, he crumpled it into a ball between his fingers. 

"Listen," he said as soon as Cleanth stood before him again, "I 

want your cell-mate to eat well, as much as you eat yourself. Start

ing with tomorrow evening he'll accompany you on your labor 

detail. 111 give the necessary orders. As soon as he regains some 

strength, I want you to speak to him. Openly! Tell him why I 

allow you to eat and why I've allowed him to eat also. I want him 
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to do the same job you're doing-the sooner the better-and I hope 
he'll be an improvement over you! Understand?" 

On the morrow, when the light of day began to fade, the cell 
door opened and the same guard as always shouted the same, 
"Ausl" to Cleanth. Then he turned to Dimitri, who was collapsed 
in a heap in his corner, and once more shouted, "Ausl" Dimitri 
did not move. 

"Get up," the tall prisoner said to him. "They want both of us 
on the labor detail tonight." 

Dimitri got up, propped himself on his shanks, and followed. 
They crossed the first yard, the one known to them, then passed 
through a low doorway and found themselves in a large dark court. 
Cleanth, who knew the way and, therefore, walked in the lead, 
opened another door, and suddenly Dimitri was blinded by a 
strong light. A heavy kitchen-odor struck him. They were in a 
large, brightly illuminated hall that was suffocatingly hot. The 
three long tables were lined with half-emptied mugs and with 
plates containing scraps of leftover food. 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

Dimitri realized how remarkably privileged he was to be able 
to accompany his tall companion to the refectory each evening, 
secretly, and to eat, eat to his heart's content. The work, of course, 
was revolting. First the three long tables had to be cleared of their 
plates and garbage. The first few days Dimitri was so hungry that 
as he removed the dishes he leaned over, snatched up some of the 
leavings in his teeth and chewed away stealthily. Mter the tables 
were cleared, they had to be wiped and then the floor thoroughly 
mopped. As soon as everything was clean, the sergeant-major made 
a tour of inspection, and when all was in order according to his 
wishes, he signaled for the prisoners to be fed. The cook took some 
food, usually cold, placed it in two tin cans, and in addition handed 
each of the men a slice of hardtack. Dimitri dared, the first time, to 
reach out to take a spoon, but the cook's angry bellow obliged him 
to eat as best he could and then, as he drank the gravy, to cut the 
edges of his lips on the can's jagged rim. As he avidly devoured 
the food, his entire body trembled slightly, as though overwhelmed 
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by intense pleasure. He took the tin can with him to the cell and, 

with a piece of wood he had managed to conceal in his pocket, 

smoothed out the teeth along the rim so that he would not cut 

himself. The piece of wood had come from a crate; he started to 

rub it against the wall to plane away all its splinters. 

"Why go to so much trouble?" asked Cleanth, who felt hidden 

satisfaction as he watched Dimitri coming back to life. 

"I want to use it as a spoon," Dimitri answered. For the first 

time, something like a smile dawned on his face. 
Once in a while, when the sergeant-major was in the best of 

moods, he gave each of them two cigarettes. Dimitri, having eaten 

his fill, used to light up from the cook's coals, then sit on the Hoor 

near the fire, for warmth, and smoke the two cigarettes one after 

the other, exhaling the fumes ever so slowly, sometimes through his 

nose, sometimes his mouth, with his eye half closed. You become 

accustomed to everything except hunger, he reflected. This respite 

by the warm stove was like some highest pitch of happiness which 

was soon to be interrupted by the impatience of their escort, a 

squat, rotund private who was anxious to conduct them back 

to their cell and turn in. 
The first few days Dimitri continued to have difficulty mount

ing the stairs. He gasped for breath, his feet felt like lead, and he 

had to clutch the railing and drag himself along with his hands. In 

a few days, however, he came to life again. His emaciated face put 

on a little Hesh and his expression relaxed somewhat. In the yard at 

noontime-ever since the day that permission had been granted for 

them to go down again-he felt estranged from the other prisoners. 

He searched all over for the doctor but found him nowhere; nor did 

anyone sit in the shady corner any longer. He felt separated from 

the rest by a secret which tied him to Cleanth, and he began to 

be plagued by a sense of guilt as he viewed the mass of others: 

yellow with hunger; debilitated; shuffiing their feet as they walk

ed. Now he saw how he himself had been previously, before he 

began working in the mess hall. Observing the others, he noticed 

how most of them were unconsciously searching the ground. They 

walked with bowed heads, casting glances here and there. As for 

him, he began to feign, taking care how he walked, and pretending 

to search. 
"Remember, you're not to reveal the slightest thing to anyone," 
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the tall prisoner told him the first day they returned to the yard. 
Of course, he would not say anything! How idiotic of Cleanth 

to offer such advice. 
Now, during the periods they remained locked in their cell, 

Dimitri frequently mounted the crate. Standing it the long side up 
so that he could reach clear to the window, he looked through the 
crossed bars at the distant Boulevard, which was almost always 
deserted. Beyond it stood Mount Lycabettus, partly visible in the 
distance. 

"Haven't you had enough?" the tall prisoner would keep in
quiring, because he wished to climb up in his turn. Dimitri would 
descend and sit in his corner with a satisfied mien, as though he 
had tasted a little freedom along with the fresh breeze. The tall 
prisoner would then remain atop the crate for some time, after 
which he would place it in the middle of the cell. 

Cleanth almost forgot the interrogator. How many days had 
elapsed since the last time? One evening when the soldier who 
escorted them to their labor detail gave him a push and told him to 
keep going while Dimitri remained by himself to clean the long 
tables, he felt as though an icy hand were mangling his stomach. 
Things were so fine the way they were! What would result from 
this evening's interview? 

"Beginning tomorrow no more labor detail," the interrogator 
declared in a low voice the moment the lanky prisoner stood before 
him. Cleanth's lips started to tremble and he gazed dumbfoundedly 
at the officer. His stomach had begun to rumble. 

"So you're hungry, are you?" asked the interrogator, in
differently. He had decided to intimidate this beanstalk. Among 
the files still pending was this matter of Dimitri Chafos; a trivial 
case, true enough-but could it be relegated to the "archives"? 
Only after his execution or release, or if he turned informer. 
"Starting tomorrow you'll find yourself much hungrier than you 
are at present,'' said the interrogator. "As hungry as you were be
fore!" 

"But ... why?" 
"Why?! You've fattened up that blind fellow without any re

sults. Have you talked to him? No, of course not!" 
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Cleanth replied that it was still too soon, that Dimitri was just 
now beginning to find himself. 

That was how it always was-yes! The moment things fell into 
place a bit and you breathed a trifle more easily, you began to 
think they had forgotten you and that nothing would ever arrive 
to disturb your cozy existence. Then suddenly came a few words 
which spelled ruin. 

Cleanth stood motionless before the interrogator. The blind
ing light from the ceiling lamp gave a waxen appearance to the 
officer's face. 

"Couldn't you possibly cut only his detail?" he asked, swallow
ing hard. 

The interrogator stood up suddenly. The blind fellow: what 
did he do wrong to have his labor detail cut? Nothing! 

"You're the one being punished! I told you to work on Chafos 
and so far you've done nothing. First and foremost, you haven't 
managed to make him talk. Perhaps he doesn't have anything else 
to say, I grant you that; but still, three weeks have passed since you 
announced your proposal and you haven't produced any results 
whatsoever! Tomorrow I'll have him brought here and I'll tell him 
myself what I expect of him!" 

"Couldn't you possibly defer it just a little, until the day after 
tomorrow? So that I can bring him to you myself?" 

The interrogator agreed. Lighting a cigarette, he meditated 
on how completely useless all these things were: first, the whole 
system of having informers; second, what he was now attempting
to obtain still another informer. As for Cleanth, he returned to the 
mess hall and began apathetically to clean the tables that Dimitri 
had left unwiped. Then he attacked his meal, eating hurriedly and 
throwing side glances at Dimitri, who, having seated himself on 
the floor with his back against the wall, was puffing his cigarette, 
his good eye half closed. 

What would he say? What expression would come over his 
marked face when Cleanth disclosed everything to him? He had 
better tell him at night with the bulb extinguished, so that he 
would not see that face. But what would he say? If he refused, 
Cleanth would be subjected to a starvation diet again. He had 
better intimidate him-that was the best way. He would tell him 
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that if he refused to agree, the firing squad awaited him, and this 
time the real thing! What did he care if Dimitri took it this way or 
that. Returning to the cell, however, he could think of one thing 
only: what would Dimitri say? 

Dimitri said nothing, absolutely nothing, as though he had 
been expecting it. He listened to everything Cleanth told him (the 
threat of the firing squad was omitted) and when the tall prisoner 
finished, the two of them remained in unbroken silence for a long 
while. Sitting opposite Dimitri, Cleanth kept looking at his eye. 
The white was illuminated by the faint reflections which flickered 
through the tiny window. Dimitri, however, did not look at 
Cleanth; he was thinking about everything he had heard, and 
about the long road which the other had traveled preparatory to 
this evening's disclosure. He, too, had started differently, but not 
everybody is a hero, nor can you expect everybody to be one. A 
deep feeling of relief calmed Dimitri. He felt no contempt what
soever for Cleanth, nor any great distress at his proposal. Proposal? 
It was silly to think of that word. "Proposal" meant you were able 
to choose, to agree or refuse. Here, refusal was out of the question. 

The longer Dimitri's silence lasted, the more the tall prisoner 
shrank into his corner with his whole body compressed as though 
he were ready to spring upon the mutilee, grasp his throat and 
deliver a staggering punch to close that other eye which kept 
looking at him without seeing him. Cleanth was ready to scream 
to free himself from the terrible anxiety that hovered in the cell 
because of this man's silence: this man whose sole thought was that 
he should not die. 

"All right," Dimitri said. At this sound, the tall prisoner in
clined suddenly until he was half recumbent, and his head bumped 
against the wall. ·wm you take me to the interrogator?" Dimitri 
continued. 

Cleanth did· not answer immediately, because he could not 
speak. His eyes were damp. 

That night they slept very little. 

The interrogator did not summon Cleanth the next day. Per
haps he forgot; perhaps he was occupied with something more 
urgent. That evening the two went again to the mess hall. In the 
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morning, however, Dimitri had refused to descend to the yard to 

walk He felt a vague fear at being with all the others in the long 

narrow court, with those others who had not the slightest con

nection with the interrogator and were not ready to inform against 

a person who had placed his trust in them. A change was taking 

place inside him. He felt severely isolated and this feeling became 

all the more intense when on the third day, as an experiment, he 

went down to the yard and began walking back and forth. He 

imagined that everyone was observing him, and he began to in

crease his pace so much that finally many prisoners actually did turn 

to stare. Several, reflecting that this was the beginning of insanity, 

withdrew into the corners. Noticing this, Dimitri came within a 

hair's breadth of panicking and commencing to dash from one side 

of the yard to the other. The sonorous bell which signified the end 

of the daily "recreation" found him leaning against the wall, holding 

his breath and secretly darting frightened glances at the others, 

who had begun to mount the stairs. Who of all these would be 

sent to his cell so that he could win his friendship and supposedly 

confide all his own misfortunes to him, to receive in exchange 

everything the torture chamber had been unable to reveal? 

He was one of the last to go up. He found Cleanth already in 

the cell and felt something like joy at being once more alone with 

him. Without thinking about it, he went and sat beside him, closely. 

so that their shoulders almost touched. 

Not long after nightfall-it had begun to grow dark early-the 

cell door opened and the guard summoned Cleanth to follow him. 

When the tall prisoner returned, he told Dimitri that the interroga

tor was very pleased and had allowed each of them a blanket. 

"In a little while, before the mess hall, we'll both go to his 

office." 
Dimitri recalled the first time he had been in that room. 

Lowering his head as though to go to sleep, he re-experienced the 

hours of the initial horrors, re-experienced them so intensely that 

he almost felt the terrible stabbing pain when the whip struck him 

squarely in the eye. His hand stroked the closed eyelid which was 

no longer even sensitive to the touch. Feeling something moist on 

his finger, he wiped the eye with the back of his hand. Then he 

got up, planted the crate beneath the window and mounted it to 

look outside. 
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"Have you gone crazy? What do you expect to see out there
in the dark?" 

And truly, Dimitri saw nothing outside. The sky was overcast; 
only in one corner of the heavens could he discern a star or two
and even those vanished. He tarried on the crate for some time 
without distinguishing anything besides the dark bulk of the build
ing opposite. 

CHAPTER NINE 

The days he stayed alone in the cell were the worst he had 
spent since the torture chamber. 

It was not the solitude; no, it was the anticipation. Huddled 
in a corner or seated on the crate-he no longer mounted it to look 
out the window-he waited all day long. At night he could not 
sleep. He was waiting for the cell door to open. A man would enter, 
a tall man scarcely able to stand, a man whose face would be 
disfigured by blows. He would collapse in a heap on the floor and 
groan for a long while. Dimitri wondered how long. Perhaps the 
entire night. Afterwards he would grow quiet, and then it would be 
time for Dimitri to begin his job. He would have to show his 
sympathy, calm him a little, give him something to eat-and for 
this he ought to prepare himself. Each night he ought to bring 
something to the cell, something from the refectory: a chunk of 
bread perhaps, or an orange: the first bait. But no, it would be 
better not to. The other might suspect something and never open 
his mouth. And in that case? It would mean Dimitri's ruin. How 
best to start? No, he must not display the slightest compassion; 
he must not even show interest. On the contrary, he should pretend 
to be completely unaware of the other's presence; perhaps indeed 
it would even be better to seem hostile in the beginning, to keep 
the other from suspecting anything. 

"Work slowly, slowly; don't hurry," the tall prisoner advised 
him the last evening they went to the labor detail together. He had 
received identical advice from the interrogator on that occasion 
when, just before his duty at the mess hall, he had found himself, 
his whole body quivering, in the same high-ceilinged office in front 
of the same officer. 
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.. Don't be in a hurry," the interrogator, who this time was 

sweating near the lighted stove, had told him. "I imagine I1l be 

sending you the first one in a few days." 
Slowly, then. Instead of coaxing-indifference. Indifference? 

He felt this to be impossible, a feeling confirmed at every moment. 

No sooner would he hear footsteps outside the cell than his heart 

began to palpitate. He would stretch his neck and wait goggle

eyed for the heavy iron door to open and the victim of the torture 

chamber to collapse in a heap before him. He pictured him as short, 

swarthy, with large, dark eyes set deep in their sockets, somewhat 

like his own eye. He tried to remember how the doctor and the other 

two had acted when he had appeared in their cell after the mock 

execution. What did they do? He recollected their faces clearly, 

but he could not bring to mind what they did or how they behaved. 

Supposing, however, he did remember: what good would that do? 

They had been a group of three, not one man all by himself, and 

they were not expecting anyone, nor had they been required to 

draw up any plan for that additional, disfigured person who now, 

alone within the four walls, was waiting and preparing himself for 

what he had to do the moment the door opened and the other, the 

unknown one, appeared before him. "Perhaps if I'm sitting on the 

floor in the comer when he enters, it will be better than if I'm on 

the crate. But no, I'd better sit on the crate to hide it." How could 

he hide it, however? If he sat on it, his legs would not hide it. 

He took the crate, placed it on its side in his corner and lay 

down, using it as a pillow. Perhaps this would be best. But lying 

down: was that the way the other, as he entered the cell, should 

see him? Absolutely not! 
With the passage of the days, this waiting began to exhaust 

Dimitri. Each evening when he went to his work detail, instead of 

attacking his food ravenously after the fatiguing labor of cleaning 

the tables and floor, he ate little, chewing each mouthful slowly 

as though unable to swallow it. Cleanth on the other hand-he 

came a little later than Dimitri now-ate quickly, with gluttonous 

appetite. The two cigarettes which Dimitri now received regularly 

from the head cook remained in his pocket, or else he smoked only 

one of them. He would start out for his cell again, hoping to fall 

asleep. By climbing on the crate he was able to reach the electric 

bulb, unscrew it a little and thus extinguish the light, praying that 
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darkness would bring tranquility accompanied by slumber. But 
what if the door suddenly opened and he was brough the first tor
tured victim then and there-the man who had not talked under 
the whip? Propping himself up until he was half seated, he would 
wait in this way for a long time, his heart beating wildly, his face 
sweating; would wait for the irreparable to take place. 

One full week passed after they left him alone in the cell - one, 
sleepless week. He began to grow debilitated again, to take on the 
same appearance he had had during his first days in the prison. 
One night, returning from his labor detail after eating practically 
nothing, he felt extremely dizzy as he entered the cell, and hardly 
managed to keep his balance. 

The person heaped in the opposite corner watched the waking 
Dimitri squirm and stretch to dispel the nightmare which had 
tormented him all night long. When Dimitri opened his eye fully 
and saw the other-that enflamed face with its deep, recent gashes 
on the right cheek-he sat up abruptly, steadied himself with one 
hand against the wall and remained this way for a long while. The 
other had begun to tremble slightly beneath his gaze; the more 
Dimitri looked at him the more he trembled, and suddenly he 
broke into loud sobs which shook his entire body. He had doubled 
himself in two and was weeping with his open palms covering his 
face. Dimitri crept over to him; his hand found itself in the tousled 
blond hair, caressing it. With contorted features he stared at a spot 
near the nape of the neck where the hair was glued down by con
gealed blood. Dimitri's eye then saw the fingers that were covering 
the young man's face. All the nails were black and blue. But no, it 
was not a question of contusion: they had been burned. Dimitri 
swallowed hard and felt as though a hole were opening in his 
stomach. His hand, however, began to stroke the blond hair again. 
He was astonished at this automatic movement, and now that he 
was caressing the blond head he did not know how to stop. How 
old was this boy? Eighteen perhaps, or twenty. A glance from 
blue irises had flashed beneath the thick auburn eyebrows a short 
while before when they were on opposite sides of the cell and had 
exchanged looks, as though to size each other up. Words, now, had 
begun to be intermixed with the boy's sobs. 

"No more! No more!" 
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His hands relaxed a little; the weeping grew more gentle. 
Dimitri got up. Searching under his blanket and finding the few 
cigarettes he kept hidden there, he lit one and offered it to the boy, 
who had grown calm by this time and casting fleeting glances at 
him. The lad reached out slowly and tried to take the cigarette in 
his hand, but his mangled fingers could not hold it, and a strong 
pain contorted his face. Dimitri picked up the cigarette and placed 
it in the other's mouth so that he could smoke it. The boy took three 
or four strong puffs and fastened his regard on the older man, who 
said, almost in a whisper, "My name is Dimitri." 

The boy gave a start, as though from a hiccup. He was silent 
for a while; then in his deep voice he replied, ''I'm Costas Vellianis," 
and he began to cry again. 

"The worst is over," Dimitri assured him. He returned to his 
corner and sat crosslegged, staring at the floor. 

Costas did not speak He had leaned back against the wall, and 
he sat there motionless with closed eyes, his hands resting upon his 
thighs. Dimitri was able to see the fingers clearly. What the torturers 
had done was evident, but how had they burned them? With what? 
This speculation brought Dimitri round; he remembered that now he 
was supposed to succeed where the torture chamber had failed. 
Everything he had planned during the days of waiting came back 
to him: should he use cajolery, or feign indifference; allow him, 
perhaps, to ask several questions first? But these thoughts quickly 
passed, and nothing remained but an intense curiosity to learn how 
the Germans had done this horrible thing to him. 

He watched the boy continually change the position of his 
hands, trying to find some relief from the severe pain in his fingers, 
a pain which must have been coming in strong, stabbing twinges. 

"Hold them up high," said Dimitri. 
The other opened his eyes and stared at him. 
"Look, like this," Dimitri explained, resting his bent elbows on 

his knees. The other imitated him; soon his breathing became more 
regular. He made an animated motion with his head as though to 
expel something from his mind, and the wound on the nape of his 
neck opened and blood oozed down. 

"How did that happen?" Dimitri asked. 
When the interrogator had brandished his switch and had 

struck him across the face, the boy tried to free himself from the 
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two men who were holding him. In the struggle he had lost his 

balance, had fallen, and lacerated himself on the sharp bronze 

corner of the desk. 
The boy spoke rapidly, his voice somewhat hoarse. He was 

staring at Dimitri's closed eyelid, looking at him as though he had 

only just this moment noticed it. Dimitri sensed this and said, 

"Th h' " ew 1p. 
The boy had not been beaten-only by the interrogator's smart

ing switch, and then because he had cursed Germany and the Ger

mans. 
"They didn't get a word out of me, not a word," he said gasping. 

"And I didn't blubber in front of them either," he added with some 

emphasis. "What a disgrace that would have been!" 

"In this place," said Dimitri, "nothing is a disgrace." 

"Poor me if I had talked," the blond lad continued as though 

he had not heard. "The whole Organization would have been lost. 

Someone must have squealed, someone must have squealed-that's 

the only explanation! I left Lecca Street with the pamphlets strap

ped in a bunch on the rear of my bike. I took them to the usual 

house on Acharnai and the minute I rang the bell in the agreed way 

the door opened suddenly and three men flew out and caught me. 

Someone must have squealed; that's the only explanation. What do 

you think?" The boy's face showed great anxiety. 

Then he continued, while Dimitri kept swallowing hard, time 

after time. 
"If it's a betrayal, they'll all get caught. No one will suspect 

anything! Even Capenekas will be nabbed, and he's the most wary 

of the lot, and sleeps under a different roof every night. And they'll 

all think it was me-;me!-who .... " 

He broke into tears, covering his face again with his hands. 

This time Dimitri did not go near. He had closed his eye and 

his face had turned pale as wax. Capenekas, Capenekas. That was 

a name he absolutely must not forget. And the printing shop in 

Lecca Street. Lecca Street was not a long street. 

How differently things turned out from what one expects! Here 

he had drawn up an entire scheme for winning the confidence of 

this stranger whom he had been expecting so long, and now, look! 

the blond lad, of his own accord and without wasting a moment, 

had begun to speak unsuspectingly and to reveal his secrets. Dimitri 
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wondered why. He placed his hand over his eyes as though wishing 
to concentrate, and beneath his palm felt the closed lid and cleft 
brow. That was it: the other had stared at it, and had unconsciously 
developed a feeling of trust for this half-blind man who had an
swered his stare with only two words: "The whip." 

That night when the door opened and the guard's "Ausl" rev
erberated like a bark, the youth changed his expression so markedly 
that Dimitri was scarcely able to draw himself up onto his feet. 

''I'll be back in a little while," he said to Costas. Pushing vig
orously against the crate, he rose. 

The boy was left alone. He began to tremble gently, as though 
shivering from a fever. He stared at the electric light, then closed 
his eyes and inside his dark eyelids saw luminous prancing spots. 
Dimitri, with the soldier behind him, descended the stairs, crossed 
the first yard, entered the second, the dark one, and proceeded 
toward the refectory door, but the soldier gave him a push and 
made him continue further. 

The interrogator's office was plunged in semi-darkness. A single 
bulb above the table illuminated a file-folder which the major was 
leafing through carefully. He glanced at the prisoner as he stood 
there, outside the circle of light. A few minutes passed; then the 
interrogator closed the folder, leaned back comfortably in his arm
chair, which creaked, and fastened his blue-green eyes on Dimitri. 

"Well?" he said. 
Regarding Dimitri carefully, he noticed that the expression on 

his face had altered. He remembered this prisoner as he had seen 
him after the torture. He had been a veritable bugaboo then, re
sembling a corpse whose face had received an ugly pommeling. The 
scanty beard had accentuated this impression created by the waxen 
countenance with its deeply gaunt cheeks, closed eye, and the gash 
that furrowed forehead and cheek. 

Now-perhaps the semi-darkness helped-that face seemed to 
have come to life. The beard was fuller, the gash not too evident. 
The good eye had an animated air, and the lips, which had formerly 
seemed emaciated, were richly fleshed. Half-open, they allowed the 
breath to pass freely. 

"I sent you the first one late last night." 
"His name is Costas Vellianis," said Dimitri, lowering his gaze. 
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"Costas Vellianis? Ah, so he had a false identity card, eh," mut

tered the interrogator as though talking to himself. "You'd better 

find out who made it for him. Here, look at it!" 

Dimitri read: Anthony Halari's. The photograph on the other 

side showed his head with its thick, unkempt hair, an expression of 

confidence and silent joy in the eyes, and the lips parted in the be. 

ginnings of a smile. Dimitri felt his teeth suddenly clench, and when 

he gave the identity card back, his hand was trembling. 

"What else did he tell you?" 

Why was the interrogator in such a hurry? He had advised 

Dimitri to work slowly, and now, only a few hours after he sent him 

the first victim. . . . 
"Nothing you yourself don't already know. He told me he was 

caught on his bicycle while delivering clandestine printed matter 

to some house." 
"Didn't he say where he got the pamphlets?" 

"Yes, from the printer." 
"What did you expect him to say-from the milkman!" screamed 

the interrogator. "Didn't you ask him where the printing shop was?" 

"I asked him and he answered it was a secret." 

The major grimaced. The blind fellow's tone of voice was not 

convincing; the last sentence rang false. The interrogator needed 

only one additional question to be sure: 

"Does he talk readily?" 
"Most of the time he cries." 

The interrogator jumped to his feet. What evasions these were! 

What was the blind fellow trying to sell him! 

"You expect me to believe you, you filthy dog? You expect me 

to believe that this man" -he was gesticulating with the identity 

card in his hand-"this man who was tortured until he fainted and 

who revealed nothing to us, not even his name: you expect me to 

believe that he's sitting there and weeping! I'll have you put through 

the same torture if you don't spit out what he told you!" 

The major had grasped Dimitri by the shoulders and was shak

ing him. 
''You can be sure of one thing: if I don't get results by tomor

row, I cut your trips to the mess hall!" 

The interrogator shouted all this, and Dimitri trembled at each 

new bit of abuse he heard. 
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"Out of my sight! I'll be expecting you tomorrow evening!'' 
The interrogator was extraordinarily incensed. This Vellianis or 

Halaris or whatever-his-name-was had been the second caught from 
the same group. The first had talked; that was how they found the 
house on Acharnai Street-but this second one-? And the matter 
was urgent, most urgent! 

The guard who watched Dimitri as he sat eating near the kit
chen stove felt disturbed each time the half-blind fellow sucked in 
his vegetable soup with a loud noise. This evening the mutilee kept 
staring at the floor. He had cleaned the tables, those left undone by 
the tall prisoner who came earlier, performing his work with extreme 
slowness, as if not wanting to finish it. He seemed more fatigued 
this evening than on previous nights. 

When Dimitri finished, he took his tin can and went to wash 
it. As he passed in front of the cook, he caught sight of a bushel of 
apples. "Pssstl" the cook hissed . while Dimitri was walking past, 
and he held out his hand to give him two choice specimens. Dimitri 
took them and raised his hand to his brow, unconsciously, as though 
waving goodbye. 

Climbing the stairs with the soldier behind him, he reflected 
that if Costas had gone to sleep already, the opening of the door 
would awaken him. He would offer him one of the apples-here was 
his opportunity-and without a doubt the boy would tell him every
thing. Then, tomorrow evening when he returned to the interro
gator-he hesitated at the final step-what happened tonight would 
happen again! He would not be able to say anything. He was in
capable of saying anything. That evening when he left for the 
major's office, he had resolved to tell everything he knew. He was 
going to reveal that the printer's shop was on Lecca Street. Lecca 
Street was a short street; the interrogator would be able to find the 
shop immediately. He had also decided to divulge the name: Capen
ekas. But what had happened? No sooner had he pronounced the 
boy's name and heard the interrogator declare that the identity card 
bore an alias, than a lump rose in his throat and he felt his hands 
turning to ice. It would be better, therefore, if the boy did not speak 
now, better if he did not wake up. Tomorrow evening, how would 
Dimitri hide his new knowledge from. the interrogator? And if he 
did succeed in hiding it, he was the one they would send anew to 
be tortured. 
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Costas was not sleeping. Sunk in a torpor, he half-opened his 

eyes and saw Dimitri's dim image as he entered the cell and lay 

down in the corner. He raised himself up a little when he saw Di

mitri remove the two apples from his pocket and place them on the 

crate. He heard the other's voice reaching his ear in the form of a 

whisper: "Do you want them?" He ate both. His ears ceased to buzz, 

his eyelids were no longer so heavy, and his body felt a little warmer. 
"What about you, aren't you hungry?" he asked. 
Dimitri explained that since he had been in the prison a long 

time they sometimes put him on labor detail in the evenings. He 

cleaned out the guards' mess hall. It was a filthy job, wiping tables 

and mess kits and mopping the floor. This came first; not until after
wards was he given a little to eat. 

"Do you go every night?" 
"Sometimes yes, sometimes no. They don't call the same person 

all the time." 
"And the cook gives you food, and you eat?" 
"He doesn't have an order to; he does it out of charity." 
The boy bowed his head. 
'Tm as hungry now as I was before I joined the Organization," 

he said. "Do you know what hunger I suffered! I used to walk along 

the streets like a drunkard, seeing everything in a haze just as I do 

now. Thank goodness I joined the Organization. You see, we had 

English money, and at first the work wasn't dangerous." 
The boy began to speak unhurriedly, tranquilly, sometimes 

looking upward at the barred window, sometimes at Dimitri, whose 

sight remained riveted on the other's blue eyes. He revealed every
thing: the weapon cache in an automobile shed; the system of dis
tribution; the names of the leaders; streets, meeting places, pass
words. 

"The last one was Arcadi-four." 
Dimitri listened with clenched teeth, his eye blinking each 

time his companion added still another particular. He must re
member all this down to the last insignificant detail and recite it 

the following day as he stood in the half-lighted room. 
"Shut up!" bellowed Dimitri all of a sudden. "Shut up!" he 

shouted again, maniacally. The boy was left aghast, as though he 

had been slapped directly across the mouth. Dimitri shifted the 

crate's position a little, climbed up, and unscrewed the bulb. Then 
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he returned the crate to its place beneath the tiny window and 
shrank into his corner while the boy opposite him, gradually re
covered from his fright. In a short while Dimitri heard him breath
ing regularly. 

The sun had already risen high when the boy awoke and, open· 
ing his eyes, emitted a terrible cry that was heard on the entire 
floor of the prison. Dimitri had hanged himself from the bars of the 
tiny window, using his belt as a noose. The tips of his shoes almost 
touched the floor; the crate had rolled to the right, into the corner 
where Dimitri used to sleep. 

His eyes-both his eyes-were open. Beneath the battered 
cornea, something wet was shining. Perhaps it was a tear. 
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E:VYTHOS 

by Andreas Karkavftsas ( 1866-1922) 

translated by Solon Tsiaperas and Theony Condos 

Andreas Ka:rkavitsas, one of the master short-story writers of modern 
Greece, was born at Lekhena of Elia in 1866, studied medicine, and joining 
the Army, he eventually became its Chief Medical Officer. For political reasons, 
he was imprisoned in Salonica in 1916. He died in 1923 of tuberculosis. His 
outstanding works are The Beggar, a naturalistic novel of great psychological 
and social insight, and Words of the Prow, narratives of the sea drawn from 
Greek nautical life, which show his extraordinary mastery of the riches of 
Greek language and folklore. His descriptive power often achieved epic ~n
deur. This latter work is unquestionably one of the masterpieces of modern 
Greek fiction. 

It was the threshing season, in the month of July, the feast day 
of the Virgin of Kapsodematousa. The wife of the priest had had a 
bad dream during the night, just before daybreak Sunday, and Sun
day's dreams come true by noon. She related it to her husband, poor 
woman, trembling like a leaf. The priest, Father Basil, paid no at
tention to such things. As usual, he said to her, "Be quiet, you with 
your dreams!" 

"How can I be quiet, my priest? I saw it, clear as day-the house 
fell, you were killed, and I was left all alone and desolate. I wan
dered about in the snow, cold and ragged, and I struggled for a 
handful of bread." 

Saying this, the wife of the priest beat her breast and wept. 
Dong-dong, dong-dong! At that moment the throaty voice of 

the bell from the village of Mazi was heard, announcing the hour 
of Sunday mass. 

"Oh, damnation! Those jackals, they even want to go to 
church!" the priest said contemptuously of his parishioners as he 
prepared his farm tools. 

"Go to your mass, my priest. On a day like today it is sinful to 
work," the wife of the priest said, half weeping. 

"Let me be, wife! I have rented the horses for threshing and 
I'm ready today. I would thresh today even if it were Easter. The 
ripe moment is not always at hand. So put some bread in my sack 
and be quiet!'' 

''I'm afraid, my priest. I saw that dream clear as day. The house 
fell and you were killed!" she said. 
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"Look here! Put some bread in my sack and stop bothering me 
before I start cursing!" the priest cut her short rudely. 

His blond beard quivered with anger. She swallowed her tears 
and said no more. She, poor soul, was a good woman. She never 
talked back to her husband. Meantime, the priest got ready. He put 
on his short cassock and a wool cap on his head, tied a rope round 
his waist, hung the sack of food on his shoulder, took his stout walk
ing stick and went off without even saying "Goodbye" to his wife 
who mournfully watched him go. 

Father Basil was from a village of Gastouni in Kelevi, the home 
of Paraskevas, the notorious brigand. In the days before he became 
a priest, Father Basil had, himself, been a ruffian. The villagers used 
to shudder at the sound of his name. He had continually assaulted 
and plundered his victims. He had even kidnapped the woman 
who was now his wife, who had been the daughter of a well-to-do 
family. 

Then, suddenly, he was seized by the desire to become a priest. 
Sensible people considered this rather impossible. "Why not?" he 
would answer, nodding confidently. "In a few days, you will see. 
The fact is that with five hundred drachmas and two pairs of geese 
for the Bishop, his desire was granted. As Father Basil, he was ap
pointed parish priest to four villages-Zogga, Zoulatika, Mazi and 
Retouni. On alternate Sundays he held service in one of these vil
lages. The villagers, who had long been without any priest, were 
so grateful to have even a priest like him that they granted his every 
wish. He was not worthy of such homage. He sneered at gods and 
men. Holy days and work days were all the same to him. 

Now, as he arrived at the threshing floor, he yoked the animals, 
a phalanx of six horses. Then, he tied them to the thresher. The 
sheaves of grain were spread around, ready for the horses' hooves. 
"Giddyup. giddyup, giddyup!" he shouted and cracked the long 
horsewhip in the Sunday morning air. At the sound of his voice, the 
horses stirred lively; one nudged the other and all plunged forward. 
Round and round they went, their hooves tredding the stalks of 
grain. From the rear, he cracked the horsewhip and shouted wildly, 
"Giddyup, giddyup, giddyupl" The threshing floor trembled under 
those hooves and the voice of the priest resounded across the mead
ows. 

The sun climbed to the center of the heavens. What a sun! An 
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egg would have fried in its reflection. Soon the horses were fatigued. 

Sweat made their bodies glisten like mirrors; their nostrils were like 

bellows as they snorted and neighed, trotting round the threshing 

floor. The straw became dust under their hooves; the wheat scat

tered about like sparks of gold. The priest, with horsewhip in hand, 

sometimes ran behind the horses; sometimes he stopped and his 

chest heaved deeply as he tried to catch his breath. His cap fell 

from his head; the wind tossed his thick hair about wildly, and trick

les of sweat dripped from his long shaggy beard. But he kept run

ning and shouting, "Giddyup, giddyup, giddyupl" Whenever he 

saw one of the horses hesitate, he would curse. His blasphemous 

ranting could, as the saying goes, dislodge chandeliers and bring 

them crashing down. 
From their toils, two horses soon collapsed. Ohl Had you seen 

the priest then! He growled like a wolf, he rolled his eyes ferociously 

and stamped the earth. Suddenly, he stretched his arms up to the 

heavens and trembling with rage, he bellowed, "Whether you like 

it or not, Virgin Mary, I shall thresh today and complete the job. 

I'm not a woman intimidated by dreams!" 

The horses that had collapsed, he dragged away from the 

threshing floor. Then, he, himself, took hold of their end of the rope 

and cracking the whip, he began to trot round and round with the 

animals. "Giddyup, giddyup, giddyupl" he kept shouting without 

pause. 
He had not gone round for long when suddenly an ominous 

rumbling filled the air. He wheeled about and saw something in the 

distance that looked like a flock of white sheep. It was rushing to

ward him. The noise grew as the sound of the swelling sea that 

surges in great waves to pound the rocky shore. In a moment, the 

priest realized that it was not sheep; it was water and was roaring 

furiously toward him. It was already engulfing the threshing floor. 

He seized his shovel and desperately began to scoop up the wheat. 

When he saw that the water was swirling in from everywhere, that 

the horses, alarmed, were stampeding to break from their rope, he 

was terrified. 
"God forgive mel" he whispered and fell to his knees. 

But God did not listen to him; the moment at hand was not 

ripe. 
The threshing floor heaved to like a boat at sea; the water was 
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swallowing everything. Only an arm·s length of space remained 
around the priest. But the water seemed to have lost its original 
force. Its roar subsided to a low growl as it moved toward him, 
slowly, inexorably, like the sea of death. Pale, he stared at it, and 
his eyes reddened. Soon the water was touching his feet. He was 
dumbfounded, looking about him, here and there; he lost all hope. 
He kicked the ground, bit his lips, tore his cassock. He tried to re
lease the horses and ride away with them. But they would not let 
him come near. He scrambled desperately upon the thresher; per
haps the water would not reach him there. 

But the water kept rising, rising without a growl, without a 
rustle, with the precise, calculating movements of a poisonous rep
tile. It reached the thresher and swelled higher and higher until 
again it touched the feet of the priest. The horses, crazed with fear, 
were snorting and kicking, struggling and straining to keep their 
heads above water and neighing plaintively toward the meadows 
beyond as if to plead for help. At last they succeeded to break free 
of their rope; they plunged headlong into the depths and emerged 
farther off and galloped away, leaving the priest alone and wretch
ed. 

Slowly, the water moved up to his waist, then to his chest, then 
to his shoulders. He watched, his eyes full of yearning, the distant 
meadows where there was no water. He saw the green fields, the 
cloudless sky, the peaceful mountains. He heard the flocks of sheep 
returning to their fold, the fluting of the shepherd, the barking of the 
dogs, and human laughter, and human voices-all the sounds of life, 
of joy-he could hear them all. The birds, fluttering to their nests, 
passed chirping over his head. 

Dong-dong, dong-dong, dong-dong, dong! The bell of Mazi 
could be heard across the meadows, announcing the vespers. The 
priest listened and his hair stood on end. The bell sounded to him 
like a tolling, the tolling for his funeral. 

He was not long in pain. The water covered his mouth and then 
closed his eyes. A last wave came roaring and struck him down from 
the thresher. The straw and the wheat spreading round were like a 
shroud above the priest's watery grave. 

Thus the breath of his sinful soul was snuffed out. I do not have 
pity for the priest, but rather for his poor wife. On that day, the 
house fell, the goats died, and she lost her wits. For a long time 
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afterward, she struggled on alone; finally, she found a patch of earth 

and there she laid her suffering body to rest. 
Each year, on the feast day of the Virgin of Kapsodematousa, 

in the month of July, there at that place where the priest drowned, 

the neighing and trampling of hooves is heard and the voice of the 

priest growls without pause, "Giddyup, giddyup, giddyup, gid

dyupl" 

l:;olon Tsiaperas: Comparative Literature, University of California, River
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Eastern Orthodox iconography devel
oped with theology and became the 
means of artistic expression of theological 
thought. Thus, speech, letters and icon 
became instrumental in conveying the 
Orthodox experience and ethos. Engaf
stiki is an art within the iconography of 
the Christian East in which the iconog
rapher mixes his color with hot, liquid 
wax before applying it to his panel. Be
cause of the peculiar conditions which 
this hot wax poses, the method is a severe 
test of the artist's skill and personal pas
sion. He must work and apply his color 
in swift, precise strokes. At that moment, 
he is giving the whole and best of himself 
through the movements of his paint-brush. 
The icon, then, becomes engafstiki - the 
the result of an unrehearsed depicting of 
what is most burning and essential, worthy 
of being committed to time thereafter. 

This is what Tsiropoulos, a reputable 
man of letters in Greece, is doing. He goes 
through the calendar of the Orthodox 
Church - the literature, the ceremony, the 
tradition, the experiences, the meaning, 
the whole life of each special day - and 
at the peak of exaltation, from the depths 
of contemplation, he strikes his word. 
None of his seventy-nine units is longer 
than seventeen verses; many are but one 
or two words; all are swift, precise, crisp 
renderings. 

The calendar in its purpose and content, 
as well as in its specific manifestations, has 
supplied Tsiropoulos with a unique theme: 

"Trembles the indifferent time 
grafted by the divine" 

he writes in his epilogue, a conclusion of 
what he was anticipating from the be-

ginning and which he strikes in his "Be
ginning of the Calendar": 

"A heart-rending death we are 
weaving and resurrection" 

For Tsiropoulos, time becomes a vein 
of life with the interference of the divine, 
its presence is experienced in the com
memoration of unique events pertinent to 
the divine revelation and incarnation, and 
attested in the lives of saints. The Calen
dar is not a religious or cultural invention; 
it is, even more, the record of this "graft
ing" by the divine. It is also a test of man 
in holiness, through the remembrance of 
the struggles and the spiritual victories of 
holy persons. The reader of Tsiropoulos' 
Engafstiki must see, at least once, the 
sixth century engafstiki of "Pantocrator" 
at Saint Catherine's monastery in Mount 
Sinai - a specimen of beauty, motion and 
expression - and must, at least once, live 
through the ecclesiastical calendar of the 
Orthodox Church, to be able to follow 
what Tsiropoulos is talking about: 

"Strike the soil 
that chokes your voice" 

(Nineteenth Sunday) 

"The tooth of time 
touches on the bone of soul" 

(Day of ]ames, Brother of God) 

"The deeper you delve your fingers 
into the wound of darkness 
the deeper you meet 
the wound of God" 

(Before Christmas) 

"There opens in a rush the road 
from the Icon 
to the Likeness" 

(Day of Gregory of Nyssa). 
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Tsiropoulos is known in Greece more 
as the lawyer-theologian-thinker-essayist, 
than as a poet. This is only his second col
lection of verses after his Andmessa stis 
Nikhtes (In the Midst of Night). He is a 
thinker and writer preoccupied, primarily, 
by a metaphysical quest. The cultural and 
natural climate of Greece, along with the 
atmosphere of the Orthodox theology, cre
ate the best conditions for delving into 
such experiments with "encaustic" poetry 
(a free-verse expressionism matching the 
Byzantine icon), in which Tsiropoulos 
seems to be developing a special skill. 

Daniel J, Sahas 
University of Waterloo, Ontario 

N. D. Karouzos, Lefkoplastis ghia Mikres 
ke Meghales Antinomies. Athina, 1971. 
48 pages. 

More than ten years ago I first read, 
with a special interest, the verses of N. 
Karouzos, a volume with the unassuming 
title Piimata (Poems), which includes the 
best of the poet's work from the years 
before 1961. Since then, my high esteem 
of Karouzos' poetry has been strengthened 
by his newer books: The Doe of Stars 
(1962), The Sleeping Bag (1964), L(l,.. 
mentations ( 1969), and the present pub
lication, Band-Aid for Small and Great 
Antinomies. Karouzos' work has won 
awards and has been acclaimed by critics 
and reviewers. 

There is, probably, hardly any Greek 
poet of the generation of Karouzos, who 
lives his art so fully or so intensely as he 
does. In such a context poetry becomes 
a double-edged knife; it works as a bless
ing, a vehicle of rescue from the little 
feelings and ambitions pestering the every
day man, but it also operates as a painful 
reminder of the tragic core of life. Karou
zos' verses show that he is aware of 
tension between these opposites. Unlike 
another poete maudit, Baudelaire, who 
opposed his refined sarcasm to the de
light of his pure aestheticism, Karouzos 
sublimates his gentle and deep · kaimos 
( the term expressing the special kind of 
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sorrow for the frailty and transience of 
life, which we find in both the ancient 
and the modem Greeks), by a mystical 
communion with the divine as expressed 
in nature and in the heart of man. This 
makes Karouzos a religious poet in the 
broadest sense of the word. His lyricism 
is animated by the feeling of that freedom 
of which he speaks in the first poem of the 
book: 

Unbarred and without infinity 
without eternity 
without its opposite 
unborn and foreign to death 
freedom shines in the recesses 

of the heart. 

Themes recur: dream and reality, the 
fatality of nature and man against their 
inherent freedom, time the healer and 
time the oppressor ("I always feel time 
on my shoulder-blade"), the limitations 
of poetry ("I wrote poems, in other words, 
I collaborated with zero," or "I think that 
a good scratching ... relieves better than 
poetry"; cf. also the title of the present 
book and the title The Sleeping Bag), the 
vision of the tragic element in life - "the 
dark side of the light," as Seferis would 
say; "The black has annexed me," the 
sense of cosmic unity which, though as 
old as man's consciousness of the world 
as an indivisible whole, is expressed in 
fresh and splendid terms: 

When you torture right now a 
butterfly you don't see it 

but later civilization will suffer 
somewhere. 

When the trees in the garden 
knit the summer breeze 
the man who divides wounds me. 

So the poet advises a hypothetical 
monk, his other self, "to grow old like an 
infant," and he prefers silence to the abuse 
of language by which man buys "half
price" the respect of others. 

On the whole, Karouzos' poetry is lofty 
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without being in any sense old-fashioned 
or superficially rhetorical. Some will ac
cept it on first sight and continue cherish
ing it, while others will be tempted to put 
it aside as too esoteric. It cannot be 
rationalized, for it is essentially apocalyp
tic. It needs a lot of pondering here and 
there, and the austere critic, "the devil's 
advocate," can find shortcomings in the 
twists and turns which its expression takes, 
but if he accepts that freshness of senti
ment combined with depth of vision un
derlie all great poetry, he must think of 
Karouzos as a great poet; for his verses 
have both of the above elements, often in 
complete harmony with each other. 

George Thaniel, 
University College, 
University of Toronto 

Takis Papatsonis, Friedrich Holderlin 
1770, 1843, 1970: Engomio, Tris Imni, 
Tria Skholia. Athina. Ikaros. 1970, 124 
pages. 

The enthusiastic interest of the Greeks 
in Holderlin is certainly not unjustified. 
Apart from being a great poet, Holderlin 
was also a great "Greek" - "Hellenikos." 
At least three outstanding Greek poets 
that I know of, Demetrios Kapetanakis in 
1938, Panayiotis Kanellopoulos in 1941, 
and Aris Dhiktaios through the forties, 
wrote significant studies on and made 
translations of some of Holderlin's out
standing poems; he influenced Kostis 
Palamas and others even earlier. 

As for Papatsonis, his interest in Holder
lin started during the forties when he first 
tried "paraphrases" of Menons Klagen um 
Diotima, Brot und W ein, and Pa,tmos in 
its three versions. Reconsidering those 
paraphrases after twenty-five years, he 
found them still satisfying, not so, how
ever, the commentaries he wrote for them; 
for they superficially viewed Holderlin ex
clusively as a "fervent and pure wor
shiper of Greece of all times." But Holder
lin's Greece was, in fact, a vision starting 
in remote times and ending with the clas
sical blossoming, reaching its peak in the 
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Socratic and Platonic times. On the whole, 
the Greek vision was the preparation for 
a new Germanism. There was also a final 
attachment to Christianity, mixed with 
several Greek mythical elements and fig
ures. 

Papatsonis was helped to this discovery 
and deeper understanding of Holderlin 
mostly by Heidegger's Erliiuterungen zu 
Holderlins Dichtung, and his aim in the 
present volume, besides offering an in
spired tribute to the great German lyri
cist, is to offer the Greek readers his "para
phrases" of the above-mentioned three 
poems, with ample interpretive commen
taries. 

Only a genuine affinity would enable a 
translator to be so emotionally, so breath
takingly faithful to his original in both its 
spirit and its technique. These "para
phrases" reveal how close to each other 
are the intellectual personalities and the 
arts of the two poets. Holderlin's poetry 
lends itself successfully to the peculiar, 
rather unorthodox mixture of Papatsonis's 
idiom, ranging from the demotic to the 
Biblical purist, a mixture we usually find 
in his own verse. The interpretive intro
ductions, apart from being highly percep
tive results of reading in depth, are also 
stylistically exemplary as they draw a 
parallel and a contrast between Holder
lin's and Neitzche's Greekness, discuss the 
peculiar nature of Holderlin' s romanti
cism, and declare him a liturgical, mysti
cal poet. 

Extraordinarily familiar with his Greek 
culture and with the traditional Catholic
Byzantine faith, Papatsonis is equally ex
cited by his Greek and Christian dis
coveries in Holderlin. His analysis of the 
pre-Socratic M enons Klagen um Diotima 
and the Dionysiac Brot und Wein are as 
inspired and inspiring as that of the Chris
tian and apocalyptic "Patmos." As char
acteristic phases of Holderlin's develop
ment, the first poem elevates personal 
suffering to an objective, Platonic level, 
a message of immortality through love, by 
a transformation of romanticism into 
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Orphism; the second poem, omcular, 
Bacchic, Sibyllic, created in "mania," 
makes man a living particle of the astral 
universe, with a divine breath upon him. 
Christ, too, is absorbed into the other cos
mogonic myths, the worlds of the Mother 
Night. The wine and bread of the Diony
siac cult become the elements of the Chris
tian Eucharist. 

The third poem, Patmos, according to 
Papatsonis, was mostly misinterpreted by 
its Greek-minded readers who overlooked 
its Christian references, symbolism and 
mysticism. In this Song of Ecstasy and 
Adoration of Christ, Greek imagery, es
pecially in the third draft, is positively out-
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balanced by the spirit and imagery of the 
New Testament. True, the poet does not 
approach Christ together with the "hum
ble" ones, but "all by himself, fully armed, 
shining, dazzled and dazzling, like a soul 
attracted by the fountainhead of Light." 
He approaches Him as the very last and 
greatest of the great gods, a superior 
Spring of plastic as well as spiritual beauty. 
Patmos is "the first and only poem of 
Holderlin which goes beyond Greece." In 
it the old worships are turned into offer
ings upon Christ's altar. 

Andonis Decavalles 
Fairleigh Dickinson University 
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