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IN MEMORIAM 

With much sadness for the recent death of two outstanding 
luminaries of modern Greek poetry, Takis Papatsonis and 
George Themelis, we dedicate this issue to their precious mem
ory. Until shortly before the death of Papatsonis, the editors of 
THE CHARIOTEER who were in touch with him, were gratified by 
his encouragement, appreciation and suggestions in their prep
aration of this issue of the English translation of his URSA 

MINOR. This poem is perhaps his most widely known and 
most seminal poetic accomplishment. Inspired by and written 
in the years of his country's Nazi Occupation, it affirms man's 
power to transcend his experience. · First published in 1944 
URSA MINOR gained immediate recognition, high praise and 
wide popularity among poetry lovers, as an epoch-making 
work. 

Already feeling weakened, he expressed, in his letters to us, 
his strong wish, expectation, and impatience to see this issue 
printed. But fate had ordered things differently. He died in 
Athens on the 26th of July, 1976, at the age of 81, shortly after 
the publication of 0 TETRAPERATOS KOSMOS, Vol. II, a book of 
essays that is a long and loving tribute to Edgar Allan Poe 
alid his poems "Tamerlane," "AI Aaraaf," and ''Ulalume.'' 
Papatsonis thus ended a career full of creative and distinguished 
achievement. 

In his death, modern Greek poetry suffers a considerable 
loss, equal to that suffered, shortly before, in the death of 
George Themelis, the dean of the Thessaloniki poets. Each in 
his characteristically individual manner, distinguished himself 
as a poet concerned with the soul and the spiritual problems of 
man trying to rediscover his way to God. In their learned and 
wideranging creativity, they both drew abundant inspiration 
from Greek life and tradition, the Holy Scripts, and the cultural 
wealth of the Byzantine Apostolic Church. 

Their memory will stay alive with us, and their word will 
continue to inspire. 

THE EDITORS 



EDITORIAL 

The sources of a work of art are an unending puzzle. Whether 
the work springs from what is unique in the artist's nature or re
flects the temper of the world in which he happens to live, the 
inquiry leads to considerations that are vital to our humanity. Can 
the artist work apart from the world and draw exclusively on his 
own innate resources or must they, however abundant, be recurring
ly replenished by the wealth of collective experience around him? 
Can art be born in a cultural desert or must it be nourished, if even 
obliquely, in a rich cultural soil? 

This question, which plagues the artist in a newly-founded 
society-Australian or African or whatever-has been acute in 
America more than almost anywhere else, especially during the 
past hundred years when the Old World's condescension toward 
the New was more keenly felt than it is today. The traditional 
criticism at home and abroad of American art has been that it lacks 
national identity. This ingredient has been said to be missing from 
American art because it is not rooted in an ancient national mem
ory, a tumultuous political history, or a complex literary heritage. 
Only from such collective experience, from a long cultural history, 
can the wellsprings of great art be released; without such experi
ence, even if they ever surge to the surface, they eventually dry up. 

Almost every American artist, late or soon in his career, has had 
to answer this question for himself. At one time or another, he has 
been a pilgrim, of varying passions, to Europe; or he has taken up 
residence, sometimes permanent, in a European capital, in London 
or Rome, or most frequently in Paris-where all good Americans 
have been said to go when they die. 

In American literature, the case of Nathaniel Hawthorne, 
though it is more than a century old, still seems the most illustra
tive. During his life in New England, where he was born and bred 
a Puritan, he was painfully aware of the need to be in a less paro
chial, more culturally advanced environment. In his Preface, 
judging America, he wrote, "No author, without a trial, can con
ceive of the difficulty of writing a romance about a country where 
there is no shadow, no antiquity, no mystery, no picturesque and 
gloomy wrong, nor anything but a commonplace prosperity, in 
broad and simple daylight, as is happily the case in my dear native 
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land." In Rome, departing from the provincialities of his master
piece, The Scarlet Letter, he broadened the scope of his art; when 
he relied on his newly-acquired European experiences, he suffered 
fatal reverses. His Puritan temperament, essentially Nordic, was 
always at odds with the stinginess of his New England background, 
its denial of the senses, its withered passions; but when he sought 
relief in the civilization of the South, its sensuous appeal created 
sharper conflicts. He tried to resolve them by introducing pagan 
elements in his work, but his sensibilities were not robust enough 
to absorb or even withstand, let alone master the impact of the 
classical world. The failure of his most ambitious novel, The 
Marble Faun, is brilliant, but nonetheless a failure. The cup of life 
he had always longed for was finally offered by Mediterrat1ean 
experience; he drank deeply and was never the same afterward
who, if ever, is ?-but for him it was too heady a brew. It came too 
late; he had starved for it too long. 

It is of midgets against magpies-the struggle of the American 
artist against cultural deprivation-when compared to the condi
tion of the Modern Greek artist. For him, the reverse is true. In
stead of suffering from a lack of cultural background, he must 
labor under a surfeit of collective experience. If he were to express 
his plight, his lament would be the opposite of Hawthorne's, not 
against a barren cultural landscape where there is nothing for the 
eye of the body or the mind to see, but against a profusion of his
toric vistas, each more dramatic than the one before, all jostling 
for his attention, overwhelmingly crowded with pageantries of 
human strife and triumphs and defeats, a clamorous confusion 
of ideological dreams and ironic realities. 

No author-the Modern Greek writer might well say-without 
a trial, can conceive of the difficulty of writing a romance about a 
country where myriad shadows dapple the sun-drenched air, where 
antiquity stretches back into primordial mists of time, where mys
tery assumes countless disguises, where every stone and twig or 
clod of earth can speak of picturesque and gloomy wrongs, where 
prosperity has been rare, and where the broad and simple daylight 
beguiles the observer into a waking dream, as is, alas, the case in my 
native land. 

The agon of the Modern Greek artist is intensified by a further 
fact. The torrential streams of history, of human misery and glory 
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and joy, that have ripped for thousands of years through his native 
land, are also in his blood. He must face the terrible contrasts be
tween his identity as a free man, inherited from the distant past of 
the classical world, and as the subjugated servant, imposed during 
the nearer past by the Turkish invaders. He must reconcile, too, 
the cross-currents of the major modes of Greek experience, the 
pagan and the Byzantine, each of which continues to sway him, 
now in one direction, now in another; and each, at times, sets treach
erous traps for the other. Neither in his soul nor in the contem
porary scene around him will these modes ever fuse. While co
existence is the only path to peace between them, the tensions of 
their rivalry always play upon his nerves. 

Because his genre lacks tradition in the Greek experience, the 
Modern Greek novelist suffers most from the multitude of cultural 
patterns in his native land. The Modern Greek novel has yet to 
find itself. Whether there ever will be a Great Modern Greek 
Novel, as in America critics have looked for the Great American 
Novel, remains to be seen. Until a solid Modern Greek criticism 
is established, the novelist in Greece will continue to wander in the 
cultural maze or should we say flounder in the recurrent inunda
tions of political strife. 

The Modern Greek poet is on quite another plane. Wherever 
he looks in the cultural history of Greece, a poetic tradition pre
vails. While he, too, must suffer the tensions of an over-abundant 
heritage torn by irreconcilable conflicts, the craft of the poet is still, 
quite literally, the safest vessel to be freighted with whatever he 
has to say. 

Few Modern Greek poems exemplify so well as Ursa Minor
even as they strain under it-the heritage of a long cultural past 
which is at once the delight and the affliction of the Modern Greek. 
This great work of Takis Papatsonis comes directly from the Greek 
soil and the Greek soul. The pungence of Greek experience
Ancient and Byzantine-is in every line of Ursa Minor. 

While these two modes weave throughout the poem's intricate 
fabric, the work imparts the supreme lesson of the Greek tradition 
which is rooted in poetry and comes down to us from Homer as 
from Sappho and Cavafy and countless other distinguished practi
tioners of the poet's craft. No matter how complex his material or 
how profoundly philosophical his purpose, the poet, they tell us, 



8 THE CHARIOTEER 

must never lose sight of man as a child of time. He is a child of the 
history of his race, but he is, even more, a child of the moment. 
The problem of the poet is to express this double existence in time. 
His best course is to trust his senses and to communicate the historic 
and the ephemeral through the sensuous immediacy of his images. 
Through such immediacy, man retains the integrity of his soul, re
gardless of the circumstances, however ferocious, that aim to de
stroy him. 

Thus, Papatsonis reveals the essence of his Greek character and 
overcomes the chaotic onslaught of collective experience. To illu
minate abstract thoughts and unite many paradoxes, he selects from 
nature an object that appeals to our senses and in presenting it 
never isolates it from its natural context or from the qualities that 
identify its appeal among other natural objects. So-like the apple 
that Sappho described on the tree, forever unforgettable, forever 
unplucked at the topmost branch-the carnations of Ursa Minor, 
for instance, carry the ineffable sweetness and sadness of the poet's 
meaning, but they never lose their natural color or petals, or their 
fragrant "breath behind the rails I in the garden's midnight damp
ness I with its midnight scents .... " 

Tracing the writhing significance of the carnations in his aware
ness, the poet, torn between logic and emotion, analysis and desire, 
weaves in and out of kaleidoscopic memories. In one breath, he 
writes, "that's why you too stay a red icon I wreathed in your many 
carnations I immobile eminent but ready I my beloved Erinys I 
the bloodstained." The icon of Byzantine worship and the Erinys 
of pagan dread, apply with equal casualty to the sensuous image 
of the carnations. 

When this yardstick of sensuous immediacy is put to Shake
speare's famous image of the lark in Sonnet 29: 

"Haply I think on thee, and then my state, 
Like to the lark at break of day arising 
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven's gate .... " 

the immediacy of listening and seeing the dawn bird, without any 
secondary thoughts about the sensation, demonstrates how close 
Shakespeare was to the Greek tradition. Against the monsters in 
human form who ruled the Renaissance world, that tradition 
guided him and determined the tone of that gloriously human voice 
which continues to speak to us in his name. 
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If we glance at the poet who epitomizes contemporary Western 
man, T. S. Eliot, by the same yardstick, is nowhere near the Greek 
tradition but is succumbing to forces that militate against his hu
manity. In the famous image from The Lovesong of f. Alfred 
Prufrock, " ... the evening is spread out against the sky/ Like a 
patient etherized upon a table .... " The comparison does too 
much violence to the immediacy of sensation in the word evening; 
as a surgeon's patient, it is removed too far from itself and so re
moves us from the spontaneity of natural experience, of our human 
nature. 

Concern for the immediacy of sensation as the means whereby 
the poet expresses the two kinds of time in which we live, the per
sonal and the collective, the momentary and the historic, may seem 
tangential to the pace each of us lives, by from day to day and each 
day's quiet need. Yet, only as the poet by the precision of the word 
and the image retains the spontaneity of sensory experience and 
delineates man as a child of time, does art fulfill its deepest pur
pose. The necessity for sensuous detail, spontaneously experienced 
and set forth in natural spontaneity, was never more pressing in 
human history. The forces of mass technology (which were over
taking T. S. Eliot) , the intelligence-amplifications systems that 
loom in the study of Lekakis' art, are fast mobilizing not only to 
invalidate man's response to sensuous experience but also to eradi
cate his very power to respond. His humanity is diminished when 
he loses his capacity to react to the appeal of a moment revealed to 
his senses, an appeal to be gathered up and savored again and again 
in his memory; he thereby also loses the most important means of 
linking himself to the past and to the future of his fellow-human 
beings. 

Sensory experience shared from one hand to the next, from one 
generation, one age, to generations and ages that folllow, however 
ephemeral the sensuous moment may seem, is still man's best 
weapon, as it always has been, against anonymity and dehumaniza
tion. Art most thrives and most exercises its vast humanizing pow
e.rs when it records such moments, facilitates their mintage in the 
human consciousness and their exchange across the boundaries of 
nations and of centuries. 

DESPOINA SPANOS !KARIS 

for Parnassos and the Staff of The Charioteer 



THE POETRY OF TAKIS PAPATSONIS 

A Note on Ursa Minor 
BY KosTAS MYRSIADES 

Most students of Modern Greek literature are not familiar 
with the poetry of Takis Papatsonis; the significance of his work, 
especially of his masterpiece Ursa Minor, is recognized by many 
Greek scholars. Kleon Paraschos, Kostas Steryiopoulos, George 
Savides, Kimon Friar, and others have praised Ursa Minor 
and have compared its beauty and complexity to such qualities in 
the Mythistorema of George Seferis. To Steryiopoulos, the poem 
is "a national and simultaneously a universal hallucination; a vision 
of hope that the strength of evil will turn and that love will in the 
end reign."1 Papatsonis himself has noted that Ursa Minor, writ
ten during the cruel years of an enemy occupation of his country, is 
"a critical point in the whole of my poetical ambition."• 

The eight sections of this work were first published in 1944, 
ten years after Papatsonis' first book of petry, and were included 
in a 1962 edition of his work Ekloge A (Selection I). The eight 
parts of Ursa Minor-a dedication and seven poems (like the seven 
stars of the constellation) -are essentially mystical and are based 
on the myth of Kallisto and the journey of the soul toward hope 
and love. This long poem reflects and comments on the female 
guide and recalls the journey of the soul in Dante's Commedia, a 
work which Papatsonis has admired and studied throughout his 
career. 

Expressing the despair and terror of the war years in Greece, 
the poem dramatizes the importance of spiritual resistance to the 
Nazi occupation. Just as the star at the tip of the constellation of 
Ursa Minor (Kallis to's constellation) gives hope to wandering 
seamen, so Christianity gives hope to the individual who is be
wildered by the agony of life. This hope is offered through the 
transformation of the multi-form Kallisto whose image unites the 
pagan with the Christian world and is alternatingly symbolic of 
Aphrodite, Artemis, the three Fates, of Beatrice and the Virgin 
Mary, and even of Christ. 

Papatsonis' style is often obscure and impenetra:ble; for he re
lies on what he has described as a peculiar combination of "neo-
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Christianism" and a mysticism akin to surrealism.s His images, 
often highly personal, even idiosyncratic, are, like Ezra Pound's, 
self-conscious and difficult to decipher. Papatsonis believes that 
beauty lives in the transformation of myth and symbol into philoso
phy; this belief helps to explain the prose-like flow of his work 
and his reliance on ''faith and vision" as poetic determinants.' His 
poetry is always rich in imagery and subtle ambiguities. These 
qualities in Ursa Minor, his most mature and deeply felt work, 
burst into a flood of strangely familiar wonders. 



URSA MINOR 

BY TAKIS PAPATSONIS 

translated by Kostas Myrsiades 

DEDICATION 
A Fearless Woman Dressed in Many Carnations 

for Andreas Kambas 

When carnations bloom 
when at last the saw 
frays the edges of their leaves then truly 
we stretched our chests 
and drank in their longing 

it would have been wiser for us however 
if we had not taken 
such a drink this year 

we did not reach extremes 
that is true 
for we were ordered 
by an inborn prudence 
our age we thought 
is excited only 
by the inciters of our childhood memory 
this is obvious 
it was not as it turned out however 
an error of age 
memorable is our spring happiness 
memorable the resurrection and the spring tomb-like 

for beside their decorative graces 
they possessed the gift of fire 
their flame-red lips brusque Pentecostalisms 
purple crimson scarlet 
rosy passionate and speckled 

12 



Ursa Minor 

ΑΦΙΕΡΩΣΗ 

ΘΑΡΡΑΛΕΑ ΓΥΝΑΙΚΑ 
ΣΤΟΛΙΣΜΕΝΗ ΜΕ ΠΟΛΛΑ 

ΓΑΡΥΦΑΛΑ 

Στον Άντρέα Καμπα 

Τότε ποu τό: yο:ρύφαλα πολυχρωμοΟν 

οταν πιό: τό πριόνι 

ξεφτάει τlς Ο:κριες των φύλλων τους yιό: τό: καλό: 
φουσκώσαμε τό: στέρνα μας · 
κι· ηπιαμε τόν καημό τους 

καλό: θό: κάναμε ομως. 

δ:ν έφέτος δέν τό πίναμε 

τέτοιο πιοτό 

δέ φθάσαμε σέ ό:κρότητες 

αύτό είναι ό:λήθεια 

yιατl μας ε~αλε σέ τάξη 

μιό:ν εμφυτή μας περισυλλοyη 
ή ήλικία μας, σκεφθήκαμε 

διεγείρεται μ0νάχα πιό: 
είναι όλοφάνερο, 

με τοuς μοχλοuς της παιδικης μας μνήμης 
δέν tjταν δμως, καθως ό:ποδείχτη; 

τό φταίξιμο της ήλικίας 

μνημειακη ή χαρά μας ή ό:νοιξιάτικη 

μνημειακό τό ό:νασήκωμα κι· έντάφιο τό εαρ 

13 
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all frayed ends of a single sun 
once negroid most secure 

THE CHARIOTEER 

at the outset of summer and are now transplanted 
to a subject immediately attic 
you pluck them cut as a new vision 
equally-numbered wounds either alive or faded 
mournful calm or agitated 
their suffering always enclosed in the cup 
in multiple curves and arcs 
in bends and painful trajectories 

a remnant sheet 
when our heart's friend was buried 
a shroud in which 
the listless body was wrapped 
a cloud of myrrh expanding 
its dissatisfied breath wandering 
the secluded white carnations forgotten 
in our bouquet we reaped only the pain 
having selected the most mournful active 
thoughts of multiple wounds in detachment 
we dipped in the cup's water 
as if they were to grow unwithering and to remain 

"oh how terrible the wounds 
when rent from the body" 

where are they di5carded now 
where might they be decomposing 
the sad downtrodden bodies 
that lost their wounds 
but gained the root and earth 
of their arduous ancient source 

you have the courage to dress 
in carnations and I admire you 
not because you are so beaatiful 
so refreshing not that they so become you 
but for packing our wounds 
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you grow the icon of a newly martyred legion 
of whatever would dissolve in moist forgetfulness 
of whatever would evaporate to the five winds 
the unjust pains the hushed screams 
the aimless sacrifices with no receiver 
honors without laurel and without a head 
secret fears the lone with the lonely 
the pitiless darkness 
cowardice's sorrowful giddiness 
with the wretched final moment 
the steel that whitens the dawn of day 
the tuft of smoke the carnation 
which first blooms in the black rifle's barrel 
to burst forth whole in their hearts 
and to glare up again 
in their mouths a deep foam 
at some violent moment 
thanks to you they have now found their icon 
their glory and their worship 
their refuge 
found at least a gaudy requiem 
in their own reddening 

I admire you for this 
you bleed willingly 
under a grave burden and you grieve 
to show me how the times disjoined 
from that notion we called beauty 
and the other we called love 
and the third the best 
which it seems was mirth 
they are being severed now 
not any longer just the flowers' petals 
but men themselves 
that once inhabited the gardens 
now the red flowers gush forth 
as at one wild time in the past 
from round divided necks 
instead of from the aromatic shrubs 

15 
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and each breath behind the rails 
in the garden's midnight dampness 
with its midnight scents 
the mild warm fever blown to me 
is exaltation of a single perfect 
blood clot thickened in the darkness 
a clot which does not come alone 

0 all of its dreadful escort 
the blood's companion 
gasps out horrors groans and solitude 

for this the courtyard's slates 
with petals shed 
and frolicking in the wind's impetus 
are peppered also by other petals 
not at all dance-like or fleeting 
withered violet stains rooted 
chromatically for ever to become 
too bitter slates for memory 
for this the spring stars 
and the whole bulging moon 
for many years now look like 
dangling drops of heavenly tears 

that's why the sharpness of our. vision 
has dulled so greatly 

that's why you too stay a red icon 
wreathed in your many carnations 
immobile eminent but ready 
my beloved Erinys 
the bloodstained. 

THE CHARIOTEER 

The waywardness of desire unsettles an innocent mind. 
Wisdom of Solomon, 4.7 
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Thought and affliction, passion, hell itself 
(Ophelia) turns to favour and to prettiness. 

Shakespeare, Hamlet 

I am puzzled in a question about hell: 
He says, in hell there's one material fire 
And yet it shall not burn all men alike. 

John Webster, The Duchess of Malfi 

I. THE QUARRY 

How foolish we were in the time 
of man's uncertain cowardice 
to ascribe to emblems 
our extreme desires 
as we shaped them 
in the isolation of our dreams 
as we created them in our processionals 
and by the sea 

we enriched them where possible 
indeed we bound them with the living 
icons of our experience 
and lifeless immaterial as they were 
we clothed them with a tangible 
essence but they continued so to be 
only parables and what they symbolized was arid 
sterile desires 
we set them far off 
pursuing them in barren hunts 
we endured life 

nor did these holidays occur 
without ornaments and dressings 
next to the main heroes 
our sportive hunting dogs 
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pure-bred beautiful lines 
magical movements and the horses 
much more admirable majestic 
and the environ 
whether forested mountainous or aquatic 
each time varying in its manner 
the appropriate seasons shifting 
recurring in their own delight 
that we might reside in the lingering 
fantasticism of elevated actuality 
with at times the fleeting 
vision of the quarry 
many-braided horns 
tight eyes dimly lit 
large and fashioned in 
a wooden lustrous matter 
astounded but unfearing 
regarding us a moment 
then extinguishing 
dissolving 
in confusion within 
thick strands 
dusters 
and shadows 

how can I acknowledge 
such life as complete 
which sufficed us then 
the time of our mythical inertia 

until you trumpeted 
your awakening triumph 
as our end and resurrection 

until you reversed 
our life and its concepts 
until that is you infused us 
with the spirit of life and prudence 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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you taught us that what we lived 
was life in name only 

at last you came 
the flaming presence 
the tangible star 
the chalice's wine 
not icon symbol or cloud 
but more beautiful than icons 
than symbols more instructive 
more refreshing mystical 
and showery than the clouds 

you who know neither decay 
nor decoloration 
but stand in our midst 
in bones and flesh 
vaulting multihued and smiling 
aborting with no hate 
but without hollow sympathy 
all that lay suspended 
our dreams' accomplices 
the varied shaped tools 
of our unending hunt 

bounding multicolored 
happy and cunning 
a quarry at last 
accessible to our touch 
domesticated tiger 
a leopard also 
lioness 
to declare the struggle 
body to body 
to wake us 
yield us courage 
to enlighten us 
grant us "wide-open gates" 
not "closed ones" 

19 
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far from our thousand fears 
summon to us on the opposite 
wide open space 
not peace but the rallying-cry 
of come and fight 
let us see who wins 

the victor will expect to gain 
neither fleece nor squalls 
neither sailor's storms 
nor the ash-colored demons 
of Pan-Caucasia who distribute 
their meager fires 
on torches that consume 
among the mourning of the nereids 
let only the writhing and all-living 
prey be given him 
the invulnerable 
enraged by the struggle 
she emerges for him as a foamy sea 
with a garden and a star-filled 
night sky all our heart's longing 
all our love's triumph 
the incarnation at last 
of what we called for many centuries 
symbolic dream our cloud 
now it came 
the long awaited downpour 
after the thunder 
a companion and a blessing 
in the midst of a war 
proud and renowned. 
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II. FAITH AND HOPE 

Whatever the fiery sun forged for you with abundant skill 
in the length of a carefree day far from us 
whatever the sea-day wrought 
in its ethereal workshop 
whatever itinerant the unsullied harsh sky's reflections 
had impressed upon you 
whatever the pine's caress had lavished on you 
whatever the strong obstinate noon sea-breeze 
had conjured as a greeting of our passivity 
all those tremulous hours spent unused 
providing to assist your invicible hours 
evening still came with its own honey tones 
with its own crispness and flux 
the first indistinguishable star approached 
pride of Arcturus nose of the celestial paper-kite 
and bore everything to us unsparingly 
all that suffering the lingering hours 
the crippled times had slowly spun what 
absence lack privation had pictured black 
how at once everything dissolved in your half-darkened 
half-latent and evening entrance 
as you arrived with so many gifts 

a twig of flowered thyme 
was formerly a monumental expectatiton 
and now it becomes 
largely an object of the sea 
which sprinkles us with the shoreline's dew 
and its pale hue exhumed it 
from sandy shores 

evening came 0 maid 
and hurled you straight at us 
laden with each day's offerings 
and all that such a memorable 
day had accomplished for you 
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Β'. ΠΙΣΤΗ ΚΙ' ΕΛΠΙΔΑ 

'Ό,τι με τέχνη 1tερισσi] σοϋ έρyάστηκε ό λαϋρος 'flλιος 
στο μάκρος μιας ξέyνιαστης ήμέρας μακριά μας 
ο,τι στο άνάερό της έρyαστήρι 
είχε ή θαλασσινi] ήμέρα κατορθώσει 
ο,τι οί άνταύyειες τοσ άκηλίδωτου σκληροϋ οuρανοσ 
είχαν σφραγίσει ά'Πάνω σου 'Πλανητικό 
ο,τι ή θω'Ιtεία τοϋ 'Πεύκου σοσ είχεν έ'Ιtιδαψιλεύσει 
ο,τι ό μ'Πάτης δυνατός 'Πεισματάρης μεσημεριάτικος 
σούχε μηνύσει χαιρετισμό τfjς 'Ιtαθητικfjς μας 61toμovfjς 
ολες τις τρέμουσες ώρες 'ΠΟU τις 'Περνούσαμε κλειστές 
φροντίζοντας τις ώρες σου άόρατοι νό: 'Παραστέκουμε 
fiρθε ή έσ1tέρα με τις δικές της μελιχρότητες 
με τις δικές της δροσιές και τό: δικά της ρεύματα 
fiρθε το 'Πρώτο δυσδιάκριτο aστρο 
ή 1tερηφάνεια τοϋ Άρκτούρου ή μύτη τοϋ έ1tουράνιου 
χαρταετοϋ 

και μας τό: κόμισε ολα χωρις φειδω 
ο,τι σιyόyνεθε ό 'Πόνος οί μακρόσυρτες ώρες 
τό: μισερό: 'Πράματα, ο,τι είκόνιζε μαϋρο 
ή Ελλειψη ή στέρηση ή ά'Ιtουσία 
'Πώς μεμιας ολα καταλυθfjκαν στη μισοσκοτισμένη 
είσοδό σου τη μισολανθάνουσα κι· έσ'Περινi] 
καθως εφτασες με τό: τόσα δώρα 

ενα κλωνι άνθισμένο θυμάρι 
μας ηταν aλλοτε <Sουνίσιος έρχομος 
και 'Πως τώρα γίνεται 
τόσο θαλασσινό άντικείμενο 
τόσο 'ΠΟU μας ραντίζει με τις δροσιές τοϋ αίyιαλοϋ 
και αuτη ή χλωμή του ά'Πόχρωση το ξέθαψε 
ά'lto άμμουδιές 
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as always it brought you united 
to your unending happiness 
to our agony's pliant source 
gymnast of our dreams 
spirit of the thyme amidst the sea 
prey of the fleeting moment's flow 

what is left we abhor most 
reverie and poverty in your absence compromises 
and now at last what spread 
as a great black blot of secret fear 
an immense crow' s wing 
terror of the probable 

and then how and who will set 
in motion the now frenzied firmament 
and when we drag the chains and it will not draw 
who will start the sun again 
the despairing night will last forever 
strength and courage will be exhausted 
in sterile pained expectation 
while all things will remain unmoving 
without their tractions or expansions 
and our life once found 
on the picturesque border of a well 
so near her happiness 
while hand in hand we danced 
with cheerful Grace 
abruptly the hand was orphaned 
turned into a blind man's abandoned arm extended 
seeking direction but losing it 
there within the all-encompassing darkness 
of the abyss which has nothing 
this evening to reflect it 

that star which launched 
the beautiful evening 
evaporated hours ago 
and was not followed by the myriad stars 
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that pursued it 
so persistently on other such nights 

but that which we longed for 
was not at all 
such a slithery tar-paved abyss 
and this all-powerful desire's 
supreme effort 
"the one who dared such things" 
the one so much the miracle-worker 
we did not wish such an abyss 
to swallow her 
for whatever came with the moment's 
flurry to then recede from us 
we cry out that soon with faith 
we will find it again 
re-inhabit it 
we will become its sun 
its sea and sandy shore 
and united at last we will form 
the earth's new summer day 
the longest of the year 
in the year of our love 
in the solstices of the year 
of the world's greatest love 
in those neglected and so unexamined 
portions of life 
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which poor bewildered men were accustomed 
to call "mythical" 
and of which through suffering 
we were able to find the imprints 
wounded we tracked them 
attained our goal to find the marble 
idol of beauty 
lifeless as it was and buried 
thus it stirred at our coming 
took life rekindled 
remained beautiful touched us 
and won us over. 
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III. THE PROCLAIMED 

The proclaimed 
she from the angels 
she for whose coming the good omens 
grow bounteous and clamor 

the great balanced harmony 
with the sweetest agitation 
is conveyed at nights 
in the complicated orbits of the stars 
where dawn is later heralded 
with an astounding calm 
whenever the angelic visitor 
is to appear the next day 

and when she finally appears and guides us 
an astonishment transformed into living flesh 
peace and agitation together 
in a blend of superb contradiction 

tranquillity matched 
to the duration of th•e excitement 
security enthroned 
in a bed of gushing fever 

stability and instability 

tranquillity is then bestowed 
by the resplendent presence 
which moves and resurrects all things 

the anxiety is caused 
by the impending disappearance 
and the grief 
which such offerings leave behind 
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since she was set in the form of sudden 
momentary but wholly obvious lightning 
we accept her fiery sword strokes 
on our hearts and tremble in anticipation 
she is both the visible and the uncertain 
the intermittent but not lost forever 
what we touch to understand the elusive 
a strange meshwork her true 
reality shouts and laughs 
dances and resounds 
at exactly the same hour 
a mist and darkness comes 
and conceals her so you can discern 
her presence yet dispute her being 

mortal mind cannot embrace 
such acute alterations 
but it apportions immortality 
and keeps us in a state of intimacy 
yet even this 
withdraws and flees 
it withdraws and flees so often 
the serene nights fall unfolding 
gold wealth on a black fabric 
the streets are shaded desolated 
an hour thick and deep approaches 
greatly advanced then as 
solitude begins her exorcisms 
then strangely the withdrawn 
the evanescent is understood 
so personally 
and graphically 
in her absence 
that no presence was ever 
so tangible 
so effusive and dear 
we are enriched 
by all adornments that embellish her 
she bestows all on us 
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and if we clarified the oscillations 
of the most distant stars 
we owe it to her only 
if we were able to tell 
between the one and the other 
we owe it to her exalted nearness 

and this is what is 
beautiful with certainty 
which distinguishes her 

and whatever she is not 
something urgently hastens us 
to flee it as inimical 

she is so much the donor of wealth in life 
the bestower of the straight way 
lulling the turbulent 
sweetening the sour 
so that the livid 
form of death 
grew pale was consumed 
and at last utterly abolished 
the moon always fading 
until it vanished 
and should the moon revolve 
to new habitual waxings 
her black conception 
is expelled forever 

she is neither goddess 
nor archangel 
who fulfills these miracles 

it does not cross your mind 
to pray to her 

nothing to ask from her 
for in her is assembled 
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what even in the tortuousness 
of your most furtive dreams 
was never made clear 
she provides all 
before you even convey it 
so great is her generosity 
and within you she spreads 
as the compound 
of the most complex blessedness 

one ultimate question still remains 
in the chaos of the abyss 
IF SHE EVER LEAVES 

if ever the sling in its giddiness 
whirls disconnecting 
from our stellar system 
this red-hot counter-weight of the sun 

if the cataract of her current's 
celestial flaming surge 
passes our orbit's course 
what then becomes of all things 
and how do they regenerate 
how does a blade of grass 
rejuvenate 
how does a flower bloom again 
what dead-sea spirit 
will rekindle the iridescences and tempests 
that gladdened us 
or set in motion the dolprins' dance 
to re-accompany our prow's 
naked joy in the open sea 

the question 
and the answer 

tranquillity 
many laws and fates 
were vowed 
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for calm 
but one law is the best 
one destiny infallible 
not ordered 
this Attraction 
ever to be acknowledged 
by renouncement 
dwells in eternity 
an attraction of the spaces 
the best omen of our resistance 
the nailing and embrace 
the fulfilment of what without 
would be the abyss 
our luminescence 
the symmetry 
the justification and grace 
of our most willful fatalism 

of our most heedless resiliency. 

IV. BEFORE A JOURNEY 

All the virgin gold's numerous jewels 
were burnt and dissolved 
this brief night 
where the roving one also assisted 
this evening she was revealed more inclined 
to alchemy more bountiful 
and industrious 
the ashes have erupted now 
and dispersed they tell us 
that perhaps day is dawning while within them 
they preserve alive 
a belated spark 
it too will be quenched by our prodding 
the spears will thunder 
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on copper panoplies 
the naked nymphs will shake their crazy 
sistrums when the chariot 
and the great war carriages emerge 
they will carry us along 
that we may journey once again 
with our all-devouring 
rich radiant negro 
bearing his wealth as merchandise 
moments before our new journey 
our meditation's birds 
stir unperch 
timid the first morning birds 
shy and ashlike the first ones 
and their flying mute but not void 
languid unoriented 
solitary doves one by one 
the timorous first ones take courage 
farther off they thicken 
congregate become flocks 
and in their oscillations 
they embolden so that 
warbling they commune 
here and there 
the same tune 
and the great topic 
of their speech 
constellations 
much more garrulous and important 
than others fancy them 
in flight they supplant 
constellations bring them 
down low to us 
birds some white others blackish 
all complaisant 
teach us 
the mysteries of life's motion 
meditation's birds 
early morning birds 
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we direct you 
with our breath's flow 
in the windless hour 
when even leaves do not stir 
in our creativity's 
inmost breath 
toward our heart's desire 
and you return to us 
sent back by the one 
we love 
from her vegetation 
from her night's sleeplessness 
when she sits and recounts our suffering 
over us you intercross 
assorted configurations 
a single moment's consummated forms 
rhombi polyhedrons 
trapezoids and the purest arcs 
so much desired and so rare 
arcs straightening before perceived 
thoughts uniting with thoughts 
hers and ours 
winged ones with the winged 
resounding the cry 
of wholeness 
voicing a song 
of longing 
offering all 
omitting nothing 
blowing the breath 
of acceptance 
hymnologizing our frenzy 
prescribing 
our new day 
a skylark 
takes the lead 
assumes their leadership 
more actively and impetuously 
but a cotton-ball awakening 
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grows jealous 
it gnaws secretly on itself 
seeing 
its dawn's flares wasted 
the geraniums become wild 
how can. they endure 
our love's expansion 
so far off 
mint lavender 
and rosemary 
pray for us all however 
they love us 
and collect about us 
their sympathy and concern 
sighting our uneasiness 
rising in heaps hiding 
the indifference 
seeing us encircled 
in a disorder 
unconcealed by all our exahation' s warbling 
and even that deserted thyme 
now dry the relic of a previous 
foreign day in every way 
attempts to show 
it is with us during this difficult 
tribulation and so let us all say 
that the travelers of the moment 
found themselves closely united 
that we celebrate hastily 
being as secure as possible 
amidst the anxieties of our possessions 
the festivity 
of this our frightening 
summer. 
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V. THE FATES LEAD 

Augusts with their prickly pears 
Septembers with their blackberries 
that the thorns might rend us 
to bathe us in blood 
all on the boundary of our 
famous barrier 
and it is laughable 
that today no garden exists 
only an area 
within which is resurrected at times 
on the same tree 
one single rose 
blood red 
its stalk 
entangled in thorns 
one unique vivid 
rose heralding for us 
with the wine of its cry 
the great universe 
the universe's joy 
and its revels 
and the infinite sunsets 
the universe and all 
those mirths we love 
each of its petals a virtue 
every thorn a sting 
each thorn a grace 
one hundred 
the botanists count its virtues 
and we count them a thousand 
and one thousand they prove indeed 
we spoke one evening 
of surmounting the barrier 
cutting the rose 
for companionship 
but we did not leap 
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"we will jump it tomorrow" 
we deferred it 
and in lieu of the feat 
we yearned the sour blackberries 
the fat prickly pears 
the pointless tearing 
the stains of blood which 
was not blood and we felt it 
stains without shape 
yet that which drew us 
beyond the fence was well known to us 
our sea a few steps further 
and the inviting shore at night 
on which we would surely 
walk hand in hand and always speak 
of you the oceans 
their ships within them 
and the boats and the islands afar 
the whole world 
the inconstant oceans the frothing 
morning topaz 
the aragonite of quarantine 
the serious deep noon waters 
with that rock 
called lapis lazuli 
drawing the sky near us 
the india ink 
night's indelible darkness 
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that we might write the thousand and one nights 
of our future history 
and decorate the exotic 
teachings of Chuang-Tzu 
life's talismans 
how vain and fruitless 
all their breezes came 
each evening and other currents 
stronger yet 
more intense 
more compelling 
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during the hours of day 
and lest we sacrifice the fruit 
of a voiceless colorless 
unbearable dark 
and dreamy autumn 
and our wretched region 
we abided there swaying 

until heavely women 
were determined 
to arrange more expediently 
what our irresolute apathy mesmerized 
within time and 
this evening as 
the broad idle moon 
loitered late upon us 
arrogant as always though at times 
not entirely foreign 
and divided among us only 
her scorn and indifference 
suddenly all the good fates 
even so aged 
set to opening the pigeon coops at night 
arousing at the same time 
a brave northerly wind 
the wild pigeons burst forth at once 
playing and reveling crazily 
vaulting so drunkenly 
that the night from 
mellifluousness turned suddenly 
into a windy threshing-floor plucking 
in the play their abundant down 
and forcing it 
into a course upended 
with all the flock and clews 
which the fates in their wakefulness 
bestrewed in carding 
their sheep's fleece 
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how had our sleep begun 
what mist consumed it 
what imposing army 
dressed in white 
what deep hidden goodness 
annihilated it with violent wonder 
the confrontation of the great 
procession made 
by the bewitching clouds 
at the cape of white hope 
and the enticements 
of the tempestuous turn 
overcame for us at last 
our ambivalent resistance 

nor is it time yet 
to regret inertness 
or thoughtless torpidity 
now that the fates lead 
and such fates 
as ours 
all-powerful fates 
with them necessity at once subsides 
complaint and bitterness 
lose power 
and how easily now 
how frolickingly 
in such intoxication 
can the inaccessible fence be leapt 
the thorns be mocked 
the faded remembrances 
be derided forever 
by the dust-covered 
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(we scarcely remember them dust-covered 
certainly they were also covered in spiderwebs) 
blackberries. · 



Ursa Minor 

VI. THE PETRIFIED INSECT 

All things revolve around 
our life's hearth 
all throb and vibrate 
around her glitter 
at times this southwesterly wind 
,that scavenges us appears 
and its fury upon us is reduced 
to an etesian wind's caress 
at other times all hours 
seconds and minutes diminish 
aerified by their pulse's spinning-top 
but always from life's great source 
these hours inhale their being and grow 
the miraculous hours 
are thus disposed 
sprinkled with a moistened 
basil spray 
until heat refreshes them 
and all bloom 
flourish 
and form 
the olympian perfection 
of a sunborn love 
hours of prepara:tion 
a:ll concealed voluptuosity 
dauntlessly spread 
lavishly courageous 
extended to us 
an erect stake 
into the sickly eye of avarice 
hours of offering 
that gather 
"even as a hen gathers her chickens under her wings" 
in their invisible chests 
the scattered wealth 
and hurl their rays 
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and their morning linen 
to cloak all things 
except the enduring 
slowly burning spark 
which pricks 
our heart's abyss 
like an artful knot and ties it 
with all we pondered 
once in the all-round 
nights 
in the hours when 
earth's silence is undone 
when ,the new birds 
are summoned 
to deliver oracles 
the birds which with their 
bills irritate 
the bleeding 
open wounds 
of our doubts 
when the birds 
with their bills entangle 
the yarn of our schemes 

as bounteously as the fates 
bestowed on you 
the forked rod which renders you 
eternally wavering and irresolute 
so much more firmly for us 
envious and malicious 
dependent 
with a tremor in the heart 
and moist manly eyes 
on the interpretation of our daily 
vacillating augury 

hours of flowers which accept 
the water we offer 
hours of flowers 
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when they are saddened 
and they begrudge us 
hours of reflected 
worship annihilated 
by the scythe of partiality 
ears of corn that missed 
their harvest 
!hours sulpherized 
by eccentricities and the whims 
of heaven's musk tree 
which dawns and dies 
as bhough we did not exist 

sea-beaten hours 
hours of the wind 
hours of clouds 
portraying your many shapes 
and your mood's labyrinths 
but they lack :in the forms' multiplicity 
and in daedalean depth 
hours that shatter 
and impoverish 
when you wish to depart 
and you leave and we lose you 
and without any guile of yours 
musk tree of our hell 
star of our paradise 
do you succeed in breaching 
your dreadful imposition 
nor with those crooked 
nails of barren love 
nor with the twin and constant 
the perennial eyes 
of love 
hard unyielding judges 
in the terrifying tribunals 
of incompatible love 
when seated on a stool 
before your sovereign feet 
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we measure 
and remeasure 
the uncountable 
the alternating hours 
on your apron's jasmines 
and each of the hours 
holds erect at its tip 
invariably your selfsame image 
multiplied and scintillating 
from within the iridescences 
of the most erudite polyhedron 
of the most shining diamond 
which your fates excavated 
and unburied from our 
aspiration's deepest layers 

and we count them the uncountable 
and number them 
the innumerable 
now in one mode 
then in the other 
occasionally triumphant 
with a shout of joy 
often with lamentation 
at times with a dry wringing 
of the heart 
sometimes with the frenzied bitterness 
of your absence's hyoscyamine 
on occasion with the lightning speed 
of your slightly sky-sketched 
caress 
often with the purity 
of your white flowering 
occasionally with the insatiable yearning 
of the erect lily 
which vainly annunciates 
her fulfillment 
at times with the inconstancy and giddiness 
of your indefinite acceptance 
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which we touched one moment 
at a time on the premises (you know them) 
of a garden and she abandoned us again 
and vanished forsaking 
in our hands a colored 
rag 
a bandage of her impoverished 
affection 
and an amply worn out flag 
of her triumph 

we have not measured 
until now 
in the great glowing hours 
the voracious noons 
when with his gigantic torch 
God ignites all things 
the gaping noons 
consuming without being consumed 
kindled and kindling 
the unsung ones the few 
beneath the poor solitary 
all green trees unproclaimed till now 
allowing the gold 
to drip to the ground in cords 
from every branch 
there only yesterday 
the first cicada chirped 
and found us seated 
in a corner suffering 
our inquisition 
and the sting of the fire 
at which we did not risk looking 
directly lest we go blind 
tyrannized us much 
this fire was our life's 
hearth and with it now 
we journey together 
we are three complements 
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you the despotic lady a meteor 
fallen from the furnace 

(and your sudden scratch 
as you fell coincided 
with our prayer's spontaneous shriek 
which is no more than the monosyllabic 
exclamation of your name) 

the sun despotic as well 
being of the same substance as you 

and tied to ·the chariot 
of your double might 
we ask ourselves like whom 
do we journey on your path 
like the conquered following 
their conqueror's triumph 
like the companions of his heart 
and his soul's jasmine 
or like the triumphant 
triumvirate united 
celebrating our multiple 
victory 
this is what we did not learn 
and will not learn 
this is what the birds did not say 
the morning be£ore we brought ourselves 
to the mysterious worshippings 
of our tropical divinity 
which we exhumed from among sphinxes 
the hard petrified insect 
does not reveal its secret 
as much as rt is carved 
with scratches of worship 
the accountable magic stigma 
for all your transitions 
the image of the merciless cannon ball 
which impregnates love 
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the icon of creation 
as it pulsates 
in the passion of its ignition. 

VII. THE ATTRACTIONS 

Lit ashes fell on our eyes 
and we saw ·the light 
silver dust emanating from the twistings 
and t:he nebulae to adorn us 
a drop of milk 
fell on us from the milky way 
and pleased us 
water ran silently 
from Aquarius' Urns 
unable to quench our thirst 
but a trickle of expectation 
and of submission remained 
as is the case when love 
is created and strengthened 

for love too is generated 
in a parallel manner to the spheres 
and to all the unimpeded 
bountifulness 
she takes the Twins as talisman 
ignoring the neighboring beasts 
holding the destined road 
the five-pointed snowy peaks 
in full summer will receive her 
the Dryads opened for her 
all asylums in the Peloponnesus 
the rapaciousness of Pan was aroused 
Zeus' gold work blazed 
the pearls of the Pleiads' diadem 
paled 
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Ζ'. ΟΙ ΕΛΞΕΙΣ 

'Έπεσε άναμμένη στάχτη στό: μάτια 
και είδαμε τό φως 
άσημόσκονη εφτασε άπό τις συστροφες 
και τοuς νεφελοειδεϊς και μας στόλισε 
σταλαγματιό: μας εσταξε 
γάλα τοΟ γαλαξία 

και μας εϋφρανε 
ετρεξε σιωπηλό τό νεράκι 
άπό τό: Ύδάτια τοΟ 'Υδροχόου 
και δε μπόρεσε νό: μας ξεδιψάσει 
μας στάθηκε δμως σταλαγμός 
τfjς καρτερίας και τfjς ύποταγfjς 
καθως κάθε φορό: ποu πλάθεται 
και δυναμώνει ή άγάπη 

γιατι πλάθεται και τούτη 
παράλληλα με τοuς κόσμους 
και δλες τις άνορμήνευτες 
γονιμότητες 

παίρνει τοuς Δίδυμους φυλαχτό της 
άψηφώντας τό: διπλανό: θηρία 
και προχωρεϊ τό γραμμένο δρόμο 
οί πενταπλες κορφες χιονισμένες 
καλοκαιριάτικα θό: τη δεχθοuνε 
τfjς άνοϊξαν στην Πελοπόννησο 
οί Δρυάδες δλα τό: καταφύγια 
κεντρίστη ή eουλιμία τοΟ Πάνα 
γυάλισε τό χρυσαφικό στό Δία 
χλωμιάσαν τό: μαργαριτάρια 
τοΟ περιδέραιου των 'Υάδων 
μπfjκαν σε ταραχη 
οί άστρολόγοι δλου τοΟ κόσμου 
καl ή τόσο άγέρωχη "Αρτεμη άκόμη 
πρωτόνιωσε τό: μαστίγια 
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τοΟ φθόνου άκούοντας πως έyκαθιδρύθηκε 
στό: μέρη της ή Καλλιστω 
τόσο εκπαyλη και λουλουδένια 
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the world's astrologers 
were cast into disarray 
even the most arrogant Artemis 
first sensed the whips 
of jealousy hearing enthroned 
in her region Kallisto 
so marvelous a111d full of flowers 
you are the great magnet of the world 
your yoked beams 
invite us irrevocably 
to your seductive net wrought 
with golden threads 
your Dancers mill about you 
while you modestly 
nurture all the suns 
perpetuate their flames 
show a purpose 
in unoriented roads 
you conduct the cosmic dances 
you balance the planets 
when goodness overcomes you 
you direct toward us 
the caresses of the fixed stars 
when outraged you nail 
on the abyss eternal impediments 
the constellations' fearful patterns 
you extend the icebergs 
and reflect them in your heaven 
reaping their royal silence 
you clothe in opulent snowy fur 
the animals of the arctic reach 
you cut us to the heart 
and choose it as your home 
without ever accepting 
its hospitality 
with but a single sign you activate 
the yawning craters 
in the menace of our black mountain 
you unfold fully green vineyards 
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near the sea 
on the sulpherized slopes of lava 
like thickset armies you congregate 
the lemon trees on the plain 

"t'HE CHARIOTEER 

and we can not endure this double drunkenness 
as you send it tempered 
with your soul's pungencies 
in a potion which until now 
we discerned as death's 
our autonomy is shattered in pieces 
which glitter as you rattle them 
with the sword of your flame 

the great magnet of 'the world 
the glinting steel 
which draws and kills 

at the time when love is created and strengthened 

shaped in summer 
in august fortified 
by St. Demetrius pledged 
and on Christmas comes to light 

with what wisdom all her fervency 
and the garden's tropical cultivation coincide 
at the hour when 
the days begin to shorten 
when aH of evening's glories 
settle behind the mountain 
beside our familiar seas 
and violets rain upon the east 
for the first time the hidden one appears to us 
who until yesterday was still in the arms of day 
detailing for us 
-the roses belong to her-
this panarchaic queen of love 
the enactment of her hegemony 
"she who presents humans 
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with such nice presents 
that seductive face of hers 
that is smiling always 
carrying its seductive flower" 
if only you too would 
tum your head to see her 
you would at last gain knowledge 
of the beauty which you pretend 
not to know look upon your idol 
living goddess and goddess of Salamis 
and of Cyprus and our own Attic goddess 
how she fearlessly twined 
about the wild Lion's mane 
and gave to the Virgin's spike 
opposite its summer ripeness 
and the Lion kneels before her beauty 
in worship 
for this revelation 
of the ethereal crimson we exhausted 
one long century 
all our hours' agonies 
on the watchtower of our yearning 
and now having seen the miracles 
to whom in haste and frenzy 
should we announce them but to you 
guide of the stars 
helmsman of the sun which binds us 
that you might hear ·1t from our fury's riches 

"From today love reigns," we tell you 
"Love reigns from today" 
we shout it like marat:hon racers 
having arrived hurriedly at life's threshhold 
but you doubt us 
as an unfait:hful implacable creation 
unaccustomed to revelations 
we will shake your disbelief 
for our annotlncements are true 
etched with fire indisputable 
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be assured at last as we bring to you the toil 
of a squandered life 
awaiting your acceptance of the knowledge 
which this reigns conveys. 

FOOTNOTES 
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TOW'lfRD THE PRE-MYTHICS OF 
MICHAEL LEKAKIS 

BY DESPOINA SPANOS !KARIS 

0 clear intelligence, force beyond all measure! 
Antigone 

The art of Michael Lekakis is at once both extremely clear and 
extremely dense. As in a prism, its clarity is reflected from whatever 
angle of vision the observer happens to choose. Yet, to penetrate, 
to seek the exact source of that clarity, is an experience in itself. It 
leaves the observer somewhat exhausted and bewildered, but, never
theless, fulfilled. For each piece most imparts the conviction of be
ing alive and, as any living thing, absorbs energy from the observer 
even while it radiates energy toward him. The simultaneity of such 
giving and receiving transcends the act of observation and brings 
a kind of psychic shock that translates the observer's concrete 
world to another dimension of so-called reality-thus, his bewilder
ment, or rather, his wonderment. The line of his reaching to un
derstand converges with a similar line of the artist's endeavor. And 
if, as Socrates said in The Symposium, the artist is driven by eros 
toward that which the soul most desires, the Socratic horizon is 
extended by the art of Michael Lekakis, as by all genuine art: it 
possesses the observer with a desire that is no less erotic than the 
artist's. 

The quality and intent of Lekakis' art can, to a large degree, be 
measured by the fact that so far, the most significant study of his 
work has come not from a professional art critic but from a profes
sor of Philosophy, not in an art magazine but in a journal of philo
sophic inquiry. For there is, perhaps, no problem in the history of 
Western art or the criticism of art which is not illuminated or re
inforced by his example. His work is tragic in the Aristotelian 
sense because he gives us a view of life that is better than actuality, 
that is everywhere fraught with rhythm, and that at any single 
point compresses a multiplicity of meanings but in its entirety is the 
distillation of a few. It is a new way of seeing old things and yet an 
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old way of seeing new things. It is "dissolvent" and yet "synoptic" .1 

It breaks down routine systems of thinking and feeling, unites dis
connected resources of experience into a new order and startles us 
into a wakeful communication with the cosmos. As Lekakis has 
said, "Each of my works is sought and found in the cosmos. Each 
demonstrates the artist's participation in the act of creation which 
is the continuum of all existence. The continuing process is as 
much of birth as of death, of destruction as of fruition." 1 

II-ART AND SCIENCE 

The further it goes, the more scientific art will 
become, just as science will become artistic. 

Flaubert, Letters, April 24, 1852 

Every age is the heir of preceding decades. The twentieth cen
tury~probably more than any other age-inherited countless unre
solved conflicts from the immediate past. Because of the explosion 
of learning in the nineteenth century (when more information was 
accumulated about more matters than at any other time in history), 
Western thought splintered into increasingly specialized olo gies 
and departments. Much of the despair, confusion and alimation 
of our society results from the centrifugal character of nineteenth
century experience. 

The primary quest for order, for a single unifying immanence, 
turned to more expedient scientific research. Instead of dispelling, 
this research deepened the spiritual and intellectual anarchy of the 
Western world. The ancient question-What is reality ?-drama
tized in Plato's allegory of the cave [The Republic], has loomed 
larger than ever "for the psyche of Western man, who labors under 
centuries of discipline in Cartesian dualism, with its hard and fast 
division of subjective and objective .... "18 Western man is still try
ing to reconcile body and spirit, objects and ideas, the world of the 
senses and the world of the mind, the aesthetic and the ethical, the 
known and the unknown. Current space programs continue his 
search for the master key that will unlock the secrets of the uni
verse.7 

Since the days of Homer, the artist has been the wanderer, the 
outsider, the seer, whose perception penetrates beyond the range 
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of ordinary vision, and whose greatest strength is his freedom to 
express what he sees. The artist's freedom has always been threat
ened but probably never more so than during the past hundred 
years when he has had to confront the two dominant forces of our 
time-science and technology. To survive in the increasing chaos, 
he assumed protective coloring from science and imitated the scien
tific method. This process of observation, selection and organiza
tion depends on a series of "causes" and "effects" arranged in an 
order that illustrates or refutes an idea. For such art, as for scien
tific experiment, all variables must be controlled. The range of 
meaning is limited because the result is essentially contrived; the 
work, self-contained, its range of significance artificially limited, 
turns only upon itself, in closed, centripetal form. 

As the number of relationships-for the artist as for the scien
tist-has multiplied, there has been too much to see, too much to 
tell. For the artist, the line of least resistance, again scientific, has 
been psychology, especially his own. Most modern art is primarily 
a record of the artist's impressions and sensations-often a formu
lation of his secret anguish, mirroring the chaos of the external 
world. 

The artist's withdrawal into himself has developed into a with
drawal away from himself, into a "mock aloofness" toward the 
objects he makes, which "parodies ... the industrialist doing 'busi
ness.' " From scientist, the artist is becoming a technician. Instead 
of "the direct shaping of matter" he looks for ways of "organizing 
quantities of energy and information.'' There is, thus, "a refocus
ing of aesthetic awareness-based on scientific-technological evolu
tion. . . . " Some prospects of this shift are terrifying. "The fear
ful quality about technology is that it is self-aggrandizing; it moves 
almost as if men were not its instigators; a self-propelled force, it 
evolves oblivious of the ambitions and contentments of the human 
race. . . . Nevertheless, this is an age of revelations in which an
cient drives and cultural values are steadily reduced to underlying 
psycho-physical causes. . . . We are ... nearing a crossover point 
in the passage toward a new form of civilization, peopled as well 
with a new type of life." These "revelations" are brought about 
first by new definitions: "Art, then, and the whole image-making 
drive may be a means for preparing man for physical and mental 
changes which he will in time make upon himself. Sculpture, func-
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tioning so, becomes a kind of psychical radar signal preparing the 
human race thousands (or now perhaps only scores) of years in 
advance."" 

The art of Lekakis has moved in these mainstreams of intel
lectual and artistic endeavor that flow out of the past through our 
present toward shores whose perils we cannot fully discern. In his 
formative years, he explored the various isms-Impressionism, Ex
pressionism, Surrealism, Cubism, etc.,-of current art history. From 
his mature work pulsates that "psychical radar signal." It is an 
awesome warning of things to come even as it makes palpable that 
"dream of a harmony" the nineteenth-century philosopher longed
for-"the ultimate solution of the world-problem ... in the unity 
of things, laws, and values."15 

Fulfilling promises that were hypothetical during the recent 
past, the art of Lekakis is vividly semaphoric about the future of 
art and mankind-an appropriate vehicle for philosophic studies 
because of its synoptic vision of man's once-and-future relation to 
the cosmos. "What we are drawn to in Lekakis' work," writes 
Joseph Margolis (Professor of Philosophy, Temple University), 
"is not so much the sheer productivity and invention of the man as 
the evidence of his having made an extraordinary discovery." 
Lekakis guides us "to understand the unity of creative forces in art 
and nature ... both in process and product .... [H]e seems to 
have spawned an entire continent of sculptural creatures that con
vey a distinct sense of having evolved as living forms." He does not 
copy nature; " ... he has discovered an essential schematic theme 
of creation itself . . . . Lekakis expressly commits himself to a very 
generous vision of the symbiotic relation between human art and 
the art of the cosmos."14 

His art has developed from practice whose discipline is in itself 
a natural process. Whatever theorizing involves him, comes spon
taneously from daily physical encounters with the piece of wood 
to be carved. He has gathered it, often by his own hands, from the 
forest or beach where nature happens to have tossed it. " 'The 
concepts for my sculpture,' " he has told Margolis, " 'are not 
mine . . . . They · already exist in the nature of experience .... 
When I see a piece of wood, if I have a rapport with it, I imme
diately see what its possibility is ... but I bring to this vision all the 
available knowledge of structure and process. . . . If I atn truly 
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creative, I will realize from this piece of wood its full potential. ... 
But this is not expressing myself .... It is the expression of univer
sal forms and processes as far as they are possible in a particular 
piece of material. .. .' " 

Lekakis does not seek, according to academic or personal dog
ma, the identity of what he sees; he reaches into the structure of 
non-sensory elements discovered after long communication with the 
material, which, in turn, slowly informs his hands to discover the 
shape they carve, or rather, the shape that reveals itself to his crafts
manship. This process of surrendering all his sensibilities to the 
inclination of an individual piece of wood-no two are ever alike
and of following where it leads, parallels the procedure indicated 
in 1913 by J. S. Mackenzie in A Sketch of A Philosophy of Order: 
"The modes of unity are not something foreign to the material ... 
but are rather contained in it from the very beginning .... To use 
one of Kant's own antitheses, we need no synthesis but only a 
synopsis. We need only to look and see what is contained in the 
material that comes before us."15 The resemblance between the 
statements, decades apart, of the philosopher and the artist, aptly 
illustrates the truth-and the danger-that the speculations of one 
era become the pre-occupations of the next era. 

In probing the material for organic unity, Lekakis also searches 
for organic meaning. Here, he is in the great tradition of Michael
angelo and of Rodin who said, " 'There is not a living organism, 
not an inert object, not a cloud in the sky, not a green shoot in the 
meadow, which does not hold for [the artist} the secret of the great 
power hidden in all things.' "" Lekakis is not, however, merely 
reiterating outmoded "vitalism". He breaks the frontiers of ex
ternal form and-friend and colleague to the bio-physicist-hunts 
for the "code" that defines the essential interdependence of the life 
processes in all organisms. "Lekakis is not," as Margolis states, 
"advancing a particular theory about the cosmos to which all of 
nature may be suitably reduced; he is dramatizing the intellect's 
search for a hidden order among things. If I may put the point 
thus, he is not offering us a theory about nature but a theory about 
theorizing about nature. In doing so, he suggests the profound 
convergence between the inventions of artists and scientists, per
haps never more striking or more significant than in our own day." 
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III-ART AND LIFE 

For the artist there is only one [principle]: to 
sacrifice everything to Art. Life for him must be 
no more than a means to an end, and the last 
person he must consider is himself. 

Flaubert, Letters, August 15, 1878 

To recognize the extraordinary, we must know the ordinary; 
so, too, every discovery requires that we first understand, not what 
it brings to light but the darkness it illuminates. The example of 
Lekakis gathers significance as it emerges from the traditional 
portrait of the artist who lives in the world (usually a great city) , 
but is not worldly; who shuns and yet welcomes worldly success; 
who rarely marries (but always stays close to the family circle); 
who has little formal training but is widely knowledgeable and 
exchanges ideas with some of the most advanced minds and talents 
of his era; whose life is a self-sacrificing pursuit of Truth; who 
swears by the discipline of his art even as in Aeschylus' Seven 
Against Thebes Parthenopaeus swears by his spear; whose passion 
to achieve is matched either by his self-exaltation or his humility at 
the altar of Art. 

Lekakis "epitomizes", as the art critic Priscilla Colt has noted 
in her summary of his background, "a vanishing type ... : 

"Discovering early a bent for the arts, Lekakis found 
encouragement from his brother-in-law, the painter George 
Constant. While remaining close to the culture of his 
parents and living all of his life in their Greek-American 
community in New York, he also has been a part of the 
avant-garde art community from the late 30's onward. A 
stubbornly independent nature has led him to approach that 
milieu with selectivity and skepticism. Poets, philosophers, 
musicians, and dancers have been his companions more 
often than artists. His intellectual fare has been a heady 
amalgam of Western and Oriental philosophy, Greek folk
ways and literature, Hindu music and religion, and friend
ships with such varied thinkers as Ezra Pound and Buck
minster Fuller. A brief period of work-from the model 
at the Art Students League comprised the whole of his 
'formal' education. Travel in Mexico and Europe ( espe-



Toward the Pre-mythics of Michael Lekakis 

cially Greece), as well as intensively through the museums 
of New York, have brought him in intimate contact with 
world art. He has never taught, never married, and his con
tacts with the art market and the museum establishment 
have been limited and singularly unproductive. Lekakis 
epitomizes a vanishing type, the artist exclusively and reli
giously devoted to the cultivation of his art. Typically too, 
he is sensitive about his artistic reputation, but hardly given 
to managing a successful career, even in an affluent, 'art
minded' society. To what extent his isolationist tendencies 
have affected his sculpture cannot be known. That he has 
produced moving work, and will continue to do so, cannot 
be doubted."6 

55 

Ah, the terrible law of the artist-the law of 
fructification, of fertilization, the law by which 
everything is grist to his mill . ••• 

Henry James, Notebooks, October 22, 1891 

When an artist is as prolific as Michael Lekakis and when his 
works are as arresting as the forms which crowd his studios (the 
one in Southampton, the other on West 28th Street) the observer 
is inevitably curious as to the influences, the personal background 
out of which he, man and artist, developed. What forces nourished 
the soil out of which his art springs ? 

Michael Lekakis was born in New York more than sixty years 
ago of Greek parents. He has lived and worked most of his life in 
that city, around West 28th Street, near the studio he has occupied 
since 1948. That area, during the past hundred years, has been 
known as the florist center. Since 1890 his father owned and oper
ated a thriving wholesale business in cut flowers, cut evergreens 
and floral supplies. It was one of many such enterprises then being 
developed predominantly by Greeks, and it involved an expanding 
network of transactions in fresh flowers and plants-extremely 
delicate, perishable, infinitely various, often exotic merchandise
across many parts of the United States, South America and Europe. 
In that keenly-competitive commercial environment, Lekakis was 
from his earliest boyhood a willing participant. He lived and 
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worked among friends and relatives and colleagues, in comple
mentary or adversary terms, who were active in this highly-versatile 
medium. 

Whether we consider it a trade or an art, it involves the basic 
problems of artistic expression. The purpose of a floral composi
tion is to express feeling and meaning, to honor or symbolize or 
enhance an occasion in human affairs-a season or significant 
event in the history (the life or the death) of an individual or 
group. The flowers and greens must be selected and arranged into 
a harmonious, dramatic unity. 

The craft of the florist was admirable training for the dexterity 
of eye, hand and mind, coordinated and spontaneous, in the craft 
of the sculptor; that training was vital for the mature artist. Leka
kis used to go with his father and gangs of his father's workmen 
to gather fresh specimens from the countryside, and he would ex
periment with modes of composition. They were like the five
finger exercises, scales and arpeggios, the aspiring pianist must 
conquer in learning to master his instrument. Those compositions 
taught a prime rule of art: economy-to create the maximum effect 
from a minimum of means; more significant instruction was in the 
materials themselves. 

Cut flowers and evergreens have much to teach about the 
properties of living forms. Still viable, sensitive to the touch as to 
the air, they are mute, eloquent witnesses about the cycle of the 
seasons and the vast storehouse of endlessly subtle variety in the 
designs and rhythms of nature: they speak of time. They also speak 
of space: the relation between the object and the area it occupies. 

Above all, in whatever symbolic immobility, the flowers must 
look as if they are still alive, moving upward and outward from 
a center of energy. The illusion of life depends on a delicate bal
ance between casual and deliberate order, chance and fate. The 
supreme lesson is that beauty and life are inseparable. Whatever 
presumes to be beautiful must have a quality of life. Beauty most 
has such a quality when it seems unpremeditated, and, seeming to 
spring from some happy accident of nature, it declares that-fur
ther to Spinoza's axiom-"Nature abhors a vacuum" not half so 
much as she loves a surprise. 
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... the deepest quality of a work of art will always 
be the quality of the mind of the producer. In pro
portion as that intelligence is fine will the novel, 
the picture, the statue partake of the substance of 
beauty and truth. 

Henry James, The Art of Fiction 

The craft of Lekakis developed in the florist workrooms of 
lower Manhattan; his art is rooted in deeper elements of his char
acter. He grew up in a narrow, close-knit circle dominated by 
Greeks from Greece; many of them spoke little or no English. 
They were only one of many ethnic groups-like the Chinese or 
Jewish, Italian or Russian-in the human mosaic of New York. 
As most immigrants, these people came to America fairly penni
less, but they brought the priceless treasures of their native lands
human values embodied in habits and customs and memories, reli
gious beliefs and folklore and codes of conduct inherited from 
thousands of years of tribal experience. Responding to the de
mands of a heterogeneous society, the floral compositions and dec
orations reflected, even as they reconciled, the diverse tastes and 
designs of many diverse cultures. 

The student of humanity may wonder why the florist art de
veloped primarily among Greeks. Greece is not Holland, the land 
of flowers, the original home of the first New Yorkers. The para
dox is that the dry, rocky, barren Greek earth has always fostered 
a reverence for living things, especially those born of the sun and 
the earth-the clear and the dense elements. That reverence is 
dramatized in the formal concept of the Olympian gods and in the 
countless myths about minor deities who reside in specific growing 
things-a Narcissus or a Daphne-humans caught in an emotional 
crisis, transfixed, taking root and branching heavenward in leafy 
supplication. Trees and plants, living organisms of the middle dis
tance between earth and sky, between animate and inanimate 
nature, served throughout the ancient world in their natural form 
or in symbolic patterns to enhance rituals that enacted the symbi
otic relation between man and the cosmos, the human and the god
ly-thus, the laurel for the victor, the garland for the sacrificial ox. 

Like the cowboys and Indians in the American mind, those 
myths and rituals continue to inform the daily experience of the 
Greek-speaking mentality, even as they are embedded in the Greek 
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language. Of all ethnic groups, the Greeks were, thus, perhaps, 
best oriented to devise a mode of symbolic emotional expression 
that is appropriate to a heterogeneous society and adaptable in ful
filling deep human needs for ritual. Among Americans, such need 
-all the more poignant in the cultural wilderness of the New 
World-has made itself felt ever since the first Thanksgiving. 

Without shared emotions, Greek civilization has taught, there 
is no humanity. Without ritual-disciplined modes of emotional 
expression-there is no civilization. Rituals are the visible bonds 
that sustain the fabric of human society. Rituals are also the link 
between the world of the senses and the world of the psyche. Re
calling his earlier days, Lekakis remarks, "The florist's art may be 
the only living art form in America. It shows, in its humble but 
significant way, that the problems of form are the problems of the 
psyche. Communication between them, the form and the psyche, 
must always be kept open and kept in balance through creative 
function in life." 

The mythic awareness of his Greek-speaking mentality is an 
immediate source of the free, balanced dialogue between form and 
psyche, science and esoterics in his work. It is meaningful for the 
scientific inquirer as for the critic of art, but it testifies unequivo
cally that art is not science, Lekakis explores areas that are the 
traditional province of science. He is, however-like every genuine 
artist-directed by the deeper truth that art springs from quite an
other domain. For, "art, like language," as Ernst Cassirer explains, 
"is originally bound up entirely with myth. Myth, language and 
art begin as a concrete, undivided unity, which is only gradually 
resolved into a triad of independent modes of spiritual creativity."• 

Art, like language, is a form of magic and does not proceed by 
logic to establish a scale of verifiable quantities, a nest of Chinese 
boxes, one inside the other, each more abstract than the other. 
Logical thought proceeds within the borders of what is known by 
the light of points which are known. With points that lie in the 
darkness of what is unknown, logic has nothing whatever to do; 
for it would then be acting contrary to itself-illogically. Mythic 
thought proceeds according to qualities; its meanings are not open 
to re-arrangement by the next logician. Mythic thought expresses 
a unity which defies analysis, in which the known and the unknown 
are not separate but live in each other. 
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That single source of myth, art and language is deep in each 
of us but is rarely exercised in a scientific, technological society. 
All great art is informed by mythic thinking, by what has been de
scribed as the mythico-religious consciousness. In the works of our 
"greatest lyric poets, for instance Holderlin and Keats, the mythic 
power of insight breaks forth ... in its full intensity and objectify
ing power." Their poems give us "neither the mythic word-picture 
of gods and daemons, nor the logical truth of abstract determina
tions and relations." There is a "world of illusion and fantasy
but it is just in this mode of illusion that the realm of pure feeling 
can find utterance .... " The myth-making mind always searches 
for the "intrinsic law" and has a tendency toward "intensive com
pression. This focusing of all forces on a single point is the pre
requisite for all mythical thinking and mythical formulation."• 

Acknowledging the old Kantian notion that myths are a primi
tive phase in the life of mankind, Thomas Mann, in a lecture on 
Joseph and His Brothers, notes that in the life of the individual 
mythic thinking marks a late and ripe phase.13 

The "mythic power" is what "breaks forth" in the mature art 
of Lekakis. The accident of his birth facilitated that agency of 
perception. While temperament and upbringing have drawn him 
to the ethos of the ancient world, he is impelled to journey beyond 
it, beyond the Greek and Egyptian experience into receding dis
tances of pre-history. This quality of his consciousness has, more 
than any other, determined the fate of the man and his art and has 
driven him more resolutely than most artists, toward the ineffable 
which is the alpha and omega of art. 

Thus, in the studios of Lekakis, we enter "the realm of myth," 
just as Cassirer describes it. Each work declares that "there are 
always, besides those locations from which the strongest light 
proceeds, others that appear wrapped in profoundest darkness." 
While some of the forms delineate "centers of significance," they 
affirm that "there are other [centers] which remain ... beneath 
the threshold of meaning." The works of Lekakis bear a mythic 
resemblance to each other; they seem to have the same point of 
departure and the same destination, but never the same purpose. 
Each suggests a creature or phenomenon. His Keraia (the wand 
or antenna), is like his Python, and both remind us of a streak of 
lightning. Further resemblance is in his single line abstractions 
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that trace the contours of Greek land, mountains and shorelines as, 
for instance, his drawing Thasos. In mythic thought, the "chara
cteristic property which [is] a point of departure to qualifying 
conceptions and qualifying appellations ... [unites] the objects 
denoted by [different] names. If the visible image of lightning ... 
is concentrated upon the impression of 'serpentine,' this causes 
the lightning to become a snake .... "5 

The effect of each composition is that many divergent mean
ings, a multiplicity of causes and effects have been seized, concen
trated and simplified into a single entity that gives itself without 
guile or ambiguity, nothing of itself withheld, but its full import, 
like Beauty, is in the consciousness of the beholder. To grasp its 
range of multiplicities and the ways they are contained, we must 
walk around the piece. The front often contradicts the back; in
deed, the shape-and its intent-keep changing as our angle of 
vision changes. We must embrace the work in the round; for we 
can understand the piece only as it occupies, or rather inhabits an 
area of which it is the vibrant center and whose ambience radiates 
from that center. The more we look along one radius to another, 
the more the meaning of the work expands and scintillates per
suasions that in looking at it we are participating in a transcendent 
life. 

The work is free of personal time and space and circumstance, 
of anything tha:t might attach it to its maker or to any such con
siderations in our life. "There is nothing allusive about his work,'' 
as Margolis states, "conveying, say, some social commentary or the 
like; [nor] the expression of emotion ... revealing the personal 
attitudes or beliefs of the artist as such." The piece does not repre
sent or dramatize anything outside of itself. It is a drama of itself. 
It is not an abstraction; it contains a precise reality that corresponds 
to the actual as a shadow corresponds to substance. The piece is 
not, however, the shadow of something else in our actuality. The 
piece has an integrity all its own. It convinces that whatever the 
actual may be, that actuality is the shadow of the sculptured form; 
and the conviction is borne to us with pitiless, uncompromising 
objectivity. 

The work bears not a trace, never a clue as to whatever might 
have motivated the artist to make it. All motivation appears to be 
entirely in the form. It insists that it has willed and, indeed, is in 
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the very act of willing itself into Being. "[W}e are," as Margolis 
notes, "drawn to consider the appearance of an independent and in
tact being, the sculptural organism that, miraculously, has been 
born . . . I have seen all but a few of Lekakis' pieces, and there is 
not a single one that is not uncannily organismic and alive." The 
artist has reached deep into the interior appearance of actuality, but 
he "is not stripping the world to what he takes to be essential or 
mnemonic forms; he is offering concrete possibilities that, precisely 
because their secret structure is transparent, lead us to consider what 
may be the secret structure of nature itself ... " Each form is not 
merely true to itself but to the principles that govern natural ob
jects and cause them to become what they are, according to the 
tensions between chaos and order. 

IV-THE DEMIURGE 

Is it possible then-at least in the case of sculpture 
-that art is a form of biological signal? 

Burnham, Beyond Modern Sculpture 

The religious philosopher says that by journeying through 
cycles of the distant past, "through devoted preoccupation with the 
spiritual traces of vanished times," each of us can arrive at "the 
conception of personal gods." By discovering "in our own con
sciousness the threads that link ancient and modern times," we can 
attain the longed-for "synoptic vision" which scientific technology 
obstructs. "The deeper you delve," he tells us, "the more you may 
expect to be rewarded by general insight."5 

These are the distances Lekakis traversed to discover his de
miurgic identity as artist. The demiurge, in Platonic terms, is the 
subordinate deity from whose ingenious hands come all things, 
animate and inanimate; his restless spirit is always at work in the 
phantasmagoria of the visible world. He is not the creator of tradi
tional art who confronts chaos-what James called "clumsy Life 
... at her stupid work" -and contrives a temporary order among 
a few items he selects from Life's "splendid waste" .11 Nor is the 
demiurge the Omnipotence in Genesis who commands Order-sun, 
moon, sea and earth-to become where nothing existed before. 
The demiurge is, in the original Greek meaning of the word, the 
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maker, the poet, the all-obedient, self-negating servant who in
forms all Being, who enacts the principles which already exist in 
perpetual motion but require him to facilitate their particularizing 
desires. 

The art of Lekakis is, as he says, a journeying back "to a begin
ning-to a point where memory ends because we have nothing to 
remember: all our past lies before us." His goal recalls the ques
tioning of William Blake in his poem The Tyger. Blake wonders 
about the tygerness of the tyger and the "immortal hand or eye" 
whose daring made the tyger's "fearful symmetry"-forged it, as 
in some Hephaestean smithy, by "hammer" and "anvil" and "fire." 
Blake's image of the creative impulse is clearly that of the demi
urge, but Blake does not address the tyger's poet; he asks the tyger, 
"Did he who made the Lamb make thee?" Blake's ty ger and lamb 
are the symbolic effulgence of the active and passive principles
violence and gentleness-operating in the universe. 

Lekakis asks a similar but more penetrative question: "How do 
these principles become form? \Vhat part becomes form and what 
part remains behind? That is the unending mystery. When I be
lieve that I confront-! never really comprehend it-the sense of 
mystery-then I have arrived as far as the compulsion for clarity
which is the deepest motivation of the artist-can help me." He 
looks behind the forms that illustrate scientific theory about a de
veloping world. Behind linear time and the historicity of things, 
he searches for the principles that cause these effects. He tries to 
articulate these principles as they make themselves felt in the form 
during its travail from-as he says-its "pre-manifest stage to the 
manifest," and he refers to Plato: "when the idea finds the object 
through which it can speak, then the object appears." 

The desire for clarity taught him "that the greatest clearness is 
in terms of the material substance itself." After working with 
many kinds of material, he discerned that wood is the most re
sponsive and has the most to teach about the hidden life-the 
neuro-chemical or psycho-physical tropisms-of wood. Wood 
keeps breathing, expanding and contracting, changing color and 
posture, long after it has been separated from the source of its 
energy. Even when it is supposedly "dead", wood continues to be
have as if it has an innate energy, as living matter. Wood, Lekakis 
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says, "retains moisture and releases moisture and never ceases to 
participate in the life process." 

Wood initiated him into a secret of that process: organic move
ments. An important step, he says, "is to understand these move
ments; implicit in the ways organisms move is a struggle-they are 
struggling with chaos. Their movements reveal their adversary re
lationship to chaos." Each piece of wood has taken him closer to 
the limits of form. "How far," he asks, "can that material sub
stance go to contain in its form the desired clearness and sustain it? 
Form is the qualification of the material. This leads me into or
ganic order.'t 

Each piece of wood demands years of meditative carving. This 
is not a soliloquizing between the artist's logic and fantasy, 
thoughts and feelings, or between him and some, good or evil, alter 
ego. Nor does Flaubert's famous advice apply: look at a tree, for 
instance, until it becomes different not only from any other tree 
but also from itself at any other moment. 

A sculptured form completes itself after many seasons and many 
encounters between the craftsman and the wood. By his craft, he 
stalks deep in the grain of the wood the elusive presence-the de
miurge-in any one tree or any group of trees, that makes . the 
form, not for instance, of the particular specimen nor of the species 
called tree, but of freeness. It is in the veins of a leaf even as it is 
in the design of our nervous system. The craftsman seeks not to 
uncover the original form of the single species but to bring about 
the manifestation of the single concept that embraces all others
the concept of concepts~by whose sublime genius every organism 
-tree or crocodile or whatever-is initiated into being. 

The career of Lekakis reflects the archetypal search: the scien
tist for the origins of the universe; the alchemist for the elixir of 
eternal youth; Faust for absolute knowledge and power; or, most 
of all, Odysseus, in wait for Proteus, and when that power finally 
makes itself apparent, grappling with it, never letting go, until, 
after myriad transformations, the protean identity finally consents 
to make itself known. The journey and the struggle are of the 
senses and of the spirit, working always by the light of the intellect. 
Whatever occurs in his art is not a mystical outpouring of a self
mesmerized temperamentj but a constantly alert, self-critical Spar-
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tan intelligence, keener to discount the irrational in his own than 
in any opposing mind. 

The pursuit has lead him to the constant characteristic of the 
cosmos: rhythm. rrRhythm is the cardinal principle," he says, "that 
governs entasis and the relation between the Self and the Non
Self." 

ENTASIS 

To be is to move. Only when it is moving, is a thing most truly 
what it is. The principle of movement common to all life is entasis, 
an inherent tendency to unfold, to expand from a center, outward. 
Entasis is not development. The organism does not develop, by 
entasis into something different from its original state, through 
a linear time of phases, each different from the one before, each 
reflecting circumstances (weather, climate, etc.), that capriciously 
determine its progress in the evolutionary scale, at the end of 
which the organism is not merely different but better-better able 
to survive and more complex-therefore, superior. 

Linear time is not involved in entasis any more than breathing 
is involved in, say, sleep. Entasis, like breathing, is an absolute of 
life. Indeed, entasis is a form of breathing. Just as breathing moves 
out to take in, from the brink of one minute to the next, and yet is 
a means of breaking, albeit for a split picosecond, the sequential 
beat of time, so entasis is a movement whereby Being and Becom
ing unite. All life shares in the entasis of the cosmos. All things 
move outward toward ripeness. Every flower, every fruit desires 
to burst the physical bonds of time, the temporary skin that 
happens to contain it, and to become again, again to give birth to 
itself. Entasis is a means of ecstasy whereby life consummates its 
love for the cosmos. "It is the god within-the demiurge-who 
speaks and is coming into Being-from the unmanifest world to 
the manifest world. "If we observe rightly," Lekakis says, ttentasis 
is the key through which we can organize all our thoughts. It 
reaches all phases of existence. 

THE SELF AND THE NoN~SELF 

In trying to articulate principles of organic form, Lekakis 
learned that a form cannot truly be seen if it is considered only in 
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the old Kantian way as it is in itself; it must also be seen as it is 
outside of, not itself. A substance exists as a positive only in so far 
as it exists as a negative. No map, for example, however detailed, 
can ever really show us the true shape of the earth in its wobbly 
journey through space. Only from far away can the imperfect 
sphere be revealed-that what it is in itself is in relation to the sur
rounding vastness. A solid, moving through immense silence-the 
earth is only in terms of what is not earth. The two cannot be seen 

apart from each other: what is, is also what it is not. 
"The relationship between such positive and negative forms," 

in the compositions of Lekakis, "is not merely spatial or static," 
according to Margolis, "as it tends to be, for instance in a parallel 

effort ... of Henry Moore: it has, rather, a dialectical bearing on 
the very air or presence of a living organism .... " Margolis also 
marks the difference between the "idealistic rather than expres
sionistic" character of Lekakis' work: "If one takes note of the 
characteristic features of expressionism that link the entire variety 
of work produced, say, by the German Expressionists through 
Action painting, Lekakis' work does not naturally fall within 
the span." 

A work of Lekakis exists, draws and retains its identity 
through the significant interweaving and interdependence between 
itself, and the air and light that intervene among its segments, all 

the while also interrelating them. Air and light make the negative 
that affirms its positive existence. The form moves while they 
go where it does not move: the sculptured form is what air and 
light are not, even as they are what it is not. So, the piece "speaks" 
at the same time with two contrapuntal "voices." These "two 

sources of man's consciousness"-the positive and the negative
"are, inseparable, not as dead but as living and complementary, an 
aspect of that 'principle of complementarity' through which Niels 

Bohr has sought to unite the quantum and the wave, both of which 
constitute the very fabric of life's radiant energy."8 We may glance 
back to Fichte: "the character of the underlying ... principle of 
everything, of the Self before it is differentiated into Self and Not
Self ... is Activity."15 We must not fail, however, to remember 
"Old Heraclitus, who was"-as Jung said-"indeed a very great 

sage, [who J discovered the most marvellous of all psychological 
laws: the regulative function of opposites ... enantiodromia, a 
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running contrariwise, by which he meant that sooner or later, 
everything runs into its opposite."'2 

RHYTHM 

Rhythm, Lekakis says, is the palpable link between the ideal 
and the real, visible and invisible experience. Esoteric content and 
scientific precision fuse as he proceeds to reveal the rhythmic order 
in the general thrust of a specific form and in its patterned texture. 
In ,the numerical sequence of its joints and their geometric con
tours and relations, its proportions are determined in terms of its 
total intent. "Lekakis works," Professor Margolis writes, "charac
teristically with systems of planes and circles and spheres," and 
these bring "results that are architectural as well as sculptural. At 
the same time, however, he has found that the tetrahedral shapes, 
for instance, approximate the sphere, rather in the way ... a poly
gon approximates a circle, and that the two-dimensional and three
dimensional controlling forms are jointly required. In a work 
which he himself regards as seminal, Scarabeus (Scarab) ... the 
relationships of polyhedral, spherical and planar forms are dis
played in a piece which has both maximal complexity and maximal 
unity and simplicity." There is a hint of the Darwinian process; the 
segments share a sameness even as they differ. All suggest, like the 
structure of a skeleton, the demiurgic presence; it does not com
mand by abstract law from afar but insinuates from within. 

In developing numerical and geometric schemes to determine 
form, Lekakis was guided by his Greek heritage. Writing of the 
Ancient Greek artist, Rhys Carpenter might well have been ex
plaining the experience of Lekakis: 

"He found the answer just where we might wish to find 
it [today ]-in science [that J consisted mainly of geometric 
theory. 

It is an impressive discovery when the human mind first 
catches glimpse of the eternal supersensuous laws ruling 
the seemingly casual appearances of the world of sense. 
This moment came to the Greeks early in their career in 
the course of Pythagorean and other geometric investiga
tions. In musical theory its appearance was most striking. 
Sounds-those intangible and invisible occurrences, seem-
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ingly unruled by anything but a fortuitous concordance 
among themselves-suddenly admitted their allegiance to 
the tyranny of geometry and number .... Everywhere, 
order showed its control within the universe-in the path 
of the stars, in the structure of material things-every
where, order seemed to be traceable to the influence of 
Number .... Nature is orderly. The forms for which she 
strives are strikingly symmetrical and numerically rational. 
The accidents of matter obscure and confuse the simple 
geometry of her intentions; but if we compare enough 
specimens of any species, we can eliminate the individual 
accidents that construct true form. Here then is a cardinal 
assumption of Greek esthetic practice-that there is a true 
form for every class of objects and that such a true form is 
characterized by its geometric simplicity, by the commen
surability of its component members. "4 
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The art of Lekakis is, however, not at all a return to the past 
but translates the lessons of the past into future action. His ex
plorations and discoveries have an immediate affinity with those 
of bio-chemistry and bio-physics as of depth psychology. The 
forms he releases by tracking down inherent twists and turns of 
organic movement in the sinews of a piece of wood, bear a startling 
resemblance to the innermost structures of bio-chemical life and 
to molecular relationships and interdependence of animate and 
inanimate matter. Through many seasons and many cycles of in
timacy, the wood guides his hands to the shape they carve. This 
communication arrives, he says, at "forms that are balanced some
where between the crystal world and the biological world. They 
are in a state of suspension between the two and establish lines of 
correspondence through them and beyond them." 

Ancient Greek practice in art and science, without the tech
nology of modern man, discovered some irrefutable truths about 
the visible world; so, Lekakis has explored the invisible world and, 
without any technological gear, "has carved particular shapes that, 
however they sustain a clear sense of free invention, come" -as 
Margolis writes-"remarkably close to forms that are well-known 
in micro-biochemistry-as, for instance, in Sympan . ... " 

If by his art, working apart and alone, Lekakis "has dis
covered," as Margolis says, "an essential schematic theme of 



76 THE CHARIOTEER 

creation itself [and] enables us to see how creative forces work," 
the prospects of our current technology-frightening enough al
ready-become all the more threatening. For if one man, working 
apart and alone, can, in his "modest and humane" intent tell us 
this much about the organic process in the creation of living forms, 
how much more may we then expect our mass technology with its 
innumerable intelligence-amplification systems will accomplish in 
the creation of mechanical, inorganic, super-intelligent life? 

As Jack Burnham warns, "there is abundant evidence that the 
modern era of artistic expression through sculptured objects is 
drawing to a close." Open to us now are conjectures about "the 
quasi-biological nature of future art." When the full power of the 
demiurge that Lekakis seeks in each piece of wood, is finally 
unlocked and man, himself, assumes the demiurgic role, a "radical 
realignment of the human psyche" will be required, "with the 
increasing sophistication and autonomy of our technical systems." 
For "all natural organic life" as we now know it, will be subjected 
to "a gradual phasing out, or programmed obsolescence" and will 
be replaced by "far more efficient types of life forms" while "our 
'inferior' and imperfect" selves will be caused to disappear.3 

After that "crossover ... toward a new form of civilization, 
peopled with a new type of life," a non-human and non-organic 
"life", the earth will be a very different place. If the intelligence
amplifications systems consciousness has its way, then, in that not 
too distant future-as in The T emp·est, Prospera foretells-we 
shall have been "all as spirits ... melted into air." Human civiliza
tion and the human race "shall dissolve/ And ... Leave not a rack 
behind." 

IV -DANCE AND THE COSMOS 

Earth, isn't this what you want: an invisible 
re-arising in us? Is it not your dream 
to be one day invisible? Earth! invisible! 
What is your urgent command, if not transformation? 
Earth, you darling, I will! •.. 

Rilke, Duino Elegies 

By an effort that can be described in Jung's terms as a "depo
tentiating" of the visible world, the artist reveals a hidden life; but 
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in the process of becoming, each work inevitably has absorbed a 
part of the artist's own being. As Hubert Meeker has written, 
"Regardless how complex his sculptures-and some of them seem 
close to technical miracles-Lekakis ... never works from plans 
or drawings. Even though one sculpture may take from five to 
twenty years to evolve to completion, its birth is a gradual becom
ing that emerges out of the artist's own growth and enlighten
ment." His quiet, prolific career testifies that he "is willing to 
throw away a lifetime for a state of neutrality in which universal 
truth can work through him."16 The poet Richard Howard has 
stressed that Lekakis is "an original"; his personal humility is not 
assumed nor an accident of temperament but seems to have been 
acquired during his life-long self-effacing struggles to discover 
in the wood the hidden forces that startle and waylay. His search
ing out superfluities and cavitations of the wood has caused a 
parallel action upon his own self; so, in speaking with him, we 
enjoy a rare conviction of listening to the essential man. " 'The 
only problem,'" of such art-as he told Howrd-" 'is to sustain my 
neutrality.' "10 

In studying this man and his sacrificial devotion to art, we are 
reminded of Matthew Arnold's praise of Homer: "the plainness 
and directness of Homer's ideas [and} the plainness and directness 
of his style; but the plainness and directness of the contents of his 
style, of his ideas themselves, is not less remarkable .... For 
Homer is not only rapid in movement, simple in style, plain in 
language, natural in thought; he is, also, and above all, noble.'' 
Again, to the point, Arnold remarks, "Sanity-that is the great 
virtue .of the ancient literature; the want of that is the great defect 
of the modern ... .''2 Arnold's words, with appropriate substitu
tions, impose themselves in an appraisal of the art of Michael 
Lekakis: in its essence it is Homeric. 

Lekakis does, too, perform what Arnold declared is the neces
sary task of the artist-to be a critic of life. Professor Margolis 
concludes his splendid survey of the "heuristic" art of Lekakis with 
a comprehensive look at its moral value: 

"I cannot think of any more appropriate characteriza
tion of Lekakis' entire body of work than this: that it 
intensifies our sense of being at home in the cosmic order 
of things. The implication is everywhere conveyed that, 
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ideally, the cosmos is a harmony of the flourishing powers 
of whatever there may be, and that intelligent life is a con
secration of, and a laboring to realize, all forms of flower
ing. In this sense, the lesson is devoid of cruelty or par
tiality, and the Socratic theme of the identity of self-love 
and of the love and appreciation of the whole world is per
manently cut in wood. For the ideal envisioned is the goal 
and work of human art." 
In a long interview with Hubert Meeker, about his sculpture 

and drawings exhibited at the Dayton Art Institute in 1968, 
Lekakis set forth his profoundly humane vision of man in society 
and in the cosmos: 

"Creation is not the result of what we want to do .... 
It is the result of the whole cosmic process ... if one ap-
proaches it right, he can give it form ... the only thing that 
prompts this kind of vision is love ... I mean the whole of 
love, eros and agape, the divine and the human reconciled, 
as the Greeks knew it ... this is what I am trying to do, to 
reconcile man and the cosmos ... but I don't have any 
dispensation for this, I think everyone has it ... It is a 
matter of becoming sensitized, of preparing one's self to 
let it happen ... we must come to the point where we can 
soar beyond ourselves, to be free of ourselves, where we 
are no longer the victim of our stupidity, emotions and 
prejudices .... 

"People have incredible intelligence and understanding 
... we have a memory ... we must not deceive ourselves 
... we all have a memory, and it goes all the way back, out 
into the spheres .... " 
Lekakis has lived most of his days in New York, his native city, 

but has never severed himself from his Greek heritage: 
"My tradition is very important to me, because all the 

forms have been broken down in our time ... it is time to 
reconstruct a universal order in which we can live as human 
beings, in a more noble way than we have been .... 

"There is only one necessity today, and that is how we 
are going to transform this materialism around us into all 
its possibilities, its implications, so that we can understand 
what we are doing ... I do not mean to destroy material-
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ism, but to give it meaning by realizing its true potential 
... as it is now, everyone is out for the material thing, and 
we have forgotten what it means ... in such a situation 
people can become very cruel to each other .... " 
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Meeker makes clear that "Lekakis does not regard his art as 
didactic in any way. He feels he has nothing to say, but everything 
to discover .... 'For something to be really fundamental,'" Leka
kis states, " 'it must be conceived in a state of change, of trans
formation ... .' "16 

Transformation is the subject as it is in the process of his art. 
All his works move by entasis, in rhythmically segmented contours, 
toward a completion-literally a form in transition--of their neces
sary nature. All seem alive, in responsive movement to vibrations 
within them and outside of them that summon them toward an 
ever fuller being, toward a ripeness always pregnant with life, 
never a falling away to oblivion. "The cosmos,'' he says, "is a 
system of vibrations; behind the rhythm is vibration.'' It is in all 
being, even as breathing and the heart-beat inform the metric pat
tern of Ancient Greek poetry. "He recalls," Margolis tells us, 
"discussing years ago, with the poet William Carlos Williams, the 
exciting analogy of the congruence in the heroic mode of the 
Homeric poems between the rhythmic beat of the recited line, and 
the intervals of actual breathing in the dramatically appropriate 
recitation." 

If the vision of Lekakis could be put in one statement, it prob
ably would be: Everything has a meaning, every meaning has a 
form, and every form has a rhythm. Form in dance, he believes, 
is most expressive of meaning and rhythm and of the vibrations 
throughout the cosmos. Form in dance most reconciles the oppo
sites that are a necessary part of the cosmos: time and space, active 
and static, solid and fluid, visible and invisible, Self and Non-Self. 

The Ancient Greeks, he says, "projected cosmic principles in 
their idiom-idealized humans.'' After centering in the middle of 
the forehead for thousands of years of Egyptian art, sculpture ad
vanced among the Greeks to a flow of being from one link of the 
human body to another, with meticulous concern for the joints. 
Lekakis proceeds in the idiom of his time-non-human but still 
organic form-toward his own "notion of manifestations. To 
understand how far form can go-I came to realize that truest 
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ultimate form is that which is suspended in space. What is 
needed," he says, "the only thing to add is to have seen that suspen
sion of form in its greatest dearness; thus, the Ideal-expressing 
the Greek mind. Another seeking of manifestations is the Hindu 
which tries to see what must be seen, at the moment of its greatest 
intensity." 

We move, Lekakis says, "through time and space, between the 
abyss and the chasm. Man has deep powers in him. What to put in 
the middle is the problem. Toughness, in the long run, is what 
counts." The archetypal dancer is man, moving in measured steps, 
in and out of time and space, adventuring to the edge of chaos; 
his dance, too, enacts the drama of the demiurge, the invisible 
power that makes shapes according to the rhythmic command of 
the cosmos. Dance measures itself in breath and heart-beat: and the 
Self and Non-Self interchange, now a solid touching earth, now an 
insolid leaping through air; now physical, now metaphysical, but 
in each transformation, the essence never changes-at once musi
cian and instrument, form in dance is always rhythmic, organic 
movement. "When numbers become musical intervals, they liber
ate themselves," Lekakis says; "but they must be not only ex
pressed. They have to be free agents to express the dramatic 
intention of all that is being expressed." Thus, in music, where 
aesthetics and science merge in sensory form, the tyranny of num
bers is overcome. The dancer, suspended in space or touching earth 
to renew the impulse for the next leap into the fifth element, the 
aether, is at once, abstract and concrete, body and spirit, known and 
unknown, in clearest manifestation. 

Dance, thus, is the single act that most fully and precisely puts 
man into a harmonious relation to the cosmos. "To understand 
the movements, the pattern of order in the cosmos," Lekakis says, 
"we must realize that implicit in the way a figure, the dancer, 
moves, is the revelation of the struggle of order against chaos. The 
dancer is in an adversary relationship to chaos. A shape forms in 
the negative of chaos, and that is the shape which is emerging in 
the sculpture. Dance is a necessary juxtaposition of positive and 
negative elements. These concern the perfect balance between the 
object as it is in itself and the space in which it exists, belongs and, 
therefore, moves. If there is no such belonging, there is no balance. 
Each object, therefore, creates negative space. Thus, the interstices, 
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the spaces which the object does not occupy are in themselves each 
apart from the other and each in unison or, rather, the consequence 
of the other." His constant concern has been, he says, to express the 
"correspondence between the particular and the general, between 
the cosmos and the object, to reconcile material reality with cosmic 
reality." 

Active interest in the dances of Greece inspired his realization 
that in dance is "the truest ultimate form." They are, he stresses, 
not as commonly known, "folk" dances. The dances of Greece, 
as of all ancient cultures, are forms of revelation, of ritualistic 
action. "All dances were originally sacred," as Mircea Eliade 
explains; "they had an extrahuman model. ... Choreographic 
rhythms have their model outside the profane life of man; whether 
they reproduce the movements of the totemic or emblematic 
animal, or the motions of the stars, whether they themselves con
stitute rituals (labyrinthine steps, leaps, gestures performed with 
ceremonial instruments) -a dance always imitates an archetypal 
gesture or commemorates a mythical moment."8 Dance is a form 
of mythic experience, whereby the relation is sustained between 
what is seen in the light, and what is unseen in the dark. To dance 
is to assert the existence of the one and to evoke the presence of the 
other. "Dance," Lekakis says, "is the celebration of what has been 
consecrated. In its truest form, it consecrates as it celebrates." And, 
he quotes Heraclitus, "When I see men dance, I believ·e the gods 
exist." 

To what green altar, 0 mysterious priest, 
Leadst thou ... ? 

Keats, Ode On A Grecian Urn 

In his long search for the principles of organic form, the art 
of Lekakis has, itself developed organically. The pattern from his 
earliest to his most recent work is from seed, to root, to tree. His 
life and his art (the two are synonymous) reach their fullest clarity 
in his masterwork Apotheosis: a visionary tour de force that 
dramatizes man's place in cosmic harmony. This work, as Professor 
Margolis states, "is probably the most daring of his efforts to 
date .... 

"The dancing figures appear to have entered a ritual: 
the entire piece is set upon an altar; and the corona of roots 
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takes the distinct form of lines of force that explode and 
return and are held within some cosmic system consecrated 
and understood by intelligent beings who themselves vi
brate with the same power .... The whole spirit of this 
composition is reminiscent of the speculations of the pre
Socratics, and at the same time links it with the theorizing 
of our own advanced science." 
In his poetic interpretation, Richard Howard calls Apotheosis 

"monumental". 
"It is carved from the trunks of three trees and their 

united root system; the group has been inverted ... to re
mind us of that other grove, that other sacred wood under
ground which is as ambitious to reach downward as the 
branches and twigs and foliage stirring overhead ... . 
Offered up on this pedestal ... [are J we recognize ... the 
three forms the most classic of all figural myths, ... the 
three Graces bestowing, receiving and returning-and what 
is it they bestow, receive and return but the world itself, the 
energy which enables them to stand there, bearing down, 
bearing up? ... What singles out the works of Michael 
Lekakis from the sculpture of his age is, more significantly 
than their idiomorphic solitude, their attitude toward the 
negative ... the impulses of destruction and erasure, of 
self-opposition (ranging from parody to suicide) ... the 
stock-in-trade of modernist art, and to a considerable 
degree ... of our museums and galleries today .... 
[Lekakis J has given [us J an art which is the antithesis of an 
art of suffering." 
After our initial amazement at the craftsmanship-the years of 

exhausting, delicate labor, the singleness of desire in the wood 
(originally a massive five tons) and in its maker to bring out this 
masterform, Apotheosis strikes deep chords in our awareness. The 
work is, certainly, what Schiller would have called right art
"dedicated to Joy." ("The right art is that alone, which creates the 
highest enjoyment.") An alternate title to Apotheosis could be 
AHymntoJoy. 

It is full of music of the highest order.19 The three central fig
ures seem in vibrant obedience to invisible choral and instrumental 
accompaniment. Melodic vibrations seen to flow from a core of 
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energy far below the base and table ("fire and liquid", the artist 
states), where the "intelligent beings" are poised, streaming 
through them and around them and exploding into a mysterious, 
labyrinthine configuration above them. The unheard melody 
weaves through the whole work, in restless, contrapuntal patterns 
of wood and air. (They are what Flaubert struggled a lifetime to 
capture on the printed page: un rythm oculaire-visual rhythm.) 
The sinuous veins of wood and air are mysteriously complex above 
the simplicity of the three celebrants which is no less portentous. 
They seem to be upheld as much as they uphold the labyrinthine 
mystery? Is it emanating upwards from their very hands or is it a 
presence toward which they reach in the dance of transformation? 
The two segments, two principles, the simple and the complex, the 
clear and the dense, order and disorder, seem secretly magnetized 
toward each other. All lines lead upward from the base. Is the 
Cthonic surrendering to the Ouranian? Is the Apollonian uniting 
with the Dionysian? Is it the arrival of the Hermetic ?'3 

This is the spell of the work: to wonder is to be drawn into 
the mystery, just as Keats, in Ode On A Grecian Urn, was beguiled 
by the procession of celebrants depicted on the urn and by its 
silent music-

What leaf-fring' d legend haunts about thy shape 
Of deities or mortals, or of both, 

In Tempe or the dales of Arcady? 
What men or gods are these? ... 
What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy? 

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on; 

Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear' d, 
Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone: 

So, to look at Apotheosis, is to listen to the dithyrambic 
cadences "of no tone" breathing among its lyric interstices, and 
wonder, 

To what green altar, 0 mysterious priest, 
Lead' st thou . . . ? 

Keats asked this question but his imagination did not follow 
the celebrants to the sacred grove where the mystery would reveal 
itself; he withdrew, alone, back to the "little town" where the 
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procession began. Keats, the Romantic poet, stayed, of course, in 
the drama of his changing responses to what he saw on the urn. 
They contained the question but not the answer: "Thou, silent 
form," he told the urn, "dost tease us out of thought/ As doth 
eternity .... " 

The "form" of Apotheosis, not at all "silent," speaks with 
many tongues. It is like a call to arms-"The gods must not and 
cannot die." -of the eternal Greek spirit against materialism, the 
eternal barbarian.12 The mythico-religious consciousness awakens 
from a long sleep to defend man against the terrors of the intel
ligence-amplification-systems consciousness, to trample the fires of 
efficient extinction and "programmed obsolescence." 

Apotheosis is full of mystery, the mystery of joy whose deepest 
roots are in the mythico-religious consciousness, summoning us to 
a celebration of nature and all organic life, a celebration of the 
eternal covenant between man and the cosmos, the human and the 
godly. And with joy, comes Beauty to lead us toward the ultimate 
Beauty which is also the Good and the True. The Platonic experi
ence is clear in Apotheaosis: the lover is impelled toward the 
beloved, first by externals that give him joy and these gradually 
guide him to esoteric Beauty. 

The silhouette of Apotheosis is like a bouquet, like a tree, like 
the mushroom-shadow of atomic death, but the radiant power of 
this work leads us as to a sacred ground. There, the many "organ
isms" liberated by the artist-demiurge-a stunning orchestration of 
strange, new, yet strangely-familiar forms-vibrate as in an Orphic 
dance of life, while through the shimmering contours of Apo
theosis, as from some Eleusinian hierophant, reverberates the 
supreme blessing-May your desires be fulfilled; return to the 
Universal Soul/11 And in such an Eden-like place where only in 
dreams have we walked before, the nameless creatures, assuming 
identities in willful abandon, wait for the birth of language that by 
sound and syllable will give them gender and number and make 
their presence known. Or is it the names that wait at the brink of 
our awareness to be re-born by the grammar of a long-forgotten 
tongue? 
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THE LAST VISIT 

BY SPIROS PLASKOVITIS 

translated by Themi Vasils 

For days, this summer, I struggled with the thought that I must 
visit him. "He's a man up against the wall," I said to myself. "The 
doctors have lost hope, giving him no more than six months to live. 
How can I face him? I don't know how to cloak reality with words. 
I just can't be that way. I, here in the armchair-there, the wall? 
My eyes looking directly at his heart as he claws at the wall, and all 
the while I'd be feeling the scratch of his nails? No, I can't under
stand this I It's dreadful to play such a game, to try to make con
versation with the bones of silence. My friend was always intelli
gent and farsighted. So this would never escape him! Perhaps, he 
might even smile if . ... But that would be even worse." 

Unexpectedly, he sent word through his sister. 
"He's asked to see you many times," she said. "Go down some 

day. You remember where he lives, beyond the demolished section 
near the airport. He wanted to go there alone-alone, that is, with 
his latest girl. What could we do? We let him." 

"How shall I act?" I asked. 
"Take a bottle of cognac with you. Now, nothing can harm 

him anymore." 
I put a good-sized bottle in my pocket and decided to go. It was 

an afternoon in August; only the fare collector was on the bus that 
travelled slowly along the coastal road. You could see the small, 
desolate, barren islands and the anchored boats in the little harbors 
-an ordinary day, like all the others, when everything is anchored 
and stripped bare and reflects the ochre of the sun. 

I finally tired of that slow coach and got off two stops before 
my destination. So I did not manage to see him that day either. 
I roamed about, dazed from the sun. Wandering among the an
chored boats under the blazing sun, I talked to myself: "He's a 
man against the wall. It's not possible that a person with the fore
sight and intelligence of my friend does not know! And what's 
even worse, I owe my life to him." 

87 
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He and I did not at all agree in our ideas. He had no weighty 
thoughts. He was simply a prudent man who considered it indis
pensable to live, just as everyone thinks it proper and necessary. 
During the years of the Occupation, I had been hunted. Why? 
I don't even remember anymore, just as I can't quite remember why 
he wanted to shield me-why and how I cowered in his home for 
two months. I must have reasoned that the Nazis would not think 
of finding me there near the airport. 

"With the Nazis or without the Nazis or with whatever other 
devil you care to name, it's all the same to me!" he would declare 
"Why should I take a stand? I don't care to do anyone's bidding. 
To be here or there or with this or that! Nevertheless, I want to be. 
That's my right. I love a ruddy dog more than I love an idea." 

* * * * 
The next day, I bought a new bottle, a name brand. This time 

I really made an effort to find the old road. To say there was no 
road would be more accurate. The way was covered by the wreck
age, by piles of dirt, plaster and bricks. The peaks of the half
demolished houses jutted here and there, inconsistent, like the 
petrified teeth of a prehistoric denture. Wind was stirring up 
yellow dust that smelled of plaster, parched and eroded from the 
sun and from the heavy tires of the trucks. Plaster and sun and a 
eucalyptus tree with a strong odor like an old pharmacy. 

I will be able to tell from his eyes, those intelligent eyes of his. 
At this first meeting, they will reveal how much he knows. What 
continues to draw me, a healthy man, to this man who must know? 
The truth? No, he loves his ruddy dog and he wants to sleep with 
his girl. 

Green May-beetles from the fig trees in his garden were flitting 
in from the open window and circling about the kitchen. What 
continues to draw me? 

The knocker of thick, uncarved brass, rusted green and as de
pressing as it used to be, was familiar. I was white when I arrived 
at his door. The white and yellow dust of the dead land I had just 
traversed must surely have left its contamination on my shoes, my 
arms, and even, I think, on my eyelashes. 

"This road doesn't go through anymore," were his first words. 
"What made you take it? Not a soul remembers it anymore. It 
ends and disappears in the wreckage. No one ever comes from 
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there. There's another road, further out, beyond the border. And, 
as you can see, they haven't yet reached me out here. [He half 
smiled, satisfied.} For years they've been expanding the airport, 
but this district is outside the zone." 

We sat in the garden on a bench that he must have made with 
his own hands-a half-peeled eucalyptus trunk, cut on a slant and 
secured with flat-headed nails. He noticed the bottle in my coat 
pocket; he reached for it, pulled it out and toyed with it in one hand, 
admiring it. 

"Ah, now here's a good idea! An idea well-packaged and with 
a good brand on it! I like it," he said. He admired the bottle in the 
light. 

"A good, genuine brand. Janetta, Janetta!" he called, "Here's 
a genuine brand!" 

But Janetta was not the type who showed enthusiasm. As soon 
as I saw her, I could tell that she knew. Beneath her lashes, 
her eyes held a fateful gloom, like the eyes of a buffalo. Harnessed 
at night in the reins of his embrace-thirtyish, the Prankish-Naxian 
offspring of a hardy peasant woman and black pirate-Janetta 
offers, I thought, what she knows: a drop of death every night in 
the emulsion of the spasm. 

"You'll drink with us," he said, handing her the bottle. "Pre
pare it and then get yourself a stool." 

He turned to me again. His voice fell, but his face retained a 
devilish verve. He had always been an innocent devil-or so it 
seemed to me-one who was prudent through intuition. He raised 
both legs on the bench, hugged them with his arms and rested his 
chin on his knees. His weakness was exaggeratedly reflected in 
this posture; he resembled a large insect, ready to leap. His long, 
bare arms extending from the sleeves of his shirt were full of 
freckles. 

"I suppose my sister told you. I'm well now. This place is 
good, you remember it. It's the best there is. The breeze blows 
gently day and night. And besides, with the demolitions, the land 
has opened up. Now you can look at the sea beyond, and the sun 
until the moment it sets. Every so often, a pain hovers about me. 
It's not even a real pain but rather the idea that an unbearable pain 
will grip me. But I don't think it ever has; it's only in my mind." 

He was silent. A large commercial plane approaching the air• 
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field from the east passed overhead and roared toward the sea 
where it encountered the afternoon sunset which still flooded the 
firmament; all the metal parts suddenly flared up, like a star. The 
plane then began to descend, and my friend watched it until it was 
lost from his sight. He suddenly laughed. 

"Panni. Do you remember Panni? She's in Canada now. Some 
cousins invited her, immigrants in Montreal. Until she boarded 
the plane, there was no one to help her and she didn't know a word 
of English. I took her, myself." 

"When did this happen?" I asked. 
"Oh, about five, six years ago. And such weather! A fine 

drizzle, the airplanes, the runways, everything glistened. She 
slipped and hurt her knee and smeared it with her saliva." 

Abruptly, he turned toward the direction in which Janetta's 
footsteps had gone. 

"But Janetta is nicer," he whispered slyly. "Better looking and, 
to be frank, more submissive. That other one must have been over
worked since childhood. Her body was all sinew and her skin 
coarse. And she had a peculiar body hair that chafed. Janetta is 
nicer. Besides, Panni's face wasn't much. Only her mouth-you, 
too, noticed it right away-her mouth soaked up all the blood that 
was missing from the rest of her face." 

He stood up. Then he sat down in a more na·tural position but 
further away, as far as the plank extended. He took out a little 
penknife and began to pare his nails. 

"Any young girl who comes to work at the home of a bachelor 
out in the country surely must know why she comes. Panni pre
tended that she didn't understand, and I was in no hurry to show 
her. She resisted and I was amused. Her slender body was like a 
boy's. I think that was about the time you moved in on me. Why 
are you looking at me? By God, I liked you! Your foolishness was 
also rather amusing. The Nazis would have shot you for nothing, 
and you would have gone down with the idea that you deserved it. 
Really, both they and you would have been wrong. There's no 
sense to shooting, for the same reason that there's no sense to being 
shot. Yet, in my house, you finally seemed to sleep with an easy 
mind." 

"Panni looked after me," I said. "She was really very good to 
me." 
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"But my eye always caught her," he said, "coming back and 
forth into that room whenever you were sitting in the armchair, 
reading or looking out into the garden from behind the curtain! 
I began to press her more. You had not noticed. At night and at 
daybreak, I would purposely enter her room, only to make her 
jump from her bed, half naked. Then I would laugh and close her 
door again. I assumed she would soon get used to the idea that 
someday I would not leave in such a hurry and ... " 

"And then?" I asked. 
"Oh, come now. Where did I find my amusement? After all, 

if she did not like it, she could have gathered her belongings and 
gone away. On the contrary, her actions indicated anything but 
such a desire. You and she ... " 

"So," I said, "two of us were being pursued in there." 
"I used to wonder," he continued, "'Where do you suppose 

this will all end?' That's what I used to think! I don't know myself 
what prodded me, what drove me to plot against the two of you. 
You were so trusting in our friendship, but Panni, on the contrary, 
had an unexplainable distrust. She followed us around at times 
with her suspicion, like a bad dog, and I couldn't understand why. 
What did she suspect? What did she foresee? What was she 
waiting for? I used to wonder before she would stop resisting me? 
Besides, I was positive that it wasn't because she really wanted to 
resist me. You know, it's taken me over ten years to relate this 
story to you, but I thought that I must tell you some time." 

There was quiet again for a while, the quiet of the garden. As 
soon as he stopped talking, the quiet moved in and did all it could 
to provoke him. 

"Saturday was dawning," he began again. "You were sleeping. 
I could hear your breathing through the half-open door. Suddenly, 
I turned on the light and jumped up. I can still remember. It was 
a frightfully confused night." 

"It was something simpler. You were afraid!" I said. 
"Wait, the idea had lodged in my mind earlier. I was playing 

the most idiotic and dangerous game by hiding you in my home. 
I was indiscriminately destroying my discretion, and now I sudden
ly considered it shameful that I, a prudent, normal fellow after all, 
had condescended to share the ideological jumble of a young 
scamp. Let's not be naive. Fear isn't a simple matter. You're mak-
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ing a mistake. All of this had brought on an irritability in my 
sleep; and when I awoke, I felt a horrible bitterness and anger in 
my mouth. I immediately thought of Fanni's lips, and suddenly 
all my desire welled in my mouth. All this happened much faster 
than I can relate it to you because as I turned on the light and 
leaped up, my desire and anger were not only in my mouth ... " 

He made a motion with his hand to stop me from interrupting 
him. 

"Repeated gunshots were crackling outside," he continued. 
"Dawn was just breaking. I quietly opened the window and lis
tened. I could hear the dogs, those trained wolfhounds the Ger
mans dragged with them whenever they set out on a search. I soon 
realized that they had probably blocked off the neighborhoods 
behind the airport. The shots and barks were still lost in the dark, 
but perhaps they would be getting closer. And in the hallway, your 
breathing was even. You had not heard anything . . . Don't you 
surmise something?" he asked me abruptly. 

I shrugged. He gave me a quick, cutting glance and uncon
sciously imitated my action. 

"I dressed," he said. "I was indignant with your breathing. 
I staggered out to the garden and tried to discern something among 
the trees. But I could not see anything. Nothing-but that which 
had been driving me those many days suddenly came to me as a 
revelation. Surely its time had come. It was in your fate and mine. 
Fanni's suspicion had not been without reason. She knew it, and 
I saw that I was learning it just then." Again, he asked, searching 
my face, "Don't you guess anything?" 

I avoided him. I was looking at the hills, the tiled roofs. They 
seemed lower now. 

"You were up against the wall, damn you!" he shouted fiercely. 
"I left the dark garden and came in to get my hat. In fact, I was 
holding it in my hand when ... Now, you're going to hear every
thing. I sensed it immediately. She was in your room although 
you were still sleeping-! could tell from your breathing which 
continued the same as earlier. I approached, flicked on the flash
light I kept in my pocket. And there she was! I caught her as she 
was kneeling in her nightgown, barefoot. She was bent over your 
pillow, and her lips were touching your cheek. I could no longer 
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restrain myself. I grabbed her by her gown, by her hair, I dragged 
her away and pushed her savagely into the hall. 

" 'Why do you kiss him!' I said. 
" 'Because you're going to turn him in!' she answered without 

hesitating. 'You're ready to do it. That's why you're holding your 
hat!' 

"A shudder ran through me. I slapped her violently and felt 
faint. Kicking my hat on the tiles of the hallway, I returned to my 
room. My temples were throbbing, the blood rushed to my eyes, 
and my mind was blurred. What could I do now? If the men with 
the wild dogs came, I could, of course, kill you before I'd lose my 
life with you. But I wouldn't go out to the garden again, not with 
my hat, that is, as before. Neither did I want to encounter Panni 
again. But I suddenly felt that she had come into my room. She 
silently took off her cotton nightgown and stretched her naked 
body on my bed. 'Why were you kissing him?' I asked her again, 
trembling. 'Not for him,' she answered. 'I kissed him for you, for 
you! It was you I wanted to save!' She folded her arms around my 
neck. We never even heard what happened with the shooting. 

"Really, I remember Panni sometimes!" he whispered now 
with a quiet sigh, although his eyes and his hands wanted to run 
again to the garden. "With the years she became thinner. Her 
body toughened and her skin became even coarser and more hairy. 
That day at the airport, she seemed lost. She slipped and hurt her 
knee. Janetta is a real woman. I think I'll stay with her quite a 
long time." 

The sky was almost dark. The airplanes were arriving more 
frequently, one after the other, slashing luminous belts across the 
sky. I was aware of the fated Janetta through the tree-filled path 
behind us, bringing the last liquor I would be tasting with him. 
We both had a liking for cognac-cognac on the rocks. Soon the 
night would be spreading toward the sea, and the waters would be 
getting dark. Two people, he and I, would savor still one more 
stimulant. Yet Panni, with her full, exciting lips had at one time 
kissed me while I was sleeping, and I never knew. I never knew 
that I had been up against the wall. And he, until the moment he 
accompanied her to the airplane, never knew that he loved his re
morse, that Panni was his better self. 

He had hopes now of living with the gloomy Janetta. rrBut 
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Janetta knows," I thought, "she is a positive condemnation. She is 
not that variable something that Panni was." 

Hastily emptying my glass, I asked him, "Why did you tell me 
this story tonight?" 

He could not answer. He smiled, full of wonder and ecstasy be
fore the flat land which opened wide below our feet and stretched 
beyond the devastated neighborhoods. 

"This place is good," he murmured. "A gentle wind blows. 
Three months ago, the last rasings were completed." 

Suddenly, he shivered and looked around for his jacket. 
"It gets quite windy at times. So you had never surmised any

thing? No, I can see it now; she probably did not . . . Had I 
known, if I could have been certain of it, I might not have let her 
board that plane. But, it's better that I did not know." 

He drank one more cognac. I got up, passed him quickly, 
lowered my head and slipped under the uncarved, thick, fist-like 
brass knocker ·of the front door. We shook hands. He left me. 
I withdrew to the street, purposely by the same wrong road which 
I had followed to arrive there. Everything is simpler than we 
imagine! The microbe knows more than we; pain knows our body 
before we are aware of it; the servant knows more than her master. 

I proceeded along the faulty road which had been ploughed by 
the large trucks and kneaded by the plaster and the sun. I prayed, 
rroh, Lord, grant us ignorance. Render it to us again. Give us Holy 
Communion; intoxicate us. Return us once more to glorious igno
rance! For in knowing, we are up against the wall." 

Spiros Plaskovitis, born in Corfu in 1917, studied law and was employed in the 
civil service before he became an attorney. Since 1951, he has served as a member of 
the Judicial Branch of the Security Council of Greece. 

His first works, a series of short stories, appeared in 1948 in the periodical N ea 
Estia and received enthusiastic critical comments. His first book of short stories, The 
Bare Tree, was published in 1952. A second collection The Tempest and The Lantern, 
in 1955, won the National Short Story Award. His third book of fiction, The Dam, 
1960, received the Kosta Ourani A ward. His short stories are being translated for 
publication in France. 

After the military coup of April, 1967, Spiros Plaskovitis was arrested by the junta 
and was tried for purportedly disseminating printed material against the military 
dictatorship. Though the junta failed to produce any evidence against him, he was, 
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nevertheless, sentenced to five years in prison from which he was recently released. 

"The Last Visit" is from his collection of short stories, The Oppressed, published in 

Greece, in 1964. 

Themi Vasils has co-translated both Nikos Kazantzakis' Symposium (Thomas 

Y. Crowell Company, N.Y., 1975) and Journeying (Little Brown & Co., Boston, 

1975). She has also translated other short stories by Spiros Plaskovitis and George 

Theotokas. 
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REVIEW OF BOOKS 

GLYKERIA PROTOPAPAS- BoUBOULIDOU. 
Pezografika Keimena tou Polemou kai 
tis Katochis. Ioannina. University of 
Ioannina, 1974. Supplement No. 1. An
nual of the School of Philosophy. xv + 
212 pages. 

PROFESSOR PROTO PAPAS-BOUBOULIDOU 
presents a kind of survey of the im
portant prose writers and prose works 
of the period 1940-1944 that chrono
logically covers the Greco-German War, 
the Nazi Occupation, the Resistance and 
finally the Liberation of Greece. These 
works reflect the national struggle of the 
Greek people against a foreign foe and 
show the continuity of the Greek literary 
tradition. Though the literary forms 
this expr!lssion takes are various, even 
autobiographical, they are written by 
the people who were involved, in one 
way or another, with the war in Al
bania, the Greek defense in Macedonia, 
the battle of Crete, and Nazi Occupa
tion, the continuation of the struggle in 
the Middle East with the military and 
naval successes of 1943-1944, the Re
sistance, the Liberation, the December 
Movement, and the Communist Civil 
War. The various texts studied pro
duce a composite picture of the period. 

Prose Texts of the War and the Oc
cupation is divided into three main sec
tions: the first ( 3-70) depicts the pe
riod of the war (1940-41), and the 
analysis and examination of texts ranges 
from the personal diary of a Greek sol
dier to epic. Authors represented here 
include Anghelos Vlachos, Loukis Akri
tas, Yannis Beratis, Tasos Athanasiadis, 
Stelios Xefloridhas, Michael Peranthis, 
Anghelos Terzakis, Spyros Melas, Chris
tos Zalokostas, N. Galazis, Nikos Ka
randonis, Xenos Xenitas, and Spyros 
Trivizas. The second section (73-130) 
covers the period 1940-1944 (War and 
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Occupation) and is represented by 
George Theotokas, Evanghelos Averoff
Tositsa, Nikos Athanasiadhis, Ghalateia 
Saranti, I. M. Panaghiotopoulos, M. 
Karaghatsis, Irene Ghalanou, Elias Ve
nezis, and Gherasimos Ghrighoris. The 
third section (133-210), texts of the 
Occupation (1941-1944), is represented 
by Rhodis Rhoufos, Evanghelos Averoff
Tositsa, Elias Venezis, Alexander Kot
zias, Y annis Beratis, Anghelos Vlahos, 
Peter Haris, Spyros Plaskovitis, Ghera
simos Ghrighoris, Thanasis Petsalis, 
Alkis Tropaiatis, Demetris Psatsas, Kle
areti Dhipla-Malamou, Joanna Tsatsos, 
Christos Zalokostas, and Rhigas Rhi
gopoulos. 

Each chapter briefly indicates the con
tent, style, and value of the work dis
cussed and quotes amply from repre
sentative passages of the texts cited; the 
notes are largely bibliographical. 

Prose Texts of the War and the Oc 
cupation is an introductory survey that 
needed to be. It is, by the author's own 
admission, by no means exhaustive but 
a pioneering attempt to deal systemat
ically, though briefly, with an important 
period in the history of modern Greek 
literature. 

}OHN E. REXINE 
Colgate University 

NIKIFOROS VRETAKOS. Odht stan t/io. 
Athens. Dhioyenis. 1974. 30 pages. 

In this volume of twenty poems, Vre
takos' twenty-fifth since his first publica
tion in 1929, the poet continues to praise 
nature and love in a pure lyric voice. He 
expands on two themes, the joy of life 
contrasted to man's inhumanity, which 
have preoccupied him throughout his 
work, recalling here hangings, napalm-
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ing of children, and the terrible fullness 
of prisons. Through the darkness shines 
the sun-an ever-present image of Vre
takos-which touches the faces of all, 
victims and torturers alike, with the same 
intensity and love. A symbol of hope, 
the sun spreads its rays to embrace all 
opposites-joy and sadness, war and 
peace. The sun becomes a sign of resist
ance which provides for man in his daily 
life the stamina and the will to endure 
his struggle against the oppresiveness of 
existence. Allowing a place in his own 
heart for the sun, man anticipates Pro
metheus unbound stroking the earth's 
grass. 

A treatment of a major theme in mod
ern Greek poetry-the sun and its im
portance to life in the Mediterranean
Ode to the Sun, recalls an older, more 
enchanted view of life, which revels in 
an awareness and acceptance of Crea
tion's light, the Sun which is love; Vre
tlikos reconfirms that he is a poet of opti
mism, who has consistently rejected the 
dark vision of much of modern poetry. 

ICOSTAS MYRSLADES 
West Chester State College 

Y. X. STOYANNIDHIS. I Apili. Thessalo
niki. 1974. 48 pages. 

Stoyannidhis first published his poetry 
in 1949 and has produced so far eight 
booklets, of which the seventh, To 
Perlptero ('The Kiosk or 'Pavilion'), 
collected a Greek state prize for poetry. 
Both To Periptero ( 1973) and I A pili 
('The Threat') came after a several 
years of silence, probably self-imposed, 
that seem to weigh heavily on many of 
the verses: 

how long is it that I rot 
in speculating on this and that, 

things that may happen, 
and on how I'll go through that 

door 
folding my spine over. 

From To Periptero 
Elements in Stoyannidhis are also 
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recognizable in other Thessalonian 
writers: a language close to that of 
normal speech, conversational tone, 
nostalgia, remorse, poignant introspec
tion. Areas of darkness are relieved by 
patches of light; for the poet believes 
in the basic goodness of man. The name 
of the book is significantly gloomy and 
so is the epigraph-two rather sad lines 
from Seferis' "Thrush." Also, the first 
part of the book is called "State of 
Siege" (a reminiscence of the Costa
Gavras movie?), and several poems 
suggest the morass in which the poet 
finds himself. Symbols: the pit with 
the snakes; the stranger in us; Hydra's 
one thousand heads impossible to cut 
off; the bloodless brain. Yet, the sec
ond part of the book is called "It is 
dawning" and here Stoyannidhis has 
eyes for the shining plate of the sea, and 
for the sky: 

a bit of blue at the edge of the sky 
makes the hour more festive 
and that light wind is, I admit, 
tempting to the flesh. 
It Is Dawning Slowly is, however, 

another title in the book and I Apili 
ends on a note of endurance rather than 
of triumph. It is a pleasure to read 
Stoyannidhis; he is a poet who is sen
sitive, often vulnerable, but also strong 
in his elemental optimism. 

GEORGE THANIEL, 
University College, 

Toronto 

MINAS DHIMAKIS. Pifmata. 2 volumes. 
Athens. Vakon. 1974. 157 and 151 
pages. 

The two-volume collection of Dhima
kis' Poems represents his poetic output 
from 1935 to 1956. Although Dhimakis 
began writing before World War II, he 
belongs to the school of post-war poetry. 
Dhimakis" poetry is dark and brooding, 
heavily influenced by ICaryotakian pessi
mism and the techniques of the French 
Symbolist poets, especially of Baudelaire, 



98 

Rimbaud, Verlaine and Mallarme. From 

its earliest stages, Dhimakis' poetry 

moves between the penetrating light of 

the Greek sun and the oppressive dark

ness of death. Themes remain the same 

throughout this twenty-one-year span, 

but the style changes. The early poems, 

mostly in simple rhyme, are religious and 

romantic and give way, later, to free 

verse and to more surrealistic passages 

of clearer and stronger poetic expres

sions. On the whole, Dhimakis' poetry 

is of memory, remembrance, and loss. 

Throughout the 116 poems of this col

lection, the poet drags himself from 

night to night, seeking love and refuge 

only to discover that neither is any long

er possible. His present life is one of 

displacement; his world includes stran

gers like himself who speak in foreign 

tongues. 

He broke the mirror 
He did not want to look 
at that stranger. 

("He Broke the Mirror") 

Frozen in loneliness, the poet seeks 

someone to whom he can talk but he 

finds people who are as hard as the dry 

rock.filled islands they live on. Only in 

sleep does he find respite from a daily 

life which is desired yet almost impos

sible to endure: 

Life 
Once up then down 
I know you I hate you I desire you 

Hard unyielding ungrateful 
and paid for dearly 
Yet ever seeking a greater payment. 

("Life") 

An attractive selection of poems, this 

collection suffers, however, from the in

clusion of a number of reviews of Dhi

makis' poetry and from the two rather 

long essays (27 and 32 pages) by P. S. 

Spandhonldhis and Sofia Antzaka, one 

at the end of each volume. By themselves 

the essays are not without interest; they 

do not, however, merit a lasting place 

among the collected works. Further, the 

poetry would have been better served if 
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it had been published in one volume; it 

deserves to stand by itself. 
KOSTAS MYRSIADES 

West Chester State College 

KosTAS MYRSIADES. Takis Papatsonis. 

Twayne's World Author Series (No. 

313). New York. 1974. 168 pages. 

$7.95. 

"Takis Papatsonis, though a poet of 

major significance in modern Greek 

letters, is one whose works have gone 

largely unread in his own country and 

untranslated abroad." This observation 

(the first in the book's preface) which 

is embarrassingly true, also hints at some 

quality in Papatsonis' poetry that dis

courages wide popularity. ( Odi prof a

num vulgus et arceo, to recall Horace.) 

This volume is highly personal poetry, 

religious rather than pietistic, or rather, 

mystical, yet always courting the con

crete. Nourished constantly by the 

streams and rivulets of the Christian 

myth (as they were shaped by the Greek 

Orthodox and Roman Catholic tradi

tions) and by the works of writers like 

Dante, Claude! and T. S. Eliot, Papa

tsonis' verses exude a certain freshness 

of feeling which makes them all the 

more seductive to readers whose sen

sibility is comparable to his. 

The poetry in this volume does not 

fall easily into definable periods, a dif

ficulty with which Mr. Myrsiades seems 

to cope ably. He offers us first an over

view of the life and times of the poet 

(who was eighty last year) and then 

two chapters on the thematic develop

ment of the poetry through several 

decades-the axis in this development 

appears to be a mystical feminine pres

ence, often identifiable with the Holy 

Virgin and at other times with virgins 

of ancient mythology, like Kallisto and 

Artemis, or with the poet's own in

spiration, his muse or guiding angel. 

There is another chapter on style and 

imagery and a last chapter on Papatsonis' 
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religious views and influence. The book 
ends with a chronology of the poet, the 
notes, a selective bibliography and an 
index. 

The criticisms of Mr. Myrsiades seem 
to be on the whole sound. We also note 
the copious sampling from Papatsonis 
poetry (comprehensively published in 
Greek in two volumes-Selection I and 
II-in 1962). Here is a passage that 
shows the poet's ability to concretize the 
abstract: 

once in the all-round 
nights 
and the hours when 
earth's silence is undone 
when the new birds 
are summoned 
to deliver oracles 
then as the birds' 
bills aggravate 
the bleeding 
open wounds 
of our doubts 
then as the birds' 
bills entangle 
the yarn of our schemes 

(From "The Petrified Insect") 
and Mr. Myrsiades' comment: "Here 
the nights are all-round ones, like a ball 
of yarn, complete, dark, ideal for medita
tion of the soul. The silence of the night 
is 'undone' to provide for meditation, 
just as ideas, beliefs, are disentangled 
by understanding .The birds which ap
pear are new thoughts summoned dur
ing the silence of the night to deliver 
new understanding, to probe our doubts 
(the open wounds) and make them 
bleed. The two images-that of the 
yarn and of the birds-joined in the 

99 

last lines of the passage where the birds 
probing our open wounds entangle with 
their bills the ball of yarn, our en
meshed ideas, our questioning being." 
Night, with its stillness, depth and 
mystery, and day with its high noons 
are, as in nature, the two poles of time 
in the poetry of Papatsonis. The setting 
is almost never intruded by the world of 
science and technology but is, instead, 
made concrete by objects that either 
come from an ever self-renewing natural 
world or have been hallowed and made 
eternal by religion and art. 

Mr. Myrsiades also recognizes in 
Papatsonis' essays the variety of cultural 
themes ( cf. the title of the collection 
0 Tetraperatos Kosmos [The Four Cor
nered Earth]) and the two highly 
readable itineraries on Mount Athos 
and pre-war Rumania. I would object to 
the translations of some titles (both 
Exercise in Mount Athos and Moldo
walachia in Myth are awkward rendi
tions of Askese ston Atho-askese 
means 'practising the monastic life'-and 
Ta Moldovlachika tou Mythou which 
alludes to Papatsonis' impressions from 
a journey to Southern Rumania in 
mythical days [that is, gone for ever] 
of the pre-war period). There is also 
some inconsistency in the transliteration 
of Greek words, and some of the poems 
would have been translated differently 
by the present reviewer. The book is, 
however, one of the best in the Twayne 
series. Certainly, it is an overdue tribute 
to a fine Greek poet. 

GEORGE THANmL, 
University College, 

Toronto 



A BRIEF SURVEY OF NEW BOOKS 

Several new publications reached our 
desk this year. Each deserves fuller at
tention than space here allows. 

1. A canvas-bound, multilingual ( 645 
pages) volume from Thessaloniki, en
titled Essays in Memory of Basil 
Laourdas ( 1975) is an impressive and 
highly-deserved tribute to the memory 
of that distinguished scholar. Eight 
friends, Greek and foreign, have con
tributed affectionate and laudatory re
collections of him as a person and a 
thinker of distinction; thirty-six other 
friends enrich this volume with essays 
on Greek topics in literature, philos
ophy, history, folklore and politics. The 
number of contributors as well as the 
variety of their specialties is highly in
dicative of his distinguished connec
tions and interests. Greek letters suf
fered a great loss with his untimely 
death. The volume is a rich mine of 
material for the Hellenist or friend of 
Greece. 

2. From Edmund Keeley whose af
filiation with Cavafy's poetry has been 
long and distinguished, comes C. P. 
Cavafy: Collected Poems (Princeton 
U. Press, 1975), in collaboration with 
Philip Sherrard, edited by George 
Savidis. The translators' Foreword 
states that "this volume includes all 
the poems published in the Greek edi
tion of Cavafy's poems edited by George 
Sa vi dis ( Ikaros, Athens 1963), to
gether with a selection from ... Unpub
lished Poems (Ikaros, Athens 1968) ... 
first published in an earlier English 
version in the volume Passions and 
Ancient Days .... Our collection has 
been determined by these sources be
cause ... they represent the best of 
Cavafy's work in print at the present 
moment." 

The argument is, of course, endless, 
as to the extent any translation of 
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Cavafy's poems approximates the idio
syncratic originals. Various translations 
of Cavafy's poems are becoming avail
able as his world popularity increases. 
The originals are always a challenge to 
the translator. This edition offers the 
knowing reader the original Greek text 
for comparison and judgment. 

3. To their series of monographs on 
Greek Authors, the Twayne Publishers 
recently added a new volume, on the 
late distinguished novelist, playwright, 
short-story writer and essayist: George 
Theotokas, by Tom Doulis (Portland 
State University). Two years in Greece, 
in close contact and exchange with 
Theotokas' old friends, admirers and 
critics, enabled American-born Doulis 
to acquire an amazing familiarity with 
the intellectual, literary, social and polit
ical climate of the Greek Thirties and 
Forties when Theotokas grew and pro
duced his work. There are the feelings 
of national disappointment caused by 
the 1922 disaster in Asia Minor, the 
ideological and socio-political conflicts 
that grew out of it, and the intellectual 
efforts undertaken by Theotokas and 
others to he! p the country recover; 
socialism was deemed the cure. Those 
efforts were frustrated, however, by the 
Second World War followed by the 
Greek Civil War-experiences which 
disappointed the socialists in favor of 
the democrats. This book is well written 
and gives a view, beyond Theotokas 
himself, of the whole milieu in which 
grew outstanding Greek poets and 
writers like Seferis, Myrivilis, Venezis, 
Kosmas Politis and others, considered 
to be the founders of the Greek literary 
Renaissance during the Thirties and 
Forties. 

4. It is a good practice for living 
poets who have published several vol
umes of verse over a long stretch of 



Review of Books 

time, to bring together a collected edi
tion. This practice has become common 
in Greece during the last decade or so, 
especially among poets of the Thirties 
and Forties whose work, because of the 
War and the political changes in that 
country, became unavailable and, there
fore, unknown to younger writers and 
readers. After the collected editions of 
the poetry of Aris Diktaios, Minas 
Dhimakis and others, we have now T a 
pifmata tis Melissanthis: 1930-1974 
(The Poems of Melissanthi, I Ekdhosis 
ton Phil on, Athina 1975) ; its 3 78 
pages contain her eight poetry collec
tions. Melissanthi is a leading poetess of 
her generation. This edition gives a 
panoramic view of her development 
from the traditionalism of her sonnets 
and triolets to the modernity of her later 
free verse. All express, with exquisite 
sensibility and refined lyrical art, her 
spiritual experience as it passed with a 
genuine metaphysical agony, from the 
feelings of sin and religious elevation 
"derived"-as Kimon Friar states-"from 
the painful knowledge and conscious
ness of the self in its separation from 
reality," to "the dread realization that 
man is living through an existentialist 
nightmare in a waking dream." Her 
poetry won an Athens Academy A ward 
in 1936, a PaJamas Honorable Mention 
in 1945, and a Second State Prize in 
1965 together with a Golden Cross of 
Accomplishment in that same year. 
There is much to learn and to enjoy 
in Melissanthi' s verse about the craft 
of verse and about the poet's deepening 
awareness of the modern spiritual agony. 

5. The Dean of the Thessaloniki poets, 
George Themelis added, shortly before 
his death, a new volume to his already 
long list of works: Ta Vivlika (Biblical 
Matters, Ekdhosis Neas Porias, Thes
saloniki 1975), poems on themes like 
the Tower of Babel, Sodom and Gomor
rah, the Blind guiding the Blind, the 
Harvesters with no Crop, the Money
Changers in the House of God, and 
their tragic relevance to the moral de
dine of our times. The Word is no 
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longer incarnate; all words give cause 
to wounds; instead of Love there is the 
Gibbet; instead of Pity there is the 
Stoning, and even God himself is judged 
guilty and condemned to death. 

6. Husband and wife, Emmanuel and 
Lina Kasdhaghlis, each published a 
book of verse in 1975, as if to close 
the bitter period of the junta regime. 
Their poems are not limited to that 
period but express the negativity and 
emptiness of our modern circumstances 
in general. Emmanuel's volume, 
Emv6lima (Insertions), is divided in 
sections entitled "Untimely Ones," 
"Mythology," "Epitaphs," "Exorcisms 
and Games," and "Timely Ones," to 
indicate the variety of relevance, mood 
and manner. Several are nostalgic es
capes to the memory of a lost world of 
warmth and affection and the beauty 
of the simple natural things; others 
sing of the deadness in the daily routine 
of urban life, the manacles of drabness 
put on man in a modern city, a life 
deprived of meaning, of beauty and 
worth; others are artistically playful, 
often ironic; others contrast ancient 
myths with an unmythical present, or 
cope with the desperate setting· of our 
current experience. In all these poems 
Kasdhaghlis shows an enviable mastery 
of language and imagery amply drawn 
from his intimacy with the Aegean 
world and its traditions. 

Lina's book, on the other hand, 
Stephanos Eniaftotl (A Crown For the 
Year), her third collection, has much 
in common with that of her husband's: 
the nostalgia for the old, lost intimacies 
and affections contrasted with the 
alienating force of modern circum
stances. Her tone is softer, feminine, 
affectionate, and her language simpler 
and more direct. She is the "daughter" 
in some poems, the "mother" or 
"sweetheart" or "wife" in others. "I 
thought to make the crown of the year 
/this crown of my life/ out of flowerS 
I had gathered in the garden of my 
fifth year," she tells us in her initial 
poem; she soon found that beautiful 
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early world buried under asphalt. 

Loneliness prevails, where the calendar 

marks no festivities any more, and 

where traffic lights impede the cross

ing. She wonders whether the name of 

God can be learned again from the 

beginning. 
7. Yorghis Kotsiras' To Alpha tou 

Kentavrou (Alpha Centauri, Athens 

1975), his tenth. poetry collection, is 

perhaps his loftiest in inspiration, con

ception and art. These twenty-three 

poems are substantial parts of a whole, 

a gradual unfolding from an Alpha to 

an Omega, this latter being the Un

attainable and Unfeasible Poem, equiva

lent to the Savior's Second coming. Five 

voices, of the Angels, of the Elements 

and others, sing alternately the parts of 

an "Introit," three "Episodes," and an 

"Exit." In a contemplation of the 

angelic Heavens (as in Dante's 

Commedia), the celestial bodies, the 

stars and constellations and their mo

tions are expressively symbolic of 

Christ's birth, His life, passions and 

miracles, and as prophecies of His 

Second Coming. Complex, oracular and 

apocalyptic in texture, word and image, 

this poem is full of references to 

mythology, mediaeval astronomy, to 

saints and mystics, against the Mediter. 

ranean landscape. Influenced by Eliot's 

"Four Quarters," Kotsiras, in several 

of his earlier collections, used Time 

as his constant concern and theme. In 

this collection he takes a positive stride 

from Time to Eternity. 
8. Makis Panoryios is a master of 

his means in his third prose book 

I Katadhiki (The Condemnation, 

Ekdhosis Dhodhoni, Athina 1975). 

Language, imagery, and style, and an 

almost complete discarding of punctua

tion, all contribute to the suffocating, 

paranoiac and hallucinatory climate of 

a Kafkaesque story where the prevalent 

feeling is a persecution, and the pat

tern is a gradual "indoctrination" of 

a conscience defeated in desperate and 

diminishing resistance to alienation. 

All result in a final acceptance and utter 
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despair. In this book are exquisite 

descriptions of the beauty of a world 

already lost. Far more abundant and 

powerful are images of ugliness, terror, 

savagery and death, as popularized by 

French existentialists like Sartre, 

Camus, Monot and others. Most of the 

exposition is an interior monologue 

where other voices skilfully mingle 

dialectically and dramatically with that 

of the speaker. Panoryios is one of the 

young Greek writers who has developed 

almost exclusively with the spirit of 

estrangement, who deems it his duty to 

report the ugliness and evils of mod

ern technology. He believes that the 

pessimist like himself, under the cir

cumstances, is more optimistic than any 

optimist. 
9. Nikos Dhimou sent us two books. 

The one, titled Distikhia tou na ise 

P.llinas (The Misfortune of Being 

Greek, Ikaros, Athina 1976, fifth edi

tion), was recommended by a reviewer 

as an educational 'must,' a primer for 

every Greek child upon finishinf gram

mar school. That might be, however, 

too early an age for a proper under

standing of what appears simple but 

touches upon significant and complex 

truths. In a series of 193 short para

graphs or apophthegms or thoughts he 

attempts to stir the stagnant waters of 

long-established beliefs and assump

tions which are idealistic and sub

limative, as to the modern Greek char

acter and temperament. Dhimou de

cides to tell the truth knowingly and 

frankly, no matter how painful and dis

appointing it may be. He plies his cu

rative scalpel to the sore spots. It is a 

"misfortune" to be a Greek, the 

"descendant" of those great Ancients, 

and to be, for that reason, cyclothymic, 

subject to alternate periods of abnormal 

elation and depression, immoderate, un

realistic, tragic or comic (no dif

ference), deprived of any sense of 

humor, and happy exactly when un

happy. The other cause of the modern 

Greek's misfortune is his justified in

capacity to deem himself a European. 
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Hence his xenomania and xenophobia, 
and his complexes of superiority
inferiority. And no wonder why. After 
their liberation from four hundred 
years of slavery under the Turks (what 
could be worse?) the Greeks found 
themselves intellectually, ideologically, 
economically, politically, even mili
tarily influenced and dominated by 
Western Europe. Instead of being al
lowed to come to know themselves for 
what they really are, they were forced 
to become what they were expected to 
be. Interestingly enough, however, 
those very negative facts, in a desperate 
battle of survival, were turned by the 
Greeks into forces to perform miracles 
of heroism. In t his book is a self
portrait of the Greek, a frank con
templation of his complex conscience, 
drawn with humor at times, painfully 
valuable to every Greek and every stu
dent of Greek matters. 

10. Dhimou's other book, called 
0 Dhr6hos tis epikinonfas (The Road 
to Communication, Ikaros, Athina 
197 6) , is closer to his work as a 
philosopher who has studied in Ger
many, and who has previously pub
lished three volumes on this subject of 
Communication, two volumes of 
Thoughts, three volumes of Satires, and 
four volumes of verse, all from 1953 
to 1957. 0 Dhr6mos tis Epikinonfas 
is basically theoretical in its defining 
Communication as a "primary fact for 
man," ontological, without which man 
is not. He basically . agrees with 
Heidegger's "cogito, sum." Since the 
Middle ages, European philosophy has 
constantly worked out an increasing 
separation of Man from God, from the 
world, from values, from the other 
humans, always in the name of Free
dom. We have eventually reached the 
point of absolute freedom, which is 
really not freedom but alienation, lack 
of contact, non-being. Communication 
is now what we desperately need-not 
exchange of information, but personal 
commitment, the most human form of 
which is Love. Absolute communication 
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requires an exit from the ego, an Be
stasis, where the I passes into the You, 
where the You is the object-as-subject, 
and not merely the means. The most 
creative communication is that between 
teacher and pupil. The absurd is but 
lack of real communication, and only 
through communication can man be 
integrated. 

11. In his Dhfsektes Hronies: tis 
Ghlikid H6ras Kyprou (Leap or 
Miserable Years: of Cyprus, the Sweet 
Country, Pnevmatiki Kypros, Lefkosia 
1975), is Kypros Chrysanthis' moving 
elegiac tribute to his native land in her 
present sufferings. Lyrical or descrip
tive, long or short, in verse or in poetic 
prose, in the poet's own voice or dra
matically, by the heroes themselves, 
their mothers, their sweethearts, their 
companions, these poems give powerful 
account of the events on the island 
from 1967 to the present, the feelings, 
suffering, and heroism of the people 
who fought for independence from the 
British rule to enjoy a short period of 
happiness, and who then succumbed 
again to the brutality of the Turkish 
invaders. The book presents the un
speakable calamities, the endless en
durance, and the unfailing belief in 
freedom and in the hope for better 
days to come again. 

12. Akaliptos Horos (Uncovered 
Ground) is Elena Stringari's second 
volume of poetry published by Ekdhosis 
Dhodhoni, Athens 1974. Her voice, 
highly personal and idiosyncratic, 
springing from her personal experience, 
is at the same time characteristic of 
the spirit of her generation, anti
idealistic, pragmatic, matter of fact, 
anti-poetic, curt to some extent, cold, 
laconic, impatient, unsentimental, often 
ironic, sophisticated, and outspoken, 
tinged with indignation against the 
hypocrisy and narrow-mindedness of a 
status quo that delayed her growth and 
her enjoyment of life. The poems, 
ranging from sociological to erotic, are 
a settling of accounts, psychological or 
other, in an effort towards self-
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recovery and liberation. Under a 
prevalent cold, unfriendly, artistically 
clever and sophisticated surface, is the 
pain of a delicate sensibility. There is 
originality in Stringari's poetry and a 
promise. 

13. C. P. Cavafy, in his steadily
growing world popularity, has long in
spired sensitive readers with new ap
preciations and new interpretations of 
his work. A recent reader is Eleni 
Ladhia, whose work, Arthra yia tin 
Kavafikf Piisi (Essays on Cavafy' s 
Poetry, Ekdhosis Fexi, Athina 1975, 
second edition), apart from a deep af
fection for and familiarity with that 
poetry, is also characterized by extra
ordinary perception, advanced critical 
sensitivity, scholarly background, and 
an unusually interesting style. In the 
individual essays Stringari explores 
particular returring concepts and sym
bols, particularly the erotic, in Cavafy's 
poetry, like the figure of the "ephebus," 
the nature of the poet's sensual yet 
cerebral love, of love in memory, the 
notion of the "beloved city," the 
"Iacrimae rerum," his tragic sense of 
"uniqueness," his drawing images for 
his poems from Classical and Hellenistic 
art. For the lovers of Cavafy' s poetry 
there is much to appreciate in this 
book. 

14. Since its early days, Boston has 
been hospitable for people of Greek 
origin to settle there and develop into 
populous and prosperous communities, 
socially and culturally active. The 
proximity with Harvard and other dis-
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tinguished intellectual institutions con
tributed much towards the development 
of a Greek cultural Renaissance in the 
early part of this century. That Renais
sance is the topic of Nikos Rozakos' 
book Neoelliniki Anaghennisi Sti 
V ost6ni (To Kalodhio Publishers, San 
Francisco 1975). His study focuses 
mostly on Aristides Phoutrides, who 
was born in lkaria, Greece, in 1887, 
who came to this country in 1906 to 
study Classics at Harvard and com
pleted his studies there with distinc
tion. He was a professor at Harvard 
and later at Yale until his early death 
in Maine in 1923. A highly-gifted in
dividual and scholar, Phoutrides was 
the founder and central figure in the 
above-mentioned Neohellenic Renais
sance through his lectures and seminars 
on modern Greek writers, his English 
translations of poetry by Kostis PaJamas 
and other Greek writers, his battle for 
the demotic against the purist Greek 
language and his founding of the 
Helicon Greek Cultural Society to 
bring the intellectuals of Greek origin 
together and make modern Greek lit
erature and culture known to America. 
The first part of this book involves the 
Helicon Society, its distinguished mem
bers and activities; the second part dis
cusses Phoutrides and his works. This 
valuable book, written in good fluent 
Greek, does not, unfortunately, avoid 
repetitions, and its spelling is often 
less than perfect. 

-Andonis Decavalles 



THE PAST IS PROLOGUE 
Nowhere is this more true than in Greece. Perhaps the 

present in Greece will prove to be the prologue of even greater 
things to come. 

This is the world of GREEK WORLD, The Magazine for the 
Friends of Greece: politics, the arts and the sciences. The con
tinuing contribution of Greece to our world is covered in breadth 
and depth in this fascinating bimonthly review. 

Subscribe to GREEK WoRLD and six times yearly, the most 
exciting new forum of Greek opinion will be brought to your 
home for you and your family. A subscription to GREEK WoRLD 
is an investment in your world. 

Mail in the coupon below today and a whole new world will be 
yours-GREEK WORLD! 

greek world 
2039 BROADWAY • NEW YORK, NY 10023 

$8.00 for a Year 
Yes! I want to become a subscriber. 

Name Miss/Mrs./Mr. -----------------
(please print) 

Address----------------- Apt. No. __ _ 

City-------- State ·---Zip code---

0 Payment enclosed 



Past issues of THE CHARIOTEER are available 
Single issues $4. Double issues $6. 20o/o discount on orders of four 

or more. Complete set- 3 through 17- $42. 

No.3 
Excerpts from Pope Joan by Emmanuel Roidis 
Poetry by Takis Papatsonis and I. M. Panayotopoulos 
Sculpture by Michael Tombros 

No.4 
Excerpts of Novels and a Play by Angelos Terzakis 
Seven short stories by six pioneers/Paintings by Spyros Vassiliou 

No.5 
Excerpts of Novels and a Play by George Theotokas 
Greek Castles- Essays and Paintings by Photis Kontoglou 
Greek Demotic Songs 

No.6 
Poems by George Seferis 
Excerpts of Novels by Thanassis Petsalis 
Philoctetes, A Modern Version, by David Posner 

7/8, Double Issue 
An Anthology of Cypriot Poetry, Prose and Art 

No.9 
A selection of Poems by George Seferis 
Excerpts from Smugglers of the Aegean by Yannis Manglis 
Sculpture by Christos Kapralos 

No. 10 
Thirteen Poets of Salonika/The Art of Jannis Spyropoulos 
Cavafy's Ars Poetica 

Nos. 11/12, Double Issue 
An Anthology of Kosmas Politis/The Sculpture of Ikaris 

No. 13 
An Anthology of Antonis Samarakis 

No. 14 
Hours of Life, a nouvelle by Ange Vlachos 
A short story by Andreas Karkavitsas 
Selections from seven Greek poets 

No. 15 
Greek Poems of the '40s and '50s 
A short story by T. Pittas/The Sculpture of Natalia 

Nos. 16/17, Double Issue 
An Anthology of Pandelis Prevelakis 
The Art of Y annis Kefallinos 

THE CHARIOTEER 
Box 2928, Grand Central Station 

New York, NY 10017 

,-


