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EDITORIAL 

This issue of THE CHARIOTEER, Number 20, marks the 
twentieth anniversary of our publishers, PARNASSOS, the Greek 
Cultural Society of New York which was founded in 1958 to 
foster an interest in the culture of Modern Greece, especially her 
arts and letters, among Americans in New York. From that 
modest beginning, P ARNASSOS has proved itself a remarkably 
viable organization. The success of PARNASSOS can be measured 
by the high calibre of the membership it has attracted and by the 
many distinguished figures who have participated in the society's 
yearly programs of cultural events during the last two decades. 
Instead of lapsing, as it might have, into a purely social club, 
P ARNASSOS, with its publication, has become known not merely 
in New York but throughout America and English-speaking 
communities around the world. The names of our subscribers do, 
indeed, read as of a United Nations roll call. 

The members of PARNASSOS tend to be what is popularly 
known as "hyphenated Americans" - some more so than others, 
according to the various foreign backgrounds, near or distant, 
each member can claim to represent in the American scene. The 
predominant element is, of course, Greek. PARNASSOS is, 
however, an American society, even as THE CHARIOTEER 
is an American publication. 

Like many other ethnically-oriented cultural societies in Amer
ica, P ARNASSOS is an indigenous fruit of the American ex
perience. P ARNASSOS springs from that vast multi-branched 
tree of American culture which was planted here by the first 
settlers. They, like most of our forefathers, came here with few 
material possessions; yet - as settlers have done since the days 
of Aeneas and earlier - from the land of their origin they brought 
treasures of heart and mind and spirit, the lares and penates of 
their cultural heritage which became all the more priceless in the 
wilderness of the New World. These- not the oil or coal or 
wheat or sundry ores gouged or drawn from the earth - are 
America's true natural resources; and these have made America, 
for all her growing pains, the most dynamic nation in recorded 
history. 
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Few, if any, other immigrants have come to America with as 
rich a heritage as that of the Greeks; few, if any, other immigrants 
have been as fortunate in discovering that the most cherished 
ideals of their Greek heritage are, root and stem, leaf and flower, 
the very matrix of American life. The Greek passion for liberty, 
matched only by an intense love of justice which, in turn, imposes 
an unquenchable thirst for truth: these, given spontaneous being, 
life and breath, in the responsible conduct of the individual, are 
the essence of the American character as our founding fathers 
declared by word and deed. 

To most Americans today, however, surrounded by an all
consuming materialism, Patrick Henry's paraphrasing of Plato
"Give me liberty or give me death!"- is an outmoded shibboleth. 
According to reports in our mass-media, the characteristic remark 
today of most Americans, even in the highest corridors of power, 
is, "Where' s mine?" Almost every evil in American society today 
can sooner or later, be traced to greed fed by the American habit 
of cultivating extremes, especially extreme individualism, respon
sible to nothing, not even to itself. The American pursuit of 
individualism, at the expense of all other values, even at times 
of sanity, is like the French Revolution, seeking its goal so fero
ciously it comes out on the other side. Thus, in America, psychic 
healing is a major industry; the so-called search for identity has 
enriched innumerable psychic healers and self-discovery or trans
formational groups - mostly charlatans and charlatanism of one 
kind or another - even as that search is the most common theme 
in American literature. 

When P ARNASSOS was formed twenty years ago, it would 
seem to have been a boon to Greece that the culture of so small 
and insignificant (i.e., in the international power-structure), a 
nation should provide topics of concern to citizens of New York, 
the most glittering capital city of the West, if not, indeed, of all 
the world. The intervening years have tipped the scales in the 
opposite direction. Today, the poon is not so much to Greece as 
to America, especially New York where the plague called root
lessness has blighted the heart of the metropolitan area and is 
metastizing to other nerve-centers across the land. 

In the years ahead, the task of P ARNASSOS and of THE 
CHARIOTEER will become increasingly vital to the survival not 
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of the Greek but of the American heritage. There is even 
now a crucial need to revive in the American consciousness the 
ancient precepts of individual responsibility which guided the 
creation of our miraculous Declaration of Independence and 
which had passed into the very blood of the authors of that 
document, inspired and nurtured as they were by the heritage of 
Greece. It may sound like what the British call "old hat" to be 
repeating these matters, but they cannot be repeated often enough; 
and each generation of Americans must re-learn and repeat them 
for its own sake. Otherwise, as mankind has dreamed she should 
be and even, falling short of that dream, as we so far know her, 
America will vanish. 

Modern Greece was reborn after centuries of foreign oppres
sion because the Greek consciousness learned from bitter experience 
to retain its cultural heritage when barbaric masters were avid to 
snatch it away and destroy it utterly. Thus, the American of Greek 
background has not been so ready as a newcomer from some other 
land to discard his native birthright. Vestiges of ancient thoughts 
and ways, idioms, folk tales and sayings, antique twists of gram
mar and word-formation, continue in the everyday speech and 
mental habits of even the humblest Greek immigrant. Take some 
illiterate fellow who's been buried alive in a ghetto tenement, who 
lives, say, by washing dishes in a greasy spoon along an off-beat 
American highway, who can hardly read or write Greek let alone 
English: at a tirpely point in an otherwise commonplace con
versation he can be heard to repeat, full knowingly, a Golden Rule 
of the Golden Age 'Tv&SL aatrrov"-"Know thyself," or "MY')-
5£v ayav" -"Nothing too much." 

The moral energy of many organisations far greater and more 
powerful than P ARNASSOS is required to correct or at least to 
halt the rampant individualism (mistakenly claimed to be a "civil 
right"), that debilitates the American character today. Like a 
contemporary Oedipus, he lives in the turbulence of a constant 
present and stumbles gropingly toward a future he can never 
foresee because he has rejected the past, proceeding as if it no 
longer exists. PARNASSOS and its publication can, however, 
help him find himself and arrive at some sense of balance between 
too much and not enough, by enlarging his vision of experiences 
other than his own. This, after all, is the function of art - to 
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broaden the range of our experience and to deepen our capacity 
to experience. 

The experience of the new poets in this issue reflects some 
of the most chaotic decades in recent human history. Greece, by 
her vulnerable geographic position, and Greeks, by some equally 
vulnerable trait of their temperament - a tendency to get in
volved - seem always to find themselves in the eye of the storm. 
The poems in this issue are a record of the crippling blows chaos 
inflicts upon the human sensibility, especially the poet's. The 
titles of these poems indicate a preoccupation with death, with 
lamentation, confusion, struggle, and a pain that mutilates the 
poety' s ability to respond to what confronts the eye of his body 
and of his mind. 

The vision is blurred; there seems no guiding principle from 
within or without. The core of sensibility from which the words 
declare themselves, is more a vacuum than a valid point of de
parture. "Everyone is a tree I within a forest," writes Kakavelakis; 
"Every forest is a temple I Every temple is death." Dhimoula asks, 
"The rain locked me in I ... But how do I know this is rain or 
tears from the inner sky of memory? I I've grown too old now to 

h .. name p enomena .... 
Unlike older generations of Modern Greek poets who also 

suffered political and social cataclysms, the new poets find no 
consolation from the contour of the Greek landscape or from the 
all-embracing certainties which the Greek light, the sun, has im
posed in earlier days on otherwise doubt-ridden souls. "The noon 
caught fire," writes Dhimoula; "victim of the sun". The Greek 
sun which in the past has inspired the poet to an intoxicated sense 
of self as a participant in a drama, albeit inexplicable, greater 
than his individual life- that sun is now a destroyer who leaves 
only charred ruins in his path. The voices among these pages are 
like echoes, wind-blown fragments across a pounding surf whose 
sound bears no relation to the poet's meaning; or it comes to us 
muffled through walls of transparent stone. "I am," writes Isaia, 
"Locked in light. I And absent." So, too, of the moon: "Now in 
her light I grey and white clouds hide her secret emptiness. I 
Clouds and clouds and only I, I In the far distance." 

The self of the new poet is in a fugitive state, in a race at times, 
to escape its very shadow. Descriptions in these poems of land-
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scapes or incidents tend to be passive. There is almost no action. 
Whatever was to happen has already occurred and the facts are 
sifting down into memory, dissolved by logic, while pieces that 
float on subliminal levels merge or clash without sequential ef
fects. The new poet is, as Denegris describes, "In this condition 
when the nerves do not obey the brain I And memory becomes 
dislocated and strides freely I Like a tight-rope walker with his 
aerial tricks I .... " The poet seems to move with eyes shut; light 
passing through the lids sends a kaleidoscope of images flashing 
by, neither seen or yet unseen, and what emerges is a multiplicity 
of selves each denying its relation to the other. Shards of myth 
and of history are mangled by the almost paralyzing pain. 

The new poet is, however, not brutalized by suffering. There 
are no atavistic screams or primordial howls of anguish. The voices 
that speak in these pages are still recognizably human and the 
intonations are those of familiar conversation. That "memory" 
which has been "dislocated" still must, as "a tight-rope walker" 
maintain a balance. Thus, the poet never denies that the world 
about is human-centered and therein lies some sort of redemption 
from the pain. "I must love my wound," writes Evangelou; "must 
love the heavy knife." Resignation arrives at a final acceptance of 
that which the human mind cannot understand. The poetic im
pulse may be mutilated; it is not annihilated. The poet still clings 
to a furtive dream: "my mutilated birds may sing" - and that 
dream is washed over by a longing to be united with some total 
single affirmation of being: " ... make me simple and mono
lithic .... " The poet is not an emotionless observer of the chaos 
that threatens to silence the poetic voice; and the figurative re
cognitions are not tanks or guns or technologically determined 
symbols. "I wore my chlorophyll dress," Mylona writes,- not of 
spent bullets or splinters of corroded metal but of" ... rows of 
rotted leaves .... " 

The experience of the new poets of Modern Greece may be 
sickening; the range and quality of their capacity to experience is 
not sick. A fund of spiritual health lies beneath their pain and 
gives their endurance a grace akin to victory. They do not draw 
immediately from the storehouse of collective memory, the myths 
which have offered preceding generations clues to understand 
chaos and make it, somehow, intelligible in human terms. The 
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traces of myth in these poems are almost imperceptible after-images 
on the screen of the mind, and yet, as a single wisp on a cloudless 
sky, they suggest a semaphore of meanings. In "Willow Tree" 
Meskos indicates the mythic exchange of identity between man and 
natural phenomena: "The young man descended with the river. 
They flowed on I flowed on I nor wept nor sang I ... and only 
the mother with the green hair stopped to caress whatever she 
could reach .... " The shadow of a Promethean figure lies across 
some of Marcoglou's stanzas: "They nailed the grappling iron into 
his heart I and dragged him away .... With his tongue tight be
tween his teeth .... "And in "Descent": "He died gazing at a sky I 
which once gave the promise of clearing again I but only the pro
mise ... I Death raised him by the armpits I ... he threw away 
the tranquilizers, ... asking for more light ... and rolled down I 
with the boulders to Hell." 

These new poets are_ like the chorus of a tragic spectacle they 
do not fully comprehend but are bound by an Aeschylean necessity 
to report the waxing and waning of their certitudes and fears and 
of their own divided will. Although we may not understand that 
report, we accept it with the conviction that it is not a narcissistic 
posing but the honest expression of the truth which the poet, more 
than any other human being, is impelled to love and to express. 
The poems in these pages lack at times a ripeness, at times a full
ness of vision, a steadiness of emotional or intellectual grasp, but 
they affirm the old, old fact that to be a poet is always to struggle 
to liberate truth from falsehood and illuminate mankind's arduous 
journey toward the ideal. 

About these new poets, far more remains to be said - "Had we 
but world enough, and time". This issue - like the previous num
bers and those yet to come - does not presume to say that the 
literature in these pages is all and only excellent. THE CHARI
OTEER presents what is, whatever constitutes the arts and letters 
of Modern Greece from a historical perspective as much as from 
a critical. For one aim of THE CHARIOTEER, as we have noted 
on other occasions, is to hasten the zrrival of Modern Greek 
literature as a whole upon the world scene. The light of the world's 
attention has already been drawn to 6e mountain peaks - to a 
Kazantzakis or a Seferis; the works of many other not necessarily 
lesser artists, further down the hillside and in spacious valleys, 



10 THE CHARIOTEER 

also deserve recogmt10n. The record of the past twenty years 
establishes that P ARNASSOS with its publication is, above all, 
prompted by what Alexander Solzhenitsyn, in his Nobel Lecture, 
has described as "a keen sense of WORLD LITERATURE ... the 
one great heart that beats for the cares and misfortunes of our 
world, even though each corner sees and experiences them in a 
different way .... Today, between writers of one country and the 
readers and writers of another, there is an almost instantaneous 
reciprocity .... " 

Through the unswerving dedication of P ARNASSOS to a com
paratively humble task humbly assumed twenty years ago, the 
pages of this publication have tried and will continue to try to help 
"world literature" assume "the power in these frightening times 
to help mankind see itself accurately despite what is advocated 
by partisans and by parties. [World literature] has the power to 
transmit the conds:nsed experience of one region to another, so 
that different scales of values are combined, and so that one people 
accurately and concisely knows the true history of another with 
a power of recognition and acute awareness as if it had lived 
through that history itself - and thus be spared repeating old 
mistakes. . . . Lies can stand up against much in the world, but 
not against art." 

DESPOINA SPANOS !KARIS 

for Parnassos and the staff of The Charioteer 



MODERNITY: 
THE THIRD STAGE, THE NEW POETS 

BY ANDONIS DECAVALLES 

I 

More than ever before, the decades of contemporary ex
perience have assumed identities in our conscience of time: each 
a dramatic unit, a mixture of tragedy and comedy, more of tragedy 
than of comedy, that begins and develops but ends without 
catharsis. We keep hoping that each new decade will be better 
than the preceding one. More than ever, Greek literature sharply 
reflects these units in an almost universal range, as stages in 
humanity's swift-unfolding fate. Two World Wars and their 
aftermath, the everlasting and all-consuming Cold War with its 
alienation and estrangement, have involved all mankind as sufferers 
in a more or less common experience. 

Yet, as common as this experience may have been, a closer 
view reveals a great variety from one land, one nation to another. 
History has not been experienced by each in precisely the same 
terms. In the last eight decades for instance, Greece, our immediate 
concern, has unceasingly and unavoidably been involved, actively 
and painfully, in the adventure of the Western World. Greece has 
placed herself, for the most part, on the side of freedom and 
democracy with her age-old friends, but the particulars of her 
involvements and her experience have their own striking individu
ality. So have her feelings about them, that do not exactly corre
spond to those of her friends and allies, especially as to the worth 
of the sacrifices involved. Several of her old trusts were shaken; 
she has often found herself betrayed, exploited, left alone to her 
fate. Her sacrifices for the victory of the common causes were 
highly appreciated and praised but were soon forgotten and ignored. 
A current illustration is the ordeal of Cyprus. 

In considering Greek poetry of the last five decades, we 
cannot afford to ignore the historial circumstances which helped 
considerably to produce it. In the late '30s Greece endured a four-

11 
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year dictatorship reflecting autocratic developments in other parts 
of the West; in the early '40s, she was forced into the Second 
World War; after shortly tasting the glory of her brave, unexpected 
resistance to Fascism (at a time when great powers had yielded 
to its advance) she succumbed to the Nazi crush for more than 
three years of horrible Occupation. Subsequently, what the War 
and Occupation had left still standing, the Civil War pulled down, 
and the whole country was hacked to pieces, physically, intellec
tually and psychologically. 

From that series of traumas, Greece has not yet quite re
covered-not mentally at least. On all parties involved the total 
experience has left lasting scars of disappointment, confusion and 
guilt-a dismal questioning as to who were the enemies, whom to 
trust and whom not to, and to what extent the Greek people them
selves might have been the culprits or the victims of foreign 
manipulations and objectives in the long involvement that cost the 
lives of thousands of innocents, particularly among the young. 

Totally dislocated, disheartened and still confused, the Greek 
'50s were spent in the haunting shadow of the '40s, as if unearth
ing the corpses of the living and the dead buried under the ruins, 
in an effort to gather the scattered pieces and limbs for a possible 
recovery. Simultaneously, the comparatively new, closer and 
necessary contact with the now mass-minded, industrially and 
technologically oriented and organized West brought sudden 
drastic social and economic changes upon a country still tradition
ally agricultural. The change and its effects proved highly 
disconcerting. In addition, swarms of refugees from destroyed 
rural areas scurried into the few urban centers, modifying their 
appearance and social structure. A feeling of old familiarity was 
fatally lost. 

While the '60s continued the process of adjustment and slow 
recovery, another major calamity, the Junta of the Colonels, took 
over in 1967 to annihilate whatever progress had been accom
plished, to impose another reign of terror, and to bring the country 
into another economic and spiritual bankruptcy. The end of that 
reign was precipitated by the tragedy of Cyprus when the Turks 
invaded in 1974. Many Greek Cypriots lost their lives or suffered 
horrible atrocities, while 200,000 were driven from their land, 
losing homes and property. The question remains: How could the 
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free world have allowed this to happen? Why? Where were the 
purported friends and allies of Greece when it happened? Where 
were the principles of human justice in the so-called free world? 

II 

In a small country like Greece, with a long and constantly 
active presence in the history of the Western World, a country 
where every citizen is directly affected by historical, political, and 
social events, literature is bound to be the mirror of such events. 
The burning issues of the day cannot be ignored. Ivory towers have 
certainly been built in Greece, as elsewhere, and "pure poetry" 
has had there its practitioners and devotees, but on the whole, 
Mallarmean esthetic purities have generally been questioned and 
looked down upon. The immediacy of historico-political awareness 
has given in the literature of that country a centrality to emotion 
rather than to thoughtful contemplation, where the notions of 
suffering, personal or social, and of fighting for survival and for 
freedom, are constantly present. Serious consideration of an 
author's or a poet's worth relies much on the extent of his commit
ment, intellectual or active, to the wider issues of current actuality. 
This has led to the distinction, often sharp, between the so-called 
"social" writers and the "personal" ones, especially since the '40s, 
where the credit usually goes to the former category. 

It may be said that, with increasing exceptions and changes, 
the over-all emotional climate has remained the same and so have 
the techniques of the poets of the '40s and '50s when these latter 
did also spring considerably from the initial launching of "modern
ity" in the '30s. The changes involved in these three stages of 
development require explanation. 

George Seferis has been credited with marking the first stage; 
yet even he had two significant Greek precedents that proved 
influential in shaping his personal voice. There was, on the one 
hand, the non-lyrical, prosaic, 'historical' and erotic Cavafy; there 
was, on the other, the bitterly realistic, ironic, even sarcastic and 
desperate Karyotakis who, suffocated by the deadness and empti
ness as well as the despair in Greek life of the '20s, committed 
suicide in 1928. In their dissimilar yet realistically kindred poetries, 
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those two poets-Cavafy and Karyotakis-expressed a spirit of 
decadence, cultural and social. Technically or otherwise, their art, 
even their· spirit, ran against the main and still powerful stream 
of the inspired nationalistic, folkloristic, lyrical poetic tradition 
led by Palamas and his New Athenian School and further extended 
by Sikelianos. Cavafy and Karyotakis, both found themselves 
isolated in times of crisis; while Karyotakis succumbed after 
reporting his circumstance, Cavafy extended and widened his 
solitude by turning to historical and imaginary parallels in the 
sensual and gaudy decadence of Hellenistic eras. 

What specifically Seferis got from each of these two prede
cessors has been adequately defined by scholars and critics. Matters 
of art and of feeling instigated his historical and cultural con
science which was enriched by his personal experience as a victim 
of the Asia Minor disaster in 1922, the loss of his native Ionian 
world, a loss that put a tragic end of the common Greek dream 
of regaining the Byzantine Empire. His historical awareness was 
further advanced by his active professional involvement in the 
adventures of his country all through the above-mentioned period. 
His poetry was, consequently, to become the mirror of the new and 
changing circumstances of modern Hellenism, emotionally viewed 
in the light of its great and painful cultural inheritance, mythical 
and historical. Thus, Seferis may be seen as deeply connected with 
the major figures in the Greek national poetic tradition. In 
T. S. Eliot, he later found a parallel to both Cavafy and himself, 
and from both he got his technique and shared with them the 
essence of modern historical awareness. 

Through Seferis, grounded in Cavafy, Greek poetry passed 
to modernity by discarding the traditional manner of developing 
a theme or an idea through a description in a 'beautiful' form, in 
'poetic' language and imagery, and in an effort to reconcile the 
antinomies of the world. Modernism was to be prosaic, colloquial, 
unornamented, with poetry suggestively inherent in the essence 
rather than in the externals. Seferis was, however, exceptionally 
concerned with form and with art. He decided to "speak simply," 
to "unburden" his songs of the "much music" that made them sink, 
to "take off the face of art the decorations that eat away its features." 
"My job," he once declared, "is not in abstract ideas but in listening 
to what the things of the world tell me. It is to look at how they 
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intermingle with my soul and body, and so to express them." 
That was, in short, the Seferian modernity. Together with 

other modern poets of his generation, he still kept ties with tradi
tion, which distinguish them from most of the so-called post-war 
"Poets of the Essence" who launched the second stage of modernity. 
In Seferis, as well as in his younger contemporary, Elytis, there 
was not only an emphatic Greekness but also an emphatic 
"earthliness," an attachment (as the late George Themelis has 
also remarked) to the external world, to things. Seferis' expression 
almost never fails to reveal his concern for externals, for his bodily, 
almost sensual contact with things through his senses. This concern 
becomes even more emphatic in the erotic Elytis. Their poetry 
shows the almost constant presence of their living body, but is, 
however, not limited to tangibility. A metastasis in sleep or dream 
or vision carries them into a deeper essence, almost but not quite 
metaphysical-the world of the soul, of that other realm, the realm 
of death, regions that were to become almost exclusive in the 
Poetry of the Essence. The 'objectivity' of Seferis and Elytis, the 
first modernists, encompasses the world around them and the world 
beyond tangibility; the 'subjective' or even "egocentric" element 
is already apparent but not so marked as it was to be among several 
of the post-war poets. The difference is that the agony of the elder 
poets is still within the historical context of this world, rather than 
strictly personal and existential, beyond place and time. Seferis 
and Elytis look toward a possible Resurrection, the restoration of 
man as he used to be, toward Justice and Freedom in the world of 
actuality. To a different degree and in a different manner, their 
poetry reflects wider social and ethical issues, the historical facts 
of their times, side by side with their concern for poetry as a 
"difficult art" and for expression as a major problem to which each 
poet must find his unique progressive solution. 

Yet, as committed as they are, neither Seferis nor Elytis is 
usually considered a "social" poet when that term implies an em
phatically socialist coloration. Another, parallel branch of poetry 
developed almost simultaneously; it, too, had precedents and 
reached its peak in the '30s and '40s with poets like Varnalis, 
Ritsos and V rettakos. Reflecting the same events, but from a so
cialist-humanitarian angle, these latter poets have generally claimed 
to have faced more realistically, more pragmatically and less con-
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templatively the burning problems, needs and issues of man. These 
poets have claimed to confront the real, the "essential," where this 
term assumes a social connotation, different from its significance 
among the "poets of the essence." That connotation is substantially 
closer to the people, to the real sufferers whose experience the 
poets have personally shared and have expressed as mostly the 
result of political and social injustice of exploitation, of social 
inequality and lack of freedom. In singing of the Greek people, 
of their suffering, their endurance and heroism, they have not 
failed to stress the Greekness of their reality and claims. Their 
poetry has also generally expressed a strong emotional commit
ment to popular Christianity, but for the most part, without its 
metaphysical extensions. As for their art, realistic, factual and 
emotional as it has been, it has stayed close to the directness and 
simplicity of traditional verse, especially of demotic folksong. 
Although often powerful, their poetry does, however, sometimes 
become lengthy and plethoric, giving little attention to technical 
modernism. 

This was, in general, the condition of Greek poetry that the 
next generation, that of the Post-War poets found when they 
first appeared in the '40s and '50s. They grew in it and from it 
and were eventually to launch the second stage of modernity that 
was their own. The prestige of the already established poets was 
great; to escape from their influence was difficult. But this younger 
generation had an experience that was supremely their own. They 
saw their youth and its hopes wasted in the battlefields of the 
World, the Nazi Occupation and the Civil War. They saw friends 
and fellow-countrymen starve and perish in battles, in concentra
tion camps, in mass executions, in jails, in the streets or up in the 
mountains. They personally suffered persecution, terror and 
anxiety. In their devastated land, they experienced the variety of 
death in all its fulness, and felt like ruins among the ruins. 

The older poets were certainly not exempted from dire ex
perience and did not suffer less from it, but they had already known 
another, a less alienating world before the crisis came. They had 
some ground to stand upon, as to survey the change, to withstand 
and to resist. True, some of them were silenced. Others, like old 
Sikelianos, sang briefly of heroic resistance and of freedom. Seferis, 
himself, already in his forties, transfused his personal and ethnic 
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experience into some of his best poetry in Logbook II (Alexandria 
1944), the Thrush (1947) and Logbook III (1955), this last 
focusing mostly on the growing Cypriot crisis. The war experience 
caused Elytis to pass from his earlier, idyllic and personal Aegean 
world to a national awareness and the heroic spirit of his Heroic 
and Elegiac Song for the Lost Second Lieutenant of the Albanian 
Campaign (1945) wherein the erotic young man of his early 
poetry turns into a hero, to transcend, through his own death, the 
notions of suffering, of death and sin in the light of eternal human 
virtues to rise from his sacrifice. Religiously-inspired Papatsonis, 
in his Ursa Minor of 1944, interpreted the War and Occupation 
as a challenge and test for the soul. The soul was to draw endurance 
and hope from its inner resources and with divine help to transcend 
suffering and despair into a promise for self-restitution. Ritsos, 
produced several long poems, including his Moonlight Sonata 
(1956), with moving accounts of human suffering, praising the 
heroism and lamenting the deaths of those who fought for the 
noble cause of a free and peaceful mankind. The experience 
however, had to wait for its quintessential expression in his 
Romiosini of 1966. In realistic yet musical lyricism of powerful 
directness, often recalling the varying tones of demotic song, this 
poem speaks of the constant heroic battle of the Greek people 
against the barrenness of their beloved land, against the elements, 
against poverty and essential deprivation, against the enemies, 
foreign and indigenous, against the autocrats and political ex
ploiters. Romiosini is a superb elegy for the living and the dead 
in their eternal communion, ending in a hopeful gloria of an 
expectation of a better future. V rettakos, too, was not far from 
the spirit of Ritsos in his Heroic Symphony (1945) and his more 
personal Tayghetos and Silence (1949). One should not fail to 
add to this short account Engonopoulos' Bolivar: A Greek Poem 
(1944) where the poet's surrealism was to Hellenize the Vene
zuelan liberator and bring him to join the Greeks in their heroic 
resistance against their attackers and torturers. 

III 

Most of these and several other works of the older poets 
atrempted to resist and possibly overcome the negativity and 
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despair with whatever affirmations or hopes they could afford. 
But among the younger poets, the picture changes. In them, their 
youthfulness seized by their sorrow and despair, resulted in a 
feeling of total loss. At the most, in some of them - the non
militants, the non-ideologists - there remained a vague nostalgic 
memory of better days in a world of no return. For the majority, 
however, there were only the ruins, human and inanimate, and 
in those ruins they struggled to set foundations and gradually to 
build from the point of nothingness. In this state of utter alie
nation, the sensitive young individual, in a world he could not 
trust or communicate with, could only turn within and, in 
isolation, cope with his own soul. 

There was, nonetheless, considerable variety among these 
younger poets beyond their common feeling of alienation. Criti
cism has generally described them as "The Generation of Anguish" 
for their having centered around the painful experiences of their 
trying times. Yet no matter how concentric, they do fall into groups 
of attitudes not necessarily mutually exclusive. The social poetry 
of the left found its new voices in Rita Boumi-Pappa and her 
husband Nikos Pappas, in Tasos Livadhitis, Yiannis Dhallas, 
Kriton Athanasoulis, T. Patrikios and others. All express their 
suffering, compassion, protest and they appeal to human justice. 

Next, akin to them, were poets who were ideologically and 
humanistically committed, whose ideology and commitment 
received a terrible blow in those years. The developments and 
their implications made these poets lose faith in their commitment, 
with no hope of recovery. They have, therefore, been called the 
poets of "Betrayal and Defeat." Foremost among them is Manolis 
Anagnostakis with Klitos Kirou, Nikos Phokas, Lefteris Rafto
poulos, Michael Katsaros and George Ghavalas reflecting similar 
emotions. 

The third and most variant category was that of the so-called 
"Poets of the Essence." They have generally been subdivided into 
the "post-symbolists" and the "post-surrealists" - according to 
their artistic affiliations, influences, and attitudes as well as the 
degree of their individual modernity. Their starting point was 
eventually surpassed by the gifted individuality of most of these 
poets. George Themelis, George Vafopoulos, Zoi Karelli, Takis 
V arvitsiotis (all from Thessaloniki) , Melissanthi, Aris Dhikteos, 
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Minas Dhimakis, George Kotsiras and Nikos Garouzos were the 
"post-symbolists," while Takis Sinopoulos, Eleni Vakalo, Miltos 
Sahtouris and Dhimitris Papadhitsas were, initially at least, the 
"post-surrealists." Dinos Christianopoulos, Andonis Decavalles, 
Sarandos Pavleas and others, are akin to the above but do not fit 
easily into their subdivisions. 

Considering these same Poets of the Essence in the light of 
their development, George Themelis saw Dhikteos, Karelli and 
Dhimakis as having followed a progress of "Ascent;" Kotsiras, 
Vafopoulos, Y eralis and others as having coped with the "Shadows 
and Idols of Things;" Sinopoulos, Sahtouris, Papadhitsas and 
Karouzos as having been "In Battle with Danger;" Athanasoulis 
and Pavleas as "Returning to Unity;" Anagnostakis, Kirou and 
Thasitis as involved in a "Crisis of Conscience;" and finally Vakalo 
and Pendzikis as turning into a search for the "Clarity of Things." 
What this classification gives us, as schematic as it may be deemed, 
is the variety among these Poets of the Essence; this latter term 
does need some clarification. 

The unexpected and appalling cruelty of the events of the 
early '4os came upon most of these poets in the springtime of 
their lives to rob them of their youth. The war, in which they 
fought, was followed by the Occupation, and the experience was 
deeply detrimental to them. The Civil War brought ideological, 
political and wider disappointments together with the loss of 
relatives and friends who perished. These poets found themselves 
in an unfriendly, untrustworthy, unpromising world, estranged and 
estranging, where the old values had been reversed and destroyed. 
As for literature, poetry in particular - which had experienced the 
rational clarity and order of Classicism, the emotional upsurge of 
Romanticism, the transcendental extensions of Symbolism, and 
the subconscious journey of Surrealism - it arrived at a stage of 
cruel absurdity, the very negation of all, with the coldness of 
estrangement killing any warmth of emotion. When the individual 
was reduced to an outsider, the ties with the external world and 
with his fellow man were fatally lost. Also, lost were the love of 
beauty and order, of affection and faith in God. Only the internal, 
the personal world, no matter how deeply disturbed and appalled, 
was left as the final resort for withdrawal and self-exile. 

In introspection, these poets had to descend first to the rock-
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bottom of darkness. Let us remember that after considering the 
worn-out alternatives in his lV1auberley, Ezra Pound was to start 
his Cantos with Homer's Ulyssean "Nekuia,"-really an introspec
tion - to search, there, for whatever possibility was left for a 
renewed ascent into the world of light. If, however, kultur-minder 
Pound, in his descent, was to search for forces in the past, in 
cultural history, for the recovery of the world rather than of the 
individual self, the Greek post-war poets, like Pound again in Pisa, 
turned to their own isolated self, their ego. Yet, avowedly indi
vidualist and "egocentric," instead of discovering, like Pound, 
the value of love, they found there the impossibility of love. 

In entering the realm of Death, leaving behind them ideas, 
concepts and description of objects, they eventually attempted to 
accomplish, most of them, a possible harmony out of the anti
nomies through a dhomi (a popular word in intellectual Greece 
today) , i.e. a construction, a structuring, in dramatic or confes
sional accounts of their individual experience, of their battle with 
darkness. A poetry of the mind, of the soul rather than of the 
intellect, their poetry, as Themelis has stated, attempted to "recall 
another space or realm ( horos) not characterized as reality but 
as an image or idol of reality, a poetic depiction of the essence 
of reality." In the process, words were to replace the things, to 
create things through transformation, things in their individual 
depth- the equivalent perhaps of G. M. Hopkins' inscapes. What 
was involved was a metastasis of the thing into a word, a trans
ubstantiation where the thing was turned into a symbol, into its 
Essence, which was as real as the thing itself, but in a far wider 
dimension. These concentrated essential units were to enable the 
poet to deepen into himself and to express the grief in the 
existential agony of the individual self, his own rather than the 
"social" grief as understood by the social poets. 

Being of the spirit and of the soul rather than of the intellect, 
this essential poetry, in its transfer to a sphere or dimension other 
than that of external reality, had to create its own poetic mythology 
in the area of imagination, one of bodiless, essential forms, 
'metaphysical' for their not being of the physical world. Justifiably, 
therefore, their poetry may also be called ontological in its dealing 
with the essence of Being. 

Having sunk into the bottom of non-existence as a starting 
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point, several of these Poets of the Essence turned into a search 
of their scattered parts and fragments to therewith recompose 
themselves. It was a search for identity, and in that effort their 
poetry moved in the realm of a "living death," of fluidity, of 
music, suggestiveness, bodilessness and of nightmarish dream, so 
as eventually to realize a possible resurrection, a restoration or 
recovery of man not in a social or moral but in a primeval sense. 

In its esthetics, the Poetry of the Essence did, in its best 
instances aspire at accomplishing a Form certainly different from 
the one conceived by the classical, the romantic or the symbolist 
schools. It avoided esthetic formalism on the one hand and prosaic 
versification on the other in its having to express the otherwise 
inexpressible or the rationally inconceivable. Its language was for 
the most part the language of the soul in an emotional state of 
search and discovery, the discovery of the "death of the poet's 
own body (his Being) within Poetry," to quote Themelis again, 
and the discovery of Death itself in its deeper primeval meaning. 
The poetic act was a "battle between life and death wherein the 
poet is being transformed, and his very existence runs the utmost 
risks in an area where he is alone with himself." Therein he was 
to reach the very foundations of existence, and his discoveries 
were to be expressed in a language as simple and pragmatic as 
it could be, without ornaments, so that it wouldn't be distinguished 
from its message itself. "The language ought to be the message 
and the message ought to be the language." 

One would expect the Poetry of the Essence to have been 
predominantly sombre, and so it has been in most instances in its 
searching through nonexistence and the deadness of life, in its 
reflecting man's subjugation to expediences that had turned him 
from an end into a means, and so have deprived him of his 
harmonious ontological fulness, transforming him into a thing, 
a tool, an object of cruelty and exploitation at the mercy of politics, 
war, business, industry- a mere figure in a mass anonymity where 
this unique and unrepeatable being was fatally strangled. 

From that point of negativity some of these poets did not 
ever recover. In some instances, however, attempts were made 
towards reversing the downward process into a painful rise, a 
resurrection or recovery of the poet's body (or existence) within 
the realm of Poetry and through Poetry itself as a redeeming 
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force. Some teleological Messianism with the expectation of some 
salvation, with even a belief in God as a transcending spirit, 
manifested itself. In some few instances such a belief took even 
a mystical or Christian coloration to express man's untimate desire 
for a potential rise beyond the painful limitations of matter and 
its perishability into the comforting and blessed realm of Heavens 
above. 

Our extensive definition of the Poetry of the Essence has 
relied much on the lengthy, detailed and perceptive account given 
of it by George Themelis, one of its main theoreticians, defenders 
and distinguished pratitioners. 

IV 

For the even younger poets in our selection, the Poetry of 
the Essence was the significant precedent and the poetic climate in 
which most of them grew in the middle '50s and later on. The 
decisive influence has been so obvious that questions have been 
raised by critics as to whether that influence has really been 
surpassed and as to whether these younger poets have introduced 
anything really new to what they found already existing. 

The answer to such questions naturally varies from group to 
group and from poet to poet. There has certainly been continuity 
with obvious substantial debts, but there has been novelty, too. 
Greece has always had an abundance of poets, and their numbers, 
reaching the point of plethora in the recent decades, have been 
disconcerting and even embarrassing at times to the critics. What 
qualitative sacrifices have allowed this plenty? To what extent 
have standards and aspirations been lowered for the sake of what 
seems like a poetic mass production? Yet such questions were also 
raised by the critics in the '40s and '50s regarding the prede~ 
cessors of these younger poets, when they dared to modify the 
standards and principles of the esthetically-minded '30s, the first 
modernists. Only time will eventually distinguish between the 
many aspirants and the usually few, the inspired ones. 

The year of birth of the poets in our selection varies from 
1927 to 1949, and so varies their maturity and accomplishment. 
The older among them seem to lie closer to the poets of the '40s 
and '50s with whom they shared some of the same experiences, 
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though in a younger age, the world before the destructive crisis 
of the '40s. When the alienating circumstances turned them, too, 
within, they found stored in themselves some memories of more 
peaceful times, matters they could return to and draw from, 
compare and contrast with the present. In short, they had depths 
in themselves into which they could descend in their solitary and 
dark yet often fruitful existential introspection searching for an 
identity. 

In contrast, the comparatively younger poets among them, 
born shortly before, during the crisis, or in its aftermath, had little 
to return to or to recover. Of the pre-war or even the war-times they 
had only heard from parents and old friends, read about, or had 
seen their impact. Their introspection, therefore, for the most 
part, had no depths and no different, other world to contrast with 
the present one. Rather than going deep within, they had to turn 
once again to externals, their only reality, and to describe their 
absurdity in a series of disparate and discordant images of an 
optical, disparagingly repulsive, ironic or humorous coldness. 
'Opticality' is indeed the prevalent characteristic of their poetry, 
a visual reporting, addressing mostly the eye, a twisted 'visuality', 
often of arcane eeriness, competitively shocking, in poems of no 
apparent structure or unity, but of uncomfortable and conflicting 
fragments in an endless continuum. Nature and its beauty and 
serenity, which had already been reduced to a minimum by the 
post-war poets, becomes almost non-existent among this younger, 
mostly urban generation. It is hard at times to distinguish between 
one another for what several of them have in common: a strikingly 
'non-poetic' language with abundant commitments to technological 
and other neologisms. This language is not particularly 'Greek', 
in its taking no advantage of the expressive resources of a long 
poetic and cultural tradition. It is often committed to shocking 
vulgarity and to matter-of-factness side by side with the absurdity 
of its surrealist mixtures. Common among the younger poets is 
also their conflict with society, especially in its outdated and 
stiflingly conventional middle-class mentality. In the process, 
there is, for the most part, no joy, no fun. There is sorrow, 
uneasiness, anxiety, the feeling of being victimized by a totally 
alienating circumstance from which there is no escape. That 
circumstance may not have been as violent as that of their older 
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collegues, but man's estrangement has increased in it through the 
further mechanization of life, the pollution of the land, of the 
sea and the air, and the equivalent pollution of man's soul. The 
'urbanity' of most of the earlier poets has been further emphasized 
in the urbanity of the younger ones, who are poetically and tem
peramentally city-dwellers and city-minded, with little if any 
thought of escape. 

The foreign influences, too, upon some of these younger 
poets, opened a new ground. During the early 19th century when 
modern Greek poetry was in its formative period, Solomos, the 
first great poet of modern Greece, introduced Italian classico
romanticism and German idealism. Afterwards, the demotic 
school of Athens turned to France, and France has long been the 
main channel for the influences on Greek poetry of movements, 
trends, prototypes and aspirations, ranging from Romanticism to 
Parnassianism, from Symbolism, to Surrealism and to Exist
entialism and its cult of the Absurd. Cavafy brought English 
influence in the early part of this century, and finally American 
influence made itself felt through Seferis, more particularly in 
its post-symbolist versions of T. S. Eliot and Ezra Pound. With 
French existentialists, Eliot and Pound influenced also some of 
the Poets of the Essence; Emily Dickinson and Marianne Moore 
were translated into Greek by women poets of the post-war 
generation and so influenced their writing. Sylvia Plath and 
Adrienne Rich have had a strong appeal upon some of the younger 
women poets. Some of the youngest Greek poets (mostly of the 
'70s) have been drawn to the American Black Mountain and Beat 
poets of the '50s and '60s- Ginsberg, Kerouac, Corso, Lamantia 
and others, as well as to Pop Art, the art of the Comics, the singing 
groups, the Juke Boxes, etc. 

Among the younger poets we can still distinguish the 
ideologically committed, the "social" ones, artistically the most 
conservative, the most literal and factual, with the oldest connec
tions and ties. Their commitment varies, from poet to poet, from 
a militant-agonistic, socialist approach to a broader humanism like 
that of their predecessors of the '30s and '40s. It should be noted 
that the three poets under our consideration come all of them from 
Northern Greece: Markos Meskos from Edhessa, Prodhomos 
Markoglou from Kavala, and Anestis Evangelou from Thessalo-
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niki. They all grew up through the World War II and the Civil 
War and in close proximity to the events and circumstances of those 
days. Northern Greece was more directly at the mercy of the war, 
being closer to the battlefields and the borders of the iron-curtain 
neighbors. Instability, insecurity and turmoil lasted in Northern 
Greece much longer than in other parts of Greece and so did the 
spirit of fighting and of resistance and the emphasis on human 
affections where danger and death were the common experience. 
Most of the early poetry of these poets is of the heart rather than 
of the mind, simple, unsophisticated, intuitive, emotional, direct 
and humane in its record of the suffering and losses of relatives 
and friends or losses of their own, and in its plea for endurance 
and resistance in the name of human justice. 

In his first two collections, Before Death (1958) and Mavro
vouni ( 1963) (the very titles are revealing) , Meskos, in short 
pieces of controlled emotion, echoes at times the spirit of the 
klephtic songs; and an already skillful use of impressionistic 
suggestiveness is drawn from early memories of a rural setting, 
of anxiety, horrors, losses of beloved ones, of destitution, of his 
mother, and of heroism and bravery ( leventia) in the grim circum
stances. There is power in his affectionate simplicity where his 
images speak much through their silence. In his later collections, 
after his move to Athens, Meskos adopted some poetic mannerisms 
current there; the coldness in depicting the absurd made his 
poetry lose some of its naturalness and power. In the dislocation, 
the inner resources of his individuality seem to have weakened. 

In contrast to Meskos, whose early poetry was lyrical, gentle 
.and suggestive, Markoglou was from the beginning strongly con
scious of social disparities, and was strongly embittered, indignant 
and agonistic about them. He has raged against poverty, ex
ploitation, blood crimes, strange deaths, the total loss of beauty 
and comfort; he laments his sinking into the gutters, and of 
gardens turned into sandy deserts. He declares war against all 
evil-doers, the exploiters, the closed doors, the dark windows, 
the "gun barrels on one's neck," and "the millstones of guilt 
crushing man's bones." He does, however, wish to sing the song 
that will "liberate with love," to sing of the "light that will rise 
out of the blood to clean the world from hangmen and torturers." 

In his minor key, Evangelou is closer to Meskoi, but is more 
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personal, more literal, more traditional and more nostalgic in 
lamenting his losses as a social victim, the victim of cruelty and 
deprivation, of loneliness and death. His haunting "loss of his 
home" means his emotional deracination. His poetry has already 
passed through three stages: an initial phase of sorrow and 
despair, a second phase in which he tries to understand, and a 
third, in which the discovery of Eros gives him a temporary pro
mise and solace, a revelation. Even in its final failure, Eros teaches 
that there is joy ev~n in the ruins of things. 

Mihalis Meimaris, born in Athens in 1943, has also been a 
social poet; in contrast to the above, he mixes his socialist orienta
tion with existentialism, the cult of the absurd, and surrealist 
imagery. More gentle and reserved than his older colleagues, he 
borrows from nature to illustrate human situations and circum
stances of suffering in vignette-like pieces which at times borrow 
from pop art and other contemporary trends. 

Younger and considerably more contemporary in his manner, 
Lefteris Poulios, born in Athens in 1944, is also a socialist poet, 
politically committed and certainly more heart-rending. He is 

louder, more rhetorical and outspoken than most of his generation 
in his language, with shocking similes and metaphors. At times 
highly talkative, expansive and strongly paradoxical, he mixes 

beauty with repulsive ugliness. Often with almost no concern for 
artistry, he propounds his plea for justice over the evils committed 
at the expense of humankind. "Violence calls for violence," he 
says. "My country is surrounded by chains like vipers." 

Even younger than he, Y annis Patilis, born in Athens in 
1947, is also militant; he has obvious emotional affiliations with 
the earlier poets of the Resistance. In his obscure and rough realism, 
surrealism and other modern mannerisms have no place; he voices 
proletarian indignation when he speaks of street barricades and 
battles against political and social criminals, announcing even a 
"rising" against them. "My story," he says, "is that of a child 
thrown down to the street from the last floor, who has survived." 
Personal, sincere and direct, he has a common cause with all the 
victims of corruption and exploitation, and he speaks a language 
that does at times echo the tone of the demotic and the popular 
bouzouki song. Intellectually if not artistically, he is perhaps the 
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best integrated among his male social contemporaries, with a 
considerable degree of learning and maturity. 

v 
Women have made an outstanding contribution to contem

porary Greek poetry; their accomplishments are judged by several 
critics to have surpassed at the present in quality that of most of 
their male contemporaries. In the last sixty years or so the creative 
presence of women poets has been constant in Greek poetry, and 
their achievements have been remarkable. No consideration of 
Greek poetry can ignore the pioneers: Myrtiotissa, Emilia Dafni, 
Maria Polidhouri, Sofia Mavroidhi, Lili Iakovidhi, Elli Alexiou, 
Dhialeghti Zevgholi-Ghlezou, and Kleareti Dhipla. During the '40s 
and '50s, there is a whole bright constellation of Greek women 
poets: Matsi Andreou, Mellissanthi, Melpo Axioti, Zoi Karelli 
and Tilla Bali, later joined by the younger figures, Eleni Vakalo, 
Lydia Stephanou, Keti Dhrosou, Efi Elianou, Olgha Votsi, Lina 
Kasdhaghli and others. Whatever might be deemed feminine in 
their poetry varies greatly from one figure to another. In some the 
feminine is emphatic; in others, less prominent. To some extent 
each has felt herself a member of an oppressed minority entering 
an area presumed to be man's alone; that topic is too wide to 
expand on at this point. 

Generally speaking, no obvious combative, indignant or 
rebellious spirit was expressed by the older women. It gently 
loomed behind. Rebellion had to wait until a new generation of 
women poets came, those writing today. The phenomenon is 
recent, and has received much of its impact from the current 
feminist movement. Some of these younger poets describe a frus
trating early love experience which has caused them to brood about 
their isolation, or to remain passive, or to become suicidal, or to 
search for alternatives and outlets. There is at times a cold 
rejection of sexual involvement. 

In Greece, traditionally inherited social assumptions still 
limit the role of woman, her function and behavior. The battle 
for sexual equality and freedom there remains to be fought against 
deeply-rooted conservative notions of family honor which often 
depends on the woman's purity and virginity, and affects the male 
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notion of philotimo, of honor and self-esteem in a comparatively 

small and closed society which hurries to put an indelible stigma 

on the sexual transgressor if that individual happens to be a 
woman. Free love has entered the Greek world since the Second 

World War, but it continues to disturb long-established values, 

rituals and disciplines. Any freedom, particularly a new one, is 

not an easy commodity to handle. The changes in both the social 

and the individual conscience that it entails, require time for gradual 

assimilation and adjustment, for new convictions and formulations 

as to sexual roles and matters of initiative in them, new rituals and 

a new code of behavior. At first these changes frighten and cause, 

as in the instance of sexual liberation in Greece, feelings of guilt, 

of discomfort, of quandary, of disorientation, and even of even

tual emptiness in both sexes. In his poetry Elytis has expressed 
his hope for the eventual liberation of both sexes from the feeling 

of amartia, of sin as connected with sex. 
For these reasons, eros has been a central theme in the poetry 

of most of the women poets, viewed rather negatively for the 

most part, as a ground where even angels fear to tread. Powerful 

forces have inspired the poetry of some of these women and have 

caused them to fight for truths discovered and expressed with 

frank sincerity. Thus their poetry has an undeniable superiority 

in the contemporary Greek poetry. This rather recent outburst 

of women's voices has been attributed by the poet Dhimitris Pa

padhitsas to these women's "greater participation in life and their 
having taken the initiatives in the realm of eros." "I believe," 

he has stated, "that poetry in its essence is a kind of erotic excite
ment, a Dionysiac state which the more it stays untransmuted into 

spirit and metaphysical anxiety, thus remaining an erotic sensation 

and thirst, the more that mania matches with the psychosynthesis 
and the biological structure of woman as a bacchante." The feeling 

of sharing in a common cause, apart from their individual cases, 

has worked for these poets as a mutual stimulation and encourage

ment in their finding in poetry a creative outlet for their emotional 

state and experiences. As already noted, some of them have felt 

affinities with some of their American contemporaries like Sylvia 

Plath, Anne Sexton, Adrienne Rich, Diane W akoski, Erica Jong 
and others. 

The eldest among the women poets of Greece in our selection 



Modernity: The Third Stage, the New Poets 29 

is Kiki Dhimoula, born in 1931. She had her first collection pub
lished as early as 1952, and has for that and other reasons been 
often associated with the post-symbolist Poets of the Essence of 
the postwar generation. Her poetry reflects that she grew up through 
the war years from which she has really never quite recovered. 
"The agony of being belied and disappointed, already long-can
kered and dry-rot, remains there only as a remote memory of 
childhood .... Whatever poems I have written describe that every 
beginning tumbles down towards its end, this being basically the 
function of a memory of death, inherited from some unknown, 
who knows how remote, ancestors .... In writing, I do not think 
that I do more than serve, in a mysteriously chosen way, very 
simply, my turn ... not in any more distinguished sense than the 
farmer does in cultivating his difficult soil." In an art not empha
tically contemporary yet still modern, which she deems in no sense 
more dignified than the natural processes, in the tones of a 
perpetual September of decline and fading, Dhimoula voices the 
reflective maturity and gentleness of an 'old timer', in the low
toned, whispering voice of a wounded self, a wounded humane
ness. She wonders about the meaning of spring and its impossible 
recovery, about the meaning of love proved empty, about the 
meaning of life itself as it sinks under a memory of death. She 
seems to be more intimate with inanimate things and with people 
long departed in her endurance and her fatalistic acceptance. 
The contemplation of memorabilia and heirlooms leads her into 
nostalgia that turns into a demythologizing of bourgeois boredom, 
its meaninglessness and ennui, She is stricken by "awe" at the 
"multiform abstruseness of the things in our lives." The poet and 
critic Th. Frangopoulos has called her "unquestionably the most 
skillful artist of the poetic speech, a strong helmsman of the 
language, with richness in colors and mastery in handling the 
tones ... the one poet who has perhaps best assimilated the fate 
of the woman-creator." 

Much like Dhimoula, whose poetry combines the stigmata of 
the '40s with those of more recent social changes and anxieties, is 
Zephy Dharaki. With a first appearance in 1954 and already ten 
poetry collections to her credit, she reveals her ties with the past 
and the scars of old experience, but she is also the experimenter. 
She first handled her constant theme of death in a traditional 
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way of "gentle familiarity," as if to befriend herself with it; later 
she makes it the essence of her "dissociation in a search for her 
real self." In a passion driving her to cold isolation, with love 
denuded of any idealization or solace, she has eventually resulted 
into estrangement on an imaginary island symbolic of her lonely 
state, where she longs for her impossible purification in the 
nostalgia of a lost innocence. In her existential, almost meta
physical escape, absurdity has reduced her into non-existence; there 
is a skyey strangeness in her concepts and imagery. "The tragedy 
of art," she has said, "is that life itself surpasses it. ... The poet 
writes with a mania to abolish what has hurt him and never in 
order to build or to construct. He does not want the crowds to 
follow the funerals of his verse." 

To Dharaki's tempestuous passion, Nana lsaia contrasts the 
distance of her coldness, the remoteness of her 'cold sensuality'. 
Born in 1934, she had her first book published as late as the late 
'60s, having devoted much of her creativity to painting as a paral
lel to her verse. Emphatically self-centered and as if finally. with
drawn from life for what it has given her in terms of disappoint
ments, particularly in the love experiences, she projects a reserved, 
distant, self-contemplative, self-observant superego where some 
narcissism turns to self-irony in an instistent dialectical exchange 
with herself or with a silent and constantly repulsed lover. In search 
of her identity, she wonders what to do with her superlative self 
that is far "wiser" and "more beautiful than life." Love, she has 
found, reduces her to a small and unimportant part of that self, 
to her femininity and its disadvantages, so she decides to stay 
emotionally uncommitted. She is inactive, except mentally, and 
her thoughts move slowly, lazily yet intensely, through perambula
tions in mornings that never become noon, perambulations aspiring 
to the quality of a Bach fugue. What life cannot, poetry can do. 
Constantly conscious of herself, a Poet in the process of writing 
a poem, she eventually becomes the Poem itself written upon 
"zero," her equivalent perhaps of Mallarme's azure. "Zero," she 
has declared, "is the basic theme of my poetry ... a symbol of con
tradictory things, symbolizing simultaneously the core of ·life as 
well as that of death." In her most recent poetry, in shorter pieces 
she has grown conscious of the visual and musical ordering of 
her poetic forrn. 
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Almost as much of Isaia' s feeling of loneliness, emptiness, 
coldness and despair is also in Eva Mylona- a similar introspec
tion but a different kind of art. Mylona's art is in quick, non
emotional brush-strokes, mostly literal yet sharply post-surrealistic 
in parts, with the logic of absurdity. The identity of a belle dame 
merci emerges from some of her poetry, yet perhaps not as much 
as in Isaia's. There is in both, especially in Mylona, a glassy night
marish coldness in a desperate, sickly world where all organic 
substance has turned inorganic, and people are as things or 
objects seen from an uninviting distance. Born in 1938 and having 
first appeared in the early '70s, she has shown the obvious influence 
of the American '60s, of pop art and the comics; Isaia has turned 
to Sylvia Plath for an identification and has translated most of 
Plath's poetry. If in her initialfourney Mylona attempted a first 
sounding of her ground, in Pure Metal she aspired at developing 
a "pure force" of hatred against the despoilers, where the notion 
and image of death become dominant. As her fellow-existentialist 
poet Steryadhis has remarked, Mylona has "a sharp awareness of 
existence and a mature knowledge of an oppressed female ego." 
Her fellow-poet Natassa Hadzidhaki has found her poetry "femi
nine par excellence, very rare in Greece, and iridescent with such 
a quality of intensity that, no matter how much you search, you 
won't find its equivalent in men's poetry except in Sahtouris." 

None of these poets, although some had at least emotional 
affinities with the past, may be said to have turned creatively to 
the national cultural inheritance, historical or mythical in a wider 
sense. Their cases are strictly personal, with hardly any extensions. 
Not so with Angelaki-Rooke who, in her earlier poetry, expressed 
her inherent 'Greekness'. Born in Athens in 1939, her first book 
published in 1963, she studied the Greek poetic tradition, especially 
the lyrical, and her approach seems to have roots in the Greek soil 
beyond urban Athens and beyond the present circumstance. 
Modern, introspective, existentialist and to some extent confessory, 
in her search for an identity, she reaches beyond herself for 
possible mythical, historical and legendary identifications, even
tually turning to the earth as the eternal, procreative mistress and 
mother. Perhaps, for this reason, her poetry is not exclusively of 
agony and despair, but has its bright aspect. Wild in imagery and 
concepts at times, it still preserves a warmth, a clarity, a sense 
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of pattern, a gentle unfolding, with some respect for beauty. In 
an earlier stage, she created symbols and ideas that, as she said, 
were to surpass her in poetically re-creating Richard Coeur de 
Lion, the Minotaur, Iphigeneia and Alexander the Great in their 
setting and their battle with death. More erotic than most of the 
other poets, and in search of affection, she has attempted to resur
rect her parents poetically, both of whom she lost in an early age. 
She sensed painfully their loss and absence, and summoned them 
with an almost erotic fervor, trying to pierce into the non-conven
tional, humane, even "sinful" areas and secrets of their souls. Her 
language, of which she is certainly a master, is as rough, realistic, 
colloquial and pragmatic as it dares to be, but preserves some 
traditional wealth and subtlety of expression. She wants her poetry 
to "have the necessity and persuasiveness of a living organism ... 
dealing less with immortality and more with truth. Truth is the only 
freedom for the poet." 

Most of the older poets expressed a sense of Toss of what 
once seemed intimate to them, even as a furtive illusion. The 
youngest have known only one reality - the absurd and alienating 
truth of their days, and to that reality they have more or less 
limited themselves. In some instances their poetry either attempts 
an imaginative escape to the dream world, or returns to externals 
in their absurdity - questioning, ironic or even humorous but 
impelled by humanism. They are generally less nihilistic than their 
older colleagues, either because youth is still on their side or 
possibly because they are entering a new stage which is in its for
mative and hesitant beginnings. 

Maria Laina, Pavlina Pampoudhi and Jenny Mastoraki, all 
born in the late '40s, have each a remarkable individuality and 
great promise. Eros is no less a challenge and concern for them 
than it was for the other poets, and toward it there is a more 
youthful though not easier and comfortable approach. Introspec
tively, Laina voices her discoveries in a verse that varies from the 
prosaic to the lyrical. She is at times the reserved and critical 
observer of herself in an embrace, examining the thirst of her 
body; then she shifts from hope to disappointment about life itself 
and· the society she lives in. Her use of metaphor uplifts her to a 
metaphysical realm where she becomes Eurydice performing a 
death ritual, where her ·language achieves a certain charm and 
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warmth, a swiftness and lightness of movement generally charac
teristic of her. 

The metaphors of Pampoudhi transcend an inherent reserve 
in her through surrealistic dream-fantasies that build a world of 
their own. Among her fellow poets she is perhaps the most occult, 
magical, physical yet ethereal. Her dream poetry, which tries to 
escape the ugliness and conflicts of daylight, creates a neutral, 
asexual or hermaphroditic world. It is eerily visionary, where 
angels and demons, innocence and experience, beauty and ugliness, 
good and evil mingle beyond their conflicts. She herself is "An 
ingenuous void," and dream, for her, is the only realm where the 
"Spirit of Happy Learning" can exist. A touch of Blake is in her 
concepts, vision and manner, the mixture of Innocence with Ex
perience, the Marriage of Heaven and Hell, and her wildly 
imaginative visions recall his prophetic books. There is even his 
skill as a draughtsman in her delicate and entangled India-ink 
drawings that parallel the delicate perplexity of her words· and 
their several neologisms and coinages, giving the impression of 
remote, almost universal rites of passage, the notion of creation 
out of the roughness of matter, where insects, plants, animals, 
micro-organisms, as viewed through a powerful electronic micro
scope, produce an immaterial purity. Poetry, she believes, is due 
to "either a small insufficiency or a superabundance of ours." 
The Poet is somebody who "receives radiosignals from other 
worlds, signals impossible to decode, hints of eternity." 

The youngest of these women poets, Jenny Mastoraki, is a 
sharp contrast to Pampoudhi. To some extent both share a youthful, 
fresh, yet wisely perceptive 'innocence', but from this point they 
part company. To Pampoudhi's visionary transports and sub
conscious yet skillful archetypal imagery, Mastoraki counterpoints 
a down to earth, laconic, direct, ironic, suggestive, at times humo
rous, piercingly clear perception of reality itself. The shortest of 
her poems are like sharp yet gentle epigrams. More than most of 
her female colleagues, she is also, at least in part, humanistically 
and ideologically committed. "Every poem," she believes, "is a 
political act. ... In the country where I live I have no other choice." 
Her pieces are often brief statements of discovery that project 
the decline of values from the past to the present. She is the heir 
of her parents' awful experience in the days of the War and Occu-
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pation - a memory she at times extends to history and myth. 
There is hope in her for a better humane future: "The poet on 
the scaffolds and on the construction sites fastens hope with nails 
and teeth." "The stone that set out to hit a child shall some time 
become a swallow." 

VI 

Another group of poets, not socially militant, is committed 
to the cause of humanity but tries to balance the communal with 
the individual concerns. Among these poets are Potamitis and 
Siotis, Denegris and Hronas; while Kondas, Steryadhis and Va
lavanidhis are more strongly personal and existential in their 
search for an identity. That search to some extent is common to 
all of them. The manner of several of these poets, particularly that 
of Kakavelakis, Denegris, Kondas, Potamitis and Steryadhis, 
depends on surrealistic imagery and associations, but with con
scious control. This manner prevails in Kakavelakis and Potamitis 
and less so in Kondas, Thaniel and Steryadhis. For the most part, 
surrealism serves to depict the absurdity of external circumstance 
as well as of the internal anguish. The so-called socialist or huma
nist poets may be said to have stressed the former, the social, 
whereas the existential stressed the lattter kind of absurdity, but 
the distinction between the two is not sharp. As Kimon Friar has 
already remarked, the socially-minded Poulios and the existen
tially-minded Potamitis and Steryadhis, like Zephy Dharaki, all 
savagely mutilate and desecrate the human body, and so too, does 
Pampoudhi in her animal and plant world. In other instances, like 
those of Denegris, Potamitis and Steryadhis, the surrealistic and 
the absurd produce ironic contradictions. Irony becomes a stock 
in trade among these younger poets, an element that was generally 
absent in most of the elder Poets of the Essence. In some cases, 
like those of Thaniel, Kondas and Potamitis, irony becomes light
hearted humor. 

Almost none of these younger poets makes exception to the 
rule of conflict with society and the unfriendly and anxiety-ridden 
times, the absurdity and inhumanity of the external world where 
the individual soul is lonely and frightened. Most of these poets, 
even the most existentialist among them, as the younger represen-
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tatives of the . Poetry of the Essence, seem at times to be less 
exclusively introspective and more in touch with the externals 
which they describe. In their early, formative, experimental states 
at least, they are not perhaps as egocentric as most of the earlier 
poets. Eros is not as central with them as it has been with some 
of their female contemporaries, but a search for love concerns 
them and they, too, feel its dire absence and the consequent mis
trust and isolation. 

The oldest of them, Dhimitris Kakavelakis, born in Crete in 
1927, could have been counted among the poets of the '40s and 
'50s, but his poems, first published in 1970, have originality that 
belongs to the newer voices. His style and language are so strik
ingly individual that he is indeed, in a category of his own. 
Basically a humanist, he is the perceptive imaginative reporter of 
our new world - he is a journalist by profession - and he depicts 
with surrealist and absurd imagery and association, 'objectively' 
and vigorously. His vocabulary ranges from the most learned to 
the most colloquial, with visual and musical effects, reflecting our 
cultural decline and inhumanity, the cold mechanization of con
temporary life. The personal "I" hardly appears in his verse. He 
is the least egocentric, the least self-confessory; he seems to revive 
in his poetry the objectivism of the Eliot-Williams generation. His 
collection, The Island, subtly referring to his native Crete, in 
powerful, fugal, visual mixtures and juxstapositions, contrasts 
the meaningful mythical-legendary-historical grandeur and beauty 
of the past with the reign of violence, terror, corruption and 
meaninglessness of the present. Massa Confusa. the title of his 
more recent collection, depicts America as a multifaced and multi
faceted, frightening, awesome, chaotic furnace of discordant yet 
cooperative, destructive-constructive forces; America is the supreme 
image of our inhuman world, where the individual is reduced 
to non-existence. 

Sharply different, Tasos Denegris, born in Athens in 1935, 
rational, with only slight surrealistic deviations, is humanistic
existential; his realistic expression makes ample use of vulgarity. 
A historical sense evokes legendary figures of the past contrasted 
with the modern absurdity and horror where death is a constant 
and dominant presence. He is inclined to feel that the old virtues 
are still alive but need to be painfully recovered. Poetry for him 
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is a personal matter, a private, self-defensive bulwark against the 
rages of unpropitious times, "a way for man to free his enslaved 
imagination." 

George Thaniel, born in Messinia in 1938 and since 1971 
a professor of Modern Greek at the University of Toronto, in his 
collection The Nails (1968) is a learned Greek scholar whose 
poems are amply enriched by mythical, Classical, Hellenistic, 
Byzantine and Biblical references, contrapuntally merged with 
current actuality. He might, in fact, be called Hellenistic, an 
Alexandrian in the sophistication of his manner, emphasized also 
by his peculiar, predominantly purist diction mixed with demotic 
elements, a mixture that has its closest precedent in the work of 
the elder poet Papatsonis. Thaniel's artifice half-earnestly, half
humorously, expresses a cultural-metaphysical anxiety and wonder 
in the way it blends the pagan with the Christian, the high with 
the low, the solemn with the ridiculous, the exquisite with the 
trivial. There is power in his strangeness and an epigrammatic 
compactness in the richness of his vignettes, especially in his later 
collections, where his language and expression have become more 
laconic and more exclusively demotic. It is, indeed, as if Thaniel 
aspires to be included in a future, revised, expanded and updated 
edition of the Palatine Anthology. His most recent verse, imagistic 
or factual, shows an extreme economy, almost naked to the bone, 
in stating coldly, from a knowing distance, often with humor, 
factual and existential discoveries. He believes strongly in metaphor 
as the distinctive mark of the good poet, and in the mixture of the 
old with the new, as Eliot preached, for the right way to construct 
something new on solid foundations. 

Humor is also in Yannis Kondas, an absurd kind, often ex
pressed in surrealist concepts and imagery. There are no lyrical 
flights in his rather prosaic, sharply realistic short pieces. He rec
ognizes Kafka, Karyotakis, Rimbaud and Sinopoulos as the 
influential precedents of his existential anguish. There seems to 
be a climatic affinity between him and his contemporaries, Dene
gris, Steryadhis and others, in their feeling of emptiness and of 
the constant presence of death, an ''electrical death" as he calls 
it, a death of every day, cut in one's own measurements, a death 
that one feels like washing off in a hot bath. In him is the Karyota
kian frustrating Sunday-expectation, the scattered brains and the 
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spilled chlorophyl, the growing nails obstructing one's embrace, 
the perpetual feeling of guilt - all of which make him feel like a 
locust in the desert. He claims "inventiveness" as the principal asset 
of his art, side by side with bitter humor, the technique of montage 
and of "controlled surrealism," and he assigns to poetry "the ex
pansion and widening of life" as its supreme function and aim. 

Wider in his grasp and far more humanistically oriented, is 
Dinos Siotis, born in 1944, who has been living, studying, teaching 
and editing in California since 1967. Tinos, one of the sunny 
Cyclades, his birthplace, seems to have endowed him with much 
of his intellectual and emotional armament and approach, as well 
as his concern for form, for affection, for beauty in his double 
depatriation, reflected in his language and imagery. Ancient roots 
and cherished personal memories abide under the superstructure 
of his modernity. Not avowedly nostalgic, he has at times a Cycladic 
eye in his way of looking at things and feeling about them, as if 
contrasting them with another, quieter, simpler and more affec
tionate world that is now lost. Thus he is held, in his double exile, 
from turning totally wild, absurd and existential. Like most of his 
contemporaries, he speaks of terrors and deaths, of corpses, of 
corrupt consciences, or organized violence, of negations within 
apparent affirmations, of the individual self destroyed by the 
mechanistic masses and the monsters of technology, but he is not 
left without hope that man will eventually recover himself from 
within. 

A lighter mood is in Dhimitris Potamitis, born in 1945, who 
is post-surrealistic, humorous, ironic and self-ironic, purposely 
undignified in his use of everyday speech, jargon and puns, and 
all these with the brio of the actor that he is. He does not let himself 
to be taken under. "He plays," as Kimon Friar has remarked, "in 
all senses of the word; for life and art for him are a constant 
recreation, a continuous interplay of the imagination." As much 
as there is play in him there is also existential agony in his search 
for an identity, but there is also an inherent love of life which adds 
a touch of warmth to his ironic contradictions. He perceives a ritual 
in the common man's everyday acts and functions. "The Other 
Dhimitrios," in the title of one of his books and in the homonymous 
poem, is his deeper and anxious self behind the masks that habit 
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and convention have forced him to wear. His search for values is 
obvious; freedom is his highest concern. 

The single volume of verse that N asos V ayenas has published 
so far, demonstrates his deep respect and affection for Seferis 
under whose influence he partly abides. With the other poets, he 
certainly shares the search for an identity but in a different manner. 
There is a balance, a rational clarity and simplicity in his prosaic 
statement, and there is a suggestive sparsity in his words, an apolo
getic tone of voice, a predisposition towards self-justification and 
self-effacement, but all these are hardly obscured by any commit
ment to the absurd. He is the thoughtful and meditative poet, 
whose words are spare and reticent. 

Technically the opposite of V ayenas, Vasilis Steryadhis is 
the highly disturbed 'narrator' of dislocated, absurd, surrealist 
episodes and stories, involving equally absurd characters, including 
himself as a guilt-ridden, anxious, worrying self-non-self, who 
questions the possible meanings of things. There is a great deal 
of almost automatic, associational play of words, partly humorous, 
partly ironic, partly meaningless, partly suggestive of a world gone 
to pieces. All activities, all professions are pointless and absurd, 
and the poet, too, produces poems that are sick, "disembowelled, 
exhuming chloroform." His humor is acrid and even macabre, a 
dried-up humor borrowed from episodes and characters in the 
comics, from Ian Flemming and Walt Disney, as if his poems are 
"jigsaw puzzles" and he a poet-acrobat. 

Christos V alavanidhis, born in 1947, is also guilt-ridden for 
having been an unaware participant, as everybody else has been, 
in the destruction of our world. No gentle feeling is left. An 
invitation to love is strangled by the cog-wheels of technlogy. At 
times, however, as if liberated from his guilt feeling, he comes 
closer than any of his colleagues to an erotic sensualism of nature 
and its creatures, drawing his imagery from the animal and the 
plant world. His humor, deeply humane, is bright and imaginative. 

George Hronas, the youngest in our selection, born in 1949, 
is under the controlling influence of the popular, anti-intellectual, 
anti-academic side of the American '60s. His verse, in various types 
and sizes of print or in manuscript, is illustrated by old photo
graphs and old popular prints. He writes intuitively, impulsively, 
but with some sophistication and intellectual awareness, of his 
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personal everyday experience as a schoolboy and young man 
growing in a poor proletarian neighborhood with its stifling atmo
sphere, its numerous sorrows and few joys. As compared with that 
of most of his contemporaries, his poetry is less artful, and closer 
to the popular bouzouki-lyric that sings of the laboring class world, 
its types, its love stories, its tragicalities. Chance references to 
mythical figures are as always-living, 'contemporary' parallels. 
Agamemnon mixes with the "oxyacetylene welder from Beirut," 
both victims of trickery in their cruel deaths. The tragicality is not 
exclusively Greek. Without geographic limitations, he depicts 
simultaneously Trikala, Rome, Spain, or even Chicago with its 
gangsters and skyscrapers, drugs and wealthy prostitutes, in 
"Woods of tin-cans, of thrown out prophylactics, and in sewers 
of dead desires." Hronas still preserves the warmth of a class
conscience, some affection for mother-figures always dressed in 
black, and for people with whom he shares his experience - his 
"brothers," the "slaughtered port-worker, the slaughtered carter, 
the slaughtered peddler." He feels disgust for the modern material 
ease, wealth, lasciviousness and spiritual emptiness. Some of 
Hronas' poems have been set to music by popular folkcomposers, 
and one of his poetry collections has been illustrated by the distin
guished painter Yannis Tsarouhis. 

* * * * 
In this selective survey of contemporary Greek poetry, some 

limits were set by the translations of Kimon Friar. Other younger 
poets may have a claim to attention; perhaps, we shall be able to 
acknowledge that claim in future issues. A survey of contemporary 
Greek poets, must, of course, consider their significant predeces
sors as stages in the development of modern Greek verse. Some 
regard must also be given to more general matters, beyond the 
specific poems in our selection, for a wider view of the historical 
and social conditions, and the various influences, ideological, 
thematic and artistic trends. 

The necessarily narrow Greek world, where circumstances 
and experiences, political and social, leave no one unaffected, has 
inspired poetry of great variety and individuality whose quality 
is often impressively high, even among its youngest practitioners. 
This is the positive and promising aspect of the over-all picture. 
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Limitations, however, are also detectable; certain trends are per
petuated, as they are inherited by the younger poets from the poets 
of the '40s and '50s. The prevailing existential, unswervingly 
pessimistic and lamenting approach may still be justified but it may 
have long reached a point of exhaustion. Greek poetry has too long 
been reporting modern absurdity; the younger poets seem at times 
to compete with each other as to whose picture of absurdity and 
alienation will be the most shocking. This competition has already 
been fostering dangers, emotional as well as artistic. The rock
bottom of darkness has long been reached and so has the loneliness 
of the human soul in an absurd world. 

Poets, it has been said, are witnesses of their times and so 
they should be. If communication counts, their function is to 
create an awareness, to perceive and express what others fail to 
realize. If that is so, the absurdity of our world has been amply 
perceived and communicated, and the message has been received 
from a thousand voices. Is there a next step, or is the reporting 
the end of it all? Poetry, in its independence, should certainly not 
accept terms of advisability. Militant art is art only in what lies 
beyond the point of its militance, strictly speaking. Ideologies and 
practicalities have other ways and channels to express themselves 
effectively. Poetry must stand free and respect the undeniable fact 
that it is an art based on a principle of whatever beauty and what
ever esthetic it can materialize within a Form. 

Some of the younger poets may have underestimated and even 
neglected the quality of poetry as an art, a "difficult art," of which a 
modern aim may be to raise the very ugliness of reality to the level 
of a new beauty, a task which was already begun in the days of 
Baudelaire, if not earlier. Poetry requires a transcendence: the poet 
does not only perceive; he also transcends, in a wider sense, his ex
perience. We have come to the point of necessity for that trans
cendence; the step beyond reporting must be taken, the step of 
hope beyond despair, of synthesis beyond dissolution, of con
struction beyond destruction. With what elements, with what 
materials is the poet to create a light that will disperse the darkness 
which has been an inescapable obsession? That is a question for 
the poet himself to determine in his creative answer. 

He should know better than anybody else what inalienable 
forces are in the human soul since the beginning of time and he 
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should know how to make poetic use of them. Human history does 
perhaps go in cycles. The end of the world is not yet. The harbinger 
of man's eventual resurrection is man's soul which contains an 
imperishable universe. Throughout the ages a force in man has 
always managed to turn death into new life. Let us turn the page 
to see what the next is going to reveal, and for our fellow man 
let us lift a light above the darkness to help him find his road. No 
utopias are being suggested, no unpardonable ignorance of reality, 
no blinkers, no repetitions of the beautiful Greek earth, of pebbly, 
or rocky, or sandy beaches and shores where the sun is more lumi
nous than anywhere else. After all, i!l' Plato the sun is only a symbol 
of another, a deeper sun, a sun within, which he called the "supreme 
good," native in the Greek soul and man's soul, and by that deeper 
light, the human soul has fought against all darknesses. Darkness 
is really more comfortable in a northern climate. Its sojourn in 
Greece may have been a bit too long while it enjoyed the best of 
that country's traditional hospitality. A few of the younger poets 
have started to tear down the worn and somber veil, to let the sun 
weave another, a brighter dress, so that Greece may again be a 
creature and creator of hope. Let there be light. There are other 
poetries, too, as real. 
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translated by KIMON FRIAR 

DHIMITRIS KAKA VELAKIS 

GLASS THOUGHTS 

The asphalt writes 
adventurous continuations 
Armies give birth to deserts 
The poet weeps with octaves 
I light torches to illuminate 
his futile embraces 
Afterwards I enter into a bottle 
and shut the door 
My glass thoughts 
sweep away my possessions 
and I travel riddled with holes 

GREAT MOMENT 

Shadows of October 
who has given you birth 
You carry a heavy cargo 
for a hollow ship 
Everyone has a great 
moment and burns it 
Everyone has a forest 
and turns it to lumber 
Everyone is a tree 
within a forest 
Every forest is a temple 
Every temple is death 

42 



The New Poets 

THE KILLER 

Memory wanders in circles 
doped with prophecies 
Announcers remind us 
of canons for canned food 
the naked bones 
grub for the hungry 
sleep for the tired 

Beyond the nerve clusters 
of Megalopolis 
the killer raises high 
the power of helplessness 
the blood-stained weekend 

We are free 
with a stomach 
full of poisons 
and black roses 
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MASSA CONFUSA 

The Charioteer 
a cutting glance 
thrust into the sun's entrails 
drives his chariot 
along the banks of the East River 
Crocodiles take 
a bath of regeneration 
Horses gallop 
frothing at what they see 
and the Charioteer remains 
shirtless 
desolate 
on the pastures 
of Wall Street 
besieged 
by termites 
searching 
in massa confusa 
for the microbe that spawns 
laxity 
in military discipline 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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KIKI DHIMOULA 

THE CONJUNCTION OR 

The rain locked me in 
and I remain dependent now on raindrops. 
But how do I know whether this is rain 
or tears from the inner sky of a memory? 
I've grown too old now to name 
phenomena without some reserve: 
this is rain, these are tears. 
I stand dry amid 
these two possibilities: rain or tears, 
and amid so many ambiguous things: 
rain or tears, 
love or a way of growing up, 
you or the last leaf's 
small swaying shadow saying farewell. 
I call up every last thing 
a final thing, unreservedly. 
And I've grown too old 
for this to be the cause of tears. 
Tears or rain, how can I know? 
And now I remain dependent on drops. 
And I've grown too old 
to expect one measure when it rains 
and another when it does not. 
Drops for all things. 
Drops of rain or tears. 
From the eyes of some memory or from mine. 
I or memory, how can I know? 
I've grown too old to distinguish time from time. 
Rain or tears. 
You or the last leaf's 
small swaying shadow saying farewell. 
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ΤΟ ΔΙΑΖΕΥΚΤΙΚΟΝ Η 

Μ' εκλεισε μέσα ή ~ροχή 
και μένω τώρα να έξαρτιέμαι άπο σταγόνες. 
υΟμως ποϋ ξέρω Ο:ν αύτο είναι ~ροχή 

η δάκρυα άπο τον μέσα ούρανο μιας μνήμης ί 
Μεγάλωσα πολu για να όνομάζω 
τα φαινόμενα χωρlς έπιφύλαξη, 
αύτο ~ροχή, αύτο δάκρυα. 
Στεγνή στέκομαι άνάμεσα 
στα δύο ένδεχόμενα: ~ροχή η δάκρυα, 
κι· άνάμεσα σε τόσα διφορούμενα: 
~ροχή η δάκρυα, 
ερωτας η τρόπος να μεγαλώνουμε, 
έσu η μικρή άποχαιρετιστήρια αίώρηση σκιας 
τοϋ τελευταίου φύλλου. 
τ ο κάθε τελευταί:ο, 

τελευταί:ο τ· όνομάζω χωρlς έπιφύλαξη. 

Καl μεγάλωσα πολu 
για να είναι αύτο άφορμή δακρύων. 
Δάκρυα η ~ροχή, ποϋ να ξέρω; 

Καl μένω να έξαρτιέμαι άπο σταγόνες. 
Καl μεγάλωσα πολu 

για να περιμένω άλλο μέτρο δταν ~ρέχει 
κι· οταν δε ~ρέχει aλλο. 
Σταγόνες για ολα. 

Σταγόνες ~ροχflς η δάκρυα. 
Άπο τα μάτια κάποιας μνήμης η τα δικά μου. 
Έγω η μνήμη, ποϋ να ξέρω; 
Μεγάλωσα πολu για να χωρίζω τοuς χρόνους. 
Βροχή η δάκρυα. 
Έσu η μικρή άποχαιρετιστήρια αίώρηση σκιcχς 
τοϋ τελευταίου φύλλου. 
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MOURNING IN KIPSELI SQUARE 

End of May. 
The noon caught fire, 
victim of the sun. 
The empty square blazed up 
and its thoughtful desolation, 
the coffee house 
and the passions of its frequenters, 
the houses 
and their roofed conditions, 
the furniture store 
and its dining room set 
-a table and six chairs-
that boredom may be furnished 
with "installments" great 
or small, accordingly-
and, naturally, the kiosk. 
Standing on its feet all day 
with its small-stock melancholy, 
dressed 
in its afternoon newspapers. 

All these caught fire, 
the numerous "For Sale" notices went up in flames 
the equally numerous "Help Wanted" ads, 
the "Leading Articles" of life, 
and the "Entertainment" column. 
And, of course, the kiosk keeper himself. 

All but his hand, 
the one violently embraced 
by the black band of mourning 
toward the perpetuation of his power 
because without premeditation, almost abruptly, 
his young daughter opened up 
in death 
a small kiosk all her own 
before she had completed her twentieth year. 

47 



48 

NANA ISA"I"A 

THE ANGEL OF DEATH 

An Angel of Death seduced my mouth 
with His brilliant laughter. 
I would never have known about Hell 
if I hadn't heard you laugh he said. 

THE CHARIOTEER 

He with his good red mouth who loved me. 

Stupid beloved-It was not I. 
It was His black strawberries that melted 
on your taste buds with my kisses-
It was His black wings that quivered 
on your body with my hair-
like gusts of the palm tree in the sky, 
galloping fans of darkness on the light
! make you a gift of the nocturnal 
hours they brought me with the tremor 
of our first meeting ... 
I make you a gift of our enclosed space 
with its fruit and the black mammal; 
it's something that pulses for God 
and has not opened for anyone ... 

Why have you never seen the Angel within me 
stealing in my blood? 
Why have you never understood it was his full mouth 
kissing you on the lips? 
His fingernails were made of silver. 
His body was dressed in one of our nightgowns 
and all that season in Hydra. 
Do you remember the handsome couple we made that 

summer? 
The old men who stared at us-We drank beer 
and you came from the sea and I was naked, 
hidden in His night in His stone-
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The old men would have liked to touch me. 
The Angel of Death is also now 
in my night in my ashes-In the myrrh 
of our love that was born out of a nothing 
that summer in Hydra-

The Angel is conciliatory. 
If you wished . . . He would still like to come. 

Fate returns when it has to do 
with the same evil end ... 

I shall spread My wings over your body 
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at the end that I may dissolve you-! who was never afraid 
even when you told me how hot it was becoming ... 

My stupid beloved, what else do you want from Him? 
For your sake I wore your hairy chest. 
And furthermore I made my appearance as a Sphinx. 
And furthermore I found water for you and never drank it 

with you-

If I had not heard you laugh-
If I had not heard you that moment, he said. 
Yes, you've regretted it, I know ... 
Everything was but a brief touch, my beloved
Nothing very much. 
Believe me. 
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TABLE 

On this table are blue leaves. 
Stones from an infinite sea. 

And the books on it are fake. 
They won't open. 

As for me-
I am equally still 

beside it. 
Locked in light. 

THE MOON 

The moon. 
Not as then. 

As now: thoughtful. 

And absent. 

Green stones. 

If the clouds present a moment of vision. 
If the wind drives back the night. 

She is thinking. 
Her logic is metallic. 
In a blue study. 
Of memory. 
Of oblivion. 

She is not interested. 

The moon is a melancholic word. 
And a thought. 

"Much time has passed." 
Now in her light the grey 

and white clouds hide her secret emptiness 
Clouds and clouds and only I. 

In the far distance. 
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TASOS DENEGRIS 

THE BALANCE IS KEPT 

The balance is kept because of the young boy 
Who walks upright in his green cape 
On a dark afternoon in January. 

DEATH IN KANINGOS SQUARE 

In such moments of absurd and unworldly joy 
You may distinguish death from the others 
Who pass unsuspectingly down in Kaningos Square 
And death is beside them and with them 
He has disguised himself as a lottery vendor 
And looks insignificant in a beige suit 
With the emblem of a wounded veteran on his lapel. 
As soon as he realizes that someone perhaps 
That someone perhaps suspects him 
He disguises himself as a door-keeper. 

I have come in time 
To tell of what I saw 
This morning from the seventh floor 
Now I see how requiems and prognostics were invented 
The common church hymns and the working hours 
The well-to-do and the cowardly 
The habits the tolerance and the brothels 
This is why 
You cannot distinguish 
Death from the others 
In Kaningos Square at 11 in the morning. 
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I have come in time to catch his last metamorphosis 
He has dressed himself as a salesman and has placed before 

him 
A table 
With little red windmills 
That whirl demonically 
When a small breeze stirs. 

In this strange joy 
In this condition when the nerves do not obey the brain 
And memory becomes dislocated and strides freely 
Like a tight-rope walker with his aerial tricks 
In this absurb joy 
When you have conquered the body itself 
Almighty and complete 
You can clearly see the solitude of women in damp prisons 
Can seize the vertebrae of rhythms 
And catch death 
Weak and cowardly 
Trying to avoid a collision. 

THE ASSASSINATION OF THE CAT 

Something was tossed in the air 
Like a rag on fire 
Whatever is tossed looks brown in the sun 
The cat writhed before it died 
Assassinated 
By a red Cadillac 
With professional killers 
Who 
Paid by who knows what Criminal Syndicate 
Like a warning to the lawless city 
Killed it and left. 
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Its bashed-in head 
Left and right 
Traced despairing orbits 
The body of the cat tossed in a last spasm 
And writhed as it died 
On Fox Street 
As desperation covered up 
The army camp of fetishists. 

LEGAL PROCEEDINGS 

And the taxi too is an excuse for death 
Though it runs conservatively on a central avenue 
The myopia of the other driver 
Ascends the side street 
Doesn't know you, doesn't love you, hasn't the slightest hate 
And yet is an excuse for death 
For you who are unsuspectingly smoking in the dark taxi. 

This is clearly absurd 
And its interpretation 
Like legal proceedings in the Dark Ages. 
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MARKOS MESKOS 

WILLOW TREE 

The young men descended with the river. They flowed on 
flowed on 

nor .wept nor sang-It was freezing 
an oblivious snow pierced into the bones, it was not May 
nor flowers, and only the mother with green hair 
stooped to caress whatever she could reach: Unmoving brows, 

feet 
and hands and arms and now bulrushes in their palms 
at times above and at times below the crimson water, the 

mother stooped 
with her green hair (if she still had hair) 
to touch whatever she could reach of the dead young men 
the men, say, 
who darkly descended the lightless river. 

FOREBODING 

From the roof many things were passing by 
smoke, gusts of wind, autumn leaves 
the sun's shadow in its setting 
the swallow's tongue at its zenith 
the bare feet of birds, twilight hours 
the roof was a red brooding hen 

but this remains: the black crow in the mist 
with its dreadful beak tok-tok tok-tok 
death' s piston on the skull. 

And the silence of the hanged man inside. 
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CONDITION 

My betrothed is lame 
and when we walk along the riverbanks 
it seems to me at times that I'm plunged in the river 
and at other times that her black hair draws me 
high above the waters where the nightingales are singing. 

DILEMMA 

I often ask myself: on the gallows or 
on the mountains of glory? 

Even though death is not a laughing matter 
even though despair raises me out of the deep well 
into the light and every morning I greet 
the tiny summits of trees 
even though I have no hands, no feet, no eyes 
no voice, I lo-

I lo-
(I love I wanted to say.) And I fish the reverse side 
of the mood. That is to say, poppies of the world 
unite. 

POET 

He was finishing the poem when I approached. 
(Was he immortal or not?) . 
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I spoke to him, but he was observing how birds drink water 
I spoke to him, but he took up his bugle to sing of the 

dead 
I showed him my white hair, but he was not afraid of death 
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I told him to come with me and to laugh 
to dance or weep under the grieving rain 
but he found my words crude 
and left, hiding his presence in the crowd 
like a wounded animal in the woods. 

MUTE 

My mother does not know Greek, nor speaks 
any other language in the world-when I shoot off 
my bellowing flint lock she rejoices, when I take up 
a sad song she chants a lament, roots up 
her white hair, strand by strand. 

TWO OR THREE 

They took the sail and passed it far beyond the sea 
neither cotton nor yarn appeared again in their hands. 
The gates were closed, the water was shut off, the workers 
scattered. Some wept some were enraged some fell silent 
others had already set off for foreign lands. 
Two or three 
who greatly desired to play some kind of role 
in these knife-thrusts and knew 
the forest paths well 
preferred, for the time being, to go out into the local fields 
each one in the moonlight or at dawn 
and catch martens to be sold at a good price 
-for your tender shoulders 
my ladies. 
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PRODHROMOS X. MARKOGLOU 

GRAPPLING IRON 

They nailed the grappling iron into his heart 
and dragged him away. 

With him he drew 
a landscape thickly implanted with memories, 
ruins of women who wept 
who implored. 

With his tongue tight between his teeth. 

Others contested for the body, 
to hell with the soul, 
the body is their property, 
they ripped out his heart 
and his eyes. 

He denied nothing, 
not a single affirmation, 
because their every deed or probable gesture 
justified his love, 
enlarged his visual horizon, 
stripped naked the incomparable grandeur of trivialities. 
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DESCENT 

He died gazing at a sky 
which once 
gave the promise of clearing again 
but only the promise, 
though intrinsically it closed, 
closed like a stage curtain under invisible hands, 
hands known for slaughter, 
hands we had learned to recognize 
by the fingernails, the embrace, the ring. 

He gazed at a landscape 
that pine trees transformed 
while rocks rolled down to the sea 
and the ancient aqueduct, 
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while houses sank 
and armies of the roofless conspired in corners, 
a black landscape that clears, turns leaden 
and crushes on the spot. 

Death raised him by the armpits 
with no postponements, 
with no unnecessary talk; 
he threw away the tranquilizers, 
the white and black dreams, 
asking for more light 
demanding 

"more light" 
"more light" 

and rolled down 
with the boulders to Hell. 

OCCURRENCE 

As the barriers broke 
Their blood poured out 
Predestined already to irrigate the earth 
Like a shattered pomegranate it scintillated 
Scattering glittering sperm 
For a time of flowers 
In another spring to come

That the rosette 
Of the reddest sunflower 
Might rise aloft into the dark sky. 

59 



60 THE CHARIOTEER 

ANESTIS EV ANGELOU 

THE HEAVY KNIFE 

When the heavy knife fell 
and opened up this deep wound in my chest 
I could not, of course, understand its meaning: 
time had to run its course. 

From then on I suffered and learned much-particularly 
this: that I must, moreover, become accustomed, 
that I must love my wound, 
must love the heavy knife. 

ARS POETICA 

A poem is not a song, 
a hovering sorrow for something far away, lost, 
even though with the most perfect music; it is not 
waiting for something enchantingly unknown 
in the uncertainty of expectation. 

A poem is an open, running wound-
the more open the better; to write poetry 
means to pierce the breast-plate with a lancet, 
to probe with a steady hand, like a surgeon, 
to search for the heart and to pierce it, to pour out 
your blood profusely on words-red 
and warm, for all know blood to be 
something most beautiful and most miraculous. 
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MY GARDEN 

My garden is a very strange one. 
No sun warms it, not even a breath 
of air ever passes through its trees, 
no man has ever seen it, has ever crossed it, 
I have hidden it in my deep cellars. 

There, only at night, with great care, 
when the inhabitants of the house sleep blissfully, 
I slip in stealthily through a secret hatchway, and on 

tiptoe 
thrust into my dark cellar, safely. 

My garden has no water; only I know 
how my trees grow, how they sprout with flowers. 
During the day they suffocate, twist and scream, 
become savage killers, devour their children, 
tear their flesh. 

But at night 
I come and water them with blood, 
open up all my veins that they may drink 
that my bitter trees may grow 
that their poisonous flowers may bloom 
that on their branches 
in the further occult hour of the night 
my mutilated birds may sing. 

NIGHT RESPLENDENT 

Night resplendent with pyrotechnics, 
with dazzling lights, songs, intoxications and dances, 
beautiful snare adorned with flowers, 
infallible and sure trap for the innocent, 
do not become impatient then, do not be in a hurry
you have him also in your hand. 
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He was, of course, a bit perverse, he tired you, 
but in the end he did not escape you, he is yours, 
-and for all that, who has ever escaped you?-
only that now he does not grant you the joy of triumph-

he offers himself to you of his own free will, he almost 
hurries, 

ready for all contingencies, decided, 
now absolutely sure, absolutely sure, 
inhabitant of the complex mechanism of the intrigue. 

AT NIGHT WHEN ALL SLEEP 

At night when all sleep 
and I delude myself that God hears me as I pray, 
how many times have I not asked 
how many times have I not begged: 

Dear God, make me simpler, 
take this body and shatter it, 
break my bones, strip off my skin, 
take this complex heart and make it ashes, 
crush my skull, 
put an ·end to this tormented ·brain-
and then take me and create me from the beginning, 
give birth to me again as my mother never did, 
make me simple and monolithic 
like a split savage rock in a gorge. 
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EVA MYLONA 

THE ROCK 

There is a rock translucent and green in the middle of the 
river, uninhabited but for two tall chairs. Sitting on the tall 
chairs, our feet not touching the ground, we play cards and 
dominoes without our hands touching. I have blond hair that 
emits a metallic sound every time I turn my head. My clothes 
are made of glass, they obstruct my movements a little, red, 
yellow, orange, and flow in the sun and in the dark. My eyes 
are two stones in a different shade of violet-blue, I keep three 
others in the drawer with my toys. Every so often they flash 
electrically and change shape. Everyone agrees they are rare and 
feels envious, but once when I gave one to a boy, he wouldn't 
take it, he stared at me, serious and pale, and when I placed it 
in his fist, he yelled out, frightened, and ran away with his hand 
up to his cheek, and the stone wedged into the floor and has 
remained there ever since. I could never pull it out no matter 
how hard I tried, and it flashes with such an unbearable light 
that no one has entered that room again by day or night. 

You and I play dominoes, sitting on the tall chairs, and do 
not speak. It is years, almost centuries, since we have spoken, 
and suddenly today, yesterday, breaking the silence, you asked 
if we could play for one of my eyes. I agreed, stupidly thinking 
I would win. But it was you who won, and you took it. Without 
fear you hid it deep in your overcoat pocket together with the 
jackknife and the marbles. On my face, of course, there remained 
a hollow like a red velvet case, but it was my right eye, and since 
you were sitting to my left, you couldn't see it. 

But one day I turned my head (purely and simply out of 
narcissim) to hear the bell-like sound of my hair, and you, seeing 
it for the first time, let out a cry, and your lovely skin turned 
green, it became like the rock, and your hand flew to your throat. 
Keep calm, I told you, even though I had forgotten the words, 
and made as if to touch you, but you drew back, crying out even 
louder. 
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Since then you will play no longer and keep getting thinner, 
every day your skin becomes darker. Some strange blemishes are 
appearing now. Soon you will be no more than a shadow, "a 
shadow of yourself," as they say. Timidly I stretch out my hand 
towards you, hiding the void in my eye with my hair, but you draw 
back. How big your chair seems now, your disease progresses, and 
I'm afraid I'll be left alone on the tall chair in the middle of the 
river, alone with my glittering skirts, with the dominoes and the 
deck of cards, alone with my single eye. 

HOLIDAYS 

During the holidays 
with the knives of strangers at my back 
I received seven invitations to commit suicide 
I drink fruit juice to my health 
My luminous landscapes 
my disobedient slaves 
and the graves of my friends 
are all so far behind me 
The colors of lovers 
the glimmering of hair 
and the afternoon 
are all so dark 
During the holidays 
they gave me a bright green dress 
a live dress made of golden beetles 
I wore my chlorophyll hair 
Long rows of rotted leaves 
beads 
half-truths 
are all so far behind me 
that no connection no past exists 
no remembrance exists 
nor the sentiments of skeletons 
I have no continuity 

coherence 
coventions. 
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ΗΜΕΡΕΣ ΕΟΡΤΩΝ 

ης ήμέρες των έορτων 
ελα~α έmό: προσκλήσεις yιό: αύτοκτονία 
με ξένα μαχαίρια στlς πλάτες 
πίνω χυμοuς φρούτων στην ύyεία μου 
Είναι δλα τόσο πίσω 
τό: λαμπερό: τοπεϊα μου 
οί άνυπάκουοι δοϋλοι 
και οί τάφοι των φίλων μου 
Είναι δλα τόσο σκοτεινό: 
τό: χρώματα των έραστων 
και οί λάμψεις των μαλλιών 
και το άπόyευμα 
ης ήμέρες των έορτων 
μοϋ χάρισαν ενα λαμπερό πράσινο φόρεμα 
ενα ζωντανό φόρεμα άπό χρυσόμυγες 
φόρεσα τό: μαλλιά μου άπό χλωροφύλλη 
Είναι δλα τόσο πίσω 
σειρες μακρυες σάπια φύλλα 
χάντρες 
μισες άλήθειες 

δεν ύπάρχει σύνδεση και παρελθόν 
δεν ύπάρχει άνάμνηση 
και συναισθήματα των σκελετών 
δεν εχω συνέχεια 

συνοχή 
συνηθειες 
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GEORGE THANIEL 

THE COOL DARKNESS 

I've never made bread, never known 
how and when to put in the yeast 
I've never grafted a tree 
let's say a wild fig tree 
and the small fish I once had in a bowl 
showed me how very close death can be 
whatever I touched 
turned its back to me. 

And yet it's as though 
something from within the fissure 
beckons 
and cunningly winks at me. 
I'm not, it tells me, photogenic 
I can't be photographed 
it hides while I struggle 
with the flash bulb. 

Suddenly I'm showered 
by a cool darkness. 

EROTICA 

3 

He entrusted you with his seed 
kneaded in mystical elaborations 
white butterfies in the canal 
of your passion. 
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Your skin is not a golden fleece 
moreover, you were never a ram 
yet every time I caress it 
your skin shudders in golden gleams. 

Where did you procure the ointment 
or is this again my insane imagination? 

EP.QTIKA 

y' 
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WHAT 

What does the wind say? 

It blows facelessly 
no matter what poets may say 
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dressed in dust or smoke 
it invades even the cells 
of our brain 
shakes our teeth from their roots 
whistles into our ears 
through dark tunnels. 

What does the wind say 
what does the rain say 
what do the other elements say? 

They spoke once ... to Francis. 

HOW 

How does one write his name 
with the migrating cranes 
the waves thrashing back 
to the anonymous sea 
the rain returning to the heights? 

How do you carve your name 
on stone 
since even stone returns to lime 
and the hard pebbles of pleasure 
to the indifferent pulp? 
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POETICS 

Let your metaphors be as bold 
as spaceships 
but also as common as toothache 
or pleasure from drinking orangeade 
let your imagination's truck 
run through great distances 
but learn to come back to its source 
your body 
cashing in on the tokens of anguish 
conciliating the imps of inner guilt 
with home-made cookies 
retaining love in the end. 
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K.A TERINA ANGELAKI-ROOK.E 

THE JEALOUSY 

On Sundays. he goes with that woman 
and together they enjoy the ruined 
rural landscapes. 
There they are, passing by the farms; 
two dead pigs close by the hedge 
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stretch out their knuckles in the afternoon; 
light frost covers the mud 
the snow has melted 
but the earth is still voiceless 
and alone before becoming a butterfly. 
Is their love peace, 
is it torture? 
A lemon sun. 
Who is she? 
What face 
what breast? 
The country is slowly gorged with night, 
there is nothing exotic 
about this geography; and he 
holds the woman 
passionately 
until like one body they glide into. the room; 
when he takes off his blouse 
his careworn chest 
smells of sweat and fresh air; 
little by little the dry branches recede 
into memory 
and the landscape within them bursts once more 
into full spring. 
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TO THE EARTH 

I speak to the earth today and say: 
Good earth with your birds of night 
silent with their black wings 
and the birds of day, the chattering ones, 
with your waters salty and sweet 
that lead their own lives 
babbling, caressing 
and naturally indifferent, 
earth who is all I know of nature 
-even the sky is something that is yours
and who will spread over me 
like a soft blanket 
with a few photographs shoved away in drawers, 

talk to me, advise me, tell me 

that so long as men are alive we shouldn't weep for them 
even if we miss them at our side like the tongue missing water, 
that so long as they're alive they exist in other natural beauties, 
where they sleep, dream, taste fruit, fish, 
go to work, take care of their children. 

Earth, who have soothed me since I was small 
-when they scolded me 
I would stand gazing at the sea 
and my heart would rise-
cast me your balm again, bolster me 
to think about love 
as though they had told me of it 
as though pain and absence 
had been explained to me, 
and within your font 
let me once more imagine our bodies 
glued together painlessly 
I and he 



72 

like winged insects 
poured into nature, 
losing in importance 
while gaining in love. 

THE LAST LIGHT 

There where I plunged to find you 
being was finally lost, 
and mute the prophet of my heart. 
You are in an absolute form 
inaccessible even to life itself, 
you are a white blemish 
a little cloudy water. 
I want to wear out 
my last light 
there where nothing 
stops the eye. 
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I want not even a swallow on the horizon, 
nor any illusion. 
My heart shall have died 
but I'll be alive still, 
I shall peer into nature 
and call you summer; 
reft finally of memory 
I shall call you flower, until 
the myth draws 
the curtain behind me: 
opposite, a white wall, 
everything final and white 
and I a squashed cockroach. 
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ZEPHY DHARAKI 

HAPPY BLOOD OF THE MOMENT 

Happy blood of the moment, honeybee of laughter, do not vanish 
hasten yellow horses, we are leaving for distant lands! 
The houses split away from their ochre and their mournful 

foundations 
the towers we loved cast off their panoplies and flee 
the trees gallop 
shatter their dark roots 
or commit suicide happily from their branches 
the street signs sing 
sing of their eternal slavery 
Well then, you too, no more rehearsals before the mirror 
with melancholy masks of joy 
and silence like a deep burn on your face 
do me this favor 
unloosen the world from the necktie of your silence 
draw the erect sword of solitude from your lips 
and I shall set fire to the night 
I shall tear off the clouds I wear 
I want no more vengeance now-I hold tightly the angel of 

the present day 

WHEN YOU REACH THE END OF MY VOICE ... 

When you reach the end of my voice you will find the forest 
then your words will no longer be a noose around your neck 
you will not feel coerced to wear this flesh 
you will not stand guard before your face 
then you will no longer close the doQr that it may open 
you will not force your breath out 
You have vanished, you have gone, my sleep had frightened you 
the deliriums between the red bedsheets 
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and the scythe like a murderous moon in my dreams 
Do not pull at the walls any more 
do not uproot the windows 
do not vanish from love-do not leave ... 

-The wind has lifted the sand, don't you see? 
and your blue eyes wide open in the sea-depths 
they cannot weep 
they see haunted boats sailing upside down in the sky 
as you once said yourself I leave traces no longer 
my hand chases away any other hand 
I can endure this summer too by myself 
And then you live so slovenly 
you rise late when the sun is already opening the window 

shutters with a knife 
and afterwards what is it you do? 
Why should you weep in the depths of the mirror? 

HITCH HIKING 

I'm tired of patching up the sky, of stitching old trees 
I got up one morning with no curtains at the window 
without wood in the stove-! got up to leave 
not because of you, not because of anyone 
I got up to leave far from paper holidays 
far from swollen lips 

At night I would crumple up with stars and the frayed voices 
of birds 

in camps pitched in the countryside 
Once I knocked on a door 
-Without a table, how can four chairs exist with an empty 

space in the middle? 
Without a bed, how can two bodies exist imprinted in the mirror? 
Without a face, how can two eyes exist, tender and motionless 

in a basket? 
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What a wretched basket for such a small baby ... 
-This is how we live on our salary 
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I fled again into the nickel sky, I felt more tired than before 
not because of you, not because of anyone 
the sun fired from afar on heads and feet 
the parks everywhere had vanished 

TROLLEY IN THE SKY 

Late at night the trolley sped to the sky 
cut in two by a waist 
Alone before the black windowpane 
I recalled the epidermis of lights 
the room that ascended the stairs 
without a balcony, with curtains on nonexistent windows 

in the color of a dead crimson 
and then the knife of a kiss 
and then the blood in tny heart that fell like rain 

Suddenly I hated absolute objects 
the guitar the mirror the absolute values 
the four walls 
the fifth wall-the talent that leads nowhere 
"Here are two persons with talent" he had told me, "there's 

nothing you can have to say to each other any more ... " 
Their clean blue world is a little gray toward the side of 

the heart 
the melancholy Chinese cup and all that has kept me so far 

from the shore 
from the despair of the open air 
as memory broke on the edge of my bent arms 
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YANNIS KONDOS 

WORDS AND LOCKJAW 

Fortunately this day too has passed 
and we're still living. 
"To live" invites much discussion, 
but many have busied themselves 
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with this theme and it's been declared terminated. 
(The "d" at the end annoys me. 
If we make as few changes 
in the letters and the tone 
we get the word "exterminate" 
which fits in so very well with the circumstances) . 

My theme, however, is something else. 
Well, fortunately-! insist-
! didn't contract lockjaw with so many 
rust-rotted words that torment me. 
And the psychiatrist said to me last night: 
-For God's sake, Johnny, take care, 
and wear gloves now and then. 

But can such matters be taken care of 
with gloves ? 

YOUR RIGHT SHOULDER 

Behind your right shoulder 
is a gully full of stones 
and smiles made of silk 
carved on wild holm oaks. 



The New Poets 

-On that shoulder 
where leans my severed head-
you dwindle away. You fade so far away 
that you become a stain on the floor. 
The solitary pacing in the room 
begins. 
I snatch my head and throw it 
into any public place, 
like a hand grenade. 

And then, nothing. 

THE DIVER 

- I will never again go down into your basement 
to bring up sponges-

It's dark down there. 
Besides, you forget to draw me up at times 
and I grope around to find some crack 
and bring my voice out into the light. 
Then too, my veins grow monstrous in the darkness, 
step out of my body and seek 
to grasp onto the earth and take root. 

Finally, when I surface, I fall into other darknesses 
and the cops ask for my identification card 
and drag me off to the station. 

Just try explaining to them now 
about sponges and such, 
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MAGICAL IMAGE 

You opened the door and then 
another and another and found yourself 
in the middle of a large circus 
in the cage with lions. 
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You said: My god, what am I doing here? 
I was going to the men's room. 

CHAMBER MUSIC 

You lie down with the adolescent 
from Anticythera and turn up 
the radio full blast 
-that I might not hear your erotic cries. 

In the . museum the next day 
the statue's shoulders are bloodstained 
and there's hair between his fingers. 
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MIHALIS ME"J-MARIS 

from TITLES 

Pierced by its own needles 
the pine tree emitted a strong odor. 
By the waves, the small naked favorite 
covered her small hill with sand · 
to warm herself. 
A watermelon broken in two 
stopped applauding persistently. 
Its red palms remained 
remained staring into the sun. 
Passing children, 
with their balloons, their ducks and their rubber rings 
hid in the bushes to peep at such strange things. 
They picked at their noses and stretched out their necks, 
nudging each other. 
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from THE GIRL WITH THE LOCKS ON HER JOINTS 

The fingernail marks, the whitewash 
and the revolutions of her breathing 
were enlisted to smash 
her hieroglyphic temples . 

• 
The birds. the crocodiles 
and the small hippopotami of her breasts 
play in the puddles made 
in the track of a certain dinosaur. 
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from THE CHRONICLE OF A VOLCANO 

They sole their shoes with caterpillar treads. 
They draw out their fingers into the shape of gallows. 
The sea-urchins and their diving suits 
have lost the order of sea-depths 
amid pebbles. 
Not even a single meaning has remained 
not even a serious polishing 
of words taken from their comparisons. 
The traveling permit 
climbed up the edge of the gun barrel 
which leads from their chests. 
They're afraid of grasping it. 
And, as you see, 
they're crazy about sun washed fairy tales 
proud of forgetting to shoot at a target. 

A death's distance 
from the nearest 
man, 

* 

no one can tell them apart. 
Flattened out 
into the age of the egg 
they have never surpassed. 

* 
Life within their arms 
remains each time 
the briefest chronicle of a volcano. 

from THE CAROTID ARTERY 

Still another bas-relief of a future machine 
like a cobra 
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you make an effort and it awakens 
for the first and last time 

in your chest today 
before it swallows the bare-assed rat 

you stare into the eyes 

Nor do you want to know 
of the cracked face when it strains 

what these localities can mean 
with its adhesive tape and its iodine 

for another person 
and shrivels 

in the midst of sexual pleasure. 

from ACCORDING TO MAKRIYANNIS 
or The Code Breaker 

I wrongly deciphered 
the codes 
and the grimaces of pain 
turned inside out. 
But he can no longer 
return 
the blood of my oath 
in the one-way veins. 
I hold the clarity 
the measure 
which knowledge gives me 
and a bullet 
for everyone. 

The height of a man does not matter 
but only the cross 
formed 
by the nose 
and the eyebrows. 
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LEFTERIS POULIOS 

A SUPERB REVELATION 

Discreetly 
the magnanimous mosquito submerges 
as the universe cuts away and leaves. 
Back there on a bench he sat with the 
shape of that momentous mosquito 
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in his brain. There's not a single imperfection 
in the clothing of sin, he thought. 
Having become a terrestial trumpet blast 
he leapt with joy on the human snow 
of immaterial lovers sitting around 
the table of seasons, shuddering 
as they said: Follow it, 
this is the mosquito-world. 

HIS MAJESTY JESUS CHRIST 

Around 2 past midnight I wanted to piss. 
Sick with a headache and steaming bowels 
I opened the door of the outhouse. 
The midnight was a limitless sieve 
with a full moon, the captive of my dizziness. 
Wrapped in a thick overcoat, 
breathing stinking fumes (poisons of· the aqnosphere) 
and often losing the reins of existence. 
Suddenly a shooting star or a rocket 
passed through the sign of my Zodiac. 
"I give you the robe of suffering." : -
Startled, making an instinctive movement, 
I confronted his beautiful head with its radiance. 
"Yes," I told him, "but sleep lies heavily on my eyes." 
His Majesty, hearing the localities 
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of my neighborhood under the moonlight, 
said to me "You're doomed." And I replied, 
'Tm descended from a certain happiness of Zeus 
that can bend electrical rods." 
His Majesty laughed, slinging a glob of spit 
on my disheveled hair, alluding 
to his miracle with the blind man. He said 
"Halleluia." 
We thought, one within the other, for some time, 
of rarity in the world of penguins and 
of the great conquest of pain. Suddenly 
His Majesty expressed his astonishment 
about a certain theme, that made me bend down 
out of my anguish to kiss the smoke of his feet. 
He was of the opinion that poems are useless. 
At the same time, blessing me with hand upraised, 
he said: 
"Begin to be crushed at least, 0 apparition 
of this peculiar perfectibility, imitation soul 
imprisoned in nothingness." 
I sat with my behind thrust in a red clay lily 
that was a bit frozen by Christ's coldness, 
who once thought of being born 
out of this very flower. 
"It's blowing," he said, "and it's somewhat annoying 
for the ghosts and the stone's skin." 
At once he ordered the legionnaires of entangled 
spiritual situations to attack. 
He said I was threatened by radiation, 
cancer, insanity; 
he was sorry for me and the essential 
nature of poets. 
He bellowed in my mouth, and His Majesty was interested 
in knowing if I was thinking 
of conspiring against the Holy Throne. 
I replied I was not, and he ascended smiling 
and left me in this stupified condition 
in which I've been living lately. 
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SATIRICAL EXERCISE III 

One lovely day in a land enraged 
a he-rock and a she-rock (both of them regal) 
wept over a large expanse; 
the one cried and the other cried. 
I don't want to be a queen any more, 
she said; and he began to die on his throne 
what with one thing and another. 
She wept and trembled -why shouldn't she tremble?
when hammers and anvils began to clamber up 
on every nose, and while plundering they hammered 

every crack. 
Then he and she in all their imperial panoply 
together embraced, tore through maroon colors, 
mounted the music of sunsets 
and galloped toward death. 
The revolution set fire to the palaces. 
It fell on everything and hacked one and all to pieces. 
The dew, the women, the other days 
went on with their work. 
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DINOS SIOTIS 

DESCRIPTION OF A DAY LIKE ANY OTHER 

To the memory of George Seferis 

And the day crumbled down right in the middle of my pain 
like a microbe or lamb led to slaughter. 
And I remember the morning folded under Golden Gate Bridge, 
a grey-green color of no particular interest. 
And I whizzed through the streets, tearing down the freeways 
as I scraped off the whitewash from my poetical ambitions, 
contemptuous of the sun, rising like a skyrocket into the 

dome of noon. 
And people with their pulses hung round their necks 
were staging their happiness, sitting among their delectations, 
tormenting their paranoid brains with recipes for soft drinks, 
televised psychoses and collapses. 

At long last the day reclined. 
I recall the blood spilled by mistake from the empty container 
at a time when the Lord was listening carefully 
to the prayers of the nation's saviours: 
ancient supplications, 
unnamable adventures turned upside down 
in spite of being Greek. 

"Do you take cream with your coffee?" the waitress asked 
in her wanton voice; 
and I told her it made no difference, 
that the arsonists were approaching, 
that there was no one to watch the passes, 
and besides, at any moment, the night would fall. 
Then I ran down to the sea to arrive in time for the sunset 
and my footsteps creaked on the wet cobblestones 
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and the South Wind swelled up the waters of the harbor, 
but I was too late-too late to arrive in time for the day's 

ending. 

But how did that night finally fall? 

CHANGE OF RESIDENCE 

I knew it, I could see 
that the door would never open 
except for a change of residence. 
I went down therefore, 
tired with waiting 
I went down to the sea: 
a white wall of immobility, sounds and slogans; 
one of them yelled 
the other one yelled 
the third wasn't speaking but only 
would say from time to time, "It will open again," 
but we all knew he was mad. 

The rest is detail. 
All happened as in the concerts of an open-air orchestra: 
first came the process-server-the first instrument-
then the other instruments, 
organs of order, 
doctors, lawyers, psychoanalysts, 
Herbie Mann, Janis, Aunt Maroula, 
relatives and friends. 
But he didn't mean to come out, 
and so the musicians waited without a conductor, 
tuning up their instruments, 
until suddenly the white wall opened
which was either the sea or the door, 
and the moon poured out like an empty sack 
on a well-known disorder 



The New Poets 87 

of books, posters, publications, 
poems and Western Civilizations, 
and he came out quietly through the door. 
They all looked at him with respect, 
then took their places in front of their musical scores. 
He advanced into the open enclosure 
got on the podium 
took a deep breath 
and died of suffocation. 

WOMAN 

To Andre Breton and Andreas Embirikos 

Woman going up the street, woman drying hair in the sun, 
woman in a motel, in Monastery, woman with a bathing suit, 
woman in the forest with birds in their nests, woman with eyes 6£ 
the sea under a cloudy twilight, woman from Ireland with a bomb 
in her teeth, woman in a demonstration, woman feminist, woman 
married, woman behind curtains, woman of forgetfulness of the 
countryside and of wild strawberries, woman before a mirror, psy. 
chotic woman, woman with superb beautiful eyes, woman drink
ing beer in a neighborhood bar, woman divorced, woman with pear 
tree branches climbing up her shoulders, woman at the factory 
at the office in the fields, woman with a husband and two chil
dren and a lover, woman without underclothing, woman who has 
nothing else other than herself, woman bus driver, woman with 
womanly characteristics, woman from Chica, woman with a future, 
woman waitress, woman a revelation and well qualified, woman 
with intoxicated eyes, Lesbian woman, woman who gathers sig
natures for some kind of protest, woman in a warehouse, woman 
going down the street. 
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DHIMITRIS POTAMITIS 

IN ONE THING 

In one thing does the ruin differ from the root 
The root is origins 
The tree which is of generation strongly endures 
It does not stoop, does not kiss its roots 
It rises erect into the pale light 
Roots work on its behalf 

The ruin is the dead father we have never known 
The maimed hand we permitted to become maimed 
We stoop and stare at the ruin 
The pale light dwindles far away, we have not enjoyed it 
The body grows cold and is dark 
The Parthenon is not a ruin 
Deprivation of love may be 

PARALLEL LIVES 

All that which sight and not touch conquers 
Memory tries later to touch 
And thus is the dream born 
The reward of the wronged man 

And all that touch conquers 
Has another taste 
Another touch has remained behind 
Untouched the untouched 
Untouched the touched also 

You fondle the dream 
At another time you fondle belief in something unbelievable 
Order of things within you 
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Means mutiny 
In the order of things outside you 
Among these you sleep 
For their sake you die 
You hold aloft your simple white jasmine 
You surrender 
You learn to choose 
That time is on the side of things within you 
That you will even touch the unexpected 
It becomes that which you awaited 
But yet they come again and won't let you die 

No not men 
But their divine visions 
You love them 
There you chisel holes in your body 
Until it gives you your freedom 
And the word hangs from the mind unpainted and clean 
That the vein may fill up with blood once more 
Invulnerable in the baths of Clytemnestra 

DECISION FOR SERENITY 

I said I would grow strong 
Between your fingers 
On this despicable promontory 
And under conditions that subjugate themselves to me 
My struggle ultimately was a struggle of subjugation 

One by one I subjected 
My lineage 
My language 
Impressions 
My ownership of shapes 
I smashed all mirrors that corrupted me 
Purified my brain of snares 
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But how can I withstand now the forces of barbarity 
That for a long time keep guard in the indominable 

extensions of your eyes 

I said I would grow serene 
And seek you in my works 
Only there and in the trivialities of destiny 
To conquer my destiny means to continue faithfully to the 

end 
I said I would grow serene 
Until you too become a discovery of the sea 
Until you emerge into dream from the depths of sunflowers 
Until times change 
And birds become one with cypress trees 

FIRE BIRD 

This fire 
Was whatever I pursued 
Whatever I loved 
Whatever loved me 
Beyond colors 
A naked 
Invisible 
Formless 
Perpetually moving 
Bird of fire 
And poetry 
Without habits 

And unrepentant 
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NASOS VAYENAS 

APOLOGIA 

To Kim on Friar 

Regardless of events I've not changed 
I remain the same with the same ideas 
that pierce into my brain like thorns. It's 
things around me that keep changing 
the height of buildings, the price of cars 
the opinions of my friends. I remain the same 
with ideas that have scarred me indelibly 
with ideas that walk in my skull like ants. 
It's probably from this that the prose nature 
of my verses derives, the evident 
lack of lyrical exaltation 
which makes my friends 
look at me with pity 
like a lost cause 
like an unfulfilled promise. 

GEORGE SEFERIS AMONG THE PHANTOMS 

You would write verses for them on the backs of dark 
postcards like those 

we used to send home when our ships left us in strange 
lands or like drawings in an old book 
found in the attic on rainy days, forgetting 
friends around the table. 
What has become of the old mariner who returned home 

from the sea with a white 
beard-was he seen by the dog as he entered the courtyard, 

embittered? 
And the old man on the riverbank who silently charted 

his way by the stars, 
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and the charioteer with the blooded fingers and the horses
did they step on the soft 

grass or did the reins break as our knees buckled over the 
tiles? 

But you do not know, and if you do know, you do not 
speak, for you are plunged 

into the ruins of time and gaze at us motionless behind the 
black 

windowpane covered bit by bit by the bodies of the dead. 

DEATH IN EXARHIA 

They told me you had died but I find you again 
at the coffee house playing backammon with the living, 
moreover you win, are even wearing a tie 
you who have never worn a tie in your life 
who have never sauntered to the town square 
who always shut yourself in your house 
and gaze silently at the neighbors and the pedestrians. 

They told me you had died, whom shall I believe 
you vanished suddenly without speaking a single word 
without leaving a single note 
your window shutters closed, your doorbell out of order 
your dog embittered and the lights turned off. 

Do you exist or not, whom shall I believe 
how very much your voice has changed 
the others do not speak, they watch you as you play 
they watch you smiling, as you cast the dice, 
and you always win, you always win. 

But you never used to win, you were always the loser. 
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A GAME OF CHESS 

To Kostas Steryo poulos 

How can I beat you. 
You play with me as you like and take 
my soldiers one by one, surrounding 
my towers and frightening my horses 
that mill about here and there in confusion. 

But how can I beat you when 
even this my queen sneaks out 
and betrays me shamelessly in the grass 
with your soldiers and your officers. 

H nAPTIL\A 

nwc; va OE KEpf>(aGJ. 
ME. Tiatl;;Etc; OTIGJ<; 9£A.Etc; Kat (lOU Tia(pvEtc; 
£vav - £vav 1:ouc; a1:pan&1:ec; (lOU KUKA.wvac; 
1:ouc; TI6pyouc; 1:' O:A.oya (lOU £xouv 1:po(laf,a 
Kat 1:ptyupvouv Ef>W Kl EKEl Xa(lEVa. 

Ma TIW<; va OE KEpf>(crGJ 'TtOU aK6(la 
Kl au'tij ~ ~aOLAlO'O'Cx (lOU f,ETIOp'TLSEl 
Kat (lE Tipof>(VEl af>tcXV'TpOTia (lEOa O'Ta xop1:a 
(lE 1:ouc; 01:panW'TE<; Kat 1:ouc; af,tGJ(la'TtKo6<; aou. 
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MARIA LA"I"NA 

NOT CONTINUOUSLY 

I am scornful of poetry 
not continuously 
when blood writhes on walls 
when urns break on earth 
when life is unwound 
like a ball of yarn 
I spit at my sorrow and implicitly 
am scornful of poetry 
when colors torment my soul 
the blues the yellows the oranges 
I cling to my hate and quietly 
am scornful of poetry 
when. the net of your eyes 
plunges into my belly. 

Moreover 
not continuously 
I'm scornful of poetry 
when I feel it as a noble ambition, 

a rare discovery 
on a tender bench of a future hall. 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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THEY'RE TWO DIFFERENT THINGS 

As the descending slope of the neck leant to the side 
and impeded the flow of blood from descending into the 

head 
rhythm followed rhythm 
without movement. 

My hair, I kept thinking, 
why doesn't he caress my hair. 

Your own hand 
with small abrupt movements undressed 
the slim body of a bird. 
Normally we dress the dead, I said, 
and you answered 
they're entirely two different things. 
Only a mature consciousness entangles 
the delightfulness of taste with the beauty of sight. 

A round you a winged net 
held my brain far from you; 
I want to see your hand caressing me 
now, I said, 
I want to see how it will do it 
now, during the hunting season; 
and you smiled at me, 
they're two entirely different things. 
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THE DAYS HAVE EMPTIED 

The days have emptied out their faces, 
I look at mine in the cheapest mirror 

THE CHARIOTEER 

the same eyes, the lines ... still another one 
there where the smile reaches the mouth. 
The days have undressed their faces, 
I watch mine in my own eyes; 
in the mornings I suffer in washing myself, 
wait for hours with a toothbrush in my hand, 
besides, cigarettes have spoiled my sense of taste 
-made so good by your breathing-
N arcissos was never loved 
or he was someone who doubted much. 

TROPICAL 

Love with you resembles panting 
in a moist and red landscape, 
in the distance feathers have been placed leaning 
and they close the space with· pinned, feverish 
movements; 
is this love then, 
these small swaddled voices 
that make oxygen sweat 
and the body coil, 
is fear standing still or moving? 
Within or without? 
Small drops of blood 
flow between my thighs, 
the blood of birds. 
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YANNIS PATILIS 

THE ANNOUNCEMENT 

Hearing it is finished 
he began to descend the hill. 
He pushed aside the torpid soldiers 
scratched himself on thorns 
and stumbling and falling reached the road. 
The summit blurred in the smoke, 
the flame of the most life-giving death 
made the air sparkle. 
He turned, hurried down the alleyways ... 
Against the indifferent steps of men 
his own echoed his own meaning 
persistently on the pavement ... 
Like the sound of a distant drum 
on the roofs of the silent and densely inhabited city 
where although it speaks 
it has no meaning for anyone ... 
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In the middle of the room someone waits for him, prepared 
wrapped up in his blue mantle 
with the quill passed between his luminous fingers. 
He has heard the sound of the drum for hours 
the footsteps of the eyewitness growing louder-
like a small sledge hammer that goes rippling over the pavement, 
the creaking pilasters, the door, 
the torrent of light. .. 
His voice that stopped in the middle: 
Write! 

Note. 
it is finished: See John, 19:30. 
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ΤΟ ΑΓΓΕΛΜΑ 

Με τό τετέλεστα.~ 

τtfjρε νό: κατεeαίνn τόν λόφο. 
'Έσ-πρωξε τοuς ά-ποχαυνωμένους φαντάρους 

γδάρθηκε στό: σκοϊνα 

κουτρουeαλώντας εφτασε στον δρόμο. 

Ή κορφη θάμ-πιζε στην κα-πνιά, 

τόν άγέρα σ-πίθιζε ή φλόγα 

τοϋ -πλέον φυσίζωου θανάτου. 
'Έστριψε, eάδιζε γρήγορα τό: στενά ... 
Στ· άδιάφορα eήματα των άνθρώ-πων 

τό: δικά του άντηχοϋσαν έ-πίμονα, 
τό δικό του νόημα ατό -πλακόστρωτο ... 
Σό:ν f]χος τυμ-πάνου μακρυνοϋ 
στίς στέγες σιω-πηλfiς καί -πολυάνθρω-πης -πόλης 

-ποu ένω α.uτό όμιλεϊ 

είς ούδένα σημαίνει ... 

Στη μέση τοϋ δωματίου κά-ποιος τόν -περιμένει 
!!:τοιμος 

τυλιγμένος τόν γαλάζιο μανδύα του 

με τό φτερό -περασμένο στό: φωτεινά του δάχτυλα. 

Ά-πό ωρα άκούει τόν άχό τοϋ τυμ-πάνου 

τό: eή ματ α τοϋ α.uτόπτοu -ποu δυναμώνουν -
σό:ν eαριο-ποϋλα -ποu κυματίζει στό: -πλακόστρωτα, 

τίς -παραστάδες -ποu τρίζουν, την -πόρτα, 

τόν χείμαρρο τοϋ φωτός ... 
την φωνή του -ποu έστάθη ατό μέσο: 

Γριiψε! ... 
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I SHALL COME VERTICALLY 

Darkness this evening 
and the road they showed me 
an endless gully. 

It's a solution to proceed from high up, 
from the terraces, 
down below you don't know what 
may roll your way, 
it may be a man, a message ... 

Finally they said that "down below" 
they would come to a reckoning, 
they submitted their plans, 
but this rambling about has tired me. 
I'm bored with horizontals, 
this ironic co-existence, 
this alignment. 
Well then, I'll turn about 
I'll come vertically 
vertically to your door 
to your heart 
like a bullet, a message ... 
Vertically. 
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MY STRENGTH 

If you throw 
a lance at me 
it will pierce me through. 

All my strength 
lies in this: 
do not throw it! 

TO THE UNKNOWN GOD 

In my weakness 
I think of you. 

When I resemble what you are 
I don't want you! 

ALL YOU HAVE LEARNED ... 

All you have learned about life 
are cheap small bridges of conjecture 

THE CHARIOTEER 

under which the savage waters of the torrents 
roar. 
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V ASILIS STERYADHIS 

BENJAMIN 

The flavor of the past day will return to school 
with stupid anecdotes. I'm sleepy and you're sleepy 
I'm thinking that Benjamin will fall asleep. 
My new friend Benjamin is a masterpiece 
he hires a bicycle for fifty cents an hour 
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then hies himself to the lake where they've dyed the swan 
red 

afterwards its color faded 
the busses ran over it 
the new sign now reads "Eghnatia Street." 
Jenny crosses the same road diagonally 
she divided her lessons between two large cities 
one northern and the other southern 
I as you know 
declared war with the amphitheater class rooms and came 

here. 
My friend Benjamin gave up his corner at the University 
rode the mercury of a thermometer 
rose like fever to the penthouse 
but the fever fell and he was killed. 
Now he's tranquil 
in death without fever 
his presence rises steadily 
his face is marked out in degrees 
it records success. 

THE TENEMENTS OR THE LAST 
AND THE STRONGEST 

My poor murdered rooster. It was my little 
beloved and crippled not by flowers. As spring-like 
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as a mistress; night took her. Much later I dreamed 
I was sleeping with a black Vespa and even beyond the 

night 
was a huge world of sunflowers. This was love probably 
amid cypress trees beyond the asphalt. I was leaving for the 

forest. 
The forest was another thing. My father 
ascended calmly with the gramophone. Why are you writing 

again 
he'd say to me; you said you'd stop, you've deceived me. 
I was putting the final touches. Around me damp unworldly 

snails, 
mounds of earth and tin cans from the other building lot. 
At times Maria, luminous, lover of solitude, 
a feather, dancing of course. And I realized I was coming 

out 
of the poem, becoming the story of the giant 
Nimrod and his beloved. 
On another afternoon came the famous Benjamin, 
growing so stubborn to the point of bursting 
that it was shameful and unfair-such a child. 
I lied to him, that I was mocking my fiancee by passing out 

flowers 
in her memory to pedestrians in the same city. 
These are not flowers, he told me. And he went away angry 
amid the tenements, whistling, 
much different than in my book. 

SATURDAY 

Rendezvous in the yacht together with the blessings 
of ancestors and without Sophia. There's another girl 
in my life I explained and I taught her that anecdote 
about our house. "At home we had a green 
container and a red container. In the green container 
we kept something for sleep, I never opened it, and things 
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happened in a bizarre montage, as formerly 
in surrealist poems. To wit, on top of all 
lay my head, and underneath it a bookcase 
bric-a-brac 
and a rack 
for plates. 
Then suddenly my head was cut off 
as I was shaving, there was an uproar 
and I was amused by the plates dropping, 
the rack 
and the bric-a-brac. 
In the red container we had nothing for sleep." 

TERILI 

Listen master-mason, I said to Sophia since it happened 
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we were in love, she conquered me later. My shaving things 
were arriving any moment now from the kiosk. I had almost 

gone mad 
torturing my nerves and fingernails with the iron 
nailcutter. Well then, falling from a height one evening 
I slammed into the harmonium by mistake, this is why I became 
a musician. Dialogue now with the musician about 
the girls I broke off with. I would have found something 
to make me sleepy. The young lady, light red, grants me 
a surgically expert caress. At this point 
of my tranquillity a girl friend always comes to me from the North. 
Naturally, I would turn up the lights. I looked after the lamps, 
my hat was white way back in the ceremony 
and no pigeons at all. 

Teleoradios and vice versa, a crank full of holes 
dearest friend, dearest friend. 
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CHRISTOS V ALA V ANIDHIS 

THE SPHINX 

Come let's go somewhere soon some morn in May, 
the ship that'll take us one day 
to a far distant isle 
will be guided by us, for we'll be inoculated, 
beautiful and intoxicated 

with good strong wine awhile. 

If you don't like the sea and much prefer our vales 
then we'll dive deep in wells 
in the damp bowels of earth 
and there you'll see the sun as light and darkness both 
and a long meadow's growth 

embraced by a spring's birth. 

If you don't like excursions then we'll stay at home 
in bed, stripped naked to the bone, 
from Monday through Tuesday, my light, 
on pure white bedsheets, and there you'll come inside me 
with a modest ecstasy 

as we hug each other tight. 

You'll drink your coffee in a clay cup without much fuss 
for the goddess of Ephesos 
has other fish to fry; 
outside a heavy rain will fall electrified, 
and the wind will rise with pride 

the steep stairs of the sky. 

You'll want to leave, but I shall always hold you flat, 
so put aside all that 
you've learned in the army, dear; 
I swear I'll love you always no matter what you scheme 
for it's my drug and dream 

to marry you anywhere. 
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So come let's leave together for exotic places, 
we're a matched pair of aces, 
both boy and his mama; 
I love you, don't get angry, make me yours I pray. 
Remember on Saturday 
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we're going to the cinema. 

THE PORN COLLECTOR 

I collect all pornographic photographs-
! know all group ensembles and positions, 
perversions and combinations and expressions. 
I even possess a library of sorts 
from Lucian to de Sade to Henry Miller, 
all the Victorians and all the Moderns, 
philosophers, poets and psychoanalysts. 
I'm a subscriber also to every Swedish 
book of pornography or club or magazine; 
soon I'll be sent blue films from Denmark too. 
I've already bought the screen and the movie machine. 

But often I'm seized with dread: what shall I do 
when all the markets one day shall be exhausted? 

I'll begin to collect then butterflies or matches. 

SMALL FISH 

Each of my cells is a hook
but the big fish have vanished 
in deep waters. 
Now I'm after this small fish 
that flits about me-
it eats up all my bait, hoots, 
flips its small body, scoots 
off, and its gold-glittering drives me crazy. 
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OH I SHALL GO ON FOOT TO THE FAR INDIES 

Oh I shall go on foot to the far Indies, 
and then perhaps go further still, alone; 
to all who ask, "Where are you going?" I'll answer: 
'Tm searching to find a Hell of flesh and bone. 

"There's no place here where one may sit or stand. 
Everywhere lizards, scorpions, ants and beavers, 
tin cans now lurk in ambush by the sea, 
and traffic cops are actors or deep sea divers. 

"After the match they'll all go home to eat 
then watch the distant war on TV later, 
and while they're asleep their flower pots will wither, 
the devil will sit and laugh in the refrigirator. 

"They've planted their plastic flowers by our gravestones, 
the fuzz unbind the prisoner to beat him better, 
everything's now permitted, even anguish; 
before our friend's tomb, concrete tears don't matter. 

"At any moment they'll come to arrest me too, 
in the spotlight's glare they'll shout at me, 'Come clean, Sir!' 
because I'd forgotten to wash my hair with Lux. 
I'll unmask myself as the Almighty Kitchen Kleanser!" 

Oh I shall go on foot to the far Indies 
and then perhaps go further still, alone; 
to all who ask, "Where are you going?" I'll answer: 
'Tm searching to find a Hell of flesh and bone." 
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PAVLINA PAMBOUDHI 

EXCURSION 

It was almost noon 
He opened the windows wide 
Breathed in deeply, as one does 

For a moment he looked with indecision 
At the anemonies walking on air 

And then at the light 
So untidily apportioned amid the foliage 

Improvisation, he thought 
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A wiser disposition at intervals would have been more fitting 

Indeed, the pine tree grove needed a different 
Arrangement 

He compared it with the charming post card 
He planned to send his family 

Afterwards, he half-opened the shutters 
Turned on the electric fan, the transistor radio 
Took up a crossword puzzle 

Ah, what tranquillity! 

He could now enjoy the countryside at last! 

I HAVE-

I have green eyes and the right to determine 
Like the wild weed 
The works of nations and the solitude of tombstones 
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The right to efface history 
Like the youngest brother who went down the well 
And emerged into the sky 

The right to spell out leaves and thorns 
Like evergreens 
In the lungs of parks and the immunity 
Of the ravine. 

My arrogance is that of green, and I have the right 
By enforcing silence on the desert to listen 
To my longing to exist and which branches off 
Deeply, cracking 
My strongest longing for the world's 
Existence. 

THE PERPETUATION 

I go out thirsty at night 
I have eyes almost nowhere 
I drag along with my distorted roots 
On the earth 
I hold undissolved 
Only my erotic mouth with its blood 
My unknown sex 
And in a deep abandonment reproduce myself 
The first of the last of my kind-

THE ALIBI 

Nuptial is the paper and I write 
Curved is the light and I wither 

The fibers of my voice lengthen 
As it sinks 
I can be heard more loudly 
As it sinks 
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I allude to more 
Than I can 
Imagine 

I write-

I AM DYING-

I am dying; it is late. 

I have finally become a one-dimensional sensation. 

You sank. Circles spread. 
Friendly circles, circles round your eyes 
The clock's game, the well's rim 
The seasons, the frightened mouse wrapped 
Bound its tail, in plain words, a wise shape 
An unavoidable position, in plain words, I-

I must soon have a long sleep. 

Ah, good, see how the night with its dogs 
Cleaves through me. In my unlawful region. 
The desert too 
Opens imaginatively like the, they've lo
st the, peacock's tail. 

Already the creatures made of frost jostle and push 
Crystalline, luminous, pellucid. 

They touch me, that they may break 
I shall speak, that they may break. 
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Balancing on the difficult meanings of trees and memories. 
The trees possess a yellow 
Depletion. 

I must soon have a long sleep. 
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JENNY MASTORAKI 

PROMETHEUS 

Nights bring you the fever 
of a Roman triumph. 

THE CHARIOTEER 

The legionnaire, the goddess, the demagogue
a slave whispered your name in his ear-
the hetaera with her redskin cheek 
the bath attendant. 
A little before the ceiling opens 
and all die stifled in flowers 
you, having discovered fire, 
hurriedly barter away your liver. 

THE BUSTS 

I don't know what I'd have done 
if everything hadn't turned out 
as it has. 
I might have written books 
on the geography of my country 
for third grade grammar school 
or again have guarded gravel 
in public parks. 
In both circumstances 
hands are useless. 
I'm always stumbling 
over the busts. 

THE BIRTH 

I sprouted in a hothouse 
made of reinforced concrete. 
The voice of a cow 
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browses in my guts. 
I confined myself 
to this vegetable condition. 
I didn't speak 
I never provoked anyone. 
Only that I've always flourished 
in places where dictionaries 
stubbornly denied my existence. 

H rENNHI:H 

BA.aa-rT'lacc a· Evcc 9Ep!J.OK~mo 
!J.1tE'tOV O:p!J.E. 
Mux cpwvi] ayEA.aBccc; 
!J.OO ®oaKaEL -ra aw9LKa. 
nepLOp(O'tTIK<X 
aE. 'tOU'tT] Uj CJ>U'tlKTJ KCC'taO't<XOTI· 
b.E. !J.LATIO<X. 
b.E.v 1tpoKaA.Eacc Kccv£vcc. 
Movaxcc 1tou 1tav-rcc EuBoKL!J.T'lacc 
a-ra !J.EPTI 1tou -ra A.E~lKa 
O:p~9T'IK<XV E1tl!J.OVCC Ujv u1tccp~~ !J.OU. 

MEN DIE ONLY 

Men die only 
in the memory of the people. 
They are flattered 
by the exaltation of the rabble's 
tolerance. 
They live 
avidly 
the mute distances 
between two words 
or two gestures 
and then vanish 
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with a deep curtsy
proof of submission 
or contempt-
in a dynasty 
of privileged and pitiless moments 
which nevertheless 
were simply their own. 

THE UNKNOWN SOLDIER 

The Unknown Soldier 
claims the rights of his anonymity. 
He fell with a deep 
pre-Christian devotion 
and now wants to rise. 
"And they who are in the tombs 
shall awaken ... " 
he would say. 
The Unknown Soldier 
now demands his Social Security Stamps 
from the infantry 
the navy 
the air force 
and the Royal Guard. 

THEN THEY PARADED 

Then they paraded 
Pompey's ashes 
soberly and simply 
on the backs of royal elephants. 
They hoisted them up with pulleys 
in the port of Haifa 
and the dock workers still brag 
how they debauched with him 
down by the wharfs. 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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GEORGE HRONAS 

THE HAMMAM OF MOUHTAR PASHA 

Just look at the hammam of Mouhtar Pasha, how it melts 
how it peels 

how it falls like rain into the water, like wind on a 
slaughtered body, 
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and always like a fish without scales, the Pasha goes from 
his seraglio toward his steam baths and the poor quarters. 

Just look again in the fields at certain plaster 
ornaments, bath tiles and medallions 
silks and taffetas, certain soap remnants 
burnouses and swimming trunks on moonless nights 
and how certain servants bury them secretly in the ground. 
Just look at the Pasha's wife as she strolls out with an 

umbrella in the sun to shop 
and with what care Mouhtar Pasha talks 
to the microphones and the reporters and how from his 

private 
rooms in the seraglio he checks the fall of temperature 
forbids the broadcast of the record 'Tve burned down my 

little hut," 
how he ups the price of cured beef and how he spreads 
tuberculosis in the streets, 
just look 
just look at the hammam of Mouhtar Pasha, how it is 

lampless in the night 
with his slaughtered dogs. 
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FROM THE INN'S JUKE BOX 
First Song 

THE CHARIOTEER 

When I go to the baths I don't take or keep 
much money with me-when did I ever have any ?-a few 

dimes 
for my entrance fee and to eat a plate of food. 
But yesterday I learned that Harilaos from Knossos was 

coming 
and right away I sold my library for a few coins 
-a few of Plato's papers, something by Euripides and Seneca 
and a letter from Epicurus with a superb drawing. 
If I don't get educated 
I know what excuses to make. 

ODE TO MARILYN MONROE 

Paint on my body all the craters 
of the earth's volcanoes, the small-pox of New York's 

dockworkers. 
Paint on my body the eunuchs of the new 
emperor, the voices of the cranes of Ibycus. 
Paint on my body my mother Ethel 
-Wasn't she called Ethel ?-my last lover 
killed on a motorcycle in Chicago. 
Paint on my body the togetherness of jazz 
of rock-and-roll of hashish and barbiturates. 
Paint on my body the wet dreams 
of Kinsey's homosexuals and the holy prostitutes of 

New York. 
Engrave on my body that lady 
on television who says "Tibetan mushrooms are preferable 
for a Wednesday lunch." 
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Engrave on my body my voice on a 78 
disk singing the National Anthem of the United States. 
Afterwards hawk my face at night on pennies 
on toilet paper 
on school notebooks 
on cheap underwear. 

This is what Marilyn Monroe said that morning 
going into New York City johns 
holding her womb in her hands 
her false eyelashes and her head. 

THRENODY FOR INITIATED TRAVELERS 

Those who were born to the underworld 
will not be loved no matter how much they want to, will 

never exist 
but in some insignificant brief stories. 
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One morning their own threnody will be heard in the streets, 
they will leave for Keramik6s Cemetery with red roses 
-sad mothers, black friends, blind organ-players-
and Perikles will not be in power. 
The graves were bogus. 
These were born to the earth underground. 
0 earth who has covered them, hold them firmly. 
Black earth, dust of Pompey, send them water 
for their lips when they grow thirsty at night 
or when at night they wander endlessly alone. 
Night who has killed them forever. 
Those who were born to the underworld have never lived. 



REVIEW OF BOOKS 

PHILIPPOS DRAKONTAIDHIS, Dhiighi
mata I. Thessaloniki: Tram, 1977. 
96 pages. 

The title of this book (Narratives I) 
is misleading, for Drakontaidhis has 
published other prose narratives in the 
past, some of which have also appeared 
in translation, in English, French and 
Spanish. His Notations ( 1963) were in
trospective, searching entries of a diary 
in the first person, reflecting a soul 
divided between the confining elements 
of space and time and an inner, freer 
self. Clamors ( 1972) was a series of 
titled narratives, imaginative and well
plotted vignettes of prose that seemed 
to satirize bourgeois society. Greater 
liberties were taken with language and 
realism combined with myth and learned 
allusion to create a kind of mosaic. 
Comments Concerning the Case ( 1975) 
was a different work. The simple con
fessional style matched the sombre tone 
of the writer's search for the true nature 
and deeper meaning of his father's death 
as a resistance fighter during the Second 
World War. He talked with those who 
knew him well, examined souvenirs and 
tried to trace his father's steps in space 
and time. The result was a moving 
personal account but also a chronicle of 
the Greek resistance during the Second 
World War, the Greek Civil War and 
its aftermath. 

Narratives I consists of seven older 
pieces of prose, some of which have 
appeared in journals, in Greek and in 
translation. Reading them I cannot help 
musing on the problem which much of 
the social literature of the Western 
World presents. In Communist coun
tries a writer is not allowed to criticize 
the state, and those who do not elect 
silence will inevitably have to truncate 
their writings, conform to the norms 
expected of them, lie knowingly, even 
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write things which will please those in 
authority, although they may secretly 
despise them. An odious predicament 
for a born writer who also happens to 
be honest. We in the West will often 
go to the other extreme, hypercriticizing 
the state and our institutions, glamori
zing individual behavior, however 
shabby this may be, failing to note that 
society and the individual are in fact 
interchangeable mirrors. Most of Mod
ern Greek writers of social protest, in
cluding the well-known Vassilikos and 
Samarakis, follow, in the reviewer's 
opinion, this simplistic, though alas 
commercial, approach, of juxtaposing 
the basically good (Rousseau's legacy is 
very much alive) but oppressed indi
vidual with his corrupt society, for 
which he is not supposedly to blame. 
So, the present book bothers me a little, 
as it seems to tilt towards the established 
fashion I have described above. 

Still, Narratives I gains my attention 
and qualified approval for the intelli
gence of the writer, his experience in 
building plots and handling language 
and for his capacity to analyse character. 
The core of the collection is 'Report', a 
typewritten report in offset, with pre
amble and numbered divisions and sub
divisions, addressed to the personnel 
department of a big corporation, on the 
disturbing behavior of one of its em
ployees. The decision is to spread false 
rumors against him. In 'Repetition' the 
narrator's disinterested dealings with 
astronomy collide with the operations 
of the so-called Meteorological Service 
of the Army, set to regulate the weather 
on behalf of the state. In 'Organization', 
one of the two best stories, we are given 
the credible portrait of an employee in 
a big company who flirts for sometime 
with the revolution but finally succumbs 
to what is expected of him. The other 
good narrative is 'Tesserae', an internal 
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monologue of someone (it could be any 
of us) going through the worries of 
an ordinary day. In the last story, 'Mary', 
the oppressors seem to be a bunch of 
children which includes the narrator, 
and the oppressed individual is their 
grandmother, very old and reduced to a 
sort of Poundian muteness. 

Drakontaidhis is talented and has 
already a good amount of writing behind 
him. Apart from Comments Concerning 
the Case, the stories of Narratives I 
make more complex and more complete 
prose than anything he has written be
fore. 

GEORGE THANIEL 
University of Toronto 

A. YAYANNOS, and J. DINGUS, 0 Kos
mos tou Karangiozi (The World of 
Karangiozis), with an introduction and 
introductory notes in Greek and Eng
lish by Th. Hatzipantazis. Athens: 
Ekdhotiki "Hermes", 1976. 

This handsome volume is essentially 
an album with 256 pages of plates, 
mostly in color, which reproduce Greek 
shadow puppets from the collection of 
Thanassis Spyropoulos, a contemporary 
puppet-player. Most of the figures here 
reproduced were created out of skin or 
cardboard by Vassilaros, a puppet-player 
from the generation previous to that of 
Spyropoulos. Some of Vassilaros' pup
pets were made in collaboration with 
various apprentices, the most important 
of whom was Kostas Karambalis. Vassi
laros himself, after a short-lived emi
gration to the United States (he changed 
his mind upon setting foot in New York 
and went back to Greece almost im
mediately), became prominent on the 
lantern circuit in the 1920's and there
after continued a very successful career 
until 1966. 

Vassilaros was clearly, on the evidence 
of this album, a master puppet-player. 
Features of his style include -like 
those of most Karangiozopektes- bold 
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lines, profile views without foreshorten
ing, and primary colors. Distinctive to 
Vassilaros, however, is his attention to 
facial expressions. The faces of his 
characters reveal natural, unstudied ex
pressions that are the result of quite 
careful study by the artist. The secret of 
Vassilaros' art seems to be the carefully 
styled eyes of his puppets' faces. Although 
the puppets are two-dimensional and 
generally unrealistic, the eyes -usually 
themselves mostly cutouts in the faces
show an amazing liveliness and variety. 
Vassilaros places an over-scale, black 
pupil in proper position on the "eyeball", 
but the frequent absence of an iris has 
the effect of making the pupil stand out 
against the "white," or cutout, of the 
puppet's eye. The prominence of the 
black pupil is often highlighted by 
small facet-like cuts at its edges which 
create an illusion that the pupil is 
sparkling. On other puppets, Vassilaros 
places the pupil in the center of an 
iris which is shown with a lighter, con
trasting color. This iris, however, is 
often round like that of a fish and thus, 
staring out walleyed, the "fish eye" 
seems to seize the attention of the reader. 
Similarly, the eyes of the original pup
pets must have riveted the gaze of 
spectators in the audience. 

The figures which are reproduced in 
the plates are reduced in size from the 
originals. Each figure is identified in 
Greek, but unfortunately is not num
bered for easy reference. Beneath each 
caption is a statement of the puppet's 
original size and the material of which 
it is made. This reviewer, at least, pre
fers the puppets made of dherma to 
those of cardboard or plastic. In the 
closeup view which a reproduction on 
paper allows, the skin figures seem
for obvious reasons - much more hu
man, even if the favored raw material 
of many artists is said to have been camel 
skin. Next, in the caption under a pup
pet figure, the artist who made it is 
named, and finally the play in which 
the puppet appears is listed. 

The play citations are taken from the 
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repertory of Vassilaros or Spyropoulos. 
Some plays in those two repertories are 
traditional and similar ones may be 
found in one of the three volumes of 
Karangiozis plays which the Hermes 
firm published in 1971, under the editor
ship of Yiorghos Ioannou, as part of 
the "New Greek Library." In fact, this 
current album of color plates effectively 
provides illustrations for many charac
ters in those earlier-published plays. The 
firm of Hermes plans a companion volume 
of plates which will reproduce sets, 
scenes, and stage props which were used 
in the more successful productions of 
twentieth-century shadow theater. 

The plates in the volume now avail
able are well printed on paper of high 
quality. The introduction and introduc
tory notes to each of the nine sections 
are printed in both Greek and English. 
The English translations seem adequate, 
but they are not idiomatic. The captions 
under the plates are in Greek only. 
Readers everywhere, however, will ap
preciate this book, whatever their lan
guages may be. It is remarkable chiefly 
because of the puppet reproductions 
which, in the case of Vassilaros, reveal 
a folk artist of major talent who ob
viously communicated directly and ef
fectively with his audience. 

EDWARD PHINNEY 

University of Massachusetts at Amherst 

EPHI PANSELINOU. Katachtimeni Hora. 
Athina, 1976. 304 pages. 

Poems and the odd short story were 
the immediate response of creative 
writers in Greece to the turbulent forties 
(German occupation and then civil war). 
The longer and more thoughtful genre 
of the novel needed a gestation period, 
a certain distance in time. Panselinou's 
Conquered Land (a sequel to her Road 
of Athens, 1958) is such a novel, which 
dramatizes and evaluates the post-war 
developments in Greece, starting from 
1944 and the eruption of the first se-
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rious conflict between the forces of the 
right and the left, striding the fifties 
and the sixties, and finishing with the 
trial of Politechnio and the conviction 
of those responsible for the massacre 
following the occupation, in November 
1973, of the Athens Polytechnic Institute 
by its students in protest to the then six 
year dictatorship in Greece. 

A woman lawyer of leftist leanings 
in a man-dominated society, Anthi, the 
main character of the story, feels and 
reacts strongly to the political mutations 
in the life ot her country, the lost re
volution and its harsh aftermath for 
guilty and innocent alike, the malaise 
and insecurity of later years, the struggle 
of the forces of the left for a comeback 
in the sixties, the loss of democracy in 
1967, the resistance, fall of the junta 
and restoration of political freedoms. 
Anthi has also family problems and gets 
eventually separated from her husband 
who, though a leftist himself, is rather 
old-fashioned about women; in the 
fifties she misses human companionship 
apart from sharing her office and her 
worries with two other women-collea
gues. 

The middle of the three-part narrative 
deals with a journey of Anthi to Ipiros, 
the North-Western region of Greece; 
she is sent by the state to supervise the 
parliamentary elections in a village. 
Flashbacks link this part (the best in 
the story and one which could stand 
alone as a novella) with what was said 
earlier. We are also given a close look 
at the peasants' life narrowed by poverty 
and suspicion, a leftover of the civil war. 

Anthi's existence is brightened in the 
sixties by the appearance of Alkis, also 
a 'progressive' lawyer, the ideal man for 
whom she was looking all along: gentle 
and considerate but also brave and force
ful in his defense of democracy. He is 
sent to exile but is soon back to defend 
the political enemies of the junta. The 
book ends with a wish, that Greece 
cease at last being a conquered land, 
that she be left alone to govern herself. 

The story is autobiographical to a 
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large degree and Ephi Panselinou does 
not distort the historical facts; instc:d, 
she takes care to authenticize her n.tr
rative by the insertion of select excerpts 
from books of history and newspaper 
reports. The parti pris position, however, 
which she takes, that of the martyred 
left, lessens the value of the book as an 
objective, though fictional, account of 
post-war political and social realities in 
Greece. Many problems are simp!iiied 
and things are left unsaid. Conquered 
Land would have gained in depth and 
breadth had the writer given free ex
pression to all feelings, doubts and fears 
which she must have experienced all 
these years, had she eschewed the hL1rk 
and white premise on which her story 
rests. 

But Hamlet's option is too scary, and 
Ephi Panselinou's book is still worth 
reading for its realism, its all pervasive 
humanism and the simplicity, clarity and 
smoothness of its narrative. 

GEORGE THANIEL 

University of Toronto 

PHAIDON K. Bouaouums, Emmetres 
Parodies: From the Last Years of the 
19th Century to the Beginnings of the 
20th. (In Greek) Contribution to the 
Study of Modern Greek Satirical 
Poetry. Sponsored by M. D. Petro
poulos. Athens, 1977. Pp. 117 & 8 
plates. 

Dr. Phaidon Bouboulidis has taught 
modern Greek literature at both Athens 
College and the University of Athens 
and has directed the Modern Greek Lite
rature Seminar at the University of 
Athens. He has contributed significantly 
to both the philological and bibliogra
phical scholarship of the field. His 
latest book is an attempt to uncover 
the role that satire as a form of poetry 
has played in modern Greek literature. 
Such a systematic study has not pre
viously been undertaken. In some cases, 
authors are known and works signed; in 
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other cases, the works are anonymous 
and widely scattered. 

Professor Bouboulides finds three main 
geographical locations for modern Greek 
satirical poetry and these are ( 1 ) the 
Ionian Iislands (especially Zakynthos
Zante); (2) the Phanar, the Danubian 
principalities and the great centers of 
pre-revolutionary Hellenism; and ( 3) 
the remaining Greek world, especially 
embattled Greece. Chronologically, the 
period extends from the last quarter of 
the nineteenth century to 1815 for the 
Ionian Islands; from that same period 
to the Revolution of 1821 for those 
territories characterized as forerunners 
of the literary movement and experi
encing the intense presence of the Pha
nariots or their representatives; and 
finally of the years of the end of the 
struggle for the Islands, Morea and 
Roumeli (where the representatives of 
the Romantic Athenian School were to 
prevail). 

In the case of the Ionian Islands, 
much of the satire was generated by 
the dissolution of the Venetian hegemony 
and the arrival of French democrats and 
all the upheaval that the concomitant 
events involved, that is, essentially the 
period from 1797 to 1815, when the 
Islands devolved under British protec
tion. Nikolas Koutouzis (1741-1813) 
is particularly noteworthy for this pe
riod especially marked by social and 
political criticism. 

The Phanariot, Danubian, and Pre
revolutionary urban centers (in Epirus, 
Macedonia, the Asia Minor littoral) 
were subjected to Western philosophical 
trends, Western liberalism and modern 
tendencies, along with echoes from the 
French Revolution and French culture, 
and the cultivation of education, but 
also by the clash between the "Ecume
nism" of the Phanar and the "National
ism" of a regenerated Hellenism. Re
presentative of this second group are 
P. Kontos (2nd half of the 18th cen
tury), Michael Perdikaris (1766-1828), 
Dionysios Photeinos (1777-1821), John 
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Vilaras (1771-1823 ), and G. Sakella
rios (1765-1838). 

The second period of modern Greek 
satirical poetry is confined to two regions: 
( 1) the Ionian Islands with the Na
tional Poet Dionysios Solomos or the 
representatives of the Ionian School and 
( 2) the great urban centers of liberated 
Greece where the presence of Alexander 
Soutsos prevailed. Chronologically, in 
the Ionian Islands this period (marked 
by the satirical verses of Antonis Matesis) 
extended from 1823 until 1863; for the 
rest of the Greek world from 1827 
(marked by the first edition of the 

Satires of Alexander Soutsos [1803-
1863}) to 1863, which marked the 
death of that leader of the Athenian 
School and the arrival of George I. Po
litical and social satire resulted from the 
political and social events and personal
ities of those times. 

In the liberated Greek world, not only 
did political events provide subjects for 
satire but also the manifestations of a 
society that was constantly changing and 
being influenced by cultural influences 
from the Phanar and European countries. 
Antagonisms between old Greeks and 
new citizens in urban centers; military 
and civilians; educated and uneducated; 
and the liberal but undisciplined charac
ter of the Greeks; and the influence of 
the Romantic spirit of the \'{Test com
mingled with traditional Greek elements 
and factional differences provided rich 
material for satire. 

The third period of modern Greek 
satirical poetry cannot be delimited geo
graphically because political union, for 
the most part, characterizes that Greek 
world. Chronologically, the third period 
is covered by the reign of George I 
( 1862-1898) and is characterized by an 
effort for renewal of political life, stabi
lization of the characteristics of the up
coming urban class, the intense pursuit 
of a new orientation and accomplish
ments in intellectual and scientific areas 
of the newer Hellenism, tendency of 
more secure adaptation of Greece to 
European cultural life and the raising 
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of nationalist spirit. Notable figures in 
this period are Sophocles Karydis ( 1823-
1893), P. Panas (1833-1896), Andreas 
Laskaratos (1811-1901 ), St. Chrysomal
lis (1836-1918), Angelos Vlachos 
(1838-1920), Angelos Verykios (1848-
1910), Clean Triantaphyllos (1850-
1898), Demetrios Kokkos (1856-1891), 
Demetrios Tangopoulos (1867-1926), 
Andreas Martzokis (1849-1921) and 
Ar. Kapsokephalos (1836-1913), but 
the most prominent of all was George 
Souris (1825-1919). Others followed 
but none equaled him. 

In his pioneering EMMET RES P A
RODIES Professor Bouboulidis, after 
a brief prologue, surveys modern Greek 
satire in one chapter (7-26), devotes 
a second (and most of the book) to 
modern Greek parodies in verse (27-
112), and provides a catalogue of origi
nals and the parodies themselves ( 112-
113). There is also an index of proper 
names and pseudonyms. Classical learn
ing, Church hymnography, European 
literature, popular mediaeval texts, de
motic songs, and modern Greek poetry 
(by far the largest section) are the prin
cipal subjects illustrated by Dr. Boubou
lidis as parodied. 

Professor Bouboulidis' survey indi
cates that there is great variety in mod
ern Greek satirical poetry; that few 
satires are philological in character; 
that contemporary political and social 
aspects are strong; that they reflect ihe 
concerns of their times but that in no 
way are we dealing with great ~atire 
or great satirists, no matter how we may 
feel. 

Professor Bouboulidis has provided 
us with a basis upon which to bu;Id 
further investigations of modern Gree\;: 
satirical poetry and his work de~erves 
serious attention. 

}OHN E. REXINE 

Colgate University 

GLYKERIA PROTOPAPA- BOUBOULIDOU, 

E Athenaiki Scholi (The Athenian 
School}: Grammatologiko Diagram-
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ma (A Literary Sketch). Ioannina, 
1976. Pp. 72 + 12 plates. Paperbound. 

Professor Glykeria Protopapa-Boubou
lidou of the University of Ioannina has 
produced another handy aid for stu
dents of modern Greek literature that 
deserves serious notice, even though it 
is brief and only suggestive. Its concern 
is with sketching the fifty year history 
of poetry, prose, theater, and criticism 
from the last decade of the eighteenth 
century to the time of the Greek Revolu
tion and up to PaJamas. Specifically the 
author's aim is to outline the works and 
characteristics of the representatives of 
the Athenian School of Greek Romanti
cism. Primarily intended for university 
students of literature in Greece, this 
little book can be used easily enough 
by any reader of the modern Greek 
language who wishes to explore what 
is a crucially formative period for mod
ern Greek literature. 

After a brief prologue Professor Pro
topapa-Bouboulidou discusses pre-Ro
mantic trends, terms and general charac
teristics of Greek Romanticism, poetry, 
the theater, prose (narrative and short 
stories, novel, criticism), and the end 
of the Athenian School in six concise 
chapters. There are twelve interesting 
plates and an index of proper names, 
plus a table of contents at the end of 
the book. The footnotes are extremely 
useful for further reading suggestions. 

Though the Athenian School was cen
tered primarily in Athens, it also was a 
literary phenomenon in Nauplion, Syros, 
Constantinople, and Smyrna. Along 
general lines the School was characteri
zed by ( 1) a turn to forms of national 
tradition; (2) the elevation of the 
knightly spirit and the Christian ele
ment; ( 3) recognition of the value of 
the Shakespearean theatre vis -a-vis the 
Classical manifestation of European 
dramaturgy; ( 4) the projection of the 
form of the unadaptable poet, distin
guished by a musing disposition along 
with grief commingled with passion and 
sarcasm. 
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In the case of the poetry, there are 
two chronological periods: one extending 
to the middle of the nineteenth century 
(generally lyric or epicolyric) and a 
second coinciding with the publication 
of important publications like Euterpi 
(1847-1855), Pandora (1850-1872), 
Mnemosyni (1825-1855), Chrysallis 
( 1863-1866), Ethniki Bibliothiki 
( 1865-1873), Ilissos ( 1868-1872), and 
Parthenon (1871-1873). The chief 
characteristics of the poetry in question 
are ( 1) worship of country; ( 2) reli
gious piety; ( 3) a spirit of liberalism; 
( 4) the erotic element; and ( 5) melan
choly disposition and acquired pessimism. 
The chief representatives of this school 
are briefly noted from Iakovos Rizos 
Rangaves ( 1799-185 5) to Pan. Synodi
nos (1836-1906). 

In the case of the theater we find the 
Athenian School discernible primarily 
by an historical, ethnographic, and social 
character with a successful combination 
of Classical and modern traditions or of 
Greek history and life with the spiritual 
climate of the West. Such representatives 
as Demetrios Ch. As lanes (end of the 
eighteenth century to 185 3), Dimitrios 
Vernardakis (1833-1907), Angelos 
Vlahos (1838-1920), Spyridon Vasileia
dis (1845-1874), Antonios Antoniadis 
( 1836-1905), Panagiotes Zanos ( 1843-
1908), and Kleon Rangavis ( 1842-
1917) are discussed laconically. 

The section on narrative, short story, 
and the novel ranges over John Deliyi
annis (1817-1876), Demetrios Panta
zis ( 1814-1884) , Constantine Pop 
(1813-1878), Alexander R. Rangavis 
(1809-1892), Constantine Ramphos 
(1776-1871), Demetrios Vikelas (1835-
1908) for narrative and the short story; 
Panayiotis Soutsos (1806-1868), Ale
xander Soutsos (1803-1863), Iakovos 
Pitzipios (1803-1869), Epaminondas 
Frangoudis (i-1892), Alexander Ran
gavis (1809-1892), Stephanos Xenos 
(1821-1894), Constantine Ramphos, 
Emmanuel Roidis (1836-1904), Spyri
don Zambelios (1815-1881), Nikolaos 
Makris (fl. 1878) for the novel and such 
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authors as Gregory Palaiologos and 
P. Kaligas for social and political prose. 

In the field of criticism Professor 
Protopapa-Bouboulidou sees four prin
cipal stages: ( 1) the declaration of Pa
nayiotis Soutsos in "The New School of 
the Written Word;" (2) the critiques 
of the "Poetic Competitions"; ( 3) the 
criticism of the work of Alexander Va
laorites; ( 4) the philological dispute 
about poetry between Angelos Vlahos 
and Emmanuel Roidis. The end result 
was exposure of the weaknesses in form 
and content of the Romantic spirit of 
the Athenian School and a turn to the 
sources of the demotic tradition. The 
generation of PaJamas was on the horizon. 

Professor Protopapa- Bouboulidou's 
encyclopedic The Athenian School: A 
Literary Sketch will help us better under
stand the development of modern Greek 
literature and challenge us to re-examine 
the roots of that literature in detail. 

JOHN E. REXINE 

Colgate University 

I. P. CouTSOHERAS, Siye kai Kravyi tis 
Thalassas (Silence and Cry of the Sea). 
Athens: Kedros Editions, 1975. 
Pp. 69. Paperbound. 

John Coutsoheras, a lawyer by pro
fession, Member of the Greek Parlia
ment, Member of the Parliamentary 
Assembly of the Council of Europe, and 
President of P.E.N. of Greece, is also 
one of the most decorated poets of this 
century, having received the Medaglia 
d'oro di Poesia (Rome, 1969), the Prix 
"Auguste Marin" (Belgium, 1970), the 
Grand Prix de !a Poesie Libre des Jour
nalistes et lkrivains Franc;ais (Paris, 
1970), the Premio Internazionale de 
Poesia "Gradara" with the Medaglia 
d'oro (1971), the Grand Prix Inter
national de Ia Pensee et des Arts Fran
c;ais (1971), and the Palme d'Or de
Paris-Critic ( 1971). 

The author of more than fifteen col
lections of poetry plus prose works, John 
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Coutsoheras' works have been trans
lated into various European and Asiatic 
languages. He suffered "town arrest," 
beating, and the loss of his right eye 
during the military junta's control of 
Greece (1967-1974). His poetry has 
been described as pure lyricism and he 
himself has described his later work as 
pervaded by "Social Lyricism." All of 
his work manifests an intense love for 
Greek mythology, history, and philo
sophy. According to P. N. Cochrane in 
John Cotttsoheras Today: A Profile of 
the Greek Poet (Sydney, Australia, n.d.), 
"by far the most important characteris
tic of Coutsoheras' poetry is his in
tense preoccupation with the unfulfilled 
needs of mankind" (p. 14), while Cout
soheras himself declares that "Above all, 
it is the sensitivity of man which creates 
both languages and poetry" (ibid., 
p. 15 ). 

As a poet Coutsoheras insists that 
poetry is rooted in life itself and that the 
true poet is cosmopolitan or, as we 
would say, universal. Through his own 
experience Coutsoheras has come to 
know the value of human freedom and 
democracy. Silence and Cry of the Sea 
was written during the grim days of 
the junta and circulated outside of 
Greece as a resistance poem. Later it 
was published in a bilingual translation 
in Sydney and in Athens under the title 
"Men for the Justice of Man, Arise!" 
and is dedicated to the resisters. It is 
divided into four sections called "The 
Cycle of Silence," the "Semicycle of 
Silence," the "Cycle of the Cry," and 
the "Semicycle of the Sea" and compri
ses fifty-three poems that form a cohe
rent lyrical whole of striking beauty, 
simple in language and structure. 

For Coutsoheras in the nature and 
mystery of the sea are reflected the na
ture and mystery of man himself: "Only 
when the sea is calm/ does the silence 
of the sea keep secret f the mysteries of 
life, f the mystery of death" (p. 25) but 
ironically "Only when the sea is calm/ 
are those things f beyond both the land 
and the sea f thoroughly reflected" 
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(p. 38). Furthermore, "The cry of the 
sea I is the cry of the world I which 
suffers while it treads I the way of suf
fering and agitation" I "and this course 
is painful I. . . It is the pain, I the cry 
of the crucified, I the gong and signal of 
danger" (p. 56). It is perhaps most 
powerfully put when the poet declares 

The cry of the sea 
is also the cry of man 
who goes ahead 
who wavers. 

A Crusader 
tormentor without pain 
crucified 
punisher 
punished 
self-punished 

shipwreck 
savior of shipwrecks 

is the cry of the sea. 
("Cycle of the Cry" XLV, p. 59) 

Through the cry of the sea, through the 
calm of the sea, man can learn to cope 
with life itself because the sea can teach 
us how to deal with life and death, if 
we would only listen. 

Silence and Cry of the Sea is a poetic 
utterance whose metaphorical message 
is well worth heeding. 

]OHN E. REXINE 
Colgate University 

STRATIS MYRIVILIS. Life in the Tomb, 
translated from the modern Greek 
original by Peter Bien. Hanover: 
University Press of New England, 
1977. 

Long-established and rather unchal
lenged reputations stand behind Erich
Maria Remarque's Im Westen nichts 
Neues, Andrea Latzko's Menschen im 
krieg, Henri Barbusse's Le Feu and Ro
land Dorgeles Les Croix de Bois as the 
best fictional records of the First World 
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War through the eyes of the fighting 
man. For that man, indeed, the war 
experience was very different from that 
of men who fought in previous wars. 
Already considerably mechanized, the 
battle reduced man to an insignificant, 
impersonal creature, a number among 
numbers, seeing no heroism and no 
chance for it. In that state he naturally 
wondered about the reasons and causes 
of his fighting, often feeling brotherly 
compassion for all fellowmen friends or 
enemies, suffering and dying in such a 
war. Much patriotic and other idealism 
died then in the horrible trenches. 

The above-mentioned works expres
sed mostly that set of feelings- im
plying, even stating that the real war 
was actually not between the fighting 
men but between monstrous and power
ful War-mongers, military, political, or 
financial, whose objectives could not 
inspire their sacrificial victims. The 
message, indirect or direct, of those 
masterpieces was of pacifism later 
deemed even dangerous when circum
stances called for further fighting and 
massacre, under even worse terms and 
circumstances. 

Not so well-known outside the Greek 
world was another masterpiece of this 
kind, Life in the Tomb ( Zoi en T afo), 
the first major work of its creator Stratis 
Myrivilis. He is considered in Greece 
as one of the greatest modern Greek 
prose writers, and his works have been 
extremely popular in the last fifty years. 
He was, indeed, the first prose master 
in the Greek literary renaissance of the 
thirties. Born on the island of Lesvos 
in 1892, Myrivilis fought from 1912 
to 1922 in the Balkan Wars, the First 
disastrous World War and in the Asia 
Minor campaign. Out of his war ex
perience he drew material and inspira
tion for several novels and short stories, 
the first of which was Life in the Tomb. 
Its first sketches were composed in the 
trenches on the Monastir front in 1917; 
in 1922, published in instalments it 
became integrated into the first edition 
of 1924. 
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The novel is in the form of letters 
written by Sergeant Anthony Kostoulas 
to his sweetheart back on the island, 
letters never sent to her but to be read 
together on his return back home after 
the war- actually a diary of his ex
periences. The poor fellow did not 
survive to enjoy that moment. Awk
wardly, ironically- this is the under
lying spirit of the novel- he was in
cinerated in the Bulgarian trenches soon 
after he overran them, while the flame
throwers. . . . were exterminating the 
last remnants of the enemy. The man 
who incinerated him was a French lance
corporal, i.e. an ally. 

Much can be said about the undeni
able first-rate virtues of Life in the Tomb. 
According to the opinion of those fa
miliar with the relevant literature, 
Myrivilis' novel by far surpasses most of 
the works mentioned above, because of 
its undeniable power, its stark realism, 
its lyricism when the narrator recollects 
the beauties of his remote island, the 
picturesque richness of language and 
imagery and the unforgettable, tragic 
and comic characters and events in it. 

This great work has taken too long to 
reach the wider reading public and its 
recognition is long overdue. It has had 
the good fortune of a superb English 
translation by Peter Bien who has mar
velously- despite all inherent difficul
ties- recreated much of the charm of 
the original. 

EDMUND KEELEY. Cavafy' s Alexandria: 
Study of a Myth in Progress. Cam
bridge: Harvard University Press, 
1976. 

To visit Cavafy's Alexandria, was 
Edmund Keeley's more than justified 
longing. He had dealt with that poet's 
work for twenty years and had given 
several valuable proofs of his growing 
acquaintance with the old master in his 
Six Poets of Modern Greece of 1960, 
in C. P. Cavafy: Passions and Ancient 
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Days of 1971, his C. P. Cavafy: Selected 
Poems of 1972 and finally his volumi
nous C. P. Cavafy: Collected Poems of 
1975, not to mention several relevant 
magazine articles. The quality of Keeley's 
translations and studies has contributed 
to Cavafy's reputation as a poet in the 
American intellectual and even political 
world, often quoted for the human truths 
his verse recorded. Keeley did fulfill 
his dream to visit the poet's Alexandria, 
to see with his own eyes the setting of 
Cavafy's life and the source of most of 
his inspiration. Keeley accomplished 
that dream with, however, some dis
appointment. To his consternation he 
discovered that the Alexandria of Ca
vafy, of the pre-war Alexandrians, is 
not there anymore. Whatever the poet 
in his towering love of that city sensed 
even in his own days, as coming, has 
fatally materialized. 

Little if any thing remains as a testi
mony of the Greek and later cosmopoli
tan history of that city. Drastic changes 
have effaced the traces. The very fact 
may have given Keeley the reason and 
the inspiration to restore in his book 
Cavafy's Alexandrian dream from the 
poet's own verse; touching, indeed, is 
the result. Three chapters treat, as in 
a progression, each of the poet's three 
poetic approaches to that City, or rather 
its three poetic aspects- the Metaphor
ic, the Sensual and the Mythical- in
tegrate its total image. Following the 
poet's pattern, Keeley then widens the 
focus to encompass Cavafy's "World of 
Hellenism" as a panoramic whole, to 
conclude with a "Universal Perspective" 
where the particulars and the overall 
essence of the poet's account are shown 
to carry a universal message. 

Keeley's study is full of perceptive 
points, revealing readings, analyses of 
and coll'ments on the individual poems 
seen as falling into groups, as if follow
ing planned or even destined patterns 
that complement and integrate the image 
of a world. In fact, their ordering by 
Keeley appears to be so meaningful 
that the reader is inclined to wonder 
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whether the poet himself was, indeed, 
aware of working towards that inte
gration. Well known is the fact that 
Cavafy was the meticulous and fussy 
worker and re-worker, the high eclectic, 
the constant reviser, who always thought 
of his futurity, his poetic record. Yet, 
one still wonders how much of thought 
and planning, at least as much as Keeley 
thinks he discovered, was so decisive in 
a poet's, not in a scholar's work. A poet, 
one assumes, relies much on inspiration 
and intuition. Cavafy said once that had 
he not been so much the poet, he would 
have been a historian, and this fact may 
bring us to terms with Keeley's ingenious 
and integrative ordering. What the poet 
has not perceivted in creating, the sen
sitive scholar presents in reviewing that 
creation, and such a reviewing adds 
toward a better understanding of a 
poet's intuitive objectives and accom
plishment. 

GEORGE VALETAS. Tis Romiosynis: 
Dhokimia. Athina: Ekdhosis Pighis, 
1976. 

No English equivalent can translate 
the popular Greek term "Romiosyni" 
which this collection of essays under
takes to define from a historical and 
cultural as well as sentimental view
point. "Romiosyni" is certainly not a 
new term, but as old as modern Hel
lenism. It originated when Greece be
came a province of the Roman Empire 
and the Greeks necessarily became Roman 
citizens. When the Eastern of Empire 
gradually grew into what it really was, 
a Greek State known as the Byzantine, 
the term persisted on the lips of the 
Greek people to denote the quality of 
being Greek. That term has survived to 
this day, parallel to the more formal 
words derived from "Hellas"- Hel
linas, Hellinikos, Hellinikotis. 

The terms "Romiosyni" and "Romios" 
have an interesting history. Their emo
tional content developed in the minds 
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of the Greek people through long use 
and earned that people's passionate 
favor and preference as against the more 
'correct' terms mentioned above. In his 
first essay, Valetas, with strong affffec
tion for the terms Romios and Romiosyni, 
traces their cultural and emotional his
tory through the centuries of Turkish 
rule but more from the time of that 
country's liberation when the conflict 
arose between the classically educated 
and oriented descendants of the Phana
riot nobility, who dreamed of and strove 
for a return of reborn Greece to its 
glorious Attic past, and the Greek peo
ple who felt themselves the descendants 
of the Byzantines, and who had fought 
and suffered much to create a new 
Greece, a new nation, with its own ex
perience and conscience, and not an 
imitation or revival of anything ancient 
and remote. The glorious ancestry of 
Greece had been emphasized by the 
Western Enlightenment, Neoclassicism 
and Romanticism to be further imposed 
upon the reborn nation with advantages 
as well as disadvantages for that nation. 
Undoubtedly Philhellenism owed much 
to that notion, but the past is past and 
a new conscience formed in the minds 
of the people, not to be curtailed or 
burdened by ancient prototypes. 

Refering to several modern Greek 
authors and poets who committed them
selves to the popular cause, Valetas 
explains the reasons why the people ab
stained from calling themselves Hellenes 
when that term was deemed by them to 
be associated with paganism and not 
with the Christianism that was their 
religion. 

Valetas - as well as others - is 
passionately committed to a distinction 
and division that obviously sprang out 
of subjugation and misuse and misunder
standing to be later perpetrated by po
litical, social or other partialities. Hence, 
the emotionalism involved. Modern 
Greece is unquestionably the heir of 
both the ancient, the Hellenic and the 
Byzantine world, and Modern Greeks 
should be proud of both these heritages. 
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They were both equally the products 
of the same racial genius and should not 
be in conflict. The days of the Phana
riots have long been over. Hellas is the 
country of the Hellenes of all times. 

Apart from that outdated partiality, 
Valetas' Tis Romiosynis is a fascina
ting book for the cultural wealth it con
tains and the affection and warmth with 
which everything is presented. It de
servedly won a First National Literary 
Prize for 1977. Valetas is an outstanding 
scholar in his own right, a tireless re
searcher, and the brilliant analyst, com
mentator and editor of several poets in 
the modern Greek tradition. Outstanding 
has been his work on the poet Y ann is 
Ghryparis, on Papadhiamandis and 
others. After the initial and the longest 
essay, this volume has essays on "Cava
fis and his Byzantine Greekness", on 
the popular meaning and use of the 
terms "Leventia," "Pallikaria," "Me
raki," "Kefi," on "The Loneliness of 
the Artist" and on "The Beauty of the 
Idea" as well as on other topics where 
his argument is amply enriched, thanks 
to his deep and wide familiarity, with 
plenty of quotations from and referen
ces to poets and poems. 

SoTIRIS SPATHARIS. Behind the White 
Screen. Translation: Memoirs-Mario 
Rinvolucri. The History and Art of 
Karagiosis-Leslie Finer. New York: 
Red Dust, 1976. 

Two hundred, one hundred, or even 
fifty years ago, a most popular, creative, 
artistic and social entertainment for the 
Greek people, was Karangiozis. It has 
now long been in gradual decline, a 
victim perhaps of the new mass-media 
in the mass-media world. Karangiozis 
is the Greek shadow theater, with heroes 
like Karangiozis himself, the poor 
starving hunchback, constantly disco
vering new ways, the most ingenious, 
the most unimaginable and imaginative, 
to earn his bread and that of his wife 

THE CHARIOTEER 

and son, from his Turkish masters, or 
like Alexander the Great fighting dra
gons, heroes of the Greek War of 
Independence, or a wide variety of rep
resentative Greek local types from all 
lands and islands and shores of Greece. 

The highest credit for the accomplish
ments of that shadow theater goes, of 
course, to its numerous creators, the 
often unlettered and improvising authors 
of its plays, laborers for the most part, 
who were also the shadow-players (not 
really professional puppeteers), with 
their single voices reproducing the 
voices of their numerous characters. 
Among the most outstanding and famous 
of those "renaissance" men of many 
creative skills is Sotiris Spatharis who 
in this book, through dictation, gives a 
vivid picture of his world from 1900-
1945. His fascinating memoirs encom
pass a large area of the Greek proletariat, 
its deprivation, difficulties and persecu
tions, in which a poor man, like Karan
giozis himself, struggles to earn a living, 
and creatively so. 

An ample selection of reproductions 
of Karangiozis figures illustrates this 
volume. Short articles on "The History 
and the Art of Karangiozis," "The Pub
lic Friends of Karangiozis," "Scenery, 
Figures, and Equipment," "Some Char
acters" add much factual, technical and 
anecdotal information, which, with the 
fine printing, attractive binding and 
cover, should make this volume appeal
ing to those who wish to learn more 
about a highly interesting popular art. 

NrKOS SPANIAS (editor and translator). 
Resistance Exile and Love: An An
thology of Post-War Greek Poetry. 
New York: Pella Publishing Co., 
Inc. 1977. 

Had this anthology aspired fully to 
represent the post World War-II poetry 
of the Greek scene - particularly of the 
so-called generation of the '40s to which 
most of the selected poets belong, it 
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should have included several additional 
outstanding poets. Spanias did not 
aspire to such a "fuller representation," 
even to respond to his triple heading, of 
Resistance, Exile and Love. This selec
tion seems to be the product of the 
translator's affectio;,_ and affinity for 
some poets and poems, and in this light, 
his anthology should be viewed and 
appreciated. 

That affinity and that love are cer
tainly manifested in each of masterly 
translations; a good poet in his own 
right, he has put himself into each of 
his renderings, without, however, 
sacrificing the integrity of the original. It 
is, indeed, a pleasure to read these 
poems and the succinct, perceptive in
troductory statements. There is Manolis 
Anagnostakis, widely recognized as the 
most representative, according to The
melis, of the "Crisis of Consci('nce", 
Eleni Vakalo reflecting the "Lucidity 
of Things", Takis Varvitsiotis dealing 
with "Shadows and Idols", Papaditsas 
side by side with Nikos Karouzos 
"Fighting with Danger", and many 
other poets in their variety of social 
or personal commitment, loneliness, or 
introspection, some imaginative and 
others pragmatic, all perhaps in a battle 
for survival. Some are haunted, some 
humorous, some sarcastic, some emo
tional and some thoughtful and wonder
ing; some are traditional and some are 
avant-garde. All bear the marks of the 
war-experience or its aftermath or both. 

This volume prompts us to hope 
that Nikos Spanias will widen his se
lection in some future time, without 
necessarily sacrificing his own personal 
creativity. There is always a need for 
translations as masterful as these. 

VASILIOS LAOURDAS. Philologhika Dho
kimia. Isaghoghe ke epimelia Dinou 
Christianopoulou. Thessaloniki: Dhi
aghonios 1977. 

With the early death of Basil Laour-
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das in 1971, Greek scholarship, ancient 
and modern, and modern Greek literary 
criticism suffered a significant Joss. His 
brilliant studies at the University of 
Athens were followed by studies at Ox
ford and research in the States besides 
his dir~cting for several years the In
stitute for Balkan Studies; his scholar
ship, erudition and diligence had earned 
him a highly respectful position in the 
intellectual world. 

In an earlier issue of The Charioteer 
we reviewed the Studies in his memory 
by his intellectual friends all over the 
world in a sumptuous volume published 
in Thessaloniki in 1975. That volume 
included a bibliography of his 405 pub
lications, essays, articles and reviews, 
which appeared in Greek and foreign 
periodicals, several of which may not 
be easily accessible to the interested 
reader. Appreciable, therefore, is the 
concern of Dinos Christianopoulos to 
select seventeen of Laourdas' essays, 
all focusing on modern Greek literature 
and authors, for this present volume. Of 
special interest among them are the 
two essays on Kazantzakis' Odyssey 
and the three essays on Pandelis Preve
lakis, Kazantzakis' younger friend and 
fellow -Cretan. 

After an initial praise of Kazantza
kis' epic, Laourdas wrote the first of 
these two essays in which the epic is 
methodically criticised for technical 
and ideological deficiencies from a 
modern Greek point of view. The second 
essay answered with further arguments 
Kazantzakis' response to that just criti
cism. The essays on Prevelakis are 
introductions to his work, highly ap
preciative of its language and essence 
drawn from purely Greek sources for a 
message of heroism and humanism re
levant to modern Hellenism as well as 
to modern man in his cultural and 
psychological alienation. 

In this volume there are also essays 
on Yannis Apostolakis, Penelope Delta, 
George Theotokas, Ilias Venezis, Gri
gorios Xenopoulos and others, all 
written with the perceptiveness and 
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qualitative eclecticism that characterized 
the work of Laourdas. 

Timiston T. K. Papatsoni ya ta oghdhon
tahrona tou. (Tribute to T. K. Pa
patsonis on his 80th Birthday). 
Athens: Efthini, 1976. 

T heorisi tou Nikou Kazantzaki: I kosi 
Hronia apo to Thanato tou. (Review 
of Nikos Kazantzakis: Twenty years 
after his death). Athens: Efthini, 
1977. 

These are the titles of No. 1 and 3 
of the so-.called "Tetradhia Efthinis" 
(Notebooks of Efthini), Efthini is the 
widely known Athenian monthly peri
odical of Neohellenic Problematism 
edited by Kostas F. Spiropoulos, with 
several years of publication and social
intellectual-cultural enlightenment and 
responsibility to its credit. Both these 
volumes or "Notebooks" are valuable 
contributions to the study of two out
standing modern Greek poets and 
authors, Papatsonis and Kazantzakis; 
both volumes are indispensable to any
one interested in these authors and their 
accomplishment. These volumes offer 
eighteen articles by first-rate poets and 
specialists, ranging from the academician 
N. Hadzikyriakos-Gikas to Kostas Tsi
ropoulos, contributed to the Papatsonis 
Notebook, and fourteen contributors 
to the Kazantzakis Notebook, among 
them Prevelakis, I. M. Panayotopoulos, 
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;Minotis and Dhimakis. Each volume 
aspires at a comprehensive and widely 
representative coverage of its figure: 
analyses of individual works, examina
tion of personality, frame of mind, 
ideology, aspirations, sources, influences, 
themes, treatment, overall accomplish
ment and biographical chronologies. 

"Afieroma ston Kazantzaki". Kenuryia 
Epohi, Spring 1978. Athens: Dhi
phros. 

This is an issue of Kenuryia Epohi, 
the Athenian literary quarterly edited 
by Y annis Ghoudhelis, devoted to Ka
zantzakis on the twentieth anniversary 
of his death. The volume contains more 
than one hundred fifty pages, with con
tributions by twelve specialists and 
friends, most of them other than those 
who contributed to the Efthini Notebooks 
mentioned above, with interesting photo
graphs and manuscripts of Kazantzakis 
and selections from his works and let
ters. It is another valuable volume for 
all those interested in the great Cretan. 
The editor and main contributor, Yannis 
Ghoudhelis, gives an interesting, inti
mate account of his experience with Ka
zantzakis when, most of the latter's prose 
work was still unpublished and deemed 
an area where even the angels feared 
to tread. It was then that Ghoudhelis, 
despite all risks and warnings, decided 
to be the first editor and publisher of 
most of Kazantzakis' novels. 

A.D. 
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