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GEORGE CONSTANT: IN MEMORIAM 

George Constant was born, 1892, in Arahova, Greece. He 
died, 1978, in Southhampton, Long Island. He participated in 
more than 100 national and international exhibits and won 
numerous awards and prizes. Among these were: three Shilling 
Purchase Prizes {1939, 1945, and 1957); The Frank G. Logan 
Prize and Medal ( 1943) ; and The Library of Congress Purchase 
Prize {1947). In 1962, the Greek Government awarded him the 
highest honor for achievement in art, The Phoenix Cross of 
the Taxiarchs. The U.S. State Department purchased numerous 
watercolors, and the United States Information Agency select
ed an oil to be reproduced in color for exhibition throughout 
the world. In 1977, he received The Charioteer Award from the 
Parnassos Society. 

Constant was a former Director of the Society of Inde
pendent Artists and a former President of the Society of Mod
ern Painters and Sculptors. He befriended and helped in
numerable artists. He was especially interested in young artists 
and encouraged them in their work. He was a sensitive and 
passionate man who cared deeply for his fellow human beings. 

Constant's work appears in museums throughout this coun
try and abroad, among them The Metropolitan Museum of 
Art, The Brooklyn Museum, The Philadelphia Museum of Art, 
The Dayton Art Institute, The Isaac Delgado Museum, The 
Tel-Aviv Museum, The Stedelijk Museum and The National 
Museum of Greece. 

He sought to depict the vastness of the universe, its move
ment, its mystery. The last day of his life, he said, "Now I see 
how to paint the universe, to paint the resolution. I am im
patient to begin." He was a great artist, he achieved much, and 
he was forever "impatient to begin." 

-Georgette Preston 
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EDITORIAL 

Attarssijas the Achaean drove Madduwattas out of his land 
and pursued him into the interior; Madduwattas, to get her with 
his wife and children and troops was rescued by the Hittites, -
"Otherwise," says the Hittite monarch, "hungry dogs would have 
devoured you; and if you had escaped alive from Attarssijas, you 
would have died of starvation." He was given beer and wine and 
bread and cheese and a land to live in ... and he swore a great 
oath of loyalty to the Hittite Emperor. He vowed that he would 
report all rumours of revolt; that he would deliver up all refugees 
from Hittite territory; and that he would "bathe his hands in the 
blood" of the Emperor's enemies. In particular he would treat as 
enemies the ruler of Arzawa, ... and the Achaean Attarssijas. 

Thus, according to Denys Page's History and The Hom eric 
Iliad [University of California Press, 1966], the Hittite Empire 
felt the power of its Mycenaean rival through the prowess of the 
Achaeans. From Hittite tablets of the late 13th century, B.C., 

looms the figure of the Achaean avenger, Attarssijas, who was
some scholars maintain-Atreus himself. He was not content with 
expelling Madduwattas, the buccaneer, from Achaia but pursued 
him relentlessly into Asia Minor. Whether King Attarssijas was, 
in fact, King Atreus, may be debated. The character of that 
Achaean avenger as indicated by the Hittite scribe, is remarkably 
true to the vindictive brood of the Atreides as Aeschylus portrayed 
them in Agamemnon, the son of Atreus, who so thirsted for 
revenge that he boasted divine justice had guided his hand in 
smashing Troy. 

During the Dark Ages after the destruction of Mycenaean 
civilization, the glory of Mycenaean Greece scintillated in tribal 
memories and ultimately inspired Homer and the writers of the 
Golden Age. In the 8th century B.C., toward the end of those 
Dark Ages, "a single voice" heralded the dawn yet to come even 
as it railled against the prevailing darkness. "The earliest Greek 
personality known to us since the Mycenaean era"-old Hesiod-is 
the Western world's first critic of life. (He is, in some ways, a 
parallel to Chaucer whose singular voice marked a dawn in Eng-
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lish letters near the end of the long night after the fall of the 
Roman Empire-except that the spirit of Chaucer was sustained by 
a travelling man's ready-made bounty of humor and colorful tales.) 

A life of struggle against the stone-riddled hillsides near 
Mt. Helicon, created Hesiod, the archetypal farmer. His criticism 
of the moral and spiritual decay of his times was "loud and 
passionate enough to ring through the ages"-

Now is a race of iron; would that I had never been 
born among them, but either had died before or been born 
after! Never by day shall they have rest from labour and 
anguish, nor by night from the spoiler. The gods shall 
fill them with hard cares .... The father no more kind 
to his children, nor the children to their father, nor the 
guest true to the host that shelters him, nor comrade to 
comrade; the brother no more dear to brother, as in the 
old days. Parents shall grow old quickly and be despised, 
and shall turn on their children with a noise of bitter 
words. Woe upon them; and they hear no more the voice 
of their gods .... Their ,righteousness is in their fists; 
and a man shall sack his brother's walled city. There 
shall no more joy be taken in the faithful man nor the 
righteous nor the good; they shall honour rather the doer 
of evils and violence .... There shall be a spirit of striv
ing among miserable men, a spirit ugly-voiced, glad of 
evil, with hateful eyes. 

The sparks that fly from old Hesiod's words today ignite cor
responding passions in the sensitive observer of a world that lives 
under the mushroom-cloud of our horrendous twentieth century. 

Now is a race of iron. Our media crack the air with round
the-clock reports of evils and violence. Routine as the weather 
forecasts come statistics of deadly strife within families, between 
friends, among neighbors, and of a phenomenon peculiar to our 
time-the motiveless crime. Among the increasing urban tribes 
whose righteousness is in their fists, lurks the killer who selects 
his victim at random, on a subway platform, from a rooftop or 
passing car, who performs the gratuitous act of evil which Gide 
has described as its own excuse for being. Pity and terror once 



6 THE CHARIOTEER 

stirred man to venerate the cosmic order and were palpable guides 
toward the sublime. Now terror, bereft of pity, tou:Ches the 
average consciousness as casually as the flashing, on and off, of 
traffic lights; now terror, bereft of pity, leads to a chasm as im
personal and banal as the pit for subway tracks snaking through 
the bowels of a city where no one is safe by night from the spoiler. 

Now is a race of iron. Our novels, cinemas, dramas, all our 
arts touted for mass-consumption drive home the truth that we 
do not celebrate the faithful man nor the righteous nor the good, 
but honour rather the doer of evils and violence. No figure, no 
object is too prosaic or too holy, too innocent or too august, to 
be pressed into the service of evils and violence. The most in
sidious of these, exploiting the degradation of children and woman, 
strike at the roots of the human identity-at childhood and at 
the primal sanctity of the instincts that bind the sexes each to 
each. However limited their rights, the women of Hesiod's day, 
the wives and mothers, sisters and daughters, were not, like the 
woman of today, free game for the predators of fashion industries 
who reap vast fortunes by persuading her to package her body 
as if it were merchandise; who deceive her into thinking she has 
freedom of choice when in fact they operate to cancel that choice. 
The current plight of today' s woman is symptomatic of society at 
large. The more our Century of The Common Man seems to ex
pand individual freedom, the more that freedom falls into the 
hands of impersonal and banal agencies that obliterate the identity 
of culprit and victim. 

Now is a race of iron. The novel of Kasdaglis, Shaved Heads, 
and the poetry of Ritsos, from Ritsos in Parentheses, presented in 
part among these pages, testify by their very titles as to the triumph 
of the impersonal and the banal over individual freedom. 

Kasdaglis attacks the faceless existence of the soldier who 
must submit to the studied and casual cruelties of a military regime 
in which the identities of culprit and victim become interchange
able. Conflict among fellow-soldiers is a topic as old as The Iliad, 
especially if it involves a woman who serves as a pawn or bait or 
booty, among them. The high drama that might have flared in a 
traditional treatment of such material, smolders in the pages of 
Kasdaglis as banked fires of nervous tension. The protagonists 
take turns in speaking, purportedly as individuals, but the shift in 
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the technical point of view from one character to another, merely 
reinforces the ultimate theme of the novel. The first person singular 
of each character blurrs into that of the other, and wracked as they 
are in a bureaucratic wheel of repetitive brutality, their features 
spin into a mask of collective pain. It is a portrait of lamentation 
which registers soundlessly on the mind of the observer, as from 
the frozen screams of a silent movie or the gaping mouth of ancient 
tragedy The total effect is of an irony turned in upon itself. 

The poetry of Y annis Ritsos constitutes a less robust and yet 
more penetrative-because it is subversive-form of protest against 
the anonymity that destroys the individual. Surely the impersonal 
and the banal are the poet's most ferocious enemies. Yet, how 
blandly does Ritsos make them his intimate companions-while 
death in the shape of tuberculosis or political persecution stalks 
his footsteps. His life has been marked by a pendulum swing 
between one kind of imprisonment or another. He seems never 
to have been free-until, perhaps, recent years. From the cap-

. tivity of his illness, he "escaped" into exile and prison camps 
where, against the censorship of prison guards, he had to trust his 
poems to the impersonal, banal safe-keeping of buried bottles. 

Ritsos deliberately avoids any word or phrase, symbol or figure, 
that might betray his intention to speak portentously or to confront 
the forces that negate freedom and individuality. Ritsos courts the 
impersonal and the banal in their most innocuous aspects: 

... We settled in the first seat 
stepping on the feet of an ugly old woman. She didn't yell. 

This trivial act ends his poem Delay, that begins, uWe're always 
late," and develops a fragmentary narrative of the arrival of we 
at a theatre where the performance has already begun and requires 
some ridiculous fumbling for their seats, when the lights suddenly 
come on and, amid the clapping, the pair, standing up, still 
searching, are caught in that moment, as though they were clapping 
for us. In its oblique references to the embarrassments of mis
chance, of an individual's haphazard failure to coordinate his ac
tions into a collective time-pattern, the poem slyly dramatizes the 
secret struggle of the individual against anonymous agencies which 
keep him powerless and mute, so that he hardly dares to com-
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municate directly with anyone, not even with his own innermost 
feelings. 

The poetry of Ritsos also operates by an inverted irony. Each 
poem reflects a double existence: that which is, and that which 
does not dare to be; that which it relates literally as an actual 
experience (like the late arrival at the theatre), and that which it 
suggests metaphorically. Ritsos speaks in a kind of code: the 
trivial is not a translation but a disguise for what he really would 
like to say. Each poem is a deliberate attempt to dissemble, not 
to convey the burden of thought or emotion which signalled it 
into being. It carries no freight of allusions, classical or other, 
as, say, the poetry of Eliot or Pound; no concentric layers of mean
ing need to be peeled away, psychoanalytically, before the center
of meaning can be known. The words form a slight, shell-like 
exterior which is discardable, or rather which falls away of itself, 
after an intuitive probe for the unspoken thoughts and feelings 
that make themselves known by ironic inversion: the poet says no 
by not saying yes. 

The lines fall into a poetic sequence, as inevitable and incon
sequent as drops of rain; each drop is significant only as it is part 
of the whole. The words are stripped of connotative power and 
make no attempt to fuse sound with meaning. The poet himself 
seems curiously inert as a poetic temperament; all that is left is 
the impulse of the word that comes of its own volition. Birds move 
to and fro among branches of a tree; so words move to and fro 
in the poems of Ritsos. The impulse behind them is irrepressible, 
part of a vast organism, tragic and inscrutable. 

The inverted irony which Kasdaglis and Ritsos express is 
characteristic of our time. The anonymous parenthetical man, the 
creature of anonymous forces that determine his fate, who emerges 
in their work, is the descendent of the nineteenth-century's 
superfluous man who appeared in, say, Dickens' Sidney Carton or 
Melville's Bartleby, and developed chiefly among the Russians, in 
Dostoevski's underground rascal, in Chekov's or Turgenev's inef
fectual lovers. The parenthetical man of the twentieth century is 
trying like his predecessor to find meaning in his life and to act 
meaningfully, but he is overwhelmed by forces that deny the 
validity of his responses, that smother all spontaneity of being in 
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him, and so he acts as if meaning and the need to act meaningfully 
do not exist. 

In the work of Kasdaglis and Ritsos, the familiar themes of 
love, time, nature, death, fate, chance, free will and chance, are 
shadowy presences; but having read it, we feel the impress of 
Ritsos' words: 

The next day we didn't remember a thing. 
There was a deep hole left in time. 

What stays with us is the bleakness of the inhuman landscape 
through which the novelist and the poet have survived; and we 
yearn with them for the end of this dark time, this time of the 
race of iron. That yearning is accompanied by the fear that the 
night has just begun to fall, that between us and some Golden 
Age of the future, stretches a deeper darkness yet to come, longer 
perhaps, and more bitter than that which intervened between 
Attarssijas, the Achaean avenger and Homer's Agamemnon. 

Though a spirit of striving among miserable men, endangers 
our world, a spirit ugly-voiced, glad of evil, with hateful eyes, we 
can draw some solace from the old fact that a vast amount of liv
ing is needed to make a little bit of literature. We can only trust 
-that if future generations remember us at all, in the dark parenthesis 
through which we must endure, they will say that we endured 
bravely while 

The night smelled of extinguished candles. 
No other pretense was left to us but that of listening 
to the hiccup of a star behind the door. 

DESPOINA SPANOS II<ARIS 
for Parnassos and 
the Staff of THE CHARIOTEER 



Selections from RITSOS IN PARENTHESES 

BY EDMUND KEELEY 

The edition of translations entitled RITsos IN PARENTHESES 
will soon be published by Princeton University Press. 

The three volumes of Ritsos' work included in the book 
represent a thirty-year poetic journey. The earliest poems, 
PARENTHESES, 1946-47, are both subtle and warm, often reveal
ing an emotional and syntactical complexity despite their focus 
on what the poet himself called "simple things." The poems of 
the middle volume called PARENTHESES, 1950-61 (published in 
Greek for the first time in the Princeton bi-lingual edition), offer 
in large part an image of suspended possibilities and aborted ex
pectations; there are hints though that a new divine cycle may 
be about to begin, with gods more in tune with the sometimes 
harsh contemporary sensibility that Ritsos depicts. The most re
centvolume, THE DISTANT, projects a stark vision that is paralleled 
by an aesthetic absoluteness. The poems show a dessicated land
scape, haunted by the presence of death and a deity who is un
approachable and silent. The poet's style in this volume has been 
purified so as to allow no room for conventional figures of speech 
and no images that have not been drained of overt sentiment. The 
effect is to provide a sense of reality that transcends the merely 
representational, a sense of the deeper psychic meanings-the 
hidden threats and nightmare memories-that lie below the surface 
of things. Beginning with PARENTHESES, 1946-47, Ritsos appears 
to have moved in much the same direction as that chosen by his 
strongest Greek predecessors of this century, Cavafy, Sikelianos, 
and Seferis. In keeping with each of these, Ritsos has gradually 
developed a tragic vision of the human predicament, one that finds 
its profoundest expression in dramatic and symbolic rather than 
subjective modes, and its most effective style in simplicity rather 
than rhetoric. The selection of translations presented in The 
Charioteer includes poems from each of the three volumes that 
constitute RITSOS IN PARENTHESES. 
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Y ANNIS RITSOS 

translated by EDMUND KEELEY 

UNDERSTANDING 

Sunday. The buttons on jackets gleam 
like scattered laughter. The bus left. 
Some happy voices - strange 
that you are able to listen and to answer. Under the pine-trees 
a worker is learning how to play a mouth organ. A woman 
said good morning to someone -

such a simple and natural good morning 
that you too would like to learn how to play a mouth 

organ under the pine-trees. 

No division or subtraction. To be able to look 
outside yourself -warmth and peacefulness. Not to be 
"only you" but "you too." A little addition, 
a little bit of practical arithmetic, easily grasped, 
that even a child can manage to handle playing 

his fingers against the light 
or playing that mouth organ for the woman to hear. 

HEALING 

The nights passed very darkly. 
Great cries ran in the wind, 
The next day we didn't remember a thing. 
There was a deep hole left in time. 

There where the wolf had roosted 
a pothole remained, spread with warm wolf-hair. 
Now a sheep could lie down there. 

11 
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BECAUSE 

Because the buses were stopped in front of the railing 
because the dolls in the lighted shop windows gesticulated 
because the girl with the bicycle lingered 

outside the drug store 
because the carpenter broke the glass door of the beer hall 
because the child was alone in the elevator with 

a stolen pencil 
because the dogs had abandoned the seaside villas 
because the rusty grater had been covered over by nettles 
because the sky was ashen with a red fish 
because the horse on the mountain was more alone 

than the star 
because these and those both were hunted 
because of this, only because of this, I told you lies. 

DELAY 

We're always late. Our watch is at fault too- it's slow. 
We search for our seat in the dark, like that time 
in the pit of the theatre - the show had long since started -
stumbling over knees in the aisles and wooden backrests. 
And suddenly they turned on the lights during 

the clapping. And we 
standing up, still searching, as though they were 

clapping for us 
who didn't deserve it. We settled in the first seat 
stepping on the feet of an ugly old woman. She didn't yell. 

COMPLETENESS ALMOST 

You know, death doesn't exist, he said to her. 
I know, yes, now that I'm dead, she answered. 
Your two shirts are ironed, in the drawer, 
the only thing I'm missing is a small rose. 



Yannis R.itsos 

HE WHO DIDN'T DANCE 

He moved his large fingers on the table 
as though thrusting them into the river. He didn't speak. 
His face was cast in iron. 
You sensed the whinnying of a red horse 
hemmed inside the seams of his jacket. 
He didn't dance. He threw large, robust coins 
to the violinists so that others would dance. 

THE ONE-ARMED MAN 

Four round, bare tables the length of the long 
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and narrow hall; 
the light hit them like ash, rainy through 

the large plate glass window; 
beside the second table, not taking part, 

almost hostile, stood the one-armed man; 
his arm was all red; he was holding a small orange book
all the weight of meaning lay in our not knowing 

at all what would follow. 

FOR SOME REASON 

He tied the rope to the tree. He didn't tie anything 
to the rope; he let it lie on the ground 
for those who vault the river in the morning 
for those who vault from roof to roof at night
something will fall out of their pockets, 

however well protected; 
the street cleaners will find it ·the following day 
and their orders will be irrevocable: they must hand it over-

(something general was always needed in the end) 
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DAY BREAKS 

Earthly depth dark to the end. Only one 
window lit - a large 
stolen green diamond. The sky 

THE CHARIOTEER 

all white, all naked. 0 secret daybreak, he said -
white skin stippled with red pores; dream, 
healed dream, your scar whiter at our temples. 

REDUCED SCALE 

Easy accommodation of the body in all. its 
postures, every hour, 

in all lighting, the same with the furniture. The green door 
in its right place. Your hair fell heavier than your eyelids. 
It didn't matter if you'd be late. The second bird 
said what the first said. No one holds his own keys. Maria, 
as though naked and invisible over her death, lit the match. 
In a little while the sound of explosions in the lower suburb. 

SQUANDERING 

We spent glances, words, movement. 
At noon we would gaze toward the sea somehow at a loss 
among the sounds of cicadas, among the leaves -
scattered looks so that we wouldn't see what 

we'd already seen. 
In the evening the shade hid our separate shadows. 
A long, narrow wooden bench 
with unsold shirts for athletes 
stood out of the way in the neighborhood square. 
The night smelled of extinguished candles. 
No other pretense was left to us but that of listening 
to the hiccup of a star behind the door~ 
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EXPECTED AND UNEXPECTED 

This that doesn't demand and doesn't even have receipts. 
A calm, incomplete moon 

piercing the wall with one finger. From inside, the mirror 
searched for a confirmation in our faces. You were looking 

elsewhere. 
They knocked on the door. You opened it for them. They didn't 

say anything. They stared at us 
as though we were the ones who'd made a mistake. They left. 

On the step below, 
they'd left the other three nails, the hammer and the poem. 

In the garden 
the sliver of a moon had moved behind the statue's ear. 

It had heard. 

THE MORE SUFFICIENT 

You can accomplish it rather easily- it's enough 
not to want to persuade or deceive. Alone and alone 
the birds, the children, the music, the couch, the curtains. 
The sick woman is ironing. A last fly 
almost_ready to die wanders along the warm sheet. 
And t&tce are secret sequences with mild deaths 
beyond our common death, beyond its statues 
polite and laudatory within that fleeting miracle, 
within the light of this mirror that knows how to copy 
{however false and fragmentary) the glory 

of two naked bodies. 
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POINT 

Deep roaring whirled around every star. 
Some power, secret, grieving, 
made the trees dark. 

THE CHARIOTEER 

The only point of orientation in the dark: 
two minute circles of light, 
the knees of the silent woman. 

BIOGRAPHICAL DATA 

The following is based largely on G. Valetas Chronological Sketch of 
Yannis Ritsos (~xc:o{cxcrtJ.CX XpovoJ..oy{cx~ rtcZYY'Yj P{,;crou)' Aeolian Lit
erature (AloAt'lt~ rp&!J.!J.CX1:cx), Vol. 32-33, May-June, 1976, pp. 295-300. 
Ms. K. Makrynikola of Kedros Publishers also provided helpful sugges
tions. 

1909. Born on May 1 in Monemvasia, Laconia, Greece (his parents 
were established landowners in the region). 

1921. Entered the gymnasium at Gythion, having completed his early 
schooling in Monemvasia. 

1925. Moved to Athens after graduating from secondary school, and 
found work typing and copying legal documents. 

1926. Returned to Monemvasia with the first signs of tuberculosis. 
Began writing poetry consistently and drawing (a secondary 
preoccupation throughout his life). 

1927-30. Returned to Athens to spend three years in a local tuberculosis 
sanatorium. His first published poems appeared during these 
years, and at this time he began studying Marxism and made his 
lasting commitment to Communism. 

1930-31. Entered two sanatoria in Crete, where his disease eventually came 
under control. 

1931-37. Worked in Athens as an actor and dancer with a variety of 
theatrical groups. Published his first collection, Tractor, in 
1934, and a second, Pyramids, in 1935. His long 1936 poem, 
Epitaph, appeared in an edition of 10,000 copies, some of 
which were publicly burned by the Metaxas dictatorship. 

1937-38. Spent six months in the Parnitha Sanatorium. 
1939-44. Remained in Athens during World War II, largely in bed. 

Continued to write prolifically. 
1945-48. In early January joined the E.A.M. (National Liberation Front) 

forces in Northern Greece and contributed theatrical works to 
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1948-52. 

1952. 

1954. 

1955-67. 

1967. 

1968. 

1970. 

1971. 

1972. 

1974. 
1975. 

1976. 
1977. 
1978. 

The Peoples' Theatre of Macedonia, especially in the Kozani 
region. He returned to Athens in mid-February, after the 
signing of the Varkiza Agreement. He remained in Athens 
for the next three years, working as a copy editor for the pub
lisher Govostis. 
Arrested and sent into exile on Limnos, then to prison camps 
on Macronisos (1949) and finally on Ai Strati (1950). Con
tinued to write poetry, burying it in bottles for safe-keeping 
from the camp guards. His published work was banned in 
Greece at this time. 
Freed to return to Athens, joined the E.D.A. Party (United 
Democratic Left) and worked for the newspaper Avgi. 
Married Falitsa Georgiadis, a doctor on the island of Samos. 
Their daughter Eri born in 1955. 
His work began to appear regularly in Greece, several volumes 
a year (in 1956 his "Moonlight Sonata" won the National 
Prize for Poetry) and during 1961-64, three volumes of col
lected poems were published. Volumes of translations and 
essays also appeared during this period. Ritsos traveled to Rus
sia and a number of Ea.Stern European countries. His work 
was widely translated throughout Europe and especially cele
brated in France. 
Arrested under . the Papadopoulos dictatorship and sent to 
prison camps, first on Yiaros and then Leros. His poetry again 
banned in Greece. 
After a month's hospitalization in Athens, sent into exile on 
Samos, under house arrest at his wife's home; 
Returned to Athens late in the year to -undergo an operation 
and remained in residence there. 
Published in T a N ea Keimena, though his work was still of
ficially banned. 
When censorship was eased, published seven volumes of poems, 
most of which were written during his imprisonment and exile. 
Awarded· the · Grand International Prize for Poetry at the 
Knokk-le-Zout Biennale. Elected member of the Meinz Acad
ademy of Letters and Science. 
International Dimitrov Prize of Bulgaria. 
Honorary doctorate, University of Thessaloniki. The Alfred de 
Vigny Poetry Prize of France. Published fourth volume of col
lected poems and continued to publish individual volumes at 
regular intervals. 
International Poetry Prize of Etna-Taormina, Sicily. 
Lenin Prize. Elected Member of the Mallarme Academy. 
D. Litt., University of Birmingham. His published work at this 
time consisted of seventy-seven volumes of poems, two of plays, 
one of essays, and ten of translations. 



KLEARCHOS LOUKOPOULOS: Three Views 

I 

SCULPTURE AND THE MYSTERY OF BECOMING 

Prologue by A. G. Xydis 

There are artists who ripen quickly from their youth and are 
then lost in the rear guard. Rare are the greater ones, distinguished 
from their beginnings, who remain in the vanguard until the end. 

Klearchos Loukopoulos [born in Aitolia, 1908} belongs to the 
latter category. He is an artist who ripens slowly, advances with 
a measured, steady pace toward the first rank, occupies it and re
mains there. 

His production, while not of an easy abundance, is of consis
tent quality and marked from year to year by works, each of which 
rises higher than its predecessors. He does not, however, deny the 
earlier ones with each new success so as to conform to current 
artistic trends. On the contrary, each new work is founded and 
built on the earlier ones. I use these verbs intentionally. I wish to 
speak right away of the essential characteristic of all his sculptures: 
the solidity and wisdom of their structure. One might say of the 
most recent ones, especially, that they were made by an artist-mason 
of genius. Such must have been the masters who have left us the 
only samples, with the Gate of Lions, of Greek sculpture between 
1600 and 1100 B.C., the walls of Mycenae and Tiryns. The perfect 
joining of the st6ne blocks which compose them, the manner of 
rounding the corners and smoothing the surfaces so that the play 
of shadow and light reveals their true weight and exact form
all are stages that belong more to the art of the sculptor than to 
the work of a mason. True, the walls of Mycenae .were not intended 
to be a . work of art but to fulfill a concrete and very practical 
function, the protection of the city. But if their purpose had been 
purely utilitarian, it would have sufficed to pile blocks of rock, 
one on another at random. The builders of those ancient days must 
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have sought some aesthetic satisfaction in making those walls. 
Was it, perhaps, that they were intended also as the imposing 
decoration of the face of the royal capital? 

Loukopoulos, on the contrary, aims exclusively at creating a 
work of art. His effort also fulfills a practical function: that of 
correctly articulating what the artist wishes to express. Thus, 
instinctively, his talent has followed, or found again perhaps, the 
methods of the Mycenaean masters to compose his own volumes, 
to balance them, to give life to their planes by searching deeply 
into their joints and giving them freedom, delivering them up to 
all the play that light might make with them-all but one, that 
of cancelling out their mass and weight. 

The sculpture of Loukopoulos is monumental even in small 
works. It gives an immediate assurance of weight and solidity 
accentuated by the just use of the material. 

He does not mangle the forms by tearing or violating the 
metal; nor does he leave them open or unfinished with a view to 
easy expressionist effects. Closed and firm from every side, they 
unequivocally occupy the space which they create. Visible from all 
sides, always balanced, they acquire life and movement by the 
profound indentations which condense the shade, leaving the light 
to run freely over the surfaces and edges of the planes. 

Loukopoulos abandoned figuration from 1957. But his works 
still keep a secret contact with the human form. They were all 
born from the familiar proportions of the human body which the 
artist uses like a module of his abstract forms, even in his most 
cyclopean works. If he again approaches figuration in one or two 
of his recent works, the best passages are precisely those where 
he has fully exploited the process of abstraction. Keeping this 
continually under the control of reason, rejecting the picturesque 
of chance or the romanticism of the unfinished, Loukopoulos 
rejoins, beyond Mycenae, his still more ancient colleagues-those 
who created around the year 2500 B.C. cycladic sculpture. 

Among Greek sculptors of our day, Loukopoulos is one of the 
very few who have fully and normally assimilated both the 
tradition of their origins and the more recent teaching of Paris. 
Thus, without a complex of inferiority, without nationalist reser
vations which such weighty sculptural antecedents might have 
inspired, without concessions to the fashion of the day, he has 
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known how to create, spontaneously faithful to his roots, a sculp
ture valid for today and for a world which no longer ends at 
the frontiers of Greece. At the same time, he has re-established 
after 3 5 centuries, the contact with one of the richest and most 
neglected phases of world sculpture. The Cycladic marble idols, 
the most abstract works of the Greek tradition, opened a way 
which was to be blocked by the great flowering of classical, 
naturalist and figurative art. No one in Greece has journeyed that 
way since then. It is but natural that today, Greek sculptors like 
Loukopoulos should explore in that direction again. The sap of 
buried ancient roots is bringing forth new flowers. 

* * * 
Since 1966, the slow and steady ripening of his art has been 

continuing in secret. 
... But his new works also show something beyond the solidity 

and wisdom of their structure. Loukopoulos now completely 
dominates his unyielding material as his iron "still lives" show
parallelipipeds or cubes with sharp corners from whose sides, 
as from windows, appear pliant forms like leaves and flowers 
which seem as though they should yield to the touch. In his 
progress into abstraction, he has made his basic geometrical solids 
function like musical notation which the spectator can compose 
as he wi~hes and thus find the harmony of volumes which suits him. 

Ascetic and robust, like pre-socratic meditations, are they 
signifying to us that, beyond the incidents of the everyday, the 
essence of man is expressed through geometry and music? The 
refuge of an anchorite far from the world or acceptance of the 
world with proposals for seeking out its harmonies? 
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II 

LOUKOPOULOS: PURE SCULPTURE 

by Georges Mourelos 

Loucopoulos is among those sculptors who can only speak 
the immediate, unambiguous language of pure sculpture. His 
major concern is to recapture the original vision which enables 
a man, quite simply, to place blocks of stone in space. It is in 
the concept of an architectural sculpture, a sculpture in
volving large masses, rather than in a sculpture based on the 
moulding technique, that he seeks the elements of his works. In 
'Cyclopean', that great heap of iron which evokes so well the 
pre-history of Greece, he shows us where the sources of his in
spiration lie. We may find a similar intention in the sculpture of 
soldered brass which he has named 'Tiryns'. It is made of five 
large boulders soldered together, and indeed leaves us with the 
same unforgettable impression as a visit to the walls of the ancient 
city in Argolis. This archaic vision, this attempt to bring out the 
pliable, malleable quality of stone-bare stone set in space-is 
to be found in most of his work, as for instance in 'Lithos', in 
'Attica', and in 'Acrocorinth'. All these great chunks of iron and 
bronze do not lead us, as might be expected, to an imaginary 
bronze age, but rather to a stone age. This search for origin, this 
concern with recapturing a primeval state in which the creation 
of sculptural works is inseparable from the building of the great 
archaic Acropoles, give us an indication of the angle from which 
he approaches his art and seeks out its deeper levels. Even in the 
'Minotaur', his only figurative work, in which he evokes the 
monster's image, without, however, ascribing to it any original 
featur.e, it is once again the technique of soldered brass that enables 
him to build up his figure. piece by piece, in the way one might 
build a wall. It is this urge to build freely in space that strike us 
most. in his two finest works,· which ·bear the names of the places 
where they now stand: 'Olympia' and 'Paliouri'. Both these pieces 
form the elements of an architecture which is in no way concerned 
with the construction of well-defined edifices, but restricts itself, 
instead, to the arrangement of blocks in such a way as to circum
scribe a sculptural space that is pure and absolute. 
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III 

NOTES ON THE PROBLEMS OF SCULPTIJRE 

by Klearchos Loukopoulos 

translated by Anna Trrefors Scourles 

To wallow in the past may be a good philosophy. However, 
as a: wisdom, it does not stand. 

A/dQus Huxley 

Great Literature (where the word "literature" can be replaced 
with the word "ART") cannot be anything else but a language 
burdened with content to the highest possible degree. 

Ezra Pound 

In the thoughts that follow, I shall try briefly, and of necessity 
somewhat elliptically, to define some of the fundamental problems 
which relate to my work, in general. 

After a concise reference to the elements of sculpture, I pursue 
a brief research into the spiritual thought level of our time. I 
believe that the limits between art and science, philosophy and 
technology, the significant and the daily, are progressively disap
pearing, while their directions converge upon a common target: 
the search for a lost, perhaps, ultimate unity. 

Through these few thoughts, I believe that I am offering, 
indirectly, an opportunity for identification; but without revising 
my firm belief that under certain presuppositions the most valid 
and irreplaceable identification is that which is offered us by the 
work itself. 

Line - surface - volume are the three basic elements of the 
art of sculpture. As definitive terms they relate to the concepts 
of geometry. They are "quantities" that can be measured and 
offer themselves to be worked upon into applications of great 
variety. 

For the sculptor, these three elements are expressive means, 
and they are identified with a basic plastic alphabet. 

We can further consider these three elements from another 
direction: as units- entities- correlated entities. 
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The second classification, as contrasting succession to the above, 
refers to quality. It concerns aims that are filled with a substance, 
an energy. It does not lend itself to measurement. It is the soul 
of the artist. 

In that formulated development, from the simple to the com
plex, we can follow the more catholic process of becoming through 
references to plastic correlations which propose the meaning of 
space, and through references to the process of construction and 
verification which propose the meaning of time. In that same 
development, one could seek an opening to infinity, a biology 
of space. 

Each work constitutes a proposition - a proposition that as 
a morphological process, throws the responsibility entirely upon 
the agent, the artist: The responsibility of choice among many 
possibilities is his. 

Every artist, by nature, offers a polysynthetic internal mechanism 
which has been shaped by the most sensitive forces of his being: 
sensation, memory, knowledge, discipline, will, attention, practice, 
even negation, adventure, the irrational. 

The elements which he develops and completes in a work, 
exist so long as they maintain the strength to "create an urge". 
After that, they enter the archives of history. In other words, each 
work belongs to its bwn time. 

Against such an energetic transmitter, A -who is the artist -
there stands a different receiver, B- the spectator. Usually, he 
is not energetic; he accepts, or he may not accept. 

Nevertheless, to function and to bring the schematic form 
"transmitter- receiver" to its entirety and so activate a "sensitive 
interval," as has been rightfully stated, a mutually energetic cor
respondence is needed. 

If we bypass the inadequate equipment of specialization which 
relates to the means and is at the expense of B and in addition, 
if we accept that the qualities are addressed directly to the senses 
and therefore offer a broader plain of acceptability - we will find 
a point of severance, a substitution in that something which, 
through the myth, previously functioned fertilely among people 
and which ma.y now have been lost. 

The work of art as a process of construction does not obey 
ptefabricated rules. It creates rules. To begin with, it presupposes 
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for the artist (perhaps by extension for the viewer) an ability for 
stimulation from the raw material - stone, metal, wood - an 
agent of a trend, of an energy, a message. After, it becomes a 
subconscious urge that uses them as expressive means. 

The operative meaning of each unit within a whole is directly 
justified with an effacacious creative moment from occurring 
necessities of relations. In these relations, the dense and the sparse, 
the rough and the smooth, the small and the large and their 
psychological significance, the attractions, repulses, expansions, 
contractions, sharpness, etc., are transformed to synthetic plastic 
entities and are functionally justified and verified from the posi
tion which they retain within the whole. 

The orientations and development of planes correspond to 
the need to secure the widest possible field of visibility and scaling 
of the tones in relation to the possibilities of projection and place
ment in space. 

As we can see from this synoptic view of the means that refer 
to quality, there arises a broad vision of creative freedom for 
the artist which offers him the possibility to function as if he were 
nature itself and, consequently, to participate among the original 
causes. 

Not only do arts imitate the visible; they search for the causes 

for the being of natute- Plotinus. 
As a third element concerning the meaning of quality, I refer

red to the correlations of the whole. By this term I mean an active 
intervention for the placement of a work in a wider space among 
other works and the possibilities of extension which is offered 
by that process. 

We could, therefore, speak here of a "city-planning of the 
whole" wherein each individual unit, apart from ·its functional 
role, emits magnetic signals to an environment, thus abolishing 
the divisions between arts and crafts that were imposed upon us 
by a certain conditioning. Therefore, we will create conditions 
for research into new ways of scaling. 

This liberation from preconceived values, which are based on 
established criteria of usefulness and subtract a great part of 
artistic significance from everyday objects, will multiply. the pos
sibilities for a richer human cultivation. 

In seeking such a new environment,. the elements composing 



Olympia, 1963, welded brass ( 0.50 X 0.41 X 0.20) 



Tiryns, 1965, welded brass ( 0.67 X 1.00 X 0.44) 



Moment Plastique, 1965, iron and bronze ( 0.80 X 0.29 X 0.18) 



Minotaure, 1965, welded brass (2.53 X 1.30 X 1.12) 



Three Forms, 1975, bronze (0.55 X 0.34 X 0.37) 



Information About a Movement, 1977, bronze ( 0. 72 X 0.50 X 0.34) 
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it should once more acquire meaning according to their contribu
tion and potential. Materials, forms, colors, light, sound and move
ment should co-exit on an equal basis to create, not "frozen" 
immovable relationships but dynamic correlations, openings for 
transformation and new possibilities. 

Each element, so imbued with a different meaning, will project 
and offer possibilities, beyond the agent artist, to a new receiver 
who is active and responsible. 

It is time art was brought down from its stone pedestal of 
formality. Its rhetoric, functionally, is totally useless for our epoch. 
Modern man becomes progressively more mature, more capable 
to create his environment and to shape his own destiny. 

Many believe that our age is passing through an inner crisis, 
a crisis of values. But, with one presupposition: that the 
optical angle through which we view things remains immovably 
frozen, in a colorless, neutral space and time. 

According to a law of physics, none of the events that take 
place in nature is reversible. The same occurs in art because art 
is another nature. 

Each period, of its own power, has the ability to create its own 
system of values, those that emerge organically from indigenous 
forces. 

In a universe where everything is in a continuous state of flux, 
where "the indestructible change-according to Heraclitus-renews 
the world," each human action and, therefore, art, too, is subject 
to the universal process of development and to a singular and 
irreversible evolution. 

Today, the boundaries between the various forms of art and 
between art and the sciences are gradually disappearing. Obviously, 
the media of expression will always retain their autonomy. Finally, 
however, there occurs in our inner structure a metamorphosis 
which concerns the unification of aims around the basic meanings 
that refer to the functions of the phenomenon of life. 

The great development of technology has, perhaps, stunted 
man's powers of assimilation and has created for him a complex 
where assimilation is concerned. On the other hand, by offering 
modern man a limitless range of possibilities within an ever-in
creasing circle of experiences, technology is nourishing man's 
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creative powers and is sharpening his impulse toward the ultimate 
discipline: the discipline of contact with the mystery of becoming. 
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NIKOS KASDAGLIS AND 
THE REGIMENTED STATE 
an essay 

BY THOMAS DOULIS 

When SHAVED HEADS appeared in 1959, Nikos Kasdaglis had 
already published a fine collection of short stories, SQUALLS 
(~mA.u:xf>e.c;) 1952, and the highly-rated THE COGS OF THE MILL· 
STONE (Ta A6vna Lfic; MuA.61te'tpac;), 1955. The first book 
established the themes that dominate his subsequent fiction: a 
rigid society confronted violently by men who can not give an 
intellectual reason for their hatred of its confining limitations but 
who attack it, impelled by blind urges. The second book, a novel, 
established his political position; in post-war Greek fiction, it 
was perhaps the strongest (though to an outsider, not a totally 
convincing) indictment of the methods of the EAM-ELAS parti
sans. SQUALLS charted the interests his later fiction explores; 
THE COGS OF THE MILLSTONE established his credentials as a 
"national" writer. 

SHAVED HEADS (Kcxapf:l.EVOt), however, made one fact clear: 
the "category" into which Kasdaglis had been placed by the Right 
as well as by the Left was inaccurate, for this powerful novel, in 
the tradition of "critical realism," deliberately aimed at the entire 
institution of the military. Using the simple-minded and often 
politically convenient filing system that is a world-wide-and not 
solely Greek-phenomenon, Kasdaglis as a "conservative'' writer 
should have been the great defender of the army, not its most 
severe detractor. 

For both camps, therefore, SHAVED HEADS was a disquieting 
phenomenon. The most complete indictment of the military sys
tem as an agency of corruption is also the least assailable, for it is 
written by a man whose attack on the institution is both informed 
and unsentimental. SHAVED HEADS takes place in 1949, imme
diately after a decade of war, occupation, famine and civil wars, 
in the province of Thessaly, now undergoing its third "occupa-
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tion." The first was the German, the second was the partisan; 
and now the Royal Army. From Kasdaglis' point of view, the 
third differs only slightly from the others. 

The novel is told in a highly-idiomatic first person by a series 
of narrators to a listener, not clearly perceived, who attends care
fully, never interrupts or asks for clarifications, and upon whom, 
to use the Jamesian dictum, "nothing is lost." The story is not 
complicated. The violent soldier, Yiannilos Kalitsis, the "tall 
guy," and Gina, the sixteen-year-old whore, commit the one, un
forgivable mistake: they fall in love, a luxury that, in their condi
tion of servitude, they can hardly afford. The "height" of 
Kalitsis is an always visible reminder of his individuality-his anti
social attitudes-and he must pay for towering above the uni
formed herd, or flock-depending upon the metaphor Kasdaglis 
uses at the time. To be "tall," proud, and to have Gina, besides, 
is intolerable. On the first level, SHAVED HEADS is the brutal 
story of the "tall guy's" destruction, but we never sympathize with 
him, for he, too, is a destroyer. 

On the second level, much more complex, the novel· is a criti
cism of the army as an agency of corruption, whose values are 
directly opposed to those of peacetime, civilian life. The abuse 
of power, the dependence upon coercion, terror, brutality and lies 
are powerful indictments of the very institution that purports to 
uphold all that is stable and moral in national life. They are 
doci.unented for the perceptive "listener" not only in acts but also 
in the very presence of each narrator who appears momentarily 
out of a surrOunding darkness to tell his story. 

Mary, the whore; the tall guy, himself; the new soldier, Your
lis; the runt, Lachidas; the Mess Sergeant; the MP Setgeant_:_all 
speak directly to us, confessing their fears and motives as 
though we were part of them, as though they were part of us. 
We know that each of them is lying, we know each is also telling 
the truth, and we know, too, that each is unable, ultimately, to be 
certain what the "truth" is; for each is-as we are-rooted in time 
and illusion. As we listen to the actor-narrators, their stories, con
flict with or supplement one another as the case may be, and we 
try to make up our own minds. Try because we know that the 
tall guy and Gina, though in the foreground of our attention, are 
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not the only important people in SHAVED HEADS. Each narrator 
is acted upon by events and brutalized by them. 

On the third level, Kasdaglis turns the tables on us; the army 
in SHAVED HEADS emerges, not as a cancerous growth in an other
wise healthy body, but as the vital organ of the ravaged body. 
The army is the uniformed segment of the population within the 
regimented state. Yet, if the army is an "agency of corruption," 
it is also an "agency of wisdom," fully aware of man's weakness 
and viciousness. Perhaps, rather than implanting evil in men who 
were originally innocent, the army, with its profound wisdom, 
knows the degree of evil in each individual and merely cultivates 
and nourishes its expression for institutional purposes. 

The function of metaphor extends throughout the work of 
Nikos Kasdaglis. In SQUALLS, particularly the stories "The Mur
derer" ('0 <l>ovuxc;) and "The Spongediver" ('0 MYJXavLKo<;), 
and I AM THE LoRD THY Goo ('Eyw Ei~t 6 Kupwc; 6 9Eo<; 
oou), not only the army, but also the individual's trade or craft, 
the folk beliefs and the customs of his island, and the religion of 
his people trap him and provoke the destructive conflict that be
comes inevitable when he demands freedom of action. From this 
perspective, we cannot say that the army brutalized Yiannilos 
Kalitsis; he was already brutalized. His philotimo (inadequately 
translated as "self-respect," which includes family pride), and 
his great fear of being called a keratas, a cuckold (a term of abuse 
against the family, as well as the person), dominate his action 
much more effectively than a court-martial. These involve deep
rooted psychosexual and societal motivations, which in turn have 
a religious sanction. In the regimented state of Nikos Kasdaglis' 
fiction, God Himself, either an extension of society's rigidity or 
the very fount of that rigidity, emerges as the ultimate tyrant. 

Freedom is an illusion. Only the foolish or the naive can be
lieve that man· is free. In this web of subjugation, individual men 
belong in two categories: those who compromise with society and 
those who demand freedom of action so desperately that they are 
broken by society. 

As an attack on the military and on the social regimentation 
for which the army frequently acts as a convenient scapegoat, 
SHAVED HEADS is an eloquent, powerful, timely warning. 



SHAVED HEADS A novel 

BY NIKos KAsoAaus 
translated by Thomas Doulis 

A 
I 

In the army you sleep like a log. It's the physical work and 
the training that kills you, it's the guard duty you pull-six hours 
every other day. One time it takes two hours from your sleep, 
the next time, four. You never get enough. 

In the barracks you sleep right on the floor, one mattress 
next to the other. Among all the snores you hear a scream-a 
soldier turns over uneasily, trying to shake off his nightmare. He 
goes to sleep again right away: he's got no time to lose. 

The door squeaks open; outside, the night is dark and cloudy. 
At. the opening you can see a man's silhouette. He pauses, raises 
a lantern and sheds light on the sleeping men. Unable to dis
tinguish their features, he advances, searching. He can't find 
his man because most have their heads covered: it's cold. He 
nudges the man at the end, who moans and shifts. 

"What do you want?" 
"Where' s Vourlis ?" 
"Third mattress. And next time learn his number before-

hand. Don't wake us up for nothing. I'm on guard again today." 
Vourlis jumps up, startled. 
"Your turn for guard." 
"No, sir. I pulled guard yesterday." 
"Xideros didn't show and your name was next on the roster." 
"Where the hell is he?" 
"Don't ask me. He got sent somewhere. He's the captain's 

brown-nose, isn't he ?" 
"So the top sergeant picked me? What's the matter, can't 

the tall guy pull guard?" 
"Shut up, clown. You just got out of Basic and already 

you're talking about the tall guy, who's been soldiering for forty-
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two months. You were still sucking on your mother's tit when 
he was fighting in the mountains." 

"So what? I'm a soldier, he's a soldier. He doesn't go out 
on work details, he never goes to the firing range-so he shouldn't 
pull guard duty, either? When we go out on parade, though, 
he doesn't mind strutting up and down the ranks, his brass all 

. polished, sub-machine gun strapped to his back. With a deal 
like that, who needs a discharge?" 

"Okay, knock it off. Tell it to the top sergeant, if you've 
got the guts. Hurry up, though. I've got others to wake up. 
Relieve Lachidas at the ammo dump. And be quick about it." 

For safety's sake, the ammo dump is some distance from 
camp. You've got to cross a stretch of two hundred yards full 
of puddles and ditches in the dark. The mud is up to your knees 
and the cold needles into you as soon as the sky clears of clouds. 

The guard hears you cursing as you slip and eases up. His 
two .unending hours have just ended. There's no greeting, not 
even a joke. Each thinks about his own mattress, in a barracks 
warmed by each other's breath. He helps his relief on with the 
heavy goat skin cape, hands him the slip of paper with the 
password, and says it twice in a low voice since it's too dark 
for him to read. 

"Maniaki. Got it? Maniaki."* 
"Maniaki. Okay, beat it." 
A quick good night and he takes off. Now it's your two 

hours. At first, leaning against the sentry box, you think you 
can take it because you're still warm from the bed and from 
your walk over. But the cold seeps quickly into your soaked 
boots. You stamp your feet but nothing helps; your toes ache, 
freezing in the wet socks. You start pacing back and forth so 
you don't get frost-bite . 

. . "Got a match?" 
Vourlis jumps, startled, and his voice is angry. "Halt, who 

goes there ?" 
"Hey, take it easy. Who do you take me for, the officer of 

*A village in Messinia near the site of a famous battle (20 May, 1825) between 
the Revolutionary hero, Papaflessas, with 1,200 men, and Ibrahim Pasha with 
6,000 Egyptian troops. Papaflessas, telling the rest of his men to leave, perished 
on the field with 300. 
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the guard? I just want a match. I'm posted at the other corner." 
"You're going to smoke? Here?" 
"You afraid of the ammo? That's all locked up in the tents, 

buddy. And we're the only ones out here freezing our asses 
off." 

The match flares for a moment, then is snuffed out, leaving 
only two bright dots, the cigarette coals, hidden-so they won't 
be seen from afar-in the palms of their hands. 

"Are you pulling Xideros' watch?" 
"Yeah, the captain relieved him." 
"The captain? That's a lot of crap. That bastard really makes 

out! I knew something was up when I didn't see him or the 
tall guy make formation. They must be spending the night at 
the whore-house." 

"But they said he had another duty." 
"He's the top sergeant's buddy. Or maybe the tall guy's 

become a brown-noser, too?" 
"What's the matter with the tall guy? Everybody gets out in 

thirty-two or thirty-three months. He's been in the army for 
forty-two!" 

"Easy, now. You're too new to know about him. He's been 
court-martialled twice. Once for murder. But he got off easy 
'cause it was during a battle. The other time, they claim he hit 
a colonel. Don't look at him now-he's not in his glory. When 
I was going through Basic and he was company guard, no MP 
would dare come near him. They tangled with him once or 
twice and he clobbered them. He didn't give much of a damn, 
'cause Colonel Kiourtakiotis was CO then and the two of them 
had been through battles together." 

"That bastard, Xideros! I've got to freeze so he can go to 
the whore-house. Anything good there, by the way?" 

"Haven't you gone yet? One or two, in the big house, but 
how can they take care of us all ? The tall guy has one of the 
two, and she quits work after five o'clock. So we get along with 
the left-overs, how else? You've got to work hard to land a 
steady girl. You know what happened to the cook, don't you? 
He fixed it up with a two-bit maid. She wasn't bad-looking, you 
know, but she had a kid from the time she was with the partisans. 
Think about that for a while!" 
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"The honeymoon didn't last long, though. She went to the 
CO with her old lady, told him how the cook took her cherry 
and refused to marry her. CO gives her a dirty look, knowing 
her from way back. He throws them out and calls the villain; 
who decides he's going to play the hero. 

"What do you care?" he asks. I'll marry her." 
The CO gagged. "You're going to marry her?" 
'Til marry her." 
"You do that ... and I'll stand best man." 
"Try to get out of that one, now. In two days they exchange 

rings and in fifteen, wreaths. The groom went in the CO's jeep, 
those of us-officers and men-who had off that evening had a 
few two many at the bride's house, and the CO had even more. 
But when the cook is discharged, with her saddled on his back, 
he'll be pulling his hair out by the roots. 

"No, the whorehouse is better, even with the leftovers. As a 
soldier you've got a lot of limitations. I'm at the point now 
where I ration my cigarettes and am trying to kick the habit so 
I can save money, even though they send me a little something 
from home. Otherwise, you can't make it." 

"Shhhh!" 
The two soldiers freeze, listening. 
"The Officer of the Guard's returning to camp. He'll be 

coming by here. See you later. I'm going back to my post. Put 
out the butt." 

II 

It's not considered proper for the local men to be seen in the 
houses. Everyone knows each other in small towns. So we get 
only the enlisted men, and they're broke most of the time. Very 
rarely one'll take you out to dinner, and when he does he's always 
scared that some MP devil will write him up. They know all 
about us girls as soon as we arrive. 

"You hustlers never stay in one spot," they tell you. And 
even if the girls are local, everybody knows all about them as 
soon as they reveal themselves. It's hard to make friends with 
the soldiers. Even if you manage to hook one, he can't always 
do what he wants. 
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Did they tell you about the kid? She came to us from a 
nearby village. No more than sixteen, and you know how much 
the guys like them young! They wouldn't give her a minute's 
rest. If she could handle them all we wouldn't have a customer. 
Lively, too. Didn't give a damn about what she did for a living, 
not like a lot who are always glum .about their job. Sang all the 
time. She knew all the latest hits and didn't stop singing even 
in a customer's room. When she went out into the parlor, she 
made such a racket you'd go out of your mind. 

They gave her the end room, the good one. Once-I'll never 
forget it-as soon as the room was free, a soldier sneaks in and 
starts undressing without even letting her know. The guy whose 
turn it was goes to get in and finds the room occupied. You've 
never seen such a racket! The soldier who's inside, half-naked, 
a pathetic shrimp of a guy, is trying to shut the door without 
saying a word. The other, with two stripes on his sleeves, is 
threatening him with all kinds of punishment when he gets him 
back to camp. 

But, instead of trying to separate them, the kid burst out 
laughing and rolled on the sofa, not even giving a damn when 
someone came up to her and gave her a quick feel. The others 
gathered around and started teasing the soldier who locked him
self in, telling him to leave because he was too young to lose 
his cherry. They knew he was a clown, it seems. The poor cluck. 

The madam rushed over and the corporal turned to curse at 
her, saying that this was no house she was running and that his 
village had one better. Meantime, though, he'd pulled his boot 
back and the other one locked himself in. Noise, stomping, 
racket-you never heard the likes of it. They told him it was 
better now that he was all by himself. They complimented him 
and then cursed him to open up. 

Suddenly we heard glass breaking. The kid leaped up and 
ran to the door. 

"Hey, you. Don't smash everything. Here I am. Open up." 
She waited ·for a minute, then started laughing again, and 

threw off her clothes till she was nude. Then she asked for his 
name. 

"Lachidas," she yelled. "Take a peak through the key-hole 
and don't open up if you don't want to." 
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But some time passed and we didn't hear a peep from inside. 
The joke wasn't funny any more. The kid leaned over to look 
through the key-hole. 

"What a weirdo! He's lying in bed. Maybe he came here to 
get some sleep." 

The corporal went outside with a ladder and climbed up to 
the window. But when he saw what happened, he broke the 
pane, jumped in, and opened the door, white as a sheet. 

"He's cut his veins," he says. 
That kid-Gina's her name-got me mixed up with a soldier, 

a tall one, as soon as she arrived. Mad love, you know. She'd 
take off from work, be gone for hours, and wander in the fields 
with him. 

The guy had it bad. He'd come to the house and wanted her 
all to himself; no one could get near her. The first time she 
snubbed him after she'd been called, he chose me and set me on 
his lap. I kind of liked it. at first, to get back at her, 'cause we 
were all jealous of her. When she finished and left the room, 
she went red with fury. Without saying a word, she went oyer to 
the madam and began a conversation, her back turned to us, as 
though she didn't give a damn. 

I nodded to the tall guy but he held me back. He was wait
ing for the customer to leave her room, then lifted me up with 
one hand like a doll and took me in. That was too much for her. 
Gina dashed up to separate us and I got scared and slipped from 
his hands but couldn't escape. She barred the door for the both 
of us and scratched him, but he threw her off and her head, I saw, 
hit against the sofa with a bang. 

The tall guy cursed, locked the door and turned on me. He 
listened for a bit-I could hear choked sobs outside-but got mad 
when he saw I was confused and didn't know what to do. He 
tossed me on the bed and fell on me, clothes and all. 

I was never so scared in my life. A crazy, powerful man in 
the room with me and the door locked. Every now and then he'd 
stop and listen, then turn on me again like a wild man. Mean
while, I'm playing dumb so he won't get even more aggravated. 

That evening the kid picked a fight with me and we pulled 
each other's hair for a while. But I had old scores to settle with 
her, so I threw her down aJtd would have twisted her neck for 
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her if she'd let me. Why should I get mixed up with her prob
lems? She was out of sorts for days, standing in front of the 
window, waiting for him to show up. She saw him passing by 
one day, threw a coat on and ran out as she was, saying she was 
going to give him a piece of her mind. 

The customer in her room had stripped, waited a half hour 
for her to come back, then got tired and dressed again, muttering 
between his teeth. Madam was so mad she shook. 

Later, we heard her singing from far away. She climbed the 
stairs two at a time and gave us all a good evening. She glowed. 
The madam started giving her hell, but she paid her no mind, 
and even went up to give her a kiss. I'd never seen the likes of it 
before. 

In two-three hours she came into my room, woke me up, 
pulled off my covers and splashed water on me to bring me to. 
I got up to tangle with her again, but she began petting my neck. 

"We're getting married," she says. "It's all fixed up." 
I looked at her, funny-like. Had she forgotten all about our 

fight? I still remembered it and laughed. 
"Tell me all about it when he marries you and I'll go into a 

nunnery." 
That cooled her off. 
"Why do you want to hurt my feelings? If I could, I'd give 

you the sky today. D'you want my radio? With the money you 
make you'd never be able to afford one. I don't want to be mean 
to you; that's just the way it is." 

She ran to bring her radio, set it on the coffee table and 
plugged it in to show me that it worked all right. She sat on the 
edge of the bed afterwards, but my cool response didn't give her 
the courage to begin. 

"Let me stay with you," she says. "I can't stand to be by my
self now. I can't sleep." 

I didn't shut an eye all night, listening to the chatter of the 
happy kid. 

"We're going to get married in his village. He's got an irri
gated field, with trees, and a two-room house. We'll do truck
farming because it's the most profitable and our field is small. 
At first he'll draw the water from the well with a bucket 'cause 
he has no pump, and the first money we earn will go to buy a 
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cow to pull the plow and give us milk, too. I told him I'd save 
my money so's we can afford a pump and he won't hurt his back 
on the winch, but he got mad. He gets mad fast. Then he'll 
marry off his sister-he's only got one-and he says she'll get to 
like me. And we'll have a lot of kids who'll go to school, all of 
them. He's definite about that. Mary ... why don't you girls 
have kids? You think maybe I can't, either?" 

"We take care of ourselves," I said. 
"Okay, but when you want to have a kid?" 
I shrugged my shoulders. 
"It doesn't happen often. A lot of times I forgot to be care

ful, or just got lazy, and nothing happened." 
I closed my eyes so she'd let me sleep, but she wasn't about to 

leave. 
"Did you work hard today? You look tired." 
"What work? Three visits, in all. But the Second John from 

the MPs came, the old guy." 
"He always takes you. Are you in love?" 
I laughed. 
"I do what he wants me to do. You wouldn't know about 

things like that. He pays me extra, but I feel it. I've got to sleep 
now, Gina." 

'Tm sorry. I won't talk any more." 
As if she could ever hold her tongue. She'd always manage to 

remember something, always find something she could ask. I 
wouldn't get a wink all night, that was for sure. 

She wasn't happy long, though. One day my man; the MP, 
arrived earlier than ususal~officets always come after 'call to 
quarters' so as not to share the house with the EM. I was tired 
and not feeling well and the MP was hard to please. 

'Tm not working today," I told him. "I got my period. Come 
tomorrow." 

Wouldn't you know it? That was the very moment my cus
tomer decided to leave my room. The MP gave me a dirty look. 

"You're giving me a hard time 'cause you think I like your 
dark eyes." 

He headed toward Gina who was sitting with the tall guy on 
the edge of the sofa. He pushed her and nodded for them to go 
inside. 
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'Tm not working," she said. 'Tve got company." 
He got furious and turned to the tall guy. 
"You've got no business here now. And get on your feet 

when I talk to you!" 
The tall guy stood up, slowly . 
.. 'Call to Quarters' hasn't sounded yet, sir." 
"It'll sound in ten minutes. Now get out of my sight." 
Nobody talked like that to the tall guy, even though he was 

only a common soldier. NCO's greeted him first. For a second, 
I thought they'd tangle-the kid was right there. But the tall guy 
looked at her coldly, saluted and left. The kid ran to the stairs 
after him. 

"Yiannilo. It's not my fault. D'you want me to come with 
you?" 

"You stay there." 
His words were toneless, but there was no room for disCussion. 

The lieutenant didn't dispute it, either, certain that he would take 
his pleasure now that the tall guy was out of the way, but the kid 
locked herself in her room and wouldn't open up even for the 
madam. I listened at the keyhole and heard her crying. 

The MP cursed both the house and the madam, who tried to 
explain things away. He chewed me out, too, even though he 
didn't want me. An officer in the Military Police., you know, 
means a lot of trouble. If he wants to, he can make the soldiers 
turn around and steer clear of the house. 

He went down the stairs, still cursing and suddenly we heard 
a racket, grunts, punches and yells. We tan-the kid was ·first. 
In the lot we saw the MP, face full of blood, rolling on the 
ground, clutching his stomach and gut. He was moaning like. a 
steer and the way he mumbled you couldn't understand what he 
said. · 

Later we learned that the tall guy beat him up. I don't know 
how, but everything was hushed up. At the camp, the officers 
and men claimed he had made the formation and said that the 
lieutenant was out of his mind. We were the ones who had to 
pay, though. 

The MP posted two of his boys outside the house_..and we 
didn't see a customer for a week. To get on his good side the 
madam kicked the kid out the day before yesterday. She couldn't 
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do otherwise. I don't know where she's wandering now, but she's 
not in another house, that's for sure. 

Eventually she'll leave, too. 

III 

It's a hell of a thing to be called a cuckold. Not that I've ever 
paid attention to what anyone's ever said, nor do I think any
body's got the guts to mention it to my face. Until old age and 
senility get to me and I don't have the strength to swing my walk
ing stick. Still, it eats at me. 

I don't need anybody. When I feel like taking her to the 
village as my wife, I'll cut out their tongues. Damned if I won't! 

I remember how I met her. I was returning to camp with the 
Top Sergeant, blind drunk, and I heard her singing. 

"H~y !" I turned and told him. "We got ourselves a new 
whore .. 

He laughed. 
"You know them all, with all their cliff' rent characteristics, 

their voices and their motions." 
"This one I don't know. Let's take a look at her." 
"Are you nuts? It's crawling with officers now and I'm not 

in the mood for trouble." 
"C' mon, let's go. What d'we have passes for?" 
''Passes ... my ass.... It's pas' midnight." 
'Tm going up to look and I'll tell you all about her." 
"Do as you like. Just don't get,me involved.'_' 
Upstairs, I ran into the major of the First and a captain. You 

know the major. He's gone after all the high-schoolgirls and the 
whole camp considers him a dandy. So now he's reduced to using 
our hand-me-downs. Has he taken a break, or are the high-school 
girls only for drooling over? 

He made like he didn't see me, like I was some kind of bug, 
and started talking to the captain. I kept looking fpr the new one 
and heard her singing in her room. The madam shakes her head 
for me not to go in. 

"Why not?" 
"She's got someone in there.'' 
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I looked at her: was she putting me on? I never heard such 
singing before, but I didn't start anything on account of the ma
jor. I pull the madam aside. 

"How is she?" 
"Sit down and see for yourself. There're plenty of girls if 

you've got nothing to do." 
I took Mary and sat on the sofa until the kid came out. She's 

real pretty, you know: some soldier cut his wrists for her. I teased 
her about the song and she came up and stared at me up ahd 
down, like she was seeing a soldier for the first time. 

"You're a big guy," she says. "Stand up so's we can measure 
ourselves." 

She came up to my nipples, like a kid. She grabs me round 
the waist and rubs against me like a kitten. "Let's go inside," 
I said, and she points to the major. 

"It's his turn." 
"Trade him off." 
"What're you talking about? I want him regular. He's a 

good-looking guy and I like him. He's a major." 
"You'll be sorry." 
She laughed and stuck her tongue out at me, slid past me like 

an eel and ran to sit on his lap. I never forgot that: something 
like that, my having to wait for her to finish, never happened to 
me before. I took Mary even though I wasn't in the mood, being 
groggy with drink as I was. 

By next evening everyone in the regiment knew that they 
shouldn't go after Gina. I took a chair and sat outside herroom 
like a bodyguard. 'At first she didn't understand and came up to 
joke around with me~ · · · 

"Lay off," I tell her. 'Tm not in the mood." 
"Then what d'you come for? Are you a porter or some

thing?" 
She came within a hair of getting beat, but I held back 'cause 

it would 've ruined the mood. She strolled around singing but 
nobody came near her. She stopped before one or two guys and 
they pushed her off, so she got upset and stopped singing. Final
ly, some hayseed came up, a muledriver from another outfit, a 
guy who didn't know about me. He gets her to go inside but I 
stretch my leg and block the way. 



Shaved Heads 49 

The kid gives me a kick-was she being playful?-! still don't 
know. 

"Step aside. Those legs are too big, and you're stretching 
them, yet." 

I didn't budge but turned to the muledriver. 
"Buddy, you'd better take another girl." 
"What are you gonna be, my guide ... or ... does she have 

something?" 
"I don't know. Find yourself another." 
We'd have tangled but the argument attracted some of my 

buddies who surrounded us. It was better that way 'cause I 
wouldn't have let him go in. The muledriver looked at me, then 
the others, and took off right away. 

I relaxed in the chair again, glanced at the kid and saw her 
lower lip tremble; suddenly she jumped at me, screaming. Tell 
you the truth, I didn't expect it. She was trying to gouge my face 
with her nails, scratch my eyes out. She was kicking at me but 
harming me no more than I hurt my kitten when I tease it. 

When I laughed, she started crying, bent over and bit my 
hand; it hurt and I pulled it away. I heard the madam's yells but 
nobody came near 'cause they knew I didn't like anybody getting 
mixed up in my affairs. Next thing I knew the kid was on me 
on her back and I was bear-hugging her till she lost her breath. 
But she wouldn't call it quits; she fought as much as she could. 

I didn't tickle her too much at first, but her body wriggling on 
mine aroused me and I stretched my hand and felt around; she 
got twice as mad as before, but I kicked her door open and carried 
her inside. 

Since then I haven't taken any other, except Mary, once. I 
don't know what got into her that time but she wanted to needle 
me and snubbed me when I was looking for her. I was about to 
beat her boy-friend up, but it wasn't his fault. 

I sat Mary on my lap, but my mind was elsewhere. Gina came 
out singing, like always, and went up to talk to the madam. Mary 
nodded for us to go to her room, but just having her wouldn't 
be enough for me now. I waited for the kid's customer to come 
out and picked Mary up and took her into Gina's room. 

When she saw us going in, she rushed up and went after my 
face with her nails, while the other one picked the wrong time to 
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slide out of my arms. I gave each of them a shove and saw the 
kid rolling on the sofa and hitting her head on the arm. 

For a second I was going to run up to see if she was hurt, but 
Mary ducked under my arm to get away from me. I pushed her 
back, slammed the door and locked it. 

It wouldn't do for anyone to say that a whore had made me 
change my mind. I threw Mary on the bed and fell on her; but 
the kid was crying outside and I wanted her to be with me, and 
here I was feeling up someone else who really disgusted me. First 
time I felt such a repulsion for a woman. Sure, she was getting 
up in age, but I had had her before. Every time I squeezed her to 
assure myself that our bodies were made for each other, my hands 
searched for and found hollows and swellings that were foreign 
to me, and I kneaded them so they'd assume the contours I knew. 
Mary was scared and let me do whatever I wanted. She closed 
her eyes when she saw my face above hers. 

I didn't enjoy it, got off and left without looking for the kid, 
then wandered through the streets like I didn't have a place in 
the sun. I wanted to get drunk and went looking for a fight, saw 
an MP and headed right for him, but he didn't stop me even 
though it was late. He was all by himself. The next day I gave 
some poor bastard hell, the guy who cut his wrists for Gina the 
following week. 

I made him pick up a rock-I couldn't even handle it myself, 
probably-and pushed him in the mud. I hit him bad. As though 
he was the one who took Gina from me the night before. 

In three or four days we made up. I wouldn't have gone to 
see her even if they'd hung me, but I walked up and down the 
narrow street till she saw me and came up. We wandered in the 
fields for hours, even though it was drizzling. I put my garrison 
cap on her head, so she wouldn't get wet, and put the jacket un
der the greatcoat and threw it over her shoulders. I picked her up 
so she wouldn't step in the mud. 

Later, I found an old store-house for hay and we sat. I spread 
grass on the dirt. I wanted to take her to the village, to my house, 
to shut everyone's mouth, to have kids with her and send them to 
school. She said we should save our money to set up a pump in 
the field so I wouldn't strain my back on the winch. I got mad 
when she mentioned money 'cause hers wasn't earned by sweat 
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that oozed out in the clean air and was dried by the sun but got 
mixed up with a stranger's and absorbed some of his breath. The 
smell she had about her didn't please me, since I wasn't sure it 
was hers. She cried 'cause she didn't understand me too well, and 
I was mad. I bent over and drank her tears, and she felt better. 

It wasn't the first time I promised marriage. I did it once 
before I got drafted. There was a man from the village-we'd 
been fighting since our school days and he'd always get beat, ex
cept when he was with his friends. 

We grew up and stopped the kid stuff, but he could never 
abide me. One day, coming back from the fountain, my sister 
tripped and fell. Fotis happened to be there at the time and he 
made a dirty comment-what would she do now that her little 
jug was cracked-and stuff like that. She cried all the way to my 
uncle's house. But that wasn't enough for him. He had to make 
the rounds of all the coffeehouses, drink up, and say that of all 
the sluts he had seen in town none was as well built as my sister. 
He forgot, though, that he had sisters, too. 

I heard about it as I was irrigating the truck farm. I dropped 
the winch and ran. There was a group around him when I got to 
the coffeehouse. They saw me from far away and shut up. Fotis 
stood up and grabbed a bottle before I could get to him. 

"Did I hear right, Fotis? Did you bother my sister at the 
fountain?" 

"That's right." 
I almost choked. In my village, I was considered the best 

fighter, but right then I couldn't be satisfied just to beat him up 
or knife him. I couldn't get even with that sort of thing. His 
friends were on the lookout to see when we'd tangle so they could 
part us, but I turned my back on them, instead. They eased up 
and started to laugh. 

The next day Fotis was out with two of them, knives stuck 
in their belts. They were afraid I'd come on him unawares, as 
though I couldn't knife him at midday in the square if I wanted 
to. But I was biding my time. 

I went after his younger sister. She couldn't get to the fields 
without running into me. After a lot of maneuvering, I managed 
to get her to sneak out of the house at night and meet me. I 
promised her everything till even I didn't know whether I wanted 
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to trick her or if I meant everything I said. Before day broke I 
took her back to her house and told her to tell her father that I'd 
be back that evening to ask for her hand. 

She was afraid to tell him what we did. 
"Don't worry about it," I said. "We're going to get married 

anyhow, right?" 
When the sun rose again, it shone doubly; sucking air into 

my lungs, I never felt such joy or saw how beautiful the colors of 
the earth I dug were, or breathed in its smell. I sweated and 
dragged up water, washed up with both hands, lay under the 
shade. My mind wouldn't leave the girl. 

But in the afternoon my mood weakened as the sun fell and 
I began easing up on my work, wishing the sun would never set. 
Night fell and I was still digging away, saying to myself that it'd 
never do for me to leave the row half-done. Then I stopped every
thing 'cause I didn't care about the row, I just didn't want to go 
into the cafe and do the dirty work. But it couldn't be helped 
'cause the villagers, for days now, laughed whenever they saw me 
in the square. I ordered mastiha at the cafe-I was treating-and 
a group gathered around me. But my tongue was tied and I talked 
about a calf of my coumbaro* and the late tomatoes that hadn't 
budded yet. 

I was wondering whether it wasn't better to go and ask for 
her hand after all, and maybe I'd have done it if the evil hour 
hadn't come. Fotis showed up, looking for me. 

"Yiannilo, I've come looking for you to let bygones be by-
gones since you're going to join our family." 

As though I needed him-I laughed. 
"Get lost," I said. "Cuckold." 
He didn't understand right away and was stunned. 
"What's the matter, Yiannilo? Why're you talking like 

that?" 
"Cuckold," I said again, this time venomously. 
Then he understood and changed color. He lunged to grab 

me and we exchanged punches before being separated. 
Afterwards, he locked his sister up in the house and beat her 

all night; the neighbors didn't sleep at all listening to the racket. 
We had another fight, this time with knives, and if I hadn't been 
drafted, one of us would have killed the other for sure. When I 
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was in Basic, I got a letter from my uncle saying that the girl 
couldn't take the abuse any more; she left and never went back 
to the village. 

Gina never took on a customer again as long as I was around. 
But I'd find traces of those who had used her body in every red 
mark I'd notice and try to ignore, and in every scent. Before this 
I had never smelled anything but the odor of thyme and manure; 
now I could distinguish the smell of every woman-her own 
sweat and that of others on her. But I said nothing because there 
was nothing I could do. 

Once I saw dark toothmarks on Gina's arm, that lovely, firm, 
girlish arm of hers. I turned aside, then bent over and kissed it, 
to wipe the arm clean of them. 

I didn't go to her the next day so I wouldn't see the marks 
again. But they hunted me down even in my sleep and I realized 
that anyone could make them again while I was gone. I went out 
of my mind. I dressed at night, jumped over the wire fence and 
went to find her. 

One evening the lieutenant of the MPs came to take her from 
me. He dismissed me like I was his lackey, even though 'call to 
quarters' hadn't sounded yet. To get even, I waited for him in 
the yard. 

He came down and I let him have it in the gut and the groin 
till he rolled around. I kicked him in the mouth: maybe the 
toothmarks on the kid's arm were his? I knocked them out for 
him so he couldn't bite into anything but porridge after that. 

Gina left the whorehouse the day before yesterday. I rented 
a room for her and only I go to visit her. I have her all to myself 
now and can't wait until I'm discharged so I can take her back to 
my village. And if anybody says anything, I'll kill him. 

If they let us. The MPs are looking all over for me. Seems 
like they've got a lot of old scores to settle. The pimps. They 
want to close down my house. 

IV 

They pick them carefully, bastards from way back. He came 
up from behind, without my knowing it. They keep track of the 
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speed, hoping you'll go above the twenty-five-mile limit so they'll 
have an excuse to nab you. When they got a hold of you, that's 
when all the questions begin: "Why aren't you wearing a garrison 
belt? Why didn't you salute? Why' re two buttons missing from 
your jacket?" 

How can you help but lose a couple of buttons when you're 
lying under a truck all day in the motor pool? He gives you as 
much crap as possible, hoping you'll get fed up and tell him to 
go to hell. That's what he's waiting for, so he can write you up 
for "behaving in a manner disrespectful to authority." That way 
you're sure to get twenty days in the stockade from the Com
mandant. You'd think they get points if they stop you from be
ing discharged and allowed to go home. 

These guys already had it in for us. I don't know if you heard 
anything about it at your previous unit-but there was a lot of 
trouble here. It was started by some tall guy-he should be out 
of the army by now, though you can never be sure with guys like 
that. I was all confused those days, a raw recruit just in from 
Basic. They stood us at attention before the old CO-he was 
before your time. We saluted smartly, full of dash (some sharp 
corporals at Basic had made wonders of us) ; but when it came 
time to present ourselves, our tongues got all tied up. After a 
long while, the first guy in rank was able to state his name and 
the fact that he was a driver. The second guy got prepared in 
the meantime and blurted everything out at once, even before the 
colonel stood before him. He laughed and went on-a great guy, 
he was. Soon after that, our cook got married and he stood best 
man for him. 

As he was nearing me, I kept repeating all the words to my
self. A lot depended on first impressions and we'd been coached 
about that during Basic. If you make a good impression, they 
may assign you to the Headquarters Company and then you've 
got it knocked. So, the colonel stands before me, I salute smartly, 
wait for him to return the salute, then take a deep breath and 
blurt out everything I know. 

"Driver, 1949 Cycle, from Trikala of Corinth. Request per
mission .... " 

"And what the hell's your name?" He looked mad. 
I panicked. I forgot not only my name but the mother that 
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bore me. The colonel laughed and turned to the guy next to me. 
"What's this clown's name?" 
"Vourlis. . . . Mitsos. . . . Dimitrios Vourlis is his name." 
When it was all over, he turns to the Adjutant standing be-

hind him. 
"Half of them to the First Division, the rest to the Second. 

Look over the T.O. & E. There're more drivers in the Second, 
I think. Take care of it. Hold on. The one who didn't know his 
name, the clown ... send him to Headquarters Company. We 
need a few laughs there." 

I went to the Top Sergeant at Headquarters so he could write 
me up, and the tall guy was in there, smoking. 

"Yiannilo," Top says. "Why don't you take care of him? 
I've got a lot of work to do and can't spare the time. There's 
room in your barracks." 

"There'll be no grease-monkeys from Motor Pool in my bar
racks. They're filthy, all of them. I'll arrange things, though. 
Don't worry. Listen ... Vourlis is your name, right? Drop all 
your gear. Go to the Quartermaster-he's right outside here-and 
tell him to sign you out for a mattress and a weapon, then come 
back." 

This tall guy was the one who made us enemies with the MPs. 
Seems like he had tangled with them before. You never know 
with guys like that. They say he'd been court-martialled twice, 
had been in battles, and was going on to four years as a private. 
Figure it out. ... 

Anyhow, here they looked up to him more than they did the 
Top Sergeant. I never heard an officer chewing him out, as usual
ly happens. He never went out on details, nor pulled guard. 
Most times the doctor got him off. And the Adjutant knew all 
about it but made on like he didn't know. Is it right to send some
one who's been a private for 45 months on work duty or guard? 

Even at chow he'd give his mess kit to the mess sergeant be
forehand so he could get the best pieces before they would go to 
the NCO club. The old-timers considered him a wild man but 
I never saw him make trouble; he'd never get mixed up with any
thing just to show off. Only once, when the general came to in
spect us. We had everything cleaned up beautifully-the kitchen 
and latrines, and the garbage cans were all whitewashed. The 
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company roads were freshly raked with pebbles so the general 
wouldn't dirty his shoes. It's muddy all winter here in the valley. 

The CO and the Adjutant wandered around for days, but the 
night before there was a rain storm that almost drowned us all. 
Reveille was an hour earlier the next morning, and we went out 
in the rain when it was still dark. The duty officers ran from 
barracks to barracks to see if anyone had been left behind, asleep. 
No one even mentioned roll call. They gave us a slice of cheese 
to munch with our bread and called us right out for duty. The 
trucks drove off to haul back pebbles because the roads we had 
worked on for a week were flooded with the rain. 

When the pebbles came, everyone-regardless of rank
pitched in to help. The Top Sergeant went into his office and 
found the tall guy in there having a smoke. 

"Hey, Yiannilo, why don't you go down, too? Make on like 
you're working. I don't want to catch hell if the Colonel sees 
you." 

The tall guy's in a bad mood when he comes down. He's full 
of commands, although I didn't see him go so far as to touch a 
shovel. I don't know how it happened, but soon he's giving a 
hell of a time to a sickly little runt, a sad sack of a guy. Maybe 
the kid heaved a shovelfull of pebbles near him and splashed him 
with mud; maybe there was just something about his face he didn't 
like. 

I never saw the likes of the punishment he gave that kid. If 
he hadn't been the tall guy-our lord and master-I'd have butted 
in to get the runt out of his hands, even though he would have 
broken my skull in front of the whole regiment. 

We sat down and looked-a few guys even laughed. The 
'accused' had to roll an enormous rock from one place to another 
without any purpose, while the tall guy, relentless behind him, 
didn't let him ease up at all. 

When the kid tried to stop, he pushed him into the mud, 
threatening to break his head, and the runt got up groaning and 
started pushing the rock again. The Top Sergeant, two paces 
further down, made it a point to look somewhere else, but it 
wasn't possible that he couldn't hear the sobbing of the little guy 
whose tears streaked down his muddy face. 

I guess that wasn't enough for the tall guy to get rid of what 



Shaved Heads 57 

was gnawing at him. He gave him a kick in the groin and the kid 
rolled around, moaning. It was only then that he laid off; and 
the kid was a runt, a weakling, really scared. Two days after that 
he slashed his wrists for some whore-and just about pulled 
through. We ran over, picked him up off the ground and took 
him to the clinic. His screams alerted the Adjutant. 

"What happened to him ?" 
"I hit him," the tall guy said. 
The Adjutant looked him up and down. "What the hell can 

I do to you? Report you to the CO so he'll slap you in the stock
ade for twenty days? You wouldn't even notice that, compared 
to the year and a half you've already done. Just watch out I don't 
give you another court martial." 

He moved off but the tall guy said behind him: 
"Do that and I'll bury your ass." 
Did the Adjutant hear him or not? Anyhow, he didn't turn 

around. 
I often ran into him in the best houses, always with the same 

girl, a kid who never stopped singing. He must have been her 
lover because she never worked when he came, even though some 
of us might have wanted her. Then again, one doesn't decide 
lightly to go and take her from him. 

About that time, the troubles began to happen. There was so 
much said you don't know what to believe: barracks talk. One 
thing is sure, though. The MPs came in a jeep one night and 
were hunting for the tall guy. The Top hadn't sacked out yet; 
he always played a hand or two of cards after formation. 

He asked the MP what was the matter. 
"Never you mind. Is this where he sleeps?" 
He made on to enter the barracks, like it was his own place. 
The Top stopped him. 
"Easy now. Whatever it is you want, go to the Officer of the 

Day. He's the boss here." 
As it turned out, Lt. Raskos of the Second was OD that night. 

A great guy, and he took no crap from anybody. He was burned 
up 'cause they woke him up and called the MP over. 

The other tried to trick him by saying that the tall guy had 
hit his CO, the MP lieutenant, the old man. Truth was that some
body had beaten him badly and laid him up in the hospital for 
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days. They tried to blame it all on the tall guy 'cause they hated 
him. It was all lies; he was on the base and made formation, a lot 
of people had seen him, and the fight with the lieutenant hap
pened late that night. 

The MP tried to take him by force, to make liars of them all, 
to prove that the tall guy was AWOL and that the Top had sub
mitted a false report. 

It was too much. The lieutenant threw him out. A little more 
and he'd have been booted out. 

As he left, he yelled, "He did it, Capt'n, sir. All of them, the 
Top, Supply and Sergeant of the Guards fixed it up to cover him. 
But we don't take crap like that." 

"Get off my back, clown. You're not going to take that kind 
of crap, are you? Take off .... When I see pimps like you, I go 
crazy. Who the hell are you to make us out to be liars?" 

The MP shut up and mounted his jeep. The next day we 
learned that two of our men had been arrested outside the whore
house, one because he was missing a button from his jacket, the 
other 'cause he didn't salute an MP "and behaved in a manner 
disrespectful to authority." The Commandant had their heads 
shaved and gave both of them ten days. Nobody was going near 
that place again, not until we learned that Gina had been kicked 
out of the house and it wasn't off-limits any more. 

She rented a room somewhere, but I think only the tall guy 
went to see her, and a few officers who weren't afraid of the 
MPs. 

That didn't last long, either. One evening the MPs went into 
the dives around the square in town and chased away all the sol
diers they found. 

"Take off," they said. "There's going to be trouble." 
The guys didn't know what was happening, but who was go

ing to tangle with the MPs? All they need to do is find some
thing wrong and your ass is in a sling. One by one the guys left 
and the taverns emptied out. The Top, Gina and the tall guy 
were sitting and drinking in one of the cafes. An MP went up 
to the sergeant and told him to leave. 

"Why should I? And why don't you salute?" 
"Look, man, listen to what I'm telling you. Leave, so you 

don't get beat up, too. For your own good." 
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The Top sees the MPs, about ten of them, who had sur
rounded the cafe. Not a soldier around. He leans over to the 
tall guy. 

"Don't go outside. I'll notify the OD to dispatch a patrol to 
get you. I'd love to see these guys scatter when they show up." 

But when the patrol arrived, they found the cafe closed. They 
didn't know what to do. The sergeant of the guard asked around 
and was told that a soldier had been beaten up in a nearby alley, 
but no one tried to get near the place because the MPs were 
guarding it. 

They found him in a hell of a state. He couldn't even move 
or talk, just moan. They'd broken his jaw and his left eye looked 
like it was knocked out. Blood was running from his nose and 
mouth, and it looked as though his insides had had the worst of 
it. They took him back to camp in an ambulance, and early the 
next morning he was sent to the hospital in Larissa. We didn't 
think he'd pull through. 

When the CO-a great guy, I tell you-learned about it in the 
morning, he went out of his mind. To ruin a soldier of his for 
nothing! When so many people had seen Kalitsis at formation. 
At morning inspection he let two guys go free who were on 
report. 

"All right," he tells us, "if any of you soldiers see an MP and 
don't stomp on his neck, you're not men." 

We didn't need any urging. At retreat that evening, instead 
of the Exec he sent the Top to inspect us. Right off, he told us 
to rip the unit markings from our sleeves so we couldn't be 
identified. 

"Don't separate, do you hear me? Wherever you go, go in 
groups. And remember what the CO told you this morning." 

That night and the next day the MPs got beat so bad they 
were confined to their barracks and didn't even appear at their 
windows. But the Commandant showed up on the third morning. 
He and the CO closed themselves up in the office and we could 
hear their voices from far away. 

Then we were assembled and he came to inspect us. He was 
handing out jail sentences right and left for little things like a 
dirty cap, a speck of dust on a boot. A guy just out of Basic-like, 
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not even a soldier yet-was tossed into solitary for not reporting 
properly. We did close order drill and nothing pleased him. The 
officers had panicked and were correcting, cursing and shouting 
at us. Finally-the CO was furious but couldn't do anything-he 
stood before us. 

'T d like to know which of you are the rebellious elements, 
the trouble-makers! From now on, whoever gets reported by the 
MPs gets an automatic forty days with no questions asked, and 
whoever raises a hand to authority gets court-martialled. I repeat: 
C ourt-martialled !" 

Things quieted down after that. No matter what anybody 
says, we were scared. There were investigations and the MP lieu
tenant was imprisoned for forty days. Our Colonel was trans
ferred. 

The tall guy was let off but he didn't show up here any more. 
He was posted to another regiment. It's better that way, 'cause 
he'd have knifed some MP and spent the rest of his days in the 
stockade. Gina disappeared suddenly. Rumor was that she caught 
a case of the syph and went into a hospital. 

Our new CO doesn't give us any breaks, but when we find an 
MP all by himself we give him the works, just to get in our in
nings. They get back at us in their way, and they're always ahead. 

c 

As we were lying beside each other, drowsy after our love 
making, she chattered about whatever came into her head, enticed 
into a strange kind of private pleasure. She had seen a lot and 
tried to make believe that she'd done it all, too. 

These weren't matters to pay any mind to-fairy tales. But to 
tell them when she did! She had no sense. 

I gave her a squeeze, nibbled her earlobe, and-as she wriggled 
on me with desire,-my mouth at her ear, I asked,-"Was he the 
one who gave you the bastard?" 

She suddenly became rigid. I gave her another squeeze and re-
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peated my question, "Didn't you hear? Is he the one who knocked 
you up?" 

Now all of her began to quiver and, ignoring my caresses, she 
tried to get away from me. 

"Who?" 
"Kapetan Segredos. Isn't that what you said his name was? 

There must be some reason you were with him. Couldn't you have 
gone with anyone you wanted when the Partisans disbanded?" 

"Itwasn'thim." 
"Was there another one?" 
"I don't know." 
"You mean there were so many you can't remember them. 

Try to recall; I'm sure you can still remember one or two of 
them." 

Her eyes grew large, pleading. 
"Don't torture me, Thanassi." 
"Didn't we agree you'd keep no secrets from me? Today espe

cially, our first night as a married couple. Who had you? I won't 
get mad, mind you, so you don't need to be afraid. I just want 
things to be straight between us." 

"It was when I first went to the mountains ... for about two 
weeks. I slept with Kapetan Segredos." 

"And after that week?" 
"I went with another Kapetan. I'm being honest with you . . . . 

There were no more." 
"And how about the guy who got you into the Partisans? 

Was he stupid enough not to ask for his share? Or was it just an 
initiation fee you gave him? And how about the poor common 
soldiers? Don't tell me you felt pity for Kapetans onlf? Whose 
is the bastard? Don't cry, Vayia. I'm your husband. I want what's 
good for you. We'll grow old together, isn't that what the priest 
said? But not to know whose kid I'm bringing up! Go bring it 
and stop bawling." 

"It's asleep, Thanassi~With my mother." 
"She could do me a favor and dry up. Go get it!" 
I had not planned to get angry, but my blood was beginning 

to boil slowly. As though that wasn't enough, she had to mention 
that mother of hers. How did she manage to dump that super
whore of a daughter on me? 
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I could hear the two of them murmuring, frightened. Then 
the kid started to wail. The two of them came to me, her mother 
holding the kid in her arms. My eyes flared up when I saw her. 

"What the hell do you want? Who called you?" 
"What do you want the boy for?" 
"That's not your worry; he's my kid now. Thank God, I don't 

have to worry any more whether I'm good enough for him." 
I reached for him but he clung to her. 
"He doesn't want to come to you. He's going to raise hell." 
I ripped the kid out of her arms and shoved her out of the 

room. 
"Drop dead!" 
I set him on my knees, in spite of his screaming, and petted 

him to be quiet. Suddenly I turned to my wife, who was standing 
right behind me to protect the kid. 

"Look at the eyes. They're like Kapetan Segredos', right?" 
"I don't know." 
"Take a good look. Don't you remember what Kapetan Segre

dos' eyes looked like? Light the lamp." 
She left, sniffling, hunting for matches, striking three or four 

before getting it to light. 
"The wick's no good," she said; her voice was strange, husky. 
The flame brightened, lighting up the room. On the left 

side of the bed, hanging on the wall, were all the icons. 
"Bring the lamp to the iconstand." 
I took the kid-not three years old yet-in my hands and held 

him by the lamp. The glare blinded him and he started to wail 
as loud as he could. 

"His eyes ... weren't Kapetan Segredos' that shade of brown? 
And didn't his eyebrows join?'' 

Above us the face of Saint Nicholas-how did this mariner
saint find his way to the muddy, plain village-stared at us with 
harsh eyes set in a skeletal face. 

She put the lamp down and fell forward on the bed, quivering 
all over, hiding her head under the covers. 

"Let me be! I don't know! I don't know!" 
I brought the kid closer to the light, holding his hands and 

feet so he wouldn't break the lamp. His face touched the hot glass. 
"And his nose, huh ... a real likeness, isn't it?" 
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This time the cries of despair terrified the mother, who rushed 
to grab the boy from me. We wrestled for a minute, but I didn't 
want to clobber her-not yet. 

"His mouth, huh, like his, isn't it? Whose mouth is it? 
Whose?" 

I let her take him and she ran away, her sobs blending with his. 
I blew out the lamp and stretched out. I was restless, though, 

and would have liked to have another piece off her. I'll bring 
her to my bed against her will, I thought. I married her, didn't I? 

* * * 
She's sleeping beside me now, having laid under me like 

nothing had happened. At first she seemed to be afraid of my 
hands, but she quickly began to gasp and wriggle. Easy-going, 
she is-a good-hearted broad. But that damn mother of hers! 

I remember I had stretched my carcass out in the barracks and 
kept track of the KPs through the open door when the duty ser
geant had brought me the good news. 

"Vayia and her old lady are looking for the CO," he said. 
I jumped up, then fell back again. 
"Who gives a ... ? What did I do, take her cherry?" 
I began to worry, though, got up and started buzzing around 

like a wasp. I chewed out one KP 'cause I claimed he didn't clean 
the cauldron good and had him scour the outside, too, like it was 
copper and would shine. The codfish seemed salty to me, even 
though I had it soaking overnight, so I yelled for the water to be 
changed. I even chewed them out about the potatoes, which the 
KPs let turn black, though I couldn't care less. 

I looked into the store-room for the rations clerk-a buddy 
of mine for a year or more-who had his problems, poor guy. 
The Major from Corps who inspected his work was still hard on 
his tail. So I headed toward the barracks and stretched out for a 
smoke. I asked myself how the Colonel-a good guy, whatever 
anybody says-was going to take it. 

I was waiting for him to summon me any minute when I saw 
the rations clerk ambling towards the cauldron with a kettle full 
of white stuff in his hand. 

"Don't, you meathead! You gonna throw salt in the cod? 
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It's like poison already! That much, too! That's enough to make 
the river salty!" 

"Don't get your bowels in an uproar!" he said. "I got too 
much sugar. If the Major catches on, my ass'll be in a sling." 

So he emptied the whole kettle into the cauldron, maybe 
twenty pounds of sugar. I almost went out of my mind; then I 
started to laugh. I thought of all the obscenities and curses I knew, 
felt better right away, went in and stretched out, laughing to 
myself. I yelled for them to raise the flame on the stove and dump 
in the potatoes. 

"Careful they don't stick to the bottom .... Stir it with the 
ladle. Today the food's gonna be so good you'll all be licking 
your fingers." 

I think I must have taken a few winks when one of the KPs 
woke me up. 

"Sarge," he said, "that stuff you've got boiling with the cod .... 
That's not sauce ... that's syrup." 

"Shove it," I said. 
"Look, it's syrup. It can't be eaten." 
"Mind your own business and leave the food to me, get it?" 
He crossed himself and left. 
When the bugle blew for chow, I got ready for the party. 

I stood next to the cauldron and gazed at the two long lines of 
soldiers like I was seeing them for the first time. The OD was 
Tsorkis, the Second John, a 45-year-old sharpie who started out 
as a Regular Army corporal and was a mean ass. 

"Let me try it," he said when he saw me ready to start dish
ing out. 

"A clean spoon for the lieutenant," I ordered and dipped the 
ladle into the cauldron. 

I mixed it up real good, gathered plenty of oil and served 
it up to him. 

I studied his face. He was about to start a stream of obscenities, 
but he glanced into the store-room and saw the Major's gold 
oak cluster and shut up. 

"Come here, Cook," he said softly. 
Then quietly, so nobody could hear him: 
You're a . . . if you call that food. We got scores to settle 

when the Major clears out." 
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Dishing out mess was never so much fun. I gave everybody 
plenty, emptying out the ladle with a smile. All hell's gonna 
break loose anytime, I thought, but nothing happened. 

Every soldier who tried the chow screwed up his face and 
muttered, and one or two of them headed right over to the 
garbage cans and dumped it all out. Nobody complained, though; 
they were afraid of the lieutenant's anger. 

When mess was over, I headed for the barracks without 
taking a bite myself. I was waiting for the Major to finish his 
inspection, knowing I could always get me a can or two from 
the store-room. 

Then it got dark suddenly; someone, standing at the door, 
was blotting out the light. It was the tall guy, Kalitsis. He stared 
at me for a second, then said, "Hey, Cook, you call that food 
we had today?" 

I broke out laughing but suddenly got his mess kit in my 
face: codfish and potatoes and a half-inch of grease. 

If he'd been anybody else he woulda been sorry right then 
and there, but instead I began to wipe my face with a towel and 
didn't move. 

"By Christ, you're gonna be sorry for that one of these days." 
Right then, if I could, I woulda taken my words back. I knew 

him well. He stopped a minute and I tensed up. He thought a 
bit, spit and went to get another meal from the rations clerk. 

It's not that I don't have any self-respect. It's just that no 
one's ever been better off for tangling with the tall guy. Besides, 
he's as strong as a bull. When the duty sergeant came in, I threw 
down the face towel, all pissed off. 

"The Old Man wants you. On the double!" 
Then he saw the food all over me and began to laugh. 
"Did the tall guy soak you? That was a hell of a meal! You 

took cod and made quince syrup out of it. Fix yourself up, man. 
You're a mess." 

"The Old Man still here?'' 
"He wants you, don't he? Where are you going like that? 

You look like somebody dipped you into the cauldron!" 
I brushed the food from my sleeve as I went. Man, that was 

all I needed and I'd forgot all about it since the morning. I went 
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into the Adjutant's Office so he could present me. The Colonel 
was with him and I saluted and stood at attention. 

"You're here, huh? Go into the office and wait." 
I guess I spent an hour in that damn office. Something was 

bugging me. At first I didn't think about it much. I figure, what 
can he do to me? He can't make me marry her. Most he can do 
is clobber me with twenty days in jail. It wouldn't have been 
the first time. And I didn't dare move around lest I make a noise. 

Finally he came in and sat down. He gave me a funny look 
when he saw the grease all over me; he understood what had 
happened, though he didn't say a word. I was nervous, too, on 
account of my asking for trouble with the tall guy, making on 
like I wasn't afraid of anything. 

"Look here," he says, ''I'm a Colonel, not a goddam' match
maker for the women to come in here and bawl on my shoulder. 
Don't play dumb. You're probably the first to know that she 
dragged herself in here this morning with her old lady. And 
what a slut! The entire Partisan army must have humped her." 

"Don't abuse the young lady, Colonel, sir; it ain't right." 
Some people don't catch on that you're joking unless if you 

laugh first. But this one was looking for an excuse to give me 
twenty days and he didn't laugh. He jumped on me. 

"Hold on, now. Don't make her out to be a virgin. And what 
about the little bastard? What did she do-sniff a lily?* Listen, 
break off with her. I don't like these goings-on. Break off or 
I'll toss you in jail." 

The old goat, he didn't like such goings-on! There wasn't a 
girl around he hadn't pestered, and if he eased himself off in the 
whore-house it sure wasn't so all the virgins could keep their 
cherries. 

"What d'you care, Colonel, sir, about my affairs? I might even 
want to marry the girl." 

"And what about the bastard?" 
"They go together, don't they?" 
"Look, don't joke around with me. Would you marry her 

legally?" 

* A reference to Christian iconography, specifically to the Annunciation of the 
Virgin Mary. The Archangel Michael is pictured holding a lily, the fragrance of 
which, it is believed, caused Mary to be impregnated. 
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''I'll marry her." 
"Okay, then. I'll be best man." 
From then on things began to happen without me being aware, 

much of it because of my own stubbornness. I paid for the wedding 
rings, but wanted to tell him I'd changed my mind so he could 
give me the twenty days. 

But I didn't. Every night I'd jump the wire fence and sleep 
with my betrothed. Most times I'd find her alone in the house, 
the table set. Every now and then the mother-in-law would show 
up, but she'd leave quickly to wander around the neighborhood. 
She knew her business. I didn't like her 'cause I felt that as time 
passed she was setting a trap for me. But I was hooked and didn't 
have the heart to break off. 

* * * 
After the wedding I stayed at the mother-in-law's. I went to 

camp whenever I felt like it-a good thing we had another cook. 
Nobody ever gave me a hard time: the Colonel, you see, was my 
coumbaro. 

I'd say I was living a great life if I didn't have to think about 
the consequences. I didn't send word to the village that I got 
married, but the Mayor's office learned about it and my old man 
wrote to chew me out: the usual stuff-"now that I was looking 
forward to a helping hand, and so forth." Only I knew what kind 
of common whore I'd married. Since I had her body any time I 
wanted, I got sated; so I'd give her a bad time 'cause I didn't 
have the nerve to show her in the village. 

She never came to me any more as carefree as when we 
first exchanged wedding bands. She was afraid for the kid and 
would leave it with neighbors whenever she could; her mother 
never let him out of her sight. The kid didn't bother me, though 
his mother should never have let on she was afraid for him when 
she'd see me holding him. 

All the kid had to do was set eyes on me and he'd start acting 
wild. One time I saw him in the street and took him out to the 
fields. The old lady was doing outside washing since early in 
the morning and wasn't around. I took my time coming back, 
letting him play in the dirt, since that's what he enjoyed. It was 
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dusk when we returned and I took the kid to the neighbor-where 
his mother often left him-and she gave me a funny look. 

"His mother went crazy looking for him. Go tell her every
thing's all right." 

I found them, mother and daughter, hunting all over the 
place for him-the house was upside down, their faces white as 
sheets. The daughter was even rummaging in the drawers, figuring 
maybe I had chopped him into bits. I stretched out on the sofa, 
lit up a cigarette, and had a ball, knowing they didn't dare ask 
me anything. 

I told my wife to take off my boots; when she saw they were 
full of mud, her blood curdled and she knew it was no use to 
search the house. 

"Thanassi," she asked, "did you happen to see the boy?" 
"Get off my ear about that little bastard!" 
I gave her a hug, but she turned her face away. 
"Thanassi, they told me you took him with you." 
I didn't answer but threw her down on the sofa to lay her 

against her will, right in front of her mother. She screamed and 
scratched my face and the old lady ran up and began cursing me. 
I let go and they ran out of the house, screaming. 

About an hour later, she came back with the kid. She had 
accused me unjustly, she figured, and tried to make up to me. 
She sat on my lap and snuggled up. 

But I didn't want to patch things up. The kid was nearby, 
playing with my bootlaces. I flattened him out with a kkk, and 
yelled, "Get out of my sight." 

I didn't boot him hard, just enough to start him crying. She 
jumped up, frightened. 

"Murderer! What's the kid done to you?" 
"Why? Is he mine that I should worry about him? Get him 

out of here before I step on his head." 
She picked him up and ran to the door. 
"Leave him in the other room and come back here!" 1 yelled 

after her. 
She didn't return, I found them-mother and child-crying 

together. I had a hell of a time planking her, because every so often 
she'd perk up her ears to listen for the kid's crying. It was an 
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hour before I could quiet her down. When I succeeded, I asked 
her; "Why didn't you come back before this?" 

She didn't reply, just squeezed me hard, trying to evade the 
question, and glued her lips to mine. But I shoved her aside. 

"I told you to come back right away. I want to know: do you 
let me screw you against your will?" 

"The boy was crying." 
"So what? You mean every time that little bastard cries I'm 

not going to have a piece of tail? I don't want him in the house!" 
She really cried now-her whole body trembled. 
"What'll I do with the poor thing? I don't have another family 

to send it to just because you don't want to see it." 
Then, just as she was crying, I pressed against her with passion 

but felt that my hands gave her no pleasure, that she was taking 
me on like a whore in some bordello who wanted to shake her 
customer as soon as possible. 

She left as soon as I finished with her, but I was tired and 
didn't want to torment her any more. I rolled over and fell asleep. 

* * * 
That wasn't the kind of life a girl in her prime would take 

for long and things didn't go as well for me as I had hoped. I 
soon caught on that my coumbaro, the Colonel-my CO, for 
Chrissake !-was hanging around the house. Once, when I spotted 
the jeep leaving the place, I beat hell out of them-mother, 
daughter and grandson, too-so none of the clan would complain 
about being ignored. 

There was no doubt she had put horns on my head; the CO's 
brown-nose, when we had our fight, made the gesture. He'd be 
the man to know, for sure. The news got around and the dirty 
laughs started up wherever I went. 

I went off my rocker. I wouldn't have cared if it was anyone 
else, but that son-of-a-bitch did all he could to get me married 
and now he was sitting pretty and collecting interest on his in
vestment. Beatings became an everyday event at my house and 
I began casing the CO's office to see when he was in and out. 
When I'd see him leaving, I'd go out of my mind, wondering 
where the hell he was going. 
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I'd take off in the middle of mess call and rush to the village 
to catch them-for nothing. It was a long way-an hour and more. 
I was on foot and he had a jeep. 

One day all hell broke loose. He saw me at high noon, heading 
for my house and knew I was rushing on his account. Maybe she 
put the bug in his ear? 

When I got back to camp, I was told that the Exec wanted 
me and that I should present myself at his office at once. He 
chewed me raw-a bad sign, since it was the first time after my 
connection with the CO. He told me I was on report for tomorrow, 
but I didn't give two cents. That was too much: to have my wife 
planked and to be bullied, besides. 

But things are different when you're on report. Your mouth 
gets dry and you swallow, your tongue gets thick. The CO, 
opposite you, begins looking like God, a rough, mean God, be
cause nothing good ever happens when you're on report, unless 
your name's down for regular leave. Behind you, a group of 
soldiers stare and listen with pleasure to learn how many days 
God will give you; they break ranks and the Second Johns rush 
to get them formed up again. 

I wasn't no raw recruit, I knew all that. But it was the first 
time I'd been cuckolded: the dirty laughs, the eyes on my back, 
the nudges-all these hurt me. I kept telling myself that I wasn't 
about to let him scare me. It was enough he was putting horns 
on my head. 

The first act of the performance ended; the Exec took the re
port and you-know-who came out of his office. I wonder why they 
don't ever get tired of this play-acting and change it around a bit. 
Only the finale, the appearance of the guy on report, is any fun. 

I remember a sentry once who lucked out on a whore one 
night and called his whole barracks. They all rushed out and 
planked her in a ditch alongside the macadam road, while the 
sentry held the lantern for them. When it was his turn, though, 
none of the bastards would hold his weapon to stand guard for 
fifteen minutes. He chased them in the dark till the racket got 
the OD to come out and see what was happening. The next 
morning all the studs found themselves on report, the guard at 
the top of the list. He was lucky to get off with only twenty days 
in jail and not court-martialled for dereliction of duty. 
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Now, when my time came up and the Colonel returned my 
salute, I felt my throat dry up and the wise-crack I had ready 
seemed silly. Times like that your brain stops working and you 
can't find anything to think about. One guy even forgot his 
name-he had the whole regiment roaring. 

"Request permission, coumbare, to present .... " 
I didn't manage to say any more. He started yelling. 
"Adjutant! Five days hard labor, just to teach him how to 

report. Officer of the Day! Put this man in jail at once! In solitary! 
Food every other day! No water, whatsoever! He's relieved of all 
his duties!" 

They dragged me away while I cursed my hard head for 
joking around with army types. As though I'd never had any 
dealings with them and found myself married . . . . 

But what drove me out of my mind was that my coumbaro 
tossed me in jail so he could strut freely in my house. I gnawed 
at myself. 

About the food I didn't care. Whoever heard of a cook going 
hungry? And 'God'-to cool off-could thunder all he wanted to. 
But being in solitary isn't fun. Now for the first time I saw what 
it was like. You don't have anybody to tell your troubles to. 

At first I was so mad I couldn't see straight and would have 
been bad company. I spread my blanket on the floor, lay down, 
lit up a cigarette and thought. There was nothing I could do
l had to swallow the pill, put in the five days. Afterwards, I'd see 
what was what. 

It wasn't easy to be patient. I must have drifted off to sleep, 
lying down as I was, 'cause the sun was high, noon-time, when 
I woke up. I pressed my nose against the window, trying to make 
out what was happening in the CO's office. They'd even put a 
guard, a recruit outside, so nobody'd come up and talk to me. 
I had to laugh at the curses the poor clowns would be sending 
my way for piling yet another detail on them. 

"Hey, guard ... got a butt?" 
Cigarettes, I had; what I needed was company. The clown 

looked around quickly, gave me a cigarette and moved off again. 
"Is the CO here?" 
"I don't know." 
"Isn't his jeep outside the office?" 
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"Nowhere." 
"Take a look at the parking area and tell me." 
He didn't budge. 
"You deaf or something?" 
"Buddy, if the OD at Headquarters saw us talking, both our 

asses would be in a sling." 
"Let him . . . off." 
I pulled back and left him. How can you talk to someone 

who's afraid of his own shadow? 
I sat and smoked a cigarette, then went to the window again. 

Maybe my buddy the rations clerk was walking by and we'd 
talk. He didn't show, even though he should have been back 
from the commissary by now. My eye caught the new cook and 
I called him over, "What are you cooking, boy?" 

"Beef and rice. Send me your mess kit and I'll fill it for you. 
We're having lentils tonight. Take it easy, now, buddy, I'm going 
to give the cauldron a check." 

It looked like I wasn't going to be able to strike up a conver
sation. I leaned against the window frame and stared at the 
soldiers on detail. 

The police call for cigarette butts went by, the most useless 
detail you can imagine, but they keep it religiously in the army. 
When training is over and the others have a half hour to kill and 
shoot the breeze while getting ready for chow, about ten soldiers 
on company punishment scatter in the field two yards from each 
other. The duty sergeant has already spoken to them: "Now I 
wanna see nothin' but asses and elbows. I don't wanna see a butt, 
orange peel or scrap of paper on the ground. You're gonna clean 
it like the palm of my hand." He happens to work in the motor 
pool and his hand is black with grease, but it doesn't mean a 
thing-it's part of the ritual. The guys on company punishment 
listen to him seriously, spitting on the turf. Then they move off 
slowly. They're in no hurry, knowing that the sergeant isn't going 
to dismiss them before chow call. But it never enters their mind 
to pick anything up, either. When their boot touches an orange 
peel, they kick it away. Behind them comes the duty sergeant 
who picks up the big trash, cursing. He's the one who'll catch hell 
if the Adjutant ever walks around the area. 

The police call passes by and the bugler comes out and blows 
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'call to mess' He raises his bugle high-he's a young Cretan who 
believes in what he's doing. The other day, when the last rank was 
dismissed and they were leaving, he sounded 'the last post' as 
though he was saluting fallen heroes. The CO rushed out to see 
what was going on and started laughing. 

"Give him five days," he tells the Adjutant next to him, "so 
he'll have some time to cool off." 

Now the soldiers mass for chow. They shove like sheep herded 
together, then little by little form a line. The OD takes roll, and 
one by one the soldiers pass through the chow line to the cauldron. 

I turn to the guard, "Do me a favor and call that recruit who's 
coming?" 

"What do you want him for?" 
"Call him, man!" 
I pass my mess kit to him through the bars, "Go to the cook 

and tell him it's mine." 
"I can't, buddy. The OD will see me." 
"Are you kidding? Is that blood in your veins or beet juice?" 
I saw the tall guy sitting on the steps of the clinic, his mess 

kit between his knees. Someone must have brought it to him, 
because whenever there's inspection he's either on sick call or 
excused from duty. I told the recruit, "Give my mess kit to the 
tall guy and tell him to bring me chow." 

I know him. If he saw you hanging by the neck he wouldn't 
cut the rope for you, but he'd break his neck to show off. 

When he was handed my mess kit, he glanced over to me, 
left his own on the steps and headed toward the chow line, with
out bothering about things like getting in line or looking around 
for efficers. He said something to the cook and the OD looked 
the other way. He came back with a mess kit that was brimming 
full. 

"Man," I said; "you don't give a damn, do you?" 
The bastard. Maybe he didn't like what I said. Anyhow, he 

made on like he didn't care. He shrugged and turned away. I 
didn't want him to go because he was the only one with guts 
enough to stay and talk to me just to spite all the other army types. 

"Hey, Tall Guy, are you a buddy?" 
"What's on your mind?" 
"Come a little closer. Listen, I know colonels don't scare you. 
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Tell my wife that if I hear the CO set foot in my house, I'm going 
to put out both her eyes." 

He opened his mouth, grabbed the iron bars of the window 
and started knocking against them, laughing. 

"You mean she's already put the horns on you? Okay, so it's 
in her blood, but it ain't a month since you married her!" 

I wanted to punch him in the face while he was standing there 
in front of me. As if I didn't know he loved a whore. 

"At least my wife screws because she likes it. She doesn't do it 
for the money." 

He changed color, reached through the bars to grab me, but 
I pulled back in time. He turned around and slammed against 
the door to break it down. Through the window I saw the guard 
running up, then suddenly rolling on the ground five yards away. 
The whole jailhouse shook, but the door held. The OD began 
heading our way and the tall guy stopped everything. 

Before leaving, he came up to the window and said, "Hey, 
Cook, what the hell got into you to start messing around with me?" 

* * * 
That night, about midnight, I guess, I heard shouts but didn't 

understand what was going on. My friend the rations clerk brought 
me the news next morning, with two cans of the good sardines, 
and a big hunk of cheese. 

"The tall guy beat up the MP lieutenant last night, the old one. 
Outside the whorehouse. Crippled him, too. The Colonel's brown
nose, Sykalos, had just finished planking one of the broads and 
was getting dressed when he heard the racket. When all hell broke 
loose, he got out of there fast so they wouldn't catch him there 
and he went off without paying. The old guy was so beat up he 
felt sorry for him, and you know he's not the kind to feel sorry 
for cops. 

"The funny part of it all is that the Top, the Sergeant of the 
Guards and even the OD, Raskos, fixed it up between them to 
make it look like the old guy was crazy, saying that the tall guy 
hadn't missed formation that night. He dispatched a jeep full of 
MPs to arrest him yesterday, but they got kicked out. How' d the 
tall guy manage that, the bastard!" 
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"Is that why I heard all that noise last night?" 
"I woke up, too, and figured it was a raid. Look, take it easy. 

I gotta go get the cheese sliced for breakfast." 
I took the cans, sat on my blanket and started rolling them 

around with my hands. I kept thinking about the tall guy's guts 
and felt my self-respect being needled. For a minute I almost en
vied his crazy toughness-I'd have done the same if I had the 
nerve. But I soon wised up again. He's not going to make it to the 
finish line even though he looks good on the stretch. Being rough 
is not my style; the tall guy's already put in forty-five months in 
the army, and we'll see how he's going to get out of last night's 
escapade. 

I saw him later, when the regiment left for training, bugging 
out as usual. He was walking along with that heavy, sure stride of 
his. I called to him; he turned to glare at me with that mean eye 
of his without stopping. I remembered his words-that I had 
"started messing around" with him. 

I thought the five days in jail would never end. When there's 
nothing else to do, a person gets to thinking and people shouldn't 
think because they already got enough to handle. I kept thinking 
of that beautiful slut of a wife of mine and the CO, hugging each 
other, standing up or sitting down, in every position imaginable. 
I tried to think of the two of us making love but I kept seeing 
the CO's face where mine should be, with his fat lips and that 
flabby old body of his, and my wife's eyes bulging out as they 
did at first with me, before she started getting scared of me. 

It was only now that I really got to love her, I think. My idle 
body had done without and needed her, and she entered every one 
of my thoughts and tortured me. My anger would turn to fury and 
spill over every minute. 

I even got into a fight with my friend, the rations clerk, who 
had a letter that his mother was sick. 

"So what?" I told him; "Do you think she was worrying about 
you when she was getting planked?" 

I know it's not right to joke about someone' s parents. He 
cursed, left and never came back to see me while I was in jail. 
Still, I felt happy, the way you do when you step on a caterpillar; 
and he was my buddy, the only guy in the army I said good morn
ing to and meant it. 
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When they let me free, I went straight for the barracks, lay on 
my stomach and hugged the mattress with pleasure, like it was a 
woman. All afternoon I smoked and day-dreamed, then I shaved, 
dressed up and went to find my woman. Right about then I was 
told that my coumbaro, the CO, was looking for me. 

I found him in his office, shuffling a stack of papers. On pur
pose he let me stand and wait at attention for about a quarter 
of an hour: usual army crap. During that time I was looking at 
his sunken eyes to find bags and other marks of exhaustion. He 
must have really glutted himself with her: I was gone five nights. 

"Listen," he said. "I called you so I can talk to you like a 
father. I hear you beat your wife and upset the neighborhood every 
so often." 

What the hell got into me? I said, "Yes, sir, Colonel, sir!" 
"Shove it," he said. ''I'm talking to you straight and you're 

mocking me. You want to get locked up again?" 
This time I kept my mouth shut and only wondered where 

the best place would have been to punch him, in the eye or on 
his bald head, and to rub his face on the smudged paper. But I 
was kidding myself: I wouldn't tangle with him. I wouldn't be 
so dumb. He kept talking. 

"I got one thing to tell you. Don't let me hear that you started 
acting up in the neighborhood again because I'll toss you in jail 
so fast you won't know what hit you. And it'll be for your own 
good. You better believe that!" 

He stopped and began shuffling his papers. He was smiling 
the next time he looked up, making on like he's my ol' daddy 
or something. 

"Go to the Adjutant and ask him to give you an overnight 
pass. But be careful. I don't want to hear any more about you." 

The bastard. He had glutted himself with her these past five 
days and was giving me leave now to go hump her, just so I didn't 
disturb the neighborhood. 

The two days that followed were the worst I ever lived 
through. Mother and daughter secretly ridiculed me and gave me 
no mercy. Even the brat would wait until I was ready to drop off 
to sleep before starting to bawl; yet there wasn't a peep out of 
me: real sweet, I was. I petted my wife tenderly and thought 
about when my turn would come. 
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I'd wake up in the mornings when it was still dark to make roll 
call and later, when I'd see the CO driving off in his jeep, I'd 
take it out on the KPs. As if that wasn't enough, I had to watch 
out that the tall guy wouldn't get me. I never forgot that look 
of his. 

On my third day out of jail I saw him sitting at a cafe, having 
a few drinks with the Top. They had the broad with them. I went 
by fast, so he wouldn't see me, but then cut my stride. My mind 
was miles away: I bumped into people, stumbled on cobblestones, 
tripped in pot-holes. I don't remember where the CO's brown
nose saw me. 

''Are you drunk, Cook?" he asked. 
He grabbed hold of me just as I was about to collapse on him, 

held me up for a second, then shoved me hard onto a group of 
soldiers who were passing by. My garrison cap rolled on the 
ground and I picked it up, muddy, and stuffed it into my blouse 
so it wouldn't get lost. Then they started teasing and laughing 
at me, and I laughed the loudest. 

Finally, without my cap, my shoulder-strap just draped across 
my shoulder, my jacket unbuttoned and doing a kind of jig, I 
headed off for the alley where the MP company was garrisoned. 
The others thought I was crazy and scattered before they could 
catch hell. 

I went down feeling my way along and bumped into the guard 
standing in front of the company area. The devil was exactly like 
I expected him to be, enormous, with shoulder straps and spats 
so white-washed they glowed. He was in no hurry to grab me; 
he saw how surely I was heading for my own catastrophe. When 
I got there, I saluted properly, gave him a hug with both arms, 
and sang in his ear with all my might. The devil waited a minute
having a few chuckles-then nabbed me by the collar and dragged 
me into his hell, a long, dark and narrow room with four doors 
on either side and one at the end. 

In the first roorn all the devils had gathered-those who weren't 
out looking for sinners. Across from the window sat the old, 
scrawny chief-devil, as mean as they come. Scuttlebutt had it that 
when he went into the whore-houses he'd beat hell out of the 
poor bitch he'd pick on and make her do things that would make 
you sick to your stomach to hear, make your hair stand on end. 
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He'd make on like a big-time spender, tipping an extra five drachs 
or so, but she worked hard for it. 

He mumbled 'cause he was missing his front teeth. When 
they tangled recently, the tall guy had made him spit them out 
in the back lot of the whorehouse. 

I saluted him as I was walking in and all the devils gave a 
loud laugh. 

Their leader-mad as hell-asked me, "Where's your cap?" 
"How should I know, Lieutenant, sir? I'm drunk out of my 

mind and it's a wonder I still got my pants, let alone my cap. 
Had me a great ol' time, too. With Kalitsis, the tall guy, and 
his broad, who's no pig at all but a real sweet gal. She can sing 
you a song, that broad, with all the trills. We had ourselves a 
real ball, but that's a long story, Lieutenant, sir. If I didn't have 
my woman waiting for me at home I'd be drinking there till 
dawn." 

"Who were you with, clown?" 
"With the tall guy ... Kalitsis. A great guy and a real sport. 

The table was full cif ·dishes with food and the masticha flowed 
like water. With Kalitsis treating!" 

The devils stopped laughing and surrounded me like wild 
men. I figured: anytime now, I'll be getting my ass Clobbered, but 
their boss beat them to it. 

"What cafe were you at?" 
"What was that again, Lieutenant, sir?" 
"Where were you drinking, clown?" 
"Sorry, Lieutenant, sir, but that sounded like Chinese to me. 

We got a dentist in my village, a first-rate technician. Why not 
go to him so he can fix you up with a set of dentures so you can 
talk like the rest of us?" 

The next thing I knew I was flat on my ass and two devils 
were shaking their fists in my face. 

"Why' re you beating on me, ol' buddies?" l made on like I 
was crying. 

"Where were you drinking, down?" the heavier one asks. 
"In Kozanitis' cafe, in the square. And if you're a man and 

feel up to it, let's go outside and settle this." 
But the old man was already up and giving orders. 
"Skourtis and Makkas, go round up the others, wherever you 
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find them. Tell them to drop everything and come here. Only the 
guard, Kladitis, is to stay at his post." 

The devil who'd pinched me saw me get up and approached. 
"What'll I do about this one, Lieutenant, sir?" 
"Lock him up and prepare a detailed report on him. Don't 

release him, though. He might go and warn the others." 
They dragged me back into the darkest corner of hell and gave 

me a push: I dropped like an empty sack. They left the room and 
locked me in. I heard running outside. Then I started laughing 
till I almost burst, paying no mind if anyone heard me. I was 
drunk, wasn't I? 

When I stopped laughing, everything was quiet. They must 
have gone. I tried to sleep but it was impossible, my whole body 
was itchy from the waiting and the tension, as if I was the one who 
had to fight. I started fiddling with the buttons on my jacket to 
pass the time, but soon tired of the game and-as loud as my 
lungs would let me-began singing the song the Italian soldiers 
used to sing during the Occupation when, proud as peacocks, they 
used to pass my village after the German tornado, must have 
been ten years ago. "Giovinezza! Giovinezza! primavera di bel
lezza!" 

What I was hoping for happened in a minute. The devil who 
was guarding the outside door came running up and unlocked me, 
cursing up and down. 

"Shut up, clown! What do you think this is, choir practice?" 
I paid him no mind, sacked out as I was. 
"Shut ... up, you! The .commandant'll be passing any mi

nute now!" 
He tried to kick me but I grabbed his foot, pulled him down 

like a sack of bones, gave him a big hug like he was an old pal, 
and yelled in his ear to deafen him, careful that he didn't bite me 
as he struggled. He couldn't get free easy; laughed again and 
couldn't hold back, so I let him go. He got up, full of dust, and 
stopped at the door, scratching his head. 

"Rotten queer! You want to get me in trouble? Whoever 
heard o£ anybody singing a dago song like Giovinezza in a Greek 
MP company?" 

He didn't wait for an answer, that's £or sure, but suddenly 
went off, leaving the door unlocked. For a minute I toyed with 
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bugging out but thought it over. I'd get at least forty days from 
the Commandant. Just then I heard the tap running strong in 
the next room. I rushed to the door and saw the devil coming, 
carrying a bucket of water. 

I wasn't in the mood for a cold, in that winter and all, I drew 
back, closed the door and jammed it with my boot. The devil 
outside tried his damnedest to open it, yelling and cursing, but 
he finally got tired and left me in peace, pulling on the door to 
make sure it was locked. 

I don't exactly know how much time went by when I heard 
running and a lot of noise. The chief-devil was asking, "That 
drunk ... is he still here? Let him go, I don't want them to find 
him here. The tall guy's unit is out patrolling and we're going to 
have our hands full." 

My good friend, the devil, opened the door for me, "Flake 
ff l" 0 . 

I didn't waste any time. No matter how well I'd arranged 
things, I was still scared I'd get involved later on. On my way 
out, I found the streets deserted, the cafe of Kozanitis all closed 
up, and my mind was set at rest. I didn't know what had happened, 
but that kind of quiet was unusual. 

* * * 
I learned all about it at camp the next morning. The night 

before they had carried in the tall guy, a shattered man, you 
might say. He was transferred to the hospital in Larisa. All of 
them-like the animals they were-crying bitter tears over the good 
pal who'd made lackeys of them, who had them bringing ·him his 
chow, making his bed, pulling his guard duty and cleaning the 
latrine after he finished squatting. At the bordello, I'd heard, no 
one dared take a whore until he'd picked his out. Now, the animals 
mourned their hero, who had clobbered them to let off steam when 
he couldn't get a woman to hump. 

At morning inspection, the air was full of bad omens and the 
CO made on like it was him who'd been stomped. 

"If you soldiers see an MP and don't clobber him, you're not 
men!" he said. 

If I hadn't heard it with my own ears, I'd never believe he 
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said such a thing. His self-respect had been hurt and he was 
strutting to cover up. But he showed how much of a man he was 
two days later when the Commandant showed up demanding ex
planations for the whipped MPs, his blue-eyed boys. Then every
body, officers and men, shit their pants. The CO, looking as holy 
as the Virgin Mary, was standing behind the Commandant, 
scared shitless. Yes, sir, we were no better than Partisans if we 
clobbered MPs; yes, sir, discipline was shot to hell in the regiment, 
that was clear .... I felt like yelling; "It's your regiment, Jerk
Off!" But, as I said before, I've always been a sensible man. 

The officers who two days before had made on like tough guys 
were now sprinting around their units, panting like hunting 
dogs, cursing, trying to show the Commandant that the lax dis
cipline wasn't their fault, while the CO from above nudged them 
like a shepherd jabbing at his sheep dogs. 

None of this did him any good, though. He's been transferred 
already to some wild mountain, I hear. To hell with him. Now 
I can relax. 

I'll get my wife to heel for me, now. 

D 

I didn't know where the road led a half hour before sunset 
the afternoon of the last day. We recruits advanced in herds. A 
few had already had their hair cut, either because they didn't 
trust the barbers at camp or because they could get those at the 
town square to put an extra attachment under the blades of the 
electric shears and save a quarter inch of hair, maybe more. 

It's strange, the love a soldier has for his hair. The first few 
days he combs his sheared head like mad so the hair will lie flat. 
The lucky guy who has an oily, quickly-tufting scalp compares it 
every few minutes with that of his buddy. . . . You want to pluck 
it out hair by hair. 

If I had Basic to do now I'd go through like a breeze. Instead, 
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I tangled with my corporal-of all times-the second day of my 
cycle. I couldn't take any more running and silly 'disciplinary 
measures' -like making sixty of us recruits rush through a narrow 
barracks door: behind me I could hear the garrison belt whipping 
blindly. A sickly runt jumped screaming into rank next to me. 
His hand was on his neck but that couldn't hide the welt the brass 
buckle had raised along the base of his ear. He'd panicked so 
much he lost control and went out of his mind trying to move 
forward. I made room for him, and about ten of us with a final 
push broke through the jam at the door. At formation, he and 
I were in the same rank. A red finger-mark was on his neck 
where he had quickly wiped the blood. 

"By Christ," I said to him, "if anybody raises a hand to me 
I'll kill him." 

He looked at me and muttered something about how I should 
stop the big talk. 

He was right, you'll probably agree, but I was a recruit and 
didn't understand. When we got back from training-the morn
ing torture and the curses-! thought the NCOs were devils. 

I had bad luck, too. He was a short, swarthy guy with a long, 
twirled mustache who didn't give us a minute's rest. A few days 
later I heard a lot of guys say that they'd get him once they had 
their commissions. They had all sorts of punishments planned 
for him; some they thought up themselves, but most they heard 
about from others. It was all so idiotic. They enjoyed thinking 
about their revenge the way a jerk-off thinks about women. 

· But I, who never tolerated pretence, f-Ound myself in trouble. 
When the bugle sounded for mid-day chow and everyone rushed 
for the door, I purposely continued lying on my cot. Since my 
cot was near the door, I could have been the first one out, if I 
wanted. Only when I saw my corporal-the one with the mus
tache-unbuckling his belt did I start getting up, taking my good 
time. 

The first lash didn't get me, but I waited all tensed for it and 
turned abruptly as though I'd been hit. The corporal saw me 
twist, out of the way, paused as he started his swing again, grim
aced and lowered his belt. I punched him as hard as I could and 
we grappled. We didn't have the chance to fight it out because 
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we were separated right away. A sergeant nearby and two or 
three new guys did it. 

The sergeant grabbed the corporal who wanted to come after 
me. "What do you want to do ?" he asked. "Drink his blood? 
That's all we need now, fist-fights with the recruits." 

I didn't hear any more. I was pushed among the soldiers who 
had gathered near the door to watch the fight. The mob closed 
in behind me. I could feel my hands trembling. 

Later, everything seemed to have been forgotten-maybe they 
were bothering me even less during training now-and I was 
proud of the way I had shown myself to be a man and had been 
noticed. Late that night, I got the bad news. 

It was colder than hell, January, and my sheared head had 
goose bumps all over. I burrowed under the blankets and didn't 
notice when they came in-I wasn't expecting anything, anyhow
but quickly perked up my ears. 

"Don't you remember who he is?" 
"A big guy. Round here somewhere ... near the door." 
I couldn't distinguish their voices yet but they were talking 

about me for sure and I hid. I had already heard 'lights out' and 
figured they wouldn't want to make a lot of noise just to find me. 

Then the covers were ripped off me. An enormous sergeant, 
and behind him I could make out the twirled mustache of the 
corporal. 

"Look at him! He covered his widdle head so's we wouldn't 
see him. On your feet, clown!" 

All the courage I had at noon fizzled out. I got up, undressed 
as I was, shaking, and tried to put on my pants. The sergeant 
stopped me with a sneer. 

"Don't get dressed-we're not taking you to no wedding, boy. 
Bend over and take a look under your cot." 

"Under the cot?" 
"Bend over, clown! You like to chatter, don't you?" 
The cot was low. I just about fit. Then they started kicking 

me and I hurried to get out the other side. 
"Where you going, clown? Who told you to get out?" 
The upper part of my body was already out and, with an ef

fort, I twisted my head upwards. I saw the big sergeant upside 
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down. His boot was above me, ready to stomp on my head; 
I ducked back under. 

Then, trying to hide, I crawled under another cot; but when 
I tried to brace myself on its legs, they kicked at my fingers. 

Then came the next cot, and then even more cots-1 was sur
prised there were so many in the barracks. I was gasping for air 
but couldn't stop because they kicked at me, and I soon learned 
to crawl with my hands fisted because having your fingers stepped 
on was the most painful of all: a fine, piercing and never-ending 
pain, like a violin's screech. 

There were all kinds of pain. On the shoulders and arms it 
was sudden and dull, but it went away fast unless they struck 
bone. On the ribs and the lower back it was bad because it 
knocked out the wind and lasted a long time, making me yell out 
without wanting to at times. I dido' t feel any pain in my head, 
just an abrupt shaking was all, but it made me dizzy. My ears 
stung, stung like hell, but I covered them with my hands when
ever I could. 

The pain on my buttocks and legs wasn't much to speak of, 
something like that of the shoulders. But I screamed when they 
clubbed me on the fingers or on the ribs. 

Then my hands and knees started getting bruised by the hard
packed earth and the small stones on the unswept barracks floor; 
my lungs ached and my breath came out in wheezes. When I 
stopped, I got hammered at with a rifle butt, but I couldn't scream 
because I didn't have the wind. I cowered under a cot to protect 
my head and stomach, but they turned the weapon around and 
rammed the barrel at me, and I came out from under it, sobbing. 
I felt ashamed but couldn't hold back. 

The big sergeant gave me a machine gun to hold and ordered 
me to crawl the length of the barracks on my knees, and those 
around me laughed because-dead tired from the punishment
! couldn't even raise my arms. The sergeant yelled, "Higher," 
and gave me a whack at the base of the spine; the pain was un
bearable. I dropped the machine gun and turned to grab him. 

He was too big for me. He flattened me out and began press
ing my face against the tiles, grunting for them to get a handful 
of dirt for me to eat. 

I panicked and asked him to let me go. He gave me two 
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machine guns and ordered me to crawl the length of the barracks 
again. But I couldn't raise them as he wanted me to-no matter 
how hard I tried-and he hit me on the head, and the jolt loosened 
my grip and the guns fell with a roar. I shrank, expecting to be 
hit, but understood little by little that something strange was go
ing on. They had stopped laughing and silence was around me; 
everything was suddenly deadstill. 

I raised my whirling head and heard the captain's voice, 
"What the hell's going on here? Didn't you hear 'lights out?'" 

No one replied and he repeated, "Get to your sacks, all of 
you!" 

When I was under the covers finally, with all my pain, my 
fury at their not letting me fight with one man alone made me 
sob. I must have made some noise because someone from across 
the aisle yelled, "What's on your mind, buddy? Are you going 
to let us get any sleep at all ?" 

. I couldn't help it and covered my head with my straw-filled 
pillow so I couldn't be heard, and cried till I felt better and fell 
asleep. 

Army life is tough-the sooner you understand that the better. 
This I knew with my mind, but sometimes my heart was soft and 
I paid for it. 

We had a kid in my squad whom everyone liked. The kind 
of boy who makes you feel you're his best friend until you realize 
that you're only one among others. A mistake like that should 
have cooled me toward him, but against him it was hard to keep a 
grudge. 

You couldn't say he was faking anything, though. He showed 
me as much friendliness as he felt toward me, but everyone want
ed to be his buddy and he never denied anyone. 

The Sunday afternoon that his cousin and sister came to see 
him I was left by myself and wandered around the camp. Not 
that I was envious-that's not in my nature. I assumed that they 
had ignored me and was a little hurt. When our paths crossed, 
he called me to meet his visitors and little by little I agreed to 
share his friendship. Maybe his sister, a good-looking girl, made 
it easier for me to do that. 

I kept thinking it over that night but couldn't understand. 
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All right, among men, how can you show jealousy? But how did 
he get along with women if that's the way he was? 

Later, they said that I did what I did for his sister, because 
their dirty minds had to explain it somehow. These bastards knew 
very well how brutal the army was if they could look at him 
dragging along on the forced march, his foot swollen with pus, 
without one of them offering to carry his weapon. 

On the way back, the man who from the beginning shared 
out his love with everyone couldn't pry off the boot that his 
foot was by now too big for. I took his heavy pack, so he'd 
have to carry only his rifle, and when they gave us a break, 
he wrapped his foot with as many strips of cloth as he managed 
to find. 

When our break was over, they made him carry the machine 
gun, besides. I saw red and wanted to strangle the damned 
pig of a corporal. 

The machine gun is the great curse on the marches. We take 
turns lugging it and it is transferred every half hour. The twenty
five pounds load you down; but when you're so groggy you 
can hardly stand, the twenty-five pounds are pure hell. It doesn't 
have a strap, nor can you lug it comfortably. It's flat and wide, 
without any knobs to gouge into you on only one side-near 
the carriage. This flat part you've got to set on your shoulder 
and carry it like a club, even though you can barely balance it. 
Then again, its tripod keeps bumping into the backpack and 
doesn't let you shift it to the other shoulder. 

For exactly a half hour every man takes his turn with it, 
cursing the hour he was born, careful where he treads so that 
the gun doesn't wobble and roll and the sharp edges don't dig 
into his back. 

This torture they decided to load the guy who could barely 
shuffle his feet. I didn't let him take it but just asked someone 
to take his pack for him. They all played deaf, and the corporal 
shrugged, "Give it back. Nobody's gonna carry two packs on a 
march." 

The boy himself came and took it again and I didn't say 
anything because there are some people you can't talk to. The 
only language they understand is a punch in the face. But I 
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didn't forget what I went through that terrible night and kept 
my mouth shut. 

I'm pretty strong and carried the machine gun easily, at first. 
Yet, before a quarter hour went by I looked at my watch every 
so often and the goddam time didn't seem to pass. 

When the half-hour was over and I tried to get rid of the 
gun, the guy who was next didn't want to take it. 

"It's not my turn," he said. "I come after that rich pansy 
who's making on like he's gentry." 

"But I carried it for him!" 
"I don't give a damn. I carry it after he does." 
'Til drop it." 
"No skin off my ass!" 
I couldn't even fight with him, groggy as I was, but I'd have 

clubbed him over the head with it if the corporal hadn't got in 
the way. 

"He's right. The machine gun goes by turns." 
"But he's limping!" 
"Then he should go on sick call so he could get off. What'd 

he want to go on the march for?" 
As though anyone would want to go on the march if he didn't 

have to. And there wasn't a peep out of the kid. All he did 
was turn those big, pleading eyes first to me, then to the others, 
then to the corporal. As though they'd understand that kind of 
thing. It bugged me. Jn other words, he was letting me get 
his chestnuts out of the fire. 

"Say something!" 
"What can I say? Can't they see me?" 
"But I can't carry the machine gun on the whole march!" 
"Give it to me. What else can we do?" 
"You'll collapse." 
"When I fall, they'll take it whether they want to or not." 
I didn't give it to him right away. I tried to get rid of it 

but the others kept bowing their heads and responding neither 
to· curses nor to pleading. I was wasting my breath. 

He took it when I couldn't do otherwise, when the sweat 
was gagging me and my legs wobbled and when the arm I was 
holding the weapon with was numb. I was exhausted and 
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pretended not to see the pack he tried to give me. I couldn't 
take it anymore. 

Even after the first few paces he began stumbling and almost 
fell. He couldn't last. I didn't glance his way because I couldn't 
look at him and not help. I lengthened my stride and heard him 
running to catch up to me, panting, because I was his only hope. 

But he had to learn finally that he couldn't keep depending 
on me. 

I quickened my pace even more and mixed in with some of 
the guys up front-the formation had opened up. One by one 
the guys in my squad caught up to me and all of us were marching 
fast, not looking back. 

I don't know how long our sprint lasted. Later we heard 
shouts and yells and our corporal caught up to us, cursing, holding 
the machine gun. He gave it to the first man he bumped into 
and we started off again without speaking. 

My friend was lucky. He finished Basic in the hospital, getting 
penicillin shots. The captain saw him mourning his fate under 
a pine tree with the machine gun next to him. He started yelling 
and threatened him with a court-martial: he couldn't think of 
anything else to say. The kid was in such bad shape that it was 
a question if he understood what was going on. He was burning 
with fever. They brought him back to camp in an ambulance 
and saved him just in time. 

I didn't go to see him. I don't think he'd have viewed me with 
any hostility because I had done even more than I could. I just 
didn't want to remember that hang-dog look of his or the uneven 
pace that sounded behind me, and the panting. 

Then, on Sunday morning, at visiting hours, his sister, Ele
nitsa-Elenio, I called her-came to find me. 

I was having a smoke in the barracks and was thinking about 
her but didn't have the heart to go to the hospital and confront 
her. The Charge of Quarters came to tell me she was looking 
for me, and he gave me a wink. 

She was crying when I found her. She took my arm and I 
forgot I was in an army camp, thinking I was taking a stroll in 
the park. We didn't manage to get very far. We bumped into 
the corporal with the twirly mustache. He stopped us and I let 
go of the girl's arm and stood at attention. 
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'Taking your girl for a stroll?" he asked. 
I couldn't hit him because I'd given my word that I wouldn't 

make any more trouble; this time I wouldn't get just company 
punishment. They'd court-martial me. I didn't budge. He didn't 
get a peep out of me. 

"Sprint over to the H.Q., I'm spitting," he said. "Be back 
here before it hits the ground." 

Cursing, I ran-my ears were burning-as fast as I could so 
that I wouldn't leave the girl alone with him. He sneered when I 
got back. 

"You're in a real hurry, ain't you?" he said. "But I'm tired 
of sending you again. Come back tonight and scrub the cauldron 
so you'll get over your hots." 

The girl could barely restrain herself, "Is this what the army's 
like? And my brother .... I always loved him and he told me 
not to come to see you." 

Meanwhile, I was on pins and needles, looking all around 
me in case someone happened to see me with her. Finally, I took 
her back of the latrines, the only safe place. No one set foot 
there because of the smell, but what else could I do? I didn't 
feel like sprinting around the camp. 

"What did your brother tell you?" I asked. 
"I asked him why you weren't there. He didn't know, he 

said, if you wanted to come. 'Shall I go and force him to come 
against his will ?' But he didn't laugh. 'Don't go at all. It's the 
worst thing you can do ... .' As though he were my guardian. 
He's not even two years older than me. And now .... " 

She was about to start crying again and embraced me to hide 
her tears. I hugged her eagerly because she had a firm, lovely 
body; the women in the whorehouses didn't satisfy us, just cooled 
us off and made us hate the fact that we'd become men. I 
searched out the lips she tried to hide, so I wouldn't see her 
crying, and wiped the tears with my cheek. 

That afternoon we lay in the fields, on my greatcoat, and 
the earth was fragrant because of the rain the day before. She 
rested her head on my arm; I was sated and happy and I loved 
the whole world. I slowly ran my hand up from her bare calves 
to her tousled hair and enjoyed the curves of her fine body as 
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she let me caress her and I said, "When do you have to leave for 
home? You've got a two-hour bus trip ahead of you." 

She hugged me tightly and murmured, "I don't care what they 
say. They'll get over it. I'll stay with you as long as you stay 
out. I won't see you for another week. Hug me!" 

The next week the letters came one after the other and I did 
without sleep so I could read them over again, all of them, in 
chronological order. 

I went to her brother. He was surprised to see me but greeted 
me warmly, "I didn't expect you any more. Nobody's come to 
see me from our squad." 

"How can they, after the way they treated you?" I said. 
He laughed coldly, "But you took your time coming, too. 

That's why I didn't expect you." 
Then he was sorry he said that and kept offering me the 

home-made cookies his sister had brought. I didn't want to take 
anything. I saw he was trying to make our friendship as it had 
been, not able to hold back the love he always had too much of. 

But I was not responsible for what had happened, nor was 
anyone else. He had to understand that there was no place for 
people like him in the army. He had to change his ways, for 
his own good, and I told him so. He looked at me thoughtfully 
but said nothing. I never saw him again after that. 

About that time the orders for our regular assignments started 
coming. First, the guys for advanced infantry training-for heavy 
weapons like mortars and machine guns-were shipped out; then 
those for the armored corps; then the rangers, the artillery, the 
engineers. Finally, my buddy left among those going to Officer's 
Candidate School. But my orders hadn't come yet. 

So when the recruits of the next cycle arrived, I figured they 
were going to keep me as part of the cadre in the training center. 

It wasn't bad. When they saw that I was going to stay, they 
changed their attitudes, as though just the day before I hadn't 
been a raw recruit. I became one of the training cadre and got 
a stripe-! was now PFC-until orders would be cut for me at 
Headquarters. 

Even my old corporal took me aside, "Listen, whatever we 
said and did is water under the bridge. From now on we're 
buddies, okay?" 
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I could hardly wait until I got my second stripe, not to have 
to worry about being court-martialled, so I could smash his face 
for him. That's a laugh: water under the bridge-for what he 
did to me! 

After her brother was transferred, Elenio didn't come any 
more, but I went to, Athens to meet her. I'd get a pass every 
weekend, except when my company was on duty, and had a letter 
from her every day. She'd put the first one in my hand when 
we were parting. 

I enjoyed the recruits, particularly on the first day when they 
didn't even know how to get into their clothes. When we heard 
the bugle blow for mess, I'd whip out my garrison belt as I was 
lying down, snap it once in the air, and the recruits would tear 
out of there so fast you'd think the belt was red-hot. They'd hit 
the door, shoving away at each other, not understanding that they 
were only wasting time that way and that they'd have gone out 
twice as fast if they moved one at a time. But the recruit makes 
everything look hard. 

Training and the marches, which had seemed so hard to me at 
first, became a game since I went without a pack. Besides, I was 
in shape. Instruction was a ball. I remember, at the naming of 
the parts of the weapon, that after the whole recitation I'd say, 
"And this here's the sight." 

"This is the sight, you mean," I'd be corrected by the college 
son-of-a-bitch who happened to be in every cycle. 

I got mad the first time that happened. What'd he want to 
do, show off how brainy he was? That's the way the cadre 
talked. 

"Shut up, clown! What d'you think you are, some professor?" 
I would say. 

Later I learned to joke around, "Where are you from, Pro
fessor?" 

"From Trikala, in Thessaly." 
"Excellent," I answered, "Why don't you just run in place 

for all of us? I want your feet higher. Higher, I said, before I 
twist them off for you. Do you hear me, clown?" 

When he ran in place for half an hour, under my guidance, 
he lost all interest in correcting my grammar. 
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One evening the duty corporal said, "Get me two recruits from 
your squad, for the cauldron." 

I looked down the file. They were all standing tall. In other 
words, I had to keep staring at them until they did something 
wrong? I headed toward the last two. 

"You. Give me your names. After chow, you go scour out 
the cauldron." 

"Why me, Corporal, sir?" 
A runt, he was. 
"Why? You want to know why/" 
"I didn't do nothing, Corporal, sir!" 
"Shut up! What're you, trying to make a liat out of me? 

When you get back from the cauldron, I'm going to show you." 
That night, after 'lights out', I woke him up and had him 

"scrub" the floor, the way I had done it, only the barracks sergeant 
stopped me. 

"Let him go, man. Let him get his sack time." 
"But he tried to make a liar out of me before," I yelled. 
"Let him work at back sink tomorrow. I'm sleepy now." 
Against my will, I let him go, but I had him marked. He'd 

have a hell of a time in my hands, but my orders finally arrived: 
I was going to the Military Police Academy. 

I'll never forget the hellish time in that damn Academy. 
Compared to it, Basic Training was paradise. I don't recall one 
moment of peace. The daily 'disciplinary' crap became an art 
there. What hurt more than anything else was that I'd be confined 
to camp every other Sunday and couldn't meet the girl. 

On the way out, there was an inspection-a real back-breaker. 
They'd send us to base on the slightest pretext, even if the brass 
on your buckle didn't seem to glisten enough to the officer. Half 
of the troops got gigged each time; I always passed because 
I kept thinking about the girl waiting for me. 

At last the great day came when I got my stripes and a forty
eight-hour pass so that I could enjoy myself before leaving for my 
unit. 

The first thing I thought about was the girl. I wanted to 
take a two-day trip with her, but she couldn't because her folks 
would never let her. 

I dido' t like to hear that even though it's what I expected. 
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There was drizzling and we couldn't go anywhere to be alone. 
We went into a movie house but succeeded only in exciting one 
another, and the people sitting next to us gave us a nudge because 
we were disturbing their viewing at the gun-fight. 

We left halfway through and began walking without saying 
a word. I wedged her into a door-way in a dark alley and felt her 
becoming passionate in my embrace, but I wanted more than 
that-I hadn't been with her for two weeks. Later, we saw a 
construction site. It was dry, but there was a smell around and 
she didn't want to go inside. I managed to talk her in, though, 
but we had to leave as soon as we finished. When we came out, 
I saw that the back of her coat was soiled. I wet my handkerchief 
at a fountain and cleaned her off as much as I could. We started 
walking again; but now I was happy and I told jokes, though 
I couldn't get her to laugh, to forget the filthy construction site. 

Then we bumped into my old corporal coming out of a park 
with a girl. They were walking under a street light. I recognized 
him and left my girl-seems I came on them when they were 
both lovey-dovey with each other because he didn't even see an 
MP approaching. 

He panicked when I stood in front of him; then he recognized 
me and wanted to get friendly. 

"Why don't you salute?" I asked. 
He saluted and stood at attention, seeing I'd been made 

sergeant. 
"Taking your girl for a stroll?" I asked with the same words 

he had used, but now the shoe was on the other foot. "Sprint 
over to that cafe and count the customers, then run back and 
report. ·I'm spitting. Be back here before it hits the ground." 

And I drew up a lunger. 
He hesitated. I said, "If you don't want to find yourself on 

report." 
Suddenly, I felt a slap. I turned and saw Elenio; I'll be 

goddamed! Why the hell did she mix herself up in this? She 
burst out crying and ran away, and the shit-head corporal and 
his girl started to laugh. 

I warned him that I'd better not see him again and ran after 
the girl. It would've been stupid to lose her like that. 

But I was wasting my time. She walked along the main streets 
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and I had to let her go finally, because the first officer who 
came upon us could have nailed me. She made on like she didn't 
know me from Adam. 

*** 
I never saw her again. I left for my new unit. There I really 

learned what kind of racket the MPs have. My job was to stroll 
around and nose into wherever I saw khaki, paying particular 
attention to buttons. There was hell to pay whenever I'd catch 
someone unbuttoned or without one, not that being without a 
button was so bad. But you'd no sooner try to make a simple 
observation and they'd open up those big traps of theirs and 
spew out a whole line of back-talk. That we had to break them 
off if we wanted to maintain discipline in the ranks. That's 
why we'd write at the end of the report, "and behaved in a manner 
disrespectful to authority." The Commandant had a standard jail 
sentence-an automatic ten days to loud-mouths. 

The fun would start when I'd chance on a fight. As soon as 
they'd see me, they'd stop and try to patch things up. Nobodtd 
swallow that, though. I'd take down their name, rank and unit 
in a very mild way, while they'd insist that nothing had happened. 
One would soon put the blame on the other, though, and before 
you'd know it they'd soon be rattling off the whole story of the 
fight. 

It wasn't important who was to blame and who wasn't, nor 
whether they were all involved in the fight. Who cared about 
that? At times like that it wasn't necessary to tack on "and be
haved in a manner disrespectful to authority," at the end of my 
report. Either way, they had twenty days coming to them. 

I got a big charge out of strolling in the streets and having 
the soldiers standing tall and saluting me smartly. They were 
more afraid of us MPs than of the officers. 

You feel really great walking along with a broad and being 
saluted by everybody-except that we couldn't find women easily. 
So we'd take the whores from the cat-houses, when they were 
"wearing the rag" and couldn't work. They were dying to go 
out for a stroll because the soldiers would never dare take such 
a risk and the officers would never condescend. 
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We had certain breaks at the whorehouses because we could 
go after 'call to quarters', along with the officers, when the 
whores weren't busy. They'd let us stay there for hours. Besides, 
they wanted to be on good terms with us; an MP-if he has scores 
to settle-can post himself outside and not let a soldier near the 
house. 

When I first went, a tall guy, Kalitsis by name, was top dog 
in the houses. Biggest trouble-maker I ever laid eyes on; if he 
couldn't find an opponent he'd tangle with his own shadow. No 
sweat off his ass if he went to jail. We finally had to put him in 
the hospital to teach him a lesson. 

He was a pimp, but you've never seen a stranger pimp in your 
life. He'd take the best whore whenever he felt like it and the 
poor bitch had better not look at a customer. He'd beaten the 
hell out of all of them, the madam included. 

We tangled one night. I saw him in an alley, feeling up a 
broad he'd pushed against a wall. He was bigger than hell-! 
didn't know about him yet. Must have been a whole head taller 
than me. I gave him a push and, without letting go of the broad 
he held, he turned to look at me, surprised. I grabbed his shoulder 
and he twisted round on me. I got scared-the alley was deserted, 
see-and stepped back but didn't manage to protect myself in 
time. He slammed me against the wall and I let out a yell, 
because the base of my spine hit the edge of a window sill. I 
went out of my mind with the pain. He didn't bother with me 
and ran after the woman, who was leaving. 

I headed back to my unit, fighting for my breath and had 
them rub me down with alchohol so the pain would ease up. They 
asked me what had happened. 

"I tangled with some tall guy who was pressing up against 
a whore in the dark. A young kid, a good-looker. I forget her 
name .... " 

"Gina," somebody said. 
"Gina, for Chrissake. That's her. And who's the tall guy?" 
"Kalitsis. What do you reckon to do with him?" 
''I'm going to write such a report on him he won't know what 

hit him." 
The other guy, who'd been in a long time and expected to 

be discharged soon, shrugged. 
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"He needs knifing, that one. Slice open his belly so his 
guts'll spill out, cause if he comes after you, you've had the 
course. Can you handle a knife?" 

I didn't listen to a word but finished my report and took it to 
our CO. He read it over and handed it back. 

"Tear it up," he said. 
"But he hit me, Lieutenant, sir!" I said. 
"Let him go to hell. Do you know what he is? A killer, 

that's what! What the hell's twenty days to him? After that, 
God only knows what'll enter his mind to do." 

I saluted and left, with my report still in my hand. From 
then on, I heard a lot about the tall guy and I'd shiver whenever 
I thought about him. I kept an eye on his doings, ignoring things 
like misdemeanors, waiting for him to do something big so I'd 
have him court-martialled. 

I spent some time around the whorehouse and learned his 
preferences. He always picked the same hustler, Gina. He was 
the only one there who didn't sweat my presence, even though 
I was an MP. 

Once I heard that some guy had been knifed in the kid's 
room and right away I thought of the tall guy. I rushed over for 
nothing. No one had knifed him-he'd cut his own veins. A jerk
off. The tall guy wasn't around then. 

He never paid me any mind. I bumped into him in the street 
once, not wearing a cap, belt buckle undone, jacket unbuttoned. 
He headed toward me-even from that distance it was clear he 
was looking for trouble-so I ducked into a nearby cafe. He 
started knocking over all the chairs in his way, hoping I'd go 
up to see what was on his mind, but I didn't budge even though 
the soldiers were laughing to themselves over their cards at how 
he was acting the tough guy. 

That evening I got hold of my lieutenant. 
"The tall guy, Kalitsis," I told him, "has been trying to get 

the whore you always take, Mary, to raise her price to you." 
He laughed. He was trying to kid himself that he wasn't 

getting old. 
"Why?" he asked. 
"He said you take up two whole hours of her time, being old 

and kind of slow ... about things." 
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He got furious, though he looked at me suspiciously, remem-
bering that Kalitsis and I had tangled. 

"Did you hear him?" he asked. 
"The madam told," I said. 
"And what does she want me to do? Chase him from the 

whorehouse?" 
"How do I know? He keeps the best hustler tied up, not 

letting her take on any customers when she could be working full 
time." 

"Tell her to shut her trap or I'll close her house down." 
He made on like he didn't give a damn, but the remark was 

working in him. One evening our unit was notified that the 
tall guy had waited for him in the yard of the house and beat 
him badly. That's what I'd been waiting for. I grabbed a jeep 
with two others and rushed over, but the ambulance had arrived 
before us and we found him in the hospital. The doctor didn't 
let us see him right away, so he could stitch up his head, and the 
delay drove me out of my mind. 

We went in and he told me. 
"Go get the tall guy." 
"What tall guy?" 
He talked as though his mouth was full of mush; when they 

took his bandages off a few days later his front teeth were 
missing. He went crazy because I pretended not to understand 
him. 

"The tall guy, you bastard! The guy who has Gina!" he 
yelled. 

He muttered some more about what we should do to the tall 
guy, but I didn't stand around to listen. I knew my job and had 
my own scores to settle. 

So I took the jeep again and-it was around midnight-we 
headed for the tall guy's unit. The sentry tried to make me give 
the password. 

"MP," I said and kept going. 
He started squealing like a stuck pig. 
''Sergeant of the Guard! Sergeant of the Guard!" 
"Shut up!" 
I wanted to grab the tall guy quickly and quietly and take 

him away because brass always screw things up when they get 
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involved. The door of the guard house opened and out came 
one of those model soldiers, a gung-ho full of spit and polish, 
with everything on him by the book. He even had his duty belt 
strapped to his shoulder. Behind him came the Top, who should 
have been in bed a long time before. I didn't like the looks of it. 
They must have expected us. 

"The tall guy, Kalitsis. Where does he sleep?" I asked. 
"Who wants to know?" 
"That's not your look-out." 
"Take it easy, my friend. There's someone in charge here. 

Whatever you want, go over to the O.D .. Vasiliadis, go wake him 
up." 

The O.D. was pulling on his pants when I found him. Some 
dud lieutenant with only a mustache and arrogance going for 
him. He was still rubbing his eyes and cursing. 

"What the hell's the matter?" he yelled. 
"One of your men, Lieutenant, sir, Yiannilos Kalitsis by name, 

struck our CO, Lieutenant Sakas," I said. 
"Who? the tall guy? Guard! Bring him here at once. He's 

gone too far this time. When did he strike your CO?" 
"Less than an hour ago. At the big hou ... cross from the 

Vegetable Market." 
"All right. I understand. Not quite an hour, huh?" 
He blew up, turned to the Top and demanded a reason why 

Kalitsis wasn't on report. And he got it! 
"He was here for barracks check, Capt'n, sir." 
"What? What's he say about all this?" 
"I don't know. I went through the barracks myself with the 

Supply Sergeant. Vasiliadis, go wake up Supply and tell him 
to come here." 

At that point, in came the tall guy in his skivvies, his great 
coat thrown over his shoulders. He was even yawning. We woke 
up the poor guy! 

The lieutenant with the brush started yelling that he'd have 
him court-martilled and a lot of other crap, as though he'd give 
a damn about anything like that. Why didn't he just hand him 
over so I'd get everything done with? Instead, he started making 
inquiries, asking the guilty party why he hit the Old Man. 

"Who me, Capt'n, sir? The Lieutenant himself saw me a 
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quarter hour before 'tatoo' and ordered me to head back to camp. 
I saluted and left and didn't tangle with anybody." 

He confused the officer, who was no genius anyway. 
The officer turned to the Top Sergeant, "Are you sure he 

was here? Maybe you don't remember right?" 
"You think I'd make out a false report, Capt'n, sir? The 

Supply Sergeant was with me. Hey, Vasiliadis, isn't Supply up 
yet?" 

"Let him be. What do I need him for?" 
He was lost and didn't know which way was up. He turned 

to me. 
"The lieutenant said that he, Yiannilos Kalitsis, struck him?" 
"He didn't know his name. The tall one, he said, the one 

who has Gina." 
"Who else saw him?" 
"No one. He did his dirt and left." 
"And you, when you heard your lieutenant say that a tall 

guy had hit him, came to get this one?" 
"He's the only one who has Gina. Everyone in the MPs knows 

that whenever there's trouble he's always in it." 
"Look, clod, how can a whore be the property of only one 

tall guy? I go to her, too. Do I look short to you?" 
"Did you ever try to get her when she had the tall guy, 

Lieutenant, sir?" 
He went out of his mind and really chewed me out. Dumb

bell, he called me, four-footed, a baboon, while the tall guy and 
the Top laughed away. A group of soldiers gathered outside 
and enjoyed themselves. 

"Look, animal, why should I be afraid of him? Don't you 
know that officers and men go in at different times?" 

"He did it, Lieutenant, sir. The Top, Supply and Sergeant of 
the Guard are rigging it up to cover him. But we don't swallow 
crap like that." 

I was chased away like a dog, though I wasn't kicked out 
of there. I was a nervous wreck with fury that the tall guy had 
slipped through my fingers. 1 went to the hospital to report to 
the lieutenant but wasn't let in: he was asleep. So I returned 
to my unit and wrote up a report two pages long for the Com
mandant. 
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Early the next morning I took it to the lieutenant for his 
signature. He read it twice and tore it up. 

"Isn't the Commandant going to be notified, sir?" 
"Why don't you go pound sand!" 
I didn't know what was going on any more. So I saluted and 

left, wondering if the old man's brain hadn't been addled from 
the beating and if I shouldn't hand the report in on my own. 
What the hell, a big hassle like that and the Commandant 
shouldn't know anything about it? 

I got back to the unit in time for inspection. We had another 
sergeant, an old-timer, but he was on leave. Everything was 
upside down; there was even one guy still asleep. The cat was 
away, you see. I chewed them out and they broke their humps 
shaping up, white-washing their spats and belts, polishing all 
their brass. Within fifteen minutes the place was in shape. I 
assigned them their duties and sent them off, keeping back only 
the guy with the most service, so he could help me with the 
report. 

"The Old Man's lost a few marbles," I said, "and I'm going 
to substitute for him. I took him the report for his signature 
and he tore it up and chewed me out, besides." 

"And you want to submit it on your own hook now? Are 
you nuts?" 

"Why? I'm going to have that tall bastard court-martialed." 
"His entire unit swears he didn't budge from camp. Use your 

head! So you're going to have them put in his efficiency report 
that the Old Man makes trouble in cat-houses? You know what 
I say? Sit tight, that's what." 

· "You mean we're going to sit around and take this?" 
"Station two men outside the house and don't let a customer 

through. Something's bound to happen. Either the tall guy starts 
trouble and we pinch him, or they get rid of Gina: it was on her 
account the fight started. Let the Old Man handle the rest. He's 
an officer and he's our CO. Mix up in this and you'll be in 
trouble." 

He was right. Gina got the boot after the house was off
limits for two days. Our lieutenant was released from hospital 
the evening before and gave me a surprised laugh when I told 
him. 
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"You know," he said; "every so often you use your head. I 
was thinking of that myself." 

He thought it great that Gina had been kicked out of the 
whorehouse. I saw, though, that she had rented an out-of-the
way house and had all the officers visiting her. Talk had it that 
she was charging double rate. EM didn't dare go in-an MP was 
always posted outside-but she still had plenty of work. She 
was a temptation, young and pretty as she was. Even I, when 
I was on guard outside once, went in when she was free. She 
was pretty good, but she hurried me up because she was expecting 
the tall guy. 

He wouldn't have given a damn if the whole MP company 
was guarding her. He always found her alone, for she knew 
when he was coming and never took anyone on when he was 
due. 

The Old Man, it seemed, had planned to trap him there and 
work him over, but it was hard because his unit was based nearby 
and would have come running to help at the first sign of trouble. 

Things didn't work out that way, though. One evening our 
guard dragged in a drunk who had walked right into his arms. 
He was tanked, unbuttoned, capless, his shoulder belt unloosened. 
He came in and was even singing. 

"Where's your cap?" the Old Man asked. 
It was lush's talk, without rhyme or reason, about how he 

was wearing pants instead of a cap, about how his wife was 
waiting for him and how the tall guy's broad wasn't a bad looker. 
If you were in the mood, you know, he'd have been a lot of 
laughs. The Old Man heard about the tall guy, though, and 
blew up. 

"Who were you with, clown?" the Old Man persisted. 
Our friend was with Kalitsis -as we learned at the end

and they'd been bending elbows together at a cafe. We asked 
him where they were drinking, but the lush didn't understand 
what we were saying, or he didn't want to tell. I finally had 
to put him down-two punches and a kick-and his tongue 
loosened and he spewed everything out. 

We locked him up and I ran to notify those on patrol to 
return. We all started out of the cafe together, seven of us. 
We left only the sentry posted back at the company. 
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We did the job right: a stroll through the square scattered 
the soldiers like flies. Then we entered the cafes one after the 
other and ordered the men to clear out. The owners suspected 
trouble and closed their shops. We left for the last cafe, Koza
nitis; where the tall guy was. Even from there, the soldiers who 
had seen that the square was emptying and that MPs were 
circulating, got scared and began leaving one by one. 

When we went in, the place was almost empty. There were 
still soldiers at three of the tables; Gina, the tall guy and his 
Top Sergeant, the one who had covered for him the last time, 
were at one. The soldiers left when I spoke to them, and I took 
the Top aside and told him what was up. 

"Why, what's going on? And why didn't you salute me?" 
he asked. 

Seems he wasn't satisfied. But I bared my teeth and he left, 
Nhispering something to the tall one before he went. 

The cafe emptied completely; Kozanitis saw the hassle that 
was brewing and wrung his hands, then quickly started gathering 
glasses and cups from the tables and putting them wherever he 
could on the bar. 

We lined up, but everybody felt tense now that the fight was 
about to start; I knew that's how it was because I tried to swallow 
but couldn't because my mouth was too dry. The owner dropped 
a glass that smashed, and I realized then how quiet everything 
was. The tall one had stopped drinking and was staring at us, 
while his broad had tensed up. The owner got scared at the 
clatter he'd made and froze where he was, his knees sagging. 
Then he kicked at the fragments nervously and bent to gather 
up the rest. 

The clatter brought me to; I swallowed hard and asked the 
lieutenant, "What are we waiting for?" 

My voice sounded strange, hoarse; I coughed to clear my 
throat. The Old Man must not have felt very good, either, but 
he was spunky. 

"Everybody leave!" he ordered. 
I didn't go, didn't feel right about it, even though I was 

scared. I thought, the tall guy's going to break the Old Man's 
head if I leave him. 

But Kalitsis didn't make a run for it, just stared away, and 
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the Old Man asked, "What did your Top say? Is he bringing a 
patrol?" 

"You got it right,'' the tall guy answered. 
The Old Man nodded at the girl. 
"What about her? Patrol can't take her." 
Suddenly the tall guy got up, knocking over his chair, and 

grabbed the table by the leg, hoisting it over his head. Bottles 
and glasses smashed to the floor. The Old Man backed up to 
the door, white as a sheet; but nothing, I figured, was going to 
save Kalitsis now. 

I wanted to leave, too, really envying those who were outside, 
but I didn't budge from where I stood, as though I was under a 
spell. Maybe my feet wouldn't have obeyed me, maybe I figured 
the tall guy had forgot me and it wasn't smart to remind him 
I was still there. 

But he didn't throw the table; he set it down softly. His girl 
was sobbing. I'd heard he was crazy about her, but only now 
did I believe it. He kneeled and put his arms around her legs, 
pleading with her to stop. 

"Don't you worry, now. They got nothing against you. I 
won't let them bother you," he said. 

She broke out in a sob and I began backing up toward the 
door. It was a dumb move. I bumped against a table and the 
noise alerted the tall guy. 

He sprang in front of me and barred my way. I didn't even 
think about pushing him aside. He moved on me slowly, his 
head lowered. I remember his eyes boring into and searching me, 
motionless and cold. He tried to kick me in the groin, but I 
managed to get my leg in front of me and took the boot on my 
knee. I limped and he gave me a powerful shove and dropped 
me. I saw the door opening as I fell. He stepped on my neck 
and I choked, my eyes popping, but he left me at once. As I was 
gasping for breath, I saw him wiping up two MPs who had 
jumped him, pushing another one aside and walking out. They 
ran after him, and I took a breath at last. 

Later, someone raised my head; it was the girl. She was 
worried about what was going on outside and suddenly left me, 
rushed to the door but-halfway there-she came back, raised my 
head again without deciding what to do, crying all the while. 
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I pushed her away, and she left me alone, stood at the door 
for a minute, then left. Finally, Kozanitis came and gave me some 
water and I swallowed. He helped me up, but something was 
wrong with my right knee: it wouldn't bend. I had a day-like 
taste in my mouth. 

I limped toward the others. I found them in the alley next 
to the cafe. The tall guy hadn't got away from them. They had 
him wedged against the wall and I pushed them aside to see. 

I'd never believe that such a big man would ever look so 
small. I still had the image of his boot in front of my nose, and 
the spats above it. His pant-legs seemed to begin unbelievably 
far away, as though my hands would not be able to reach above 
his boot. 

Now, crumpled on the ground, he looked like a kid, moaning 
softly as though he didn't want to upset us. Then he stopped and 
began to unbend, trying unsuccessfully to stand up. 

"The bastard's got fight. And I thought we'd finished him 
off. Hold his sides so we can be done with him." 

It was the Old Man talking. I grabbed hold of the tall guy's 
hand and turned him so he faced front. He anticipated and tried 
to cross his legs, to protect himself, but couldn't. The Old Man 
stepped back and kicked him in the gut again and again, and the 
tall guy's mouth jerked open in a blood-smeared face. It looked 
like he had no teeth. Suddenly he sagged in my hands, soft 
and will-less, rubbery, as though he had no bones, and the Old 
Man kept on kicking him. There was a dull echo after every 
kick. 

I turned my head so as not to see but I couldn't hold out; 
I let the body I held go, ran off to the side and threw up. 

We left him in the alley. Our lookout notified us that a 
patrol was coming, but we didn't care any more. 

We went to Gina's place. The Old Man, having beaten some
one up, was in an excited state and wanted to unwind. He had 
strange tastes, all right. 

My stomach was upset and I didn't feel like going over, but 
my sense of self-respect didn't let me say anything. I limped a 
lot and the Old Man asked me what the trouble was. 

"The tall guy kicked me on the knee as soon as you left the 
cafe." 
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He shrugged: "I told you all to leave. What were you trying 
to do, play heroes?" 

Gina opened for us even before we knocked on the door. 
She'd been waiting and heard the footsteps. The light blinded 
me as we entered and it took me a while before I could distinguish 
her face. It was the first time I noticed how big her eyes were 
as she looked from one to the other and didn't dare ask. She 
saw that I limped and took me to sit on the sofa. 

The Old Man sat next to me and pulled her onto his knees. 
The sofa was small and her back rested against my shoulder, as 
did the hand that embraced her. She let him pet her as much as 
he wanted-she was trembling. 

I expected her to start bawling, but suddenly she sprang on 
the Old Man with a scream and tried to scratch out his eyes. 
She scared him and he let go of her to protect himself, but she 
managed to gouge his face. He grabbed her by the hair and 
swung her around, and she cried and tried to hit him but couldn't 
reach. Little by little she quieted, stopped struggling, and just 
cried. Then the Old Man got up and took her into the room. 

A couple of men wanted to stay around afterwards, but he 
didn't allow them; he was afraid there would be trouble. He 
gave her a lot of money, but I don't think she knew what was 
going on. She held the money in her hands as though she'd never 
seen any before. 

As long as we sat around waiting for him to finish, my leg 
didn't bother me; it was resting up. But when I tried to get up 
I knew it had swollen. I couldn't even begin to bend it. 

My buddies helped me back to our unit, which was nearby. 
The Old Man released the drunk we had locked up and had me 
lie on the cot. I couldn't even pull off my boot. 

I got scared when I saw the swelling. My knee had completely 
lost its shape: you couldn't tell what it was. 

He behaved like a father to me: he sent somebody to bring 
me raki. They couldn't have taken such good care of me at home. 
He was wonderful. Hungry as I was, I got drunk right away. 
Then I started laughing without any reason, alone-no one else 
was in the mood. 

The Old Man had a great idea. He called the company's 
"latrine lawyer," the old-timer who had advised me. 



106 

"Who's got the clap?" he asked. 
"What do you want with him?" 

THE CHARIOTEER 

"Do I have to give you any explanations?" 
"I can find out about all of them-from the doctor. How 

about the syph ?" 
"Go out and get me a stud. Here, give him a twenty and 

tell him to go to Gina's place. It's on me, tell him. Got it?" 
"But. ... " 
"Shut up," the Old Man commanded. 
I started laughing again. I'd never have thought of something 

as clever as that. I took him by the arm. 
"Look, Capt'n-1 had me a girl in Athens. Know what hap

pened? Listen. I was giving a hard time to some son-of-a-bitch 
I had it in for. I bumped into him taking his broad for a walk, 
giving her a feel job like the Capt'n, sir, was giving Gina. I had 
him running his ass off for about half a mile, but my date got 
angry and left. I chased after her-if I could only have thought 
up something like that for her, but it's not easy to give her the 
clap. She's not getting away without a beating, though. I'll wait 
for her outside her house. She's going to get such a beating, she'll 
be begging. I'll give her .... " 

The Old Man took my hand and pulled it impatiently from 
his sleeve. 

"You're drunk. Be careful you don't throw up again. This 
is no stable. Why don't you roll over and get some sleep." 

THE END 

a biographical note 

Nikos Kasdaglis was born in 1928 on the island of Kos; his 
family moved to Rhodes in 1933 after the disastrous earthquake, 
and then to Athens in 1935 when the Italians, who controlled the 
Greek Dodecanese at that time, closed the Gr·eek schools because 
of the rrcultural change" imposed by Mussolini's imperialism. 
Kasdaglis' education is, therefore, almost completely Athenian. 
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His experiences in the capital city-the Greco-Italian War, the 
Greco-German War, the Axis Occupation, the Famine and the 
Civil Wars-have historical significance for him. In 1947, after 
the Dodecanese were ceded to Greece, he returned to Rhodes 
where he now resides. 

The army as the symbol of a regimented society has been the 
strongest influence in his creative life; the institution of the army 
is not only the mirror of all the frailties and evils in human nature 
but is also the ideal laboratory where these qualities develop and 
make man grotesque. 

In the vision of Nikos Kasdaglis, life is bleak and comfort
less, full of violence and brutality, but full, also, of a sardonic 
humor. His vision reveals a keen understanding of human char
acter and motivations, and of the workings of society-expressed 
in a style which has startling precision. 

With SQUALLs 0952,) THE CoGs oF THE MILLSTONE (1955), 
SHAVED HEADS (1959) I AM THE LORD THY Goo (1961), and 
THIRST (1970), Kasdaglis holds an undisputed place in the front
rank of young Greek writers. Aware of the moral responsibilities 
this position entails, Nikos Kasdaglis, after the military COUP of 
1967, placed himself in the vanguard of intellectuals and writers 
who from within Greece resisted the military government. He 
paid dearly-arrests, trials, the loss of livelihood-for his relent
less courage in opposing injustice and servitude. 
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GEORGE SEFERIS. A Poet's Journal: 
Days of 1945-1951, translated by 
Athan. Anagnostopoulos, with an 
Introduction by Walter Kaiser. 
Cambridge: The Delknap Press 
of Harvard University Press, 
1974. 

These diary notes of Seferis cover 
the turbulent period of political and 
social crisis after the end of the 
World War II in Greece to April 
1951. This journal is full of his 
perceptions, reflections, and sensa
tions as to the anxious and frustrat
ing circumstance, the nature and 
condition of poetry and includes 
thoughts and feelings that went in
to the composition of The Thrush; 
accounts of journeys and sojourns 
in various parts of Greece and Tur
key, as well as comments on poets 
and artists in Greece and abroad. 
All are valuable to anyone interested 
in the work, personal experience 
and poetic accomplishment of 
Seferis. 

JOANNA TSATSOU. 0 Adhelphos 
mou Ghiorghos Seferis (My 
Brother George Seferis). Ath
ens: Estias, 1973. 

Intellectually and emotionally, 
no one perhaps was closer to George 
Seferis throughout his life than his 
sister Joanna Seferiadhis-Tsatsou, 
the wife of the present President of 
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the Greek Republic. This is the 
strong impression one gets from this 
book-a diary of the years from 1912 
to 1941 but with plenty of refer
ences to the years that followed. 
Every page provides a wealth of 
information as to the poet's per
sonality, his family and cultural 
origins, his early and later emo
tional, psychological and intellec
tual experiences, his favorite read
ings and his poetic development dur
ing those years. All is given with 
much intimacy and affection by the 
person whose love, moral support 
and opinion Seferis valued and de
pended upon more than anybody 
else's. In Mrs. Tsatsos' diary the 
reader meets a Seferis whose exist
ence is not indicated by his verse. 
Behind the almost classical solidity, 
restraint, thoughtfulness, and bal
ance of his art, there was a soul that 
suffered much of exile, loneliness, 
self-doubt, insecurity, despair, trials 
of love and poetry, particularly as 
a young and reluctant law student 
in France, and later as a young
diplomat abroad. We learn much 
of his early poetic preferences and 
affections, his endless worrying and 
painful search for a voice that was 
to be his own, and of the self
confidence he acquired later when 
he discovered that voice. Mrs. 
Tsatsos' diaries, for what they mas
terfully reveal, have already had a 
decisive impact upon reconsidera
tions of Seferis' overall poetic de
velopment and accomplishment. 
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IoANNA TsATSOU. Piimata (Poems) 
with a frontispiece by N. Hatzi
kyriakos-Ghikas. Athens: Ikaros, 
1977. 

Ioanna Tsatsou ts the daughter of 
a distinguished diplomat, professor 
and authority on international law, 
and a poet in his own right. She is 
is the sister of George Seferis, and 
the wife of Constantinos Tsatsos, 
himself a professor of the philos
ophy of law, a poet, and the pres
ent President of the Republic of 
Greece. She grew up surrounded 
by outstanding Greek intellectuals 
in whose thoughts and activities she 
has been a gifted sharer. Her 
brother's greatness and renown did 
not impede her from writing and 
publishing her own verse. The in
tellectual affinity with him is clear. 
She unfailingly shared many of his 
emotional and creative agonies, but 
she also has an emphatic and power
ful individuality in terms of man
ner, emotion, and poetic art in gen
eral. Shared experiences, settings 
and circumstances had a different 
impact upon her feminine sensibility 
which in well-knit poems sings of 
loneliness in the absence of the be
loved, of bitterness and endurance 
in the long waiting, and of expecta
tion, as well as of her reactions to 
the reality as it developed during 
the years after the loss of Asia 
Minor and her home, through the 
World War II, to the alienating ex
periences that followed. In her 
verse is a tragic sense of life like 
her brother's, coupled with that his
torical conscience as to the fate of 
modern Hellenism. Remarkable in 
its own right, her poetry is all the 
more interesting when placed be
side that of Seferis. In her verse, 
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the lyricism he kept under strict 
control found a release. 

APOSTOLOS N. ATHANASSAKIS. 
R.anka. New York: Pella Pub
lishers, 1978. 

Is Iceland a place on earth where 
love may have survived as pure and 
unpolluted, unsullied by destruc
tive questionings, as to be tried 
afresh by a poet, a Greek poet, 
sensing in the geographic solitude 
of that age-old volcanic island his 
own ancient precedents? Athanas
sakis, a professor of Classics at the 
University of California at Santa 
Barbara, is the author of numerous 
and outstanding articles on Homer 
and Hesiod, and the English trans
lator of the Homeric Hymns (Johns 
Hopkins University Press, 1976). 
He was born in Epirus and has re
tained fond regard for his Epirotic 
folk tradition and lore and the 
heroic precedents of his family. 
Memories of his countryland in
spired his first volume of Greek 
verse Epeirotan (The Epirot) pub
lished in Cyprus in 1969 as a con
tribution to that island's fight for 
freedom. A second book of verse, 
Antilaloi tis Ziouras (Echoes of 
Zioura), 1977, was inspired by an
cient mythical, historical and mod
ern Greek themes, references and 
manners in a cross-fertilization 
whereby modern Greek circum
stance draws solace and power from 
the ancient epic and the Eleusinian 
mysteries. 

His third volume of verse, 
written now in English, shows an 
amazing familiarity with the poetic 
subtleties and potentialities of that 
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language. These poems were com
posed during the poet's brief so
journ in Iceland. They are pre
dominantly poems of love and eros 
in their sequence of emotional ad
ventures. They are reminiscent of 
Dante's Vita Nuova and the Renais
sance sonnet-sequences as well as 
the love lyrics of ancient Ionia and 
of the erotic poets in the Antologia 
Palatina. Such influences have not 
reduced the freshness and originality 
of these poems. Lively experience 
has inspired them. Affection and 
sensuality alternate with humor, 
irony, and wit; a classical, epigram
matic clarity alternates with figura
tive experiences drawn from obscure 
corners of the poet's mind and soul. 

KORALIA THEOTOKA. T a Kimena 
tis, T a Kimena ya to Ergho tis 
(Her Texts and Those About her 
Work). Athens: Estias, 1977. 

The short-time second wife of the 
outstanding novelist George Theo
tokas, Koralia took her own life in 
1976, ten years after his death and 
possibly because of it. In her death, 
Greek letters suffered the loss of an 
exceptional promise as this publica
tion of her collected verse and prose 
reveals. It was brought together by 
her friends and fellow poets, to
gether with poems written by them 
on her death, studies and criticism 
written on her poetry. That poetry 
has a masterful gentleness, sen
sibility and surprise. Unexpected, 
sudden turns attribute unusual qual
ities to things: what is physical is 
also metaphysical, subtly and yet 
casually - reminiscent of Emily 
Dickinson - a wounded angel utter-
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ing wisdom of the mind and the 
soul. There is a calm in the face of 
adversity, a spiritual, even tran
scendental, sensualism, at times 
pagan and pantheistic. Rilkean af
finity with death did not forebode 
the suddenness of a philosophic 
end. Among her works, the one 
called "The Poem: The Great 
Proceedings" is perhaps her master
piece; its luxuriant, torrential yet 
thoughtful outburst treats life and 
poetry as inseparable elements sub
ject to the same phenomenal forces 
and fate. 

The Fourth Dimension: Selected 
Poems of Yannis Ritsos, trans
lated by Rae Dalven. Boston: 
David R. Godine, 1977. 

Ritsos started a torrential poetic 
productivity in 1934, and has pub
lished more than seventy collections 
of verse ever since; there are cer
tainly more to come as he ap
proaches his seventieth birthday. 
Recognized and unreservedly praised 
by some of the outstanding intellec
tual and artistic personalities of our 
time, he has long been throwing a 
gigantic shadow of his undiminished 
poetic accomplishment not only up
on his contemporaries but also upon 
the younger generations of Greek 
poets. 

Translations of much of his poetry 
have already appeared in several 
foreign languages, including Eng
lish. Rae Dalven has been among 
his most devoted admirers. This 
present extensive selection, in
troduced by her biographical and 
critical Preface, yresents poems from 
various books o Ritsos' work, start-
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ing from Notes in the Margin of 
Time (1938-1941) and ending with 
The Wttll in the Mirror (1974). 

RITA BouMI-PAPPA. Morgan Joan
nis, o Yalinos Pringipas ke i 
Metamorphosis (John Morgan, 
the Glass Prince and his Meta
morphosis). Athens: Karathanas
si, 1976. 

Sixteen collections of Mrs. Bou
mi-Pappa's preceded this one besides 
her translations of Italian and Rus
sian poetry. Unquestionably one of 
the best gifted, significant and 
known poets of the elder generation 
in Greece, whose work is committed 
passionately to the cause of peace, 
equality, social justice and freedom, 
she has always associated herself 
deeply with the poor and the suf
fering. In this particular volume 
she may be said to have exceeded 
herself; it is a voluminous, learned 
composition, contrapuntal in its 
synthesis, combining verse and 
poetic prose. It follows a legendary 
prince, who is the embodiment of 
human values, in adventures and 
dialectics through the ages of hu
man culture. This collection of Rita 
Boumi-Pappa won the State Prize 
for Poetry for the year 1977. 

No.RA ANAGNOSTAKI. l Kritiki tis 
Pantomimas (The Critiq11e of 
Pantomime). Athens: Kedhros, 
1977. 

The renown of the illustrious 
Greek poets and prose writers of the 
Thirties may be said to have been 
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the result not only of their intrinsic 
worth but also of the valuable ef
forts of their critics-Karandonis, 
I. M. Panayotopoulos, Paraskhos, 
Spandhonidhis, Sahinis, Avyeris 
and several others. The post-war 
poets and writers have regretfully 
lacked such valuable criticism al
though attempts have been made 
by the above and a few other critics, 
like Themelis and Steryopoulos, 
towards some evaluation of post
war Greek literature. 

Among those who have contrib
uted towards such an evaluation is 
certainly Nora Anagnostaki, the 
wife of the distinguished post-war 
Thessalonikan poet Manolis Anag
nostakis, and a poet in her own 
right. Seven essays, published in 
1973 under the title Maghikes 
Ikones (Majic Images. Thessalo
niki: Tram), attempted to decipher 
the poetic code in the works of Eleni 
Vakalo, Miltos Sahtouris and Kleitos 
Kyrou, all of them significant poets 
of the first post-war generation. 
Her considerations and interpreta
tions show much familiarity with the 
poetic scene on the whole; percep
tion and critical sensibility combined 
with the charm of her unpreten
tious, meditative, conversational 
manner and her impartial eager
ness to discover inherent causes and 
trends, to rejoice in the accomplish
ments and to worry about inherited 
and new dangers. The same qual
ities are in her more recent book, 
a collection of book reviews written 
between 1970 and 1975. Her com
ments on recent publications by 
older and younger poets lead her 
into wider considerations as to the 
nature, attributes, forces and weak
nesses in the Greek poetry of the 
Seventies. Familiar with the adven-
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tures of thought and poetry in the 
past and present, she makes a series 
of interesting remarks as to the prob
lems of Greek poetry today in the 
light of contemporary Greek life. 
The objectivity of her observations 
and warnings should make them 
highly appreciated by anyone who 
is concerned with Greek poetry to
day. 

ANDREAS l<ARANDONIS. Prosopiko: 
Me tin "Piisi 2" tou Papaabitsa 
(Personal: With Papadhitsas' 
Poetry II). Athens: Dhodhoni, 
1975. 

Personal reflects a fifteen-year
old friendship and intellectual
poetic exchange between a distin
guished older critic and poet and 
a distinguished younger poet. Ka
randonis has been the outstanding 
critic of Greek poetry of the Thir
ties, and Papadhitsas is one of the 
most original and outstanding poets 
of the Forties, a poet, however, not 
socio-politically oriented and not 
easy in his art or thought to have 
a wide popularity. Idealistic, al
most mystical in his neo-surrealism, 
Papadhitsas has devoted his excep
tional lyrical gifts to considerations 
of the human condition as a parallel 
to the aspirations and fulfillments 
of poetry and even further, to con
siderations of the human soul's 
deeper connections with the phys
ical and the metaphysical world. 
Of surrealism, Elytis created his 
own genuinely Greek and original 
version. So, too, did Papadhitsas 
after him, but in a way that is dif
ferent from his predecessor's, a 
sharply idiosyncratic way revealed 
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in his ten collections of verse. 
Whoever is interested in Greek 

surrealism, its affinity with French 
prototypes and its originality in 
departing from them, will enjoy 
this Personal of Karandonis, sub
titled References to Surrealism. 
That friendship between these two 
writers and their informal, ex
change as to the nature of modern 
poetry; the manners and meanings 
of poems, as the two poets journeyed 
together in the Greek countryside, 
resulted into valuable revelations 
and discoveries that the author shares 
with them. There is an intimate 
and confessional tone in this book, 
a book of poetic dialectics. 

PETROS GHLEZOS. Ta Thamba 
Matia (The Blurred Eyes), Short 
Stories. Athens: Ekhdosis ton 
Philon, 1977. 

What distinguishes this collec
tion of short stories, is the gentle
ness and nobility of feeling in the 
nostalgia and melancholy of an 
elderly man of letters who has for 
years served Greek letters with col
lections of short stories, essays, 
literary studies and travelogues-all 
of a fine quality. Ghlezos is in 
essence the refined and devoted 
Athenian of another era, who has 
seen his intimate and beloved city 
declining and estranged because of 
fatal changes and the death of old 
friends. In his loneliness he 
frequents familiar corners of his 
city to meet people, old and young, 
for an exchange of memories and 
experiences. In these stories a clarity 
and a calm, mature thoughtfulness 
slowly unfold testimonies of a by-
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gone world. Thoughts of aging, of 
approaching death, of lost expecta
tions, of the decline of life itself 
are embodied in the finely drawn 
characters who reflect the author's 
understanding and equanimity. A 
gentle irony, at times tragicomical, 
lends these stories an element of 
surprise, as to the hidden secrets 
of the human soul. 

PETROS GHLEZOS. T axidhi sta 
Perasmena (Journey to the Past). 
Athens: Astir, 1977. 

Informal accounts of travels 
through Greece, towns, countryside, 
islands, and characteristic snapshots, 
impressions of landscapes, people, 
manners, events, make this book at
tractive and interesting as a per
ceptively drawn panorama of the 
variety in the Greek world. A per
sonal, affectionate touch in these 
impressions makes them the author's 
own cherished, nostalgic memories 
and treasures of his soul. 

YoRGHOS ARN'AKIS. Ellinika Dho
kimia apo to Texas (Greek Essays 
from Texas). Austin: Center of 
Neohellenic Studies, 1978. 

George Arnakis died in Decem-
ber 1976 after a highly active life 
as theologian and historian, an edu
cator in Greece and the United 
States, an intellectual and an author, 
and the founder of the Center for 
Neohellenic Studies in Austin, 
Texas. This commemorative collec
tion of articles most of them short, 
and on a variety of intellectual, cui-
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tural, literary topics, most of them 
previously published as reviews, 
fall, according to the editor's topic 
sub-headings, into six-groups: "The 
World We Left Behind," "The 
Greek Letters in America," "Cretan 
and Cypriot Letters," "Greek Writ
ers," "The Development of Byzan
tine Studies," and "Traveling." 
What one mostly enjoys in these 
articles is their unpretentious in
formality, their anecdotal quality, 
the genuine humor, combined with 
considerable scholarship as well as 
a sincere, undiminished concern for 
the well-being and progress of the 
Greek intellect in Greece and the 
United States. 

KOSTAS ASIMAKOPOULOS. Tou 
Ierou Lohou (Of the Sacred 
Company) short stories. Athens: 
Alkaios, 1978. 

Creatively active in Greek let
ters since the late Forties, Asima
kopoulos has published four novels, 
three novelettes, three books of 
verse, original and in translation, 
and four volumes of literature for 
children. Some of his works, trans
lated and published abroad, have 
enjoyed wide popularity. These 
present twelve stories, traditional in 
manner and spirit, nationally rather 
than politically oriented, draw can
vases of Greek life in characteristic 
moments of family ties, affection, 
betrayal, heroism, resistance to the 
enemy, suffering, revealing the 
ethos, values, traditions, conflicts, 
the changes of mentality from one 
generation to another, and the harm 
brought upon old customs and ties 
through modern utilitarianism and 
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scepticism. The author's realism 
combines with a good mastery of 
the language for lively narrative, 
dramatic and lyrical climaxes. 

NIKOS ROZAKOS. Stohasmoi ya tin 
Piisi tou Yanni Ritsou (Thoughts 
on the Poetry of Yannis Ritsos). 
Athens, 1976. 

Rozakos first knew Ritsos when 
they both were attending the Gym
nasium at Gythion, and their friend
ship dates from those early days. 
In this study he wishes to justify and 
evaluate his old friend's poetry as 
a faithful testimony of the reality 
that has been the poet's own, of his 
life experience, and his socialist 
ideological commitment as spring
ing from that experience as well as 
from the circumstances and condi
tions in Greece in the last five dec
ades. His argument as to the phe
nomenological opportuneness and 
timeliness in Ritsos' poetry is 
brought against the negative criti
cism that tried to dissociate the man 
and his experience from his poetic 
accomplishment. Rozakos discusses 
at great length Ritsos' genuine and 
sincere ·commitment to the ·national 
tradition of Greekness from the time 
of legendary Dighenis Akritas to 
our own days in its three essentials: 
freedom, civilization, and social 
justice. The poet's genius has been 
able to raise the specifics of his 
commitments to universals of the 
human condition in the modern 
world. A deep familiarity with 
Ritsos' poetry enables Rozakos to 
support his points effectively with 
ample quotations and references to 
that poetry. 
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TAKIS VARVITSIOTIS. Tapinos 
Imnos stin Partheno Maria 
(Humble Psalm to the Virgin 
Mary) in the handwriting and 
with the illustrations of Arghyris 
Kountouras. Thessaloniki, 1977. 

This long poem in nine parts by 
the distinguished Thessalonikan 
poet, the tenth of his poetry books, 
quite deservedly received a Poetry 
Prize of the Academy of Athens for 
1977. Much of the spirit, tone, lan
guage, and imagery spring from the 
Byzantine hymns to the Virgin, en
riched, however, by the poet's own 
lyricism and sincere religious emo
tion. in this composition. Takis 
Varvitsiotis has also been the trans
lator of poems of St. John Perse, 
Federico Garcia Lorca, Pablo 
Neruda, and Allain Bosquet. 

NANA IssAIA. Meres ke Nihtes 
boris Simasia (Days and Nights 
without Significance) and I Aliki 
sti Hora ton Thavmaton (Alice 
in Wonderland), in separate 
volumes. Athens: Polyplano, 
1977. 

These two new collections by the 
contemporary Greek poet keep to 
'her favorite theme of loneliness, 
isolation, frustration and alienation 
in a meaningless, loveless and un
friendly world where the only es
cape is poetry itself. New variations 
of her insistent theme, they show 
a positive advancement in her ar
tistic consciousness in terms of form 
and the musical equivalents of her 
verse. In the second of these vol
umes, Alice in her imaginative yet 
absurd escape becomes a parallel of 
Issaia herself. 
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ANESTIS EVANGELOU. Hai-Kai. 
Athens: Kedhros, 1978. 

The short, three-line Japanese 
poetic form is used by this Thes
salonikan poet to express feelings 
as indicated in the titles of their 
groupings: "The Dead of Novem
ber," "Sickly Years," "Of Love," 
and "Roofless," expressing his reac
tions to Ute Junta years as well as 
to the modern circumstance as it 
fills him with disappointment, 
homelessness, sorrow, and lament. 

SPIROS PLASKOVITIS. To Sirmato
pleghma (The Barbed Wire). 
Athens: Pleias, 1974. 

One of the most significant prose 
writers in Greece today, Plaskovitis, 
in this collection of eight short 
stories, written in jail where he was 
kept by the Junta from 1969 to 
1972, first published in 1972 and 
now in their second edition, are in
spired by the political involvements 
and adventures in Greece, the role 
of the CIA and of other foreign 
agents in the Greek political and 
social developments, the rise and 
rule of the Junta, the machinations 
of its local and foreign supporters, 
and the sufferings caused to the 
Greek people in their unsuspecting 
trust. 

"Contemporary Greek Literature," 
Desca11t XVIII, Vol. 8, No. 2, 
1977. Ontario, Canada. 

A special issue of the Canadian 
periodical Descant, .devoted to 
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Modern Greek literature, is in fact 
a short anthology in English trans
lation by several hands, of poems 
by seventeen poets ranging from 
Yannis Ritsos to George Hronas, 
and of seven prose pieces by Stratis 
Tsirkas, Kay Cicellis, Dimitris 
Hadzis and others. 

MAKIS PANORIOS. I Diadhromi 
(The Distance Run). Athens: 
Dhodoni, 1978. 

Much as in his previous I Kata
dhiki (The Condemnation) of 
1975, in this book, too, Panorios 
follows the technique of night
marish stream of consciousness, with 
the punctuation completely absent 
except for paragraphs, in giving ac
counts of the haunted adventures 
of an anguished modern soul, his 
own and that of his technology
alienated generation. 

DINos SIOTIS Dhekatria Ilektrika 
Piimata (Thirteen Electric Po
ems). San Francisco: To Ka
lodhio, 1978. 

Dinos Siotis is one of the few 
poets in this country who in their 
poetry stayed faithful to their native 
tongue. These thirteen poems, 
drawing their inspiration, feelings 
and imagery from the alienating, 
technologically plagued, inhuman 
circumstances and conditions in 
contemporary Greece as well as in 
the United States, thrive in long 
lists of ugliness, absurdity, in
cogruity, betrayals and mechanized 
cruelties, that cause the poet to beg 
paranoia to take him away. 
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To Vapori tis Piisis 1 (The Steam
boat of Poetry 1). San Francisco, 
Summer 1978. 

This is the first issue of a new 
poetrty magazine launched by Dinos 
Siotis to run side by side with his 
other periodical publication, The 
Coffeehouse: Contemporary Greek 
Arts and Letters which has already 
reached its sixth issue. To V apori 
publishes Greek poetry, preferably 
contemporary and avant-garde, in 
the original Greek, while The 
Coffeehouse specializes in Greek 
literature in English translation 
with artistic illustrations. Both 
magazines are published by Wire 
Press, 392 San Jose Avenue, San 
Francisco, CA 94110, and welcome 
literary contributions. 

-Andonis De"avalles 

ROIS PAPANGELOU. Atrakti (1976). 
Athens: Dhioghenis, 1977; Al
batros (1977). Athens: Dhio
ghenis: 1977; Phassis (1977). 
Athens: Dhioghenis, 1978. 

Papangelou has been writing 
verses since the middle 50's, but 
did not publish a book until 197 4. 
Then, in the span of four years he 
has brought out no fewer than 
twelve books in more or less uniform 
editions, whose chief features are 
the neatness in the arrangement of 
the material and the methodical 
prefaces and appended commen
taries. Given the difficulty of 
classifying and grouping together 
individual poems (for the criteria 
of mood, theme, diction, rhythm 
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and others, which will determine 
the arrangement of poems in clus
ters, often claim common ground), 
one cannot help admiring this poet's 
confidence in the handling and 
presentation of his material. 

More remarkable still are the 
imagination and thematic variety of 
the poems themselves. In the sym
metrically arranged poems of 
Atrakti [Spindles] (72 poems in 6 
units of 9 poems each) Papangelou 
receives and transmits what he calls 
a world in decline in poetic snap
shots, which he deliberately keeps 
free from sentimental intrusions
snapshots of: a man whom external 
pressures turn into an introvert with 
"new roughness and sharpness
like roquefort cheese"; an ashtray 
smoking with reverie the blackened 
cigarette butts; a staircase which 
enters history when a secretary falls 
over it from the fourth floor. 

In Albatros the poems draw their 
unity from the exotic bird, which 
inspired for Baudelaire his famous 
poem of the same name. Here, 
Papangelou goes beyond the French 
poet, in associating the exotic bird, 
which flies for extended periods 
"over the waveless and white, 
marble-like sea/which protects the 
depths/with the breath of life/and 
the orgy of the marine world/in 
the bottom of silence," with other 
phenomena of nature and with the 
human spirit, myths and supersti
tions, explorations and intuitive 
escapes into the unknown. The 
albatros becomes inevitably the sym
bol of man himself, who keeps 
pushing his frontiers of knowledge 
but cannot know where and when 
existence itself will end or at least 
what the outcome of his forward 
movement is going to be: 
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Endless endurance - unsatisfied 
earthly wings heavenly 
madness that discovers truth - new. 
Recognition of the known - in the unknown. 
Constant hope - hopeless. 
Battles won - for lost causes. 
A course for completion - inaccessible 
a world of terror - and without beginning 
the weight - of an endless night 
the expectation - until dawn 
the trace until death - any time. 
The skating off of torpor, day and night -

in the wings. 
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"Disturbance at the Polar Circle" 

In Phassis [Phases] Papangelou 
groups, under six different head
ings made by abstract words such 
as "fantasies," "attempts" and 
others, a series of thirty situations, 
observed, as he explains, "from the 
least possible distance," as if the 
experiences of the characters named 
in the poems were enacted by an 

observer who shares the same space, 
the same room, or is behind a tree, 
a curtain, an opening. And "the 
multiple perspectives are charged 
with the bewitching fantasy, the 
vivid emotion or disturbed trans
parence of a dream." The very first 
poem of the book bears this out 
quite convincingly: 

The question marks anchored in the square. 
The loudspeakers rowed on the wires. 
The breathings pierced the scaffoldings. 
The gunbarrels planted carnations. 
The breasts shot out flags. 

A marvelous world. 
"Presences" 

In the series "Attempts," again 
of Phassis, reality imposes itself on 
man's romantic inclinations of es-

cape into space or time. In the 
series "Stops" time itself becomes 
fossilized: 

"Now only the old stories." 
That's what he kept whispering to himself -

even in sleep. 
At night he got up in the dark 
walked slowly stepping with care 
as if trying not to make noise 
sat wrapped in a blanket 
checked the objects in the room one by one 
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carefully and intently 
and kept silent. 
May be he was afraid. 

In "Presences," objects or mem
ories reveal themselves in a new 
light in the present. In "Tracings," 
the drama that marks the relation-

THE CHARIOTEER 

"Remainders" 

ship between nature and man is the 
poems' focal point, while the last 
series, "Scenes," read like movie 
scenarios: 

Two rooms. A dividing wall. 
A huge mask chained on the one side of the wall. 
A tulip is stirring in space at the other side. 
Half-darkness at the side of the mask facing the wall. 
The tulip looks at her petals. 
The wall is in between. They cannot see each other. 

The poetry collections of Rois 
Papangelou look like galleries of 
pictures, neatly arranged in uniform 
sequences, and with appropriate 
legends, to help and stimulate the 
indolent spectator. Some will find 
this too neat and perhaps redundant, 

NICHOLAS SPERAKIS, Paintings. In
troduction by Professor Tom 
Kendall. Custom Color Commu
nications, South Hackensack, 
N.J. 16 pp. Paperback. 

NICHOLAS SPERAKIS, Woodcuts. 
Introduction by Raphael Soyer. 
Smyrna Press, New York, N.Y. 
94 pp. Hardback $10. Paper
back $4. 

There is no shortage of Greek
American artists, but the more pro
minent among them-such as George 
Constant and Michael Lekakis -
have worked in the spirit rather 
than in the forms of traditional 

"Scene B" 

but on the other hand, such habits 
balance the confusing and some
times outright messy ways in which 
much of modern poetry is presented 
to readers. 

-George T haniel 
University College, Toronto 

Greek art. Not so Nicholas Spe
rakis. 

Sperakis was born in New York 
City and received all his training in 
the United States. He was 27 when, 
in 1970, a Guggenheim Fellowship 
in printmaking enabled him to visit 
Europe. Yet his paintings have the 
visual quality of mosaics; his wood
cuts, of ikons. His spirit is neither 
classic nor Byzantine. If it is Greek 
at all, it reflects more than anything 
a certain streak of anger and bitter
ness in the modern Greek character, 
an unhappy mixture born of centu
ries of oppression and nurtured 
in the recurring bloodshed of the 
last 150 years. 
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There is a savage power in most 
of Sperakis' work. Even his placid 
"Portrait of Adrienne" ( 1975) 
conveys a brooding tension. Many 
of his woodcuts may offend view
ers whose taste is traditional, but 
their power lies not in the artist's 
obvious anticlericalism nor in his 
sexual symbolism, as in the sava
gery with which the gouged wood 
transforms banal negative opinions 
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into images of deep emotioaal 
states. 

Paintings, the slightest of the two 
books, contains 15 color plates. 
Woodcuts has 39 black and white 
prints, each on a separate 8¥2 
" X 11" sheet -so that, if he wishes, 
the admirer can take the book apart 
and frame any or all of the prints. 

-James W. Manousos 

JOURNAL 
MELLENIC 
DIASPORA 
A forum where the significant issues of the Greek past 
and present are examined by leading artists, scholars and 
writers. 

FEATURED AUTHORS HAVE BEEN: 
Nicos C. Alivizatos • Michael Mark . Amen • A than Anagnosto
poulos • Spyros Asdrachas • Dimitris C. Constas • Stephen Eric 
Bronner • Theodore A. Couloumbis • Marios L. Evriviades • Hagen 
Fleischer • Eleni Fourtouni • Kimon Friar • Katerina Gardikas • 
Dan Georgakas • N. Georgopoulos • Jim Jacobs • Theodore C. 
Kariotis • Paschalis M. Kitromilides • Janos N. Kranidiotis • Evro 
Layton • Frances LeFevre • George B. Leon • Morton P. Levitt • 
Spyros Linardatos • Alexis Lykiard • Aphrodite Mavroede • Nicos 
Mouzelis • Kostas Myrsiades • Regina Pagoulatou • S. Victor Papa
cosma • Peter Pappas • Nikos Patouris • James F. Petras • George 
Philippou Pierides • Yannis Ritsos • Yiannis P. Roubatis • Minas 
Savvas • Niki Tipaldou • Daniel P. Tompkins • Constantine Tsou
calas • George Valamvanos • Pericles S. Vallianos • Vasilis Vasili
kos • Thanos Veremis • Kostas Vergopoulos • Lawrence S. Wittner 

Sample Copies -
$3.50 

PELLA PUBLISHING COMPANY, INC. 
461 Eighth Avenue • New York, NY 10001 



Byzantine and Modern 
Greek Studies 
Edited by D. M. NICOL 

VOLUME 5, 1979 

CONTENTS 

A Linguistic Approach to the 'Language Question' in Greece 
G. Babiniotis 
Learnedisms in Costas Taktsis's Third Wedding 
Kostas Kazazis 
Habitual Aspect in Ancient and Modern Greek 
Brian Newton 

The Language of Irony (Towards a Definition of the 
Poetry of Cavafy) 
Nasos Vayenas 
On Seferis' 'Helen' 
Katerina Krikos-Davis 

Symbolism and Irony in Three Novels by Kosmas Politis 
Peter Mackridge 
Romantic Paradises: The Role of the Garden in the 
Byzantine Romance 
A. R. Littlewood 
The Traditional Style of Early Demotic Greek Verse 
E. M. and M.J. Jeffreys 

The Role of Dance in the Ritual Therapy of the Anastenaria 
Loring M. Danforth 

The Greek Communist Party (KKE) and the Greek-Italian 
War, 1940-1: An Analysis of Zahariadis' Three Letters 
J. C. Lou/is 
Greek Workers in the Intermountain West: The Early 
Twentieth Century 
Helen Papanikolas 

Byzantine and Modern Greek Studies is produced in co-operation 
with the Modern Greek Studies Association, 24 Fieldmont Road, 
Belmont, Massachusetts 02178, U.S.A., and is sent to all members 
of the Association. The subscription price for Volume 4 is £8.00 
to U.K. subscribers, £9.60 overseas, and $17.00 in U.S.A. and 
Canada. Orders to: Journals Department, Basil Blackwell, Publisher, 

Ltd., 108 Cowley Road, Oxford OX4 1JF, England. 

ISBN 0-933824-17-3 ISSN 0577-5574 



AWARDED THE ACADEMY OF ATHENS POETRY PRIZE FOR 1977 

ANTQNH~ ~EKABAAAE~ 

APMOI KAPABIA AITPA 
OJ EKt.O~EI~ TQN <l>IAQN 

A9HNA 1976 

"One of the best living poets in the Greek language anywhere ... 
Careful, sensitive, sagacious, a man of feelings." 

PROF. BYRON RAIZIS in the National Herald 

"How, in the midst of an English-speaking, foreign world, in a foreign 
atmosphere, in a foreign land, could this almighty memory have been 
preserved and transformed into a poetry so exquisite, so powerful, so 
masculine." TATIANA STAVROU, novelist 

"In recent years I have scarcely read poems with so much love for the 
language-more so mastery than love, ... the meaning that sets language 
into its full function, as life, memory, hoarding up, existence .... The use 
of language in your poems may indeed be called a lesson on the function 
of poetry." ELENI VAKALO, poetess 

"The collection Armoi, Karavia, Lytra is a 'perpendicular cut into a 
time of crisis' of our civilization and of all the values it has nurtured until 
today." DEMITRIS KAKAVELAKIS, poet and critic 

"A new poetic book by the distinguished poet and thinker. Closely 
woven Greek verse, full of power, manly vigor, and the light of love and 
melancholy: a glorification of the Greek word." 

CosTAS TsrROPOULOS in Efthyni magazine 

Available from 

THE CHARIOTEER 
Box 2928, Grand Central Station, New York, NY 10017 

94 pages. $5.00 



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

or more. Complete set-3 through 20-$50. 

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

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

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

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

No. 7/8: Double Issue 
An Anthology of Cypriot Poetry, Prose and Art 

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

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

No. 11/12: Double Issue 

No. 13: 

No. 14: 

No. 15: 

An Anthology of Kosmas Politis 
The Sculpture of Ikaris 

An Anthology of Antonis Samarakis 

Hours of Life, a nouvelle by Ange Vlachos 
Selections from Seven Greek Poets/Short Story by A. Karkavitsas 

Greek Poems of the '40s and '50s 
The Sculpture of Natalia/Short Story by T. Pittas 

No. 16/17: Double Issue 

No. 18: 

No. 19: 

No. 20: 

An Anthology of Pandelis Prevelakis 
The Art of Y annis Kefallinos 

Takis Papatsonis' Ursa Minor 
Sculpture of Michael LekakisjShort Story by S. Plaskovitis 

Odysseus Elytis and Modern Greek Poetry 
The Art of George Constant/The Seven Beasts and Karangiozis 

The New Poets 
Modernity: The Third Stage 

THE CHARIOTEER 
Box 2928, Grand Central Station 

New York, NY 10017 


