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EDITORIAL 

Three writers, very different from each other, are featured 
in this issue of The CHARIOTEER. They represent different eras, 
different genres, different styles. Yet all three are important in 
modern Greek letters for different reasons. 

Makriyannis' Memoirs is, of course, a very important historical 
document. But this is not the main reason it is presented here; 
the real impact of a historical text cannot be grasped from a single 
chapter. Much more significant is what Makriyannis represents 
both as a man personifying some of the highest principles of the 
Greeks and also as a writer who, though illiterate up to the age 
of thirty-two, learned to write "in order to fight injustice" and 
created a style considered by the experts as unique and un
paralleled. Some of Seferis' comments on the importance of 
Makriyannis will be cited below. 

Titos Patrikios is one of the most important poets of the 
so-called "first postwar generation." He was born one hundred 
years after Makriyannis started writing his Memoirs, but, like 
him, he fought at a very young age for the liberation of his 
country and suffered subsequently at the hands of his political 
opponents. He also shares with Makriyannis a passion for justice 
and humanity. Like most poets of his generation who lived 
through the war, the German occupation and the civil war, he is 
preoccupied with social issues; but they are by no means the only 
subjects of his poetry, as the reader can appreciate in the poems 
selected for presentation in this issue. 

George Ioannou, the third of the writers included in this issue, 
is one of the most significant prose writers of the postwar genera
tion in Greece. Although he wrote several books, rla EVO: 
<j>'lAO'!l[lO* (Out of Self-Respect) is by far his best. It is char
acterized by the finest qualities, control, economy and a sense of 
restraint. All but one of the selections presented here are from 
this book. There is one short story from another volume 
entitled "The Sole Inheritance," which is also the title of the 

*An almost untranslatable word. Etymologically it is derived from lfltM3 
(to love) and 1:L[.1Tl (honor)-love of honor. 
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entire volume. Ioannou is credited with having introduced in 
Greek letters the literary genre he called 'ITc~oyp6:<j>lllJ.a 
(prose-writing), a variation of the short story characterized by 
extreme brevity and density. Some of the best examples of these 
'ITc~oypa<j>~ lJ.a1:a are included in this issue. 

In addition to the three writers whose work is presented here 
in translation, this issue also includes a critical essay by the poet 
and critic George Thaniel on the poetry of Andonis Decavalles. 

* * * 
General Makriyannis was one of the noblest and most heroic 

figures of the Greek War of Independence. When the war broke 
out, he was a young successful merchant in Arta, working secretly 
for the Filiki Etairia, the Secret Society organizing the Greek 
revolution. Although not a military man, he distinguished himself 
with his heroism and wisdom in the battlefield, where he sustained 
numerous wounds. He rose quickly to the rank of general and 
with his troops won several battles, some of them critical. 
After the establishment of the Greek state he became a tireless 
defender of the honor and rights of the war veterans, a champion 
of the most progressive social ideas and an ardent opponent of 
the corrupt and autocratic Bavarian regime. He was the leader of 
the bloodless coup that established the first Greek constitution. 
Because of these activities he was persecuted, tried, imprisoned 
and suffered all kinds of indignities at the hands of his political 
opponents. 

Makriyannis learned to write at the age of thirty-two in order 
to record his Memoirs. This unique work is certainly of great 
historical value but is much more than that. In an essay, George 
Seferis writes that he considers Makriyannis to be "the most 
important prose writer of modern Greek literature." 

Seferis discusses extensively the reasons for this evaluation in 
his essay "Makriyannis." We can give here only a brief summary, 
composed mostly of quotations from that essay. He begins by 
making a distinction between being illiterate and being unedu
cated or uncultured: 

Because we see, as Makryannis comes closer to us, that 
though he was illiterate, he was very far from being an 
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uncultured barbarian from the hills. He was exactly the 
opposite: he was one of the most cultivated souls in the 
Greek world. And the culture, the education, which 
Makryannis shows is not fragmentary, is not, as it were, 
a piece of private property. It is the common lot, the 
spiritual wealth of a race, handed on through the ages 
from millennium to millennium, from generation to 
generation, from the sensitive to the sensitive; persecuted 
and always alive, ignored and always present-the common 
lot of Greek popular tradition.* 

7 

Seferis then proceeds to discuss the differences between poetry 
and prose. In the course of this discussion he writes: 

Poetry is a sort of dance; prose is, and ought to be, more 
like a marching step which is taking us somewhere. [ ... } 
The whole aim of a prose writer should be not beauty, 
but accuracy. And one cannot write accurately unless one 
has definite things to say which one believes to be worth 
saying. There must be, in short, a significant content. 

He then relates this to Makriyannis' prose: 

The content of Makryannis's writing is the unend
ing and tragic struggle of a man who, deeply rooted in 
the instincts of his race, is striving for freedom, justice 
and human dignity. [ ... } He fought, he struggled, he 
believed, he crippled himself, he became disillusioned 
and angry. But, as is shown by his rough writing, he re
mained upright to the end. He was a man of man's 
dimensions, neither a superman nor a worm. 

Although Makriyannis had no formal education and had 
never read the Greek classical writers, Seferis finds in some of 
his writings an echo of ancient Greek ideas, such as Aeschylus' 

*This and subsequent quotations from Seferis' essay are from George Seferis, 
On the Greek Style, transl. Rex Warner and Th. D. Frangopoulos (Boston
Toronto: Little, Brown & Company, 1966). In these quotations we have retained 
their spelling "Makryannis" of the original which is different from the one used 
throughout this issue. 
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concept of justice. When, for instance, Makriyannis describes 
the episode in which, at the beginning of the Greek revolution, 
he overheard a bey in Arta telling his friends: "Pashas, and Beys, 
we shall be destroyed, destroyed! [ . .. ] We have wronged the 
Greek infidel and taken away his wealth and his honor," Seferis 
hears the echoes of Aeschylus' The Persians where injustice leads 
to the defeat of Xerxes: 

The cause of the Greek Revolution and of the ruin of the 
Turks is expressed by Makryannis in one sentence which 
he puts into the mouth of an enemy. It is just as when 
Aeschylus makes the enemy speak of their rout at Salamis. 
"We shall be destroyed, because we did wrong." If we 
want to ·understand the ancient Greeks, it is always into 
the soul of our own people that we should look. 

But beyond the importance of what Makriyannis has to say, 
there is also the way in which he says it. Seferis writes on 
this aspect of the Memoirs: 

The second reason which leads me to believe that Makryan
nis is the most important of our writers in prose is the fact 
that I regard him as a great teacher of our language. 
Except for the fragmentary "Woman of Zante" of Solo
mos, I know of no other text that teaches us so much as 
the writings of Makryannis. 

Seferis then proceeds to discuss what constitutes style, and 
concludes: 

Without the resistance and the weight of the matter which 
we have to articulate, we shall never achieve style. Style 
is the difficulty encountered when a man tries to express 
himself; style is the human effort; "style is the very man," 
as the wise saying goes. That is why Makryannis's style 
is so real. And so unique, because its difficulties are also 
unique.[ ... ] 

Someone said, "The best way to judge a piece of writing is 
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to look for the words that do not function." In Makryannis 
the percentage of nonfunctioning words is fantastically 
small, smaller than in any Greek prose with which I am 
acquainted. And in conclusion let me recall a sentence of 
Pirandello's which always comes to my mind when I have 
to judge a piece of writing: "There is a style of things and a 
style of words [ ... ] Certainly in Makryannis we find this 
style of things, this style of necessity, this style of effective
ness. We have never heard in Greece so lapidary a voice." 

9 

Makriyannis' writing exercised such an influence on Seferis 
that, as he wrote himself, ever since he first held the "Memoirs" 
in his hands, "no month has passed without [his J reading some 
of its pages, no week without [his J thinking of some of the 
exquisitely vital passages which [he J found there." "These 
passages," he writes, "have been my companions through voyages 
and peregrinations; in joys and sorrows they have been sources 
of illumination and consolation." 

It is worth quoting here, in Athan Anagnostopoulos' transla
tion, a poem with the title "Memory of Makriyannis" which was 
not included in any of Seferis' collections but is included in the 
poet's Journals (Days C, August 1939). It is a tribute to the 
"humblest and also the steadiest of [his J teachers" a man of 
action and great vision who, wounded and suffering injustice, 
never stopped dreaming. 

MEMORY OF MAKRIYANNIS 

And these days are as if you lived 
in the belly of an animal struck by fever; 
men in the streets depart and turn 
into greasy mud sodden with sweat. 
"You know, brothers! That Adam and Eve 
are the beginning from which the human race has sprung ... " 
preached the Pole Milbitz; 
and Makriyannis rotten from his wounds-
two at the head and others at the neck and the leg; 
his hand without bones, and irons at his belly 
to hold in the entrails-
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filled with dreams like the big tree, 
writing letters to God. 

THE CHARIOTEER 

What did Makriyannis have to do with the Polish 
With the declarations of the Carbonari, 
or the Bavarians or the Phanariots? 
He was a man from right here 
born in a ravine like the mastic tree 
and that was all: loneliness and hatred, 
and the gendarmerie's captain Ptolemaios. 

The light scatters dog teeth, the asphalt melts 
the houses with lowered eyelids ache 
and the machines saw off bloodless flesh
And you don't hear us and you don't see us 
for six months imprisoned in a room two strides big 
and I groan, day and night from my wounds. 
This happened on the thirteenth 
of this month (August 1852). 
And the interrogator accenting his plural genitives 
carried out the house search without omitting anything; 
cellars, ceilings, chests, icons of yours (God's) ; 
and the other one, short and inexperienced 
kept asking persistently everybody in the house 
who was the monk who offered 
to the general the lucky-beads, 
so unusually long. 
And the gendarmerie captain, Ptolemaios, in his uniform, 
took the old man on the Holy Virgin's name day 
to Mendrese where they imprison criminals. 

-Translated by Athan Anagnostopoulos 

* * * 
The poems of Titos Patrikios are preceded by two excerpts 

from a book by the well known critic D. N. Maronitis, Poetic 
and Political Ethics, dealing with the poet's work. Although 
Maronitis writes that he personally prefers the poems of Patrikios' 
first and third periods, pointing out that especially those of the 
third are influenced by the theories of Brecht, a majority of the 
poems selected and translated here is from the middle period 
(Apprenticeship), because these poems, though less close to the 
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Brechtian rules (lack of emotionality, distance, alienation, etc.) 
have great emotional power, like most of the plays of Brecht who 
did not himself always adhere to his own rules. 

A number of the poems are also presented in the original 
Greek. 

* * * 
The short stories of Out of Self-Respect and The Sole 

Inheritance are to some extent autobiographical, like many of 
Ioannou's works. They even contain some "hidden confessions," 
as the author himself has written. Most of them, however, espe
cially those from the volume Out of Self-Respect, work on an addi
tional, symbolic level which is not easily discerned. A brief com
mentary on the short stories selected for this issue is presented 
below. 

In the "Fear of Heights," behind the narrator's confession of 
his anxieties, one can discern a rather obvious freudian symbolism: 
the fear of heights or the fear of falling is the fear of yielding 
to erotic temptation, as encountered often in literature, especially 
in Ibsen and Strindberg. Also, the fear of the thunderbolt men
tioned by the narrator is the fear of sex. This implies that what 
he is actually revealing is a serious sexual inhibition. 

In "The Alien" the author, using the story title as a symbol, 
builds up with realistic details the landscape of the wasteland 
in which he lives. And with the sand of this desert he gives 
shape to bodies of men and women with whom he commits 
imaginary sins. Although he is unable to shape with this sand 
the image of his possessive mother, she always dominates his 
imagination, alienating him from every woman around him and 
condemning him to loneliness. 

The story "The Slaughterers" is an allegorical treatment of 
destructive love. 

In "In the Refugee Settlements," the protagonist is trying to 
convey the despair and restlessness of the refugee or, on a 
more general level, of anyone who lives in an environment in 
which he does not fit. Everything is seen through the dark glasses 
of someone whose family has never really adjusted. The uproot
ing from their homeland, the struggle for survival, the poverty 
have contributed to this sense of turmoil and have made them 
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feel unsettled. Although born and raised in the city where he 
lives, the protagonist does not feel he belongs there. He is 
tormented by a search for identity and a nostalgia for a land he 
he has never seen but knows is his real homeland. In his present 
environment he lives in a state of irredeemable alienation. 

The central character of the story "Out of Self-Respect" is a 
diver who sees a sponge rooted at the bottom of the sea farther 
down than it is safe to reach. Defying the danger, he picks up 
the sponge. It is an act of courage with no reward and, although it 
seems senseless and capricious, it reflects the very Greek idea of 
qnA.6n(lO (self -respect) , which motivates a person to act with
out any immediate gain, only out of a personal sense of honor 
and self-respect. On another level, however, one can discern the 
narrator's desire to abandon himself to a secret passion, defying 
any danger. This desire, however, remains completely repressed. 

In "Dark Wing" the narrator describes life in a very small 
town far from the lights and the phantasmagoria of the big city. 
This isolated and monotonous life is permeated by a feeling of 
sadness, but the narrator speaks of an "illusion of victory" be
cause here he feels protected from the dangers of the big city. 
In this sense, "dark wing" has a symbolic meaning, something 
like being under the wing of an angel with the paradox that the 
wing in this case is dark, because this protective small town is 
dark in comparison with the radiant and dangerous big city. 

In "Adendro," during a trip through the countryside of 
Macedonia, the protagonist's train stops at a place called Adendro. 
In Greek, "adendro" means "treeless" and it represents here a 
symbol of sterility and destruction. The protagonist uses it as a 
starting point for his sad recollection of the bleak days of the 
German occupation of Greece. He remembers the days of the 
past when as a young boy at the time of the famine he used to 
go there exchanging household items for a sack of wheat. The 
memories of those short trips as well as the hint of some appalling 
episodes he experienced or witnessed in those days suggest that 
the suffering and degradation of the war years have left an 
indelible mark on his psyche. 

"Time for the Cocoon" is about the separation of the Apollo
nian from the Dionysian element. It is a modified treatment of 
the old Platonic idea of love: the feeling of mutual affection 
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and tenderness between two persons, especially of the same sex, 
versus erotic passion. The narrator exhalts the first as the most 
fulfilling emotion-a breathless spell. 

On a literal level, "The Illnesses" is about people who know 
they are going to die soon and who somehow reconcile them
selves to the notion of their impending death. They gradually 
get used to the idea, and are not so desperate. On another level, 
however, and one which seems to be the author's main concern, 
the story deals with the narrator's fear that no one loves him: he 
feels surrounded by silence and indifference. He explains that 
whoever lives without love is practically dead. But since the 
author's soul, in the end, does not yield, he believes that his need 
for love is so strong that it does not depend on finding a response. 
His fear of death, he implies, is so strong because his need for 
love is so immense. Although he equates the two situations, the 
sick person facing death and someone deprived of love, he ends 
the story with a striking contrast: the sick man grows accustomed 
to the idea and gradually loses his appetite for life, whereas the 
narrator's deprivation of love heightens his desire for life and 
thereby intensifies his fear. 

In "The Sole Inheritance" the narrator portrays with real 
pathos the life and the courageous struggle of his ancestors, both 
men and women, to survive between two homelands and overcome 
their loss and suffering. His own existence is fragmented and per
meated by a sense of defeat and by a premonition, a painful 
their loss and suffering. His own existence is fragmented and per
awareness that the sole inheritance of his father and grandfather 
would be a short life span. Thus, the essence of the story is in 
sharp contrast to the idea one would expect from the title, that 
a Greek's inheritance is a great and long tradition. 

* * * 
As mentioned in the beginning, the three writers featured 

in this issue are different from each other in many respects. The 
first two, Makriyannis and Patrikios, have something in common: 
they deal with socio-political issues and record the truth directly, 
and without hesitation. Ioannou, on the other hand, is preoccupied 
with more personal matters. Although he has remarkable psycho-
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logical insight, the inner conflicts of right and wrong which 
torment him in Out of Self-Respect make him hesitate to tell 
the truth. And when he does it, he uses language which is 
indirect and symbolic. 

C. CAPRI-KARKA 
Editor 



GENERAL MAKRIYANNIS: 
Excerpts from his Memoirs 
translated by Rick M. Newton 

PROLOGUE 

Brother Readers! 

Since I have succumbed to this longing to burden you with 
my ignorance (if what I am writing here sees the light: let me 
explain that it was in Argos on February 26, 1829 that this idea 
occurred to me of following the struggles and other events of 
our country) , I tell you that if you do not read it all, not one of 
you readers has the right to form an opinion either for or 
against. For I am illiterate and cannot keep the right order in my 
writings. And [ ... ]* then too the reader is enlightened. In 
setting out on this task of recording the misfortunes brought on 
our country and faith by our folly and selfishness-by our clergy
men, our politicians, and us in the military-and in being greatly 
vexed myself by it all, since we did great harm to our country, 
and so many innocent people have died and are still dying, I am 
noting the mistakes made by everyone, and up to this day we 
have yet to make a sacrifice of virtue and patriotism, which is 
why we are in this wretched plight facing destruction. In 
writing down these causes and circumstances whereby we have 
all brought our country to ruin, I, who have a share in this coun
try and society, write with extreme indignation against those re
sponsible. It's not that I bear them any personal grudge, but my 
zeal for my country begets this indignation, and I was unable to 
write more sweetly. I have kept this manuscript hidden away, 
ever since I have suffered many persecutions. Now that I 
have brought it out, I have read it all, having written up 
to the month of April 1850; and in reading it I saw that I 

*Manuscript damage: the words at this point in the text are illegible. 

15 



16 THE CHARIOTEER 

give a sweet account of no individual. That's the first thing I 
noticed, then. Secondly, in many spots I repeat the same things 
(for I am illiterate and have a poor memory and cannot keep 
things in order). And thirdly, I noticed the things I recorded 
about the ministry of Colettis, who committed so many grave 
errors against his country and faith and comrades, all the honest 
people, and who caused so much blood of his own countrymen 
to be unjustly shed, and who brought sufferings upon his unfor
tunate country; and even today, after his death, these sufferings 
continue at the hands of his own disciples and companions who 
govern us; and his worthless Parliaments and other men of that 
sort who didn't leave a cent in the treasury and brought the whole 
state to great misfortune and confusion. And a large fleet of 
dogs has blockaded us for over three months and taken all our 
ships and destroyed all our commerce and trampled our flag, and 
the people on the islands are dying of starvation, and those who 
once had ships of their own now roam the streets shedding black 
tears. All these horrors and a host of others are the work of 
Colettis and his company, who decreed that we should be gov
erned under this system and by such as were companions of his. 
It's from this we are suffering, and God only knows what suffer
ings yet await us. And all this was due to his ulterior motives and 
self-interests which aimed to overthrow the Constitution of the 
Third of September-which takes measures for our faith and other 
matters related to our country's salvation-and we have it on 
paper and, instead of benefitting us, it continues to destroy us. All 
the others about whom I write from the beginning are saints 
compared to this man and his present company, although it was 
those initial mistakes that gave birth to these later troubles. 

It is about all these things that I am now writing. Being a mor
tal man, I may die, and either my children or someone else may 
copy these pages and bring them to the light, presenting in a mild 
manner free of abuse, the names and deeds of those against whom 
I am writing with indignation. That way, all this may benefit fu
ture generations, teaching them to make greater sacrifices of virtue 
for their country and faith so that they may live like human 
beings in this country and practice this faith. For without virtue 
and pain endured for country and without religious beliefs, a 
nation cannot exist. And they must beware of being deluded by 
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selfishness. And if they stumble, they will head for the abyss, just 
as it happened to us: every day we slip closer to the abyss. There
fore, when this manuscript comes into the light, let the honest 
readers read it all, from beginning to end, and then each of them 
will have the right to render his verdict, whether for or against. 

INTRODUCTION 

Argos, February 26, 1829 
I have been appointed by the government of Governor Capo

distrias as General Commander of the Executive Force in the 
Peloponnese and Sparta. I am stationed here in Argos. I sit 
and communicate with the Government and with the officials 
and officers in all the districts and, when it is needed, I 
make my rounds in all these parts to keep the general peace. 
But most of the time I attend to my duties while sitting around 
here. And to keep from running off to the coffee houses and 
such, which I am not accustomed to-(I was able to write only 
a little, since I had never gone to a teacher for reasons I will 
explain, not having the means)-! asked one friend and another 
and they taught me some more here in Argos, where I sit idle. 
And so, after spending a couple of months learning these letters 
you see here, I imagined writing the story of my life: everything I 
did in my childhood and in the community after coming of age, and 
everything I did for my country when I joined the Secret Society 
for the struggle for our freedom, and everything I saw and know 
that happened in the Struggle, and everything I personally par
ticipated in to the best of my ability and did my duty as I was 
able. It wasn't proper that I, an illiterate, set out on this task 
and burden the honest readers and great and wise men in this 
society, putting them to the tedious task of wasting their precious 
moments after I had piqued their curiosity. But since I too, being 
only human, have succumbed to this temptation, I beg your pardon 
for the burden I am about to impose on you. If I am an honest 
man, I will write the truth about how the events I will mention. 
actually took place. Therefore, all you readers are first obligated 
to investigate my behavior and see how I conducted myself in 
society and the Struggle; and if I behaved honorably, you can 
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accept my writings as true; if my behavior was dishonorable, 
don't believe anything. And you will learn that I conducted myself 
honorably, and you will see documented evidence and proofs 
from beginning to end from various sources-governments, offi
cials, and many others wherever I served with my brother-com
rades whom God deemed me worthy of leading, ever my 
superiors in the Struggle and in whatever services were assigned 
me. I had 18 men when I first set out in the Struggle; eventually, 
God has deemed me worthy of having up to 1,400 in my com
mand. Never have we brought a blot on the pages of my country's 
history: nowhere is there the slightest accusation against us, not 
in the government, nor in the districts, nor among the individuals 
wherever we fought in Roumeli, the Peloponnese, the islands, 
and Sparta. In these pages you will see ample proof of 
the gratitude of those in all these places, and these can be seen 
everywhere in the state and government archives. And while I 
was in charge of so many men whom God entrusted to me, 
various forms of destruction and pillaging took place in our 
country; but, glory be to God's all-holy name, He never allowed 
us to disgrace ourselves. The country owes a debt of gratitude 
for all this to the good, noble, and distinguished patriots, my 
fellow comrades under my command: we too contributed what
ever was in our power in our country's hour of need. The virtue 
and patriotism which these fine patriots displayed belongs to them, 
not me. For such virtue was never mine, nor is it even to this 
day: both in battle and now in this present service, these men 
are my betters. Even now in the service under my command are 
the brave and noble officers from Missolonghi, with their brave 
and noble leader Mitros Deligiorgis, who was garrison commander 
in the siege of Missolonghi. There are several brave and dis
tinguished islanders and Peloponnesians, fine fighters; there are 
men from Roumeli. There are brave lovers of their country, the 
landowners and officers from Athens, along with whom we 
fought at the Athens Acropolis and elsewhere in our country's 
battles. And it was the virtue of all these fine patriots-thanks, 
first, to the kindness of God-that saved us from doing anything 
that would harm our country. As for you, dear readers, if you 
wish to learn the truth, I beg you to investigate everything in 
these pages and find out whether they are true or false. I have 
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one request to make of all you distinguished readers: you do not 
have the right to make any judgment either for or against if you 
do not read the entire work: only then do you have the right to 
render whatever verdict you like, either for or against. After 
reading it all, from beginning to end, then you can judge 
all those who brought misfortunes on our country and caused 
civil wars through their personal interests and selfishness: these 
are the ones responsible for the past and present sufferings of our 
unfortunate country and our honest fighters. I will write down 
the bare truth and do so with dispassion. But the truth is bitter 
and unwelcome to the ears of those of us who have done wrong: 
for we want what is wrong and we pursue our self-interests, 
and we still want others to call us "fine patriots." And that is 
impossible. Neither will I conceal the truth nor will I allow it to 
remain hidden that our country has suffered harm and dishonor 
and is ever degenerating to this end: we have all been found 
to be wild beasts. History books will tell of the causes of this 
evil, and newspapers recount them every day. And my own words 
carry no weight: educated people, not simple illiterates, ought 
to be writing of these matters so that our youth can see them and 
future generations may acquire more virtue and patriotism. 
For every human being, one's country and faith are his all, and he 
must make sacrifices of patriotism so that he and his kinsmen 
may live like honorable people in society. And only when adorned 
with patriotic sentiments do people earn the name of "nation." 
Otherwise, they are mere shams of nations and a burden on the 
earth. This country belongs to each and every one of us and is 
the product of the struggles of even the smallest and weakest 
citizen: for he too has a vested interest in this country and this 
faith. It is improper for any person to be lazy and neglect these 
duties. And the educated man must proclaim the truth as an 
educated man; and the simple man must do the same. For the 
earth has no handle with which a single person, no matter how 
strong or weak, can lift it on his own shoulders. And when a 
person is too weak for a task and cannot take up the burden 
single-handed, he gets the others to help: in that case, let him not 
imagine saying, "I did it!" Let him say, rather, "We did it!" 
For we have all, not just one, put our shoulders into it. Our rulers 
and leaders, both native and foreign-born, have become "Most 
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Illustrious" and "Most Brave": nothing stops them. We were 
poor and became rich. Here in the Peloponnese Kiamil Bey and 
the other Turks were extremely wealthy. Kolokotronis, his rela
tives, and friends have grown rich on the lands, factories, mills, 
houses, vineyards, and other wealth that belonged to the Turks. 
When Kolokotronis and his companions came from Zakynthos, 
they didn't own even a square foot of land. Now all can see what 
they possess. The same thing happened in Roumeli: Gouras and 
Mamouris, Kritzotis, the Grivas clan, Staikos, the Tzavelas family 
and many others. And what are they asking of the nation? 
Millions more for their great services rendered. And they never 
let up in this. They are always at work trying to come up with 
laws and parties for the good of the country. Our country has 
endured more sufferings and lost more brave young men to 
their "laws" and "good" than it did in our struggle against 
the Turks. We have forced our people to live in caves with 
wild animals. We have desolated the countryside and become 
the scourge of the earth. 

All this has given me cause to learn how to write in my old 
age so that I could write it all down. I too was one of them. Let 
someone else write whatever he knows about me. As for myself, 
I will tell the bare truth. For I have a share in this country where 
I and my children will live. For I was young and grew old before 
my time from these horrors brought on my country. I have five 
wounds on my body from various battles for my country, and I 
have come out of it only half a man. Most of the time I am 
bedridden, debilitated by it all. I glorify God for not depriving 
me of my life, and I am grateful to my country for honoring 
me with promotions in keeping with my position and circum
stances up to the rank of General. I live like a human being with 
the blessings God has bestowed upon me, without ever feeling 
a pang of conscience and without ever having deprived anyone 
of even a foot of land. 

CHAPTER I 

The land of my birth is a village named A voriti, which is 
near Lidoriki. The village-five huts-is three hours from Lido-
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riki. My parents were very poor, and their poverty stemmed from 
the pillagings by the local Turks and Ali Pasha's Albanians. My 
parents were poor and had a large family, and when I was still 
in my mother's belly, she went to the· forest one day to gather 
wood. After loading the wood on her shoulder and setting out 
laden on the road in that isolated area, she was overcome by 
labor pains and gave birth to me. All by herself, the poor ex
hausted woman risked her life, hers and mine. All alone, she 
delivered herself and tidied up, stacked a few pieces of firewood 
together, put some grass on top, placed me on all this, and went 
back to the village. 

Shortly afterwards, three people in our house were murdered, 
including my father, by Ali Pasha's Turks, who wanted to take 
us as slaves. One night then our entire family and all the relatives 
got up and fled and headed for Livadia, with the hope of 
settling there. They had to cross a bridge in Lidoriki known as 
"The Narrow One," since there was no other way to cross the 
river. The Turks kept guard there and captured anyone who 
tried to cross. For eighteen days all my people roamed about in 
the forest, eating wild acorns. My mother ate them too, and so 
did !-through her milk. 

Unable to endure the hunger any longer, they decided to 
cross the bridge. Since I was a tiny infant who might cry and 
endanger everyone's lives, they decided to leave me behind: they 
abandoned me in the forest known as "The Red Woods" and set 
out for the bridge. Then my mother repented the decision and told 
them, "Our sin against the baby will be our ruin! You go ahead 
to that spot over there and wait [ ... ].I will take the baby. If I am 
lucky and it doesn't cry, we'll come over" [ . .. ] my mother and 
God saved us. My mother and other relatives told me all this. The 
notables supported us until we could get on our feet, build 
houses and start farms. 

When I turned seven, they put me to work for someone for 
100 paras a year. The next year I was paid five grosia. After I 
did many jobs, they wanted me to do some humiliating household 
chores and take care of the children. That was the end of me! 
I refused to do that kind of work, and both my masters and my 
relatives beat me. I sneaked away and got some other boys together 
and went to Thebes. But as my bad luck would have it, my rela-
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tives came after us there too and brought me back to Livadia and 
to the same master. I spent a considerable time working at that 
same job. But day and night my self-respect never left me in 
peace. And so, in order to get out of that work, I started beating 
the children and knocking their heads, hitting even my own 
mother, and then I'd head for the hills. They finally got tired of 
this and let me go, since that job had nearly done me in. 

When I turned fourteen, I went to Desphina to stay with a 
fellow-countryman there. His brother was with Ali Pasha, serv
ing as an officer in Desphina. I spent one day with him. It was the 
feast of St. John, and we had gone to the celebration. He gave 
me his rifle and asked me to hold it for him. I wanted to fire it, 
and it burst. Right then and there, in front of all those people, 
he grabbed me and beat the life out of me. It wasn't the beating 
that hurt so much as the shame I felt before the crowd. Then 
everyone started eating and drinking, but I was crying. Not find
ing any judge to hear my grievance and vindicate me, I thought 
it appropriate to resort to St. John, since it was in his house that 
I had suffered such harm and disgrace. That night I went into 
his church, shut the door, prostrated myself, and started crying 
in loud sobs, "What's this that's happened to me? Am I a 
donkey that they can beat me so ?" I begged him to give me some 
fine silver weapons and fifteen poungia* in cash; if he did, I 
would have a big silver votive-lamp made for him. After much 
shouting, I reached an agreement with the saint. Shortly after 
that, my master's brother wrote from Y annina that he needed a 
boy in his ~ervice. I was the one they sent there: it was 1811. Ali 
Pasha had married him to a woman in Arta. He stayed a while 
in Arta. Ali Pasha sent for him, since he loved him and kept 
him as a private secretary. He was an honest man named Thanasis 
Lidorikis. He wanted to leave me behind in his house, but I 
refused to stay. He said to me, "You will stay, even if I have 
to force you to!" I couldn't do anything about it, since he had 
the power. I agreed to stay on only with the understanding that I 
would not be a servant. "I will work for your house, but I will 
also get to know the residents so that I can borrow money from 
them and start a trade: for I don't have a shirt on my back and 

*1 poungi = 500 grosia. 1 grosi = 40 paras. The word "poungi" also means 
wallet or purse. 
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I must buy some clothes." (He was a miser and was giving me 
nothing). "That's the first agreement," I told him. "Second, 
about the shopping for the household: let your wife manage 
the money and accounts-she can read and write. She will give 
me cash to do the shopping. When I bring the purchases in, she 
can weigh them and pay whatever they cost. The same goes for 
anything else I buy for you. I don't want you to say that I cheated 
you, since now you see me without a shirt on my back, but 
tomorrow you will find me with clothes on, and you will think 
I am a thief." Only under these terms that I had dictated did I 
stay with him, and I worked for him for ten years. He also paid 
me a wage of 400 grosia in all. I asked him for a loan, and he 
lent me the money at 2070 per year. I made out a promissory 
note, which I have to this day. That much of a favor he had done 
for me. 

In front of his house was a piazza where the town's notables 
and merchants would gather on summer evenings and sit until 
midnight. I'd have the area cleaned and I got on their good side 
by giving them anything they needed. I got to know them all, 
including the leaders of the villages. I asked all these merchants 
and leaders for a loan, and they lent me five or six thousand grosia. 
By that time I had a capital of 24 grosia. I made an agreement 
with the people in the villages to prepay them for their oats in 
the winter and take delivery in the summer at the threshing 
floors. I bought oats at four grosia per sack, took delivery at the 
threshing floors and sold them at sixteen per sack: there had 
been a shortage that year. I made all that money. In the winter 
of the following year I bought maize for eleven grosia per sack: 
I took delivery at the threshing floors and sold it in Arta for 33. 
For there had been a plague in Arta and a shortage of bread. 
Then I made a silver rifle, pistols, and other arms, plus a fine 
votive-lamp. Decked out in all this finery, I took the lamp to my 
patron, benefactor, and true friend, St. John. The lamp still 
survives, and my name is engraved on it. I knelt before him and 
cried from the depths of my soul, since I remembered all the 
sufferings I had endured[ ... ]. 

Later, I started a business, and the Greeks and Turks in the 
area considered me their treasurer. I soon had the affiuence of 
God: I bought a house and some property, I had cash in the 
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hand and a stack of promissory notes from others totalling around 
40,000 grosia: I still have them to this day. And my money-bag 
was full. I got all I wanted and was dependent on no one. I spent 
ten years in Arta and made many friends, among whom was 
a clergyman who later became a chief priest. He was a close 
friend of mine, since I kept company only with my superiors. 
This priest loved me more than he loved his own children. I spent 
day and night at his house, for there was a single wall between his 
house and mine, which I had bought from a notable who had 
fallen on hard times. My friend was a very diligent priest: there 
was no one like him in Arta, and he had four sons. One of them 
was studying in Europe, a dear friend of Capodistrias. The boy 
had saved his money and asked Capodistrias if he should go 
away to study medicine. "We are busy trying to liberate Greece," 
Capodistrias told him. "When that's done, you will have no need 
of studying medicine. But if this doesn't happen, I will send you 
the means from Russia so that you can go away to study. In that 
case I will write you and we will meet." The boy came to Arta, 
informed his father of this, and went back to Corfu. Some time 
passed, Capodistrias wrote to him, and they met. Capodistrias 
initiated him into the Secret Society for our country's liberation. 

Since Ali Pasha was very powerful and had bought Parga and 
committed other improprieties, they charged him with a heap of 
crimes to make him quarrel with the Sultan. They acted on many 
of these charges and thereby the discord between him and the Sul
tan grew worse. After his initiation, the boy came to Arta, admin
istered the oath to his father, and went back. His father wanted 
to induct me into the Secret Society as well. Each time he tried 
to administer the oath, he would change his mind: he did this 
several times. Then I grew stubborn toward him and said, "Has 
the notion come into your head that I am unworthy of your 
house, and you are ashamed to tell me? Well, I'll be unworthy 
indeed if I ever set foot in your door again!" I got up and left. 
The priest called me back, but I did not return. A couple of days 
passed, he came to see me, and then he came again; but I did 
not go near him. 

After he had come several times, I told him with tears in my 
eyes, "How can you think so lowly of me, who am a son to you?" 
He too cried and begged me to go back with him and give 
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him a chance to explain and then not to go again if I still felt 
that way. I went. He set out the icons, administered the oath, 
and began initiating me into the Secret Society. Since he was 
well into the ceremony, I took the oath that I would not reveal 
the secret to anyone. But I asked him to give me some time
eight days- to consider whether I was worthy of this mystery: 
if I could help the cause, I would take the oath; if not, I would 
stay as I was. So far, it was as if I knew nothing at all about it. 
I went and thought and laid it all before me-the killing, the 
dangers, the struggles-! will endure them all for the liberation 
of my country and my faith. I went and told him, "I am worthy!" 
I kissed his hand and took the oath. I asked him not to reveal to 
me the signs of the initiation: for I was young and might lack 
the stamina, take pity on my own life, betray the mystery, and 
endanger my country. We agreed on this too, and he told me 
that in my work I could not make any money[ ... ] and I should 
not abuse my trust; I should only get some recognition for my 
acts and consider this to be my riches. Following the wishes of 
the blessed priest, my country, and my faith, to this day God 
has not allowed me to bring shame on myself. I have suffered 
terrible things, wounds, and life-threatening risks, but I am fine: 
God wills it so. I told my friend, "Everything will turn out fine, 
but Ali Pasha is very powerful: he will be our danger, since the 
captains are in his forces." He explained the situation to me and 
soon, in 1820, God willed it and they besieged Ali Pasha on all 
sides. 

Initiated into the mystery, I departed from my fellow-country
man and went home to begin working for my country and my 
faith. I wanted to put forth my best effort for my country, as I 
have always done, so that she might call me not "thief" or 
"robber" but, rather, her "child" and I her "my mother." The 
Sultan had appointed Hoursit Pasha commander-in-chief and sent 
him with a lot of other pashas to lay siege to Ali Pasha. Y annina 
and Arta were full of Turks, Albanians, robbers, and thugs. They 
had taken several Greek women by force, including a servant of 
my fellow-countryman. They also wanted to take his wife from 
him: she was beautiful, and a pasha in Arta named Hasan Pasha 
was going to get her. He was an evil man who, along with a 
certain Baba Pasha, robbed the people of their wealth and honor. 
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This Baba Pasha captured me and my fellow-countryman and 
put us in jail. He intended to kill us but, thanks to the huge 
bribes my fellow-countryman offered him, we survived. After 
we had escaped, I told him we should go back to our hometown, 
Lidoriki: we would be safe there. He would not listen to me. 
He listened only to the women, and he suffered a great deal for 
it. That was why I left him. Later, when he was facing death at 
the hands of Hasan Pasha, he fled in secret, leaving his family 
behind in Arta. Hasan Pasha had designs on his wife: she was 
pregnant, about to give birth, and he waited until she delivered 
the baby before taking her. 

There were a lot of Turks in Arta, Preveza, Souli, and the 
other parts of Epirus under Ali Pasha's control, including Yan
nina. The Sultan's large forces were everywhere, keeping a tight 
rein on the Greeks and confiscating their weapons. They also 
intended to lock up the magazine in Arta which contained the 
gunpowder, lead, and flints. This magazine belonged to a good 
man, a close friend of mine with whom I had done some business. 
His name was Georgakis Korakis, a relative of the brave and 
patriotic clan of the Zosimades. Since I knew he was an honest 
man, I asked the priest, the late Gogos Bakolas, and Skarmitzos 
(brave men and fine patriots who had joined the Secret Society) 
if we could initiate Korakis. But when I asked them, they refused 
to do it out of fear he might betray the mystery. We had 
absolutely no munitions whatsoever in those parts, and the entire 
region was under occupation: and we were going to stage a revo
lution without munitions! Even most of our rifles were held 
together by ropes. Then without asking the others, I took it upon 
myself and swore in the magazine-keeper, a fine patriot. We 
emptied the entire magazine and took the gunpowder, lead, and 
flints. We each had a couple of hiding places in our houses 
where we could conceal them. Leaving just a little bit behind in 
the magazine, we carried the ammunition home. And, glory be 
to God, His divine grace blinded the Turks and kept them from 
catching sight of us as we carried it all off. Then the unforgettable 
Korakis (for he was later killed) put up some money along with 
me, and we secretly managed to purchase some weapons, which we 
hid along ··with the gunpowder and in the rafters of our 
houses. And we supplied arms to those in the Ionian islands 
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and elsewhere, giving the men supplies and sending them [ . .. ] 
off to the Captains who needed them. We also gave munitions 
to the Captains themselves. 

After Hoursit Pasha was ordered to leave the Peloponnese, 
where he was stationed, to fight Ali Pasha, he took all his troops 
with him, leaving very few behind in the Peloponnese. The 
remaining Turks began suspecting that the Peloponnesian Greeks 
had started organizing a revolution. The same suspicion cropped 
up in Roumeli. We kept lulling the Turks to sleep by saying 
that nothing was going on, but that the Greek subjects in 
Roumeli had grown wildly angry over the great number of 
Turks who, because of Ali Pasha, had overrun the entire region: 
the plundering and slave labor forced upon the people had 
devastated the area. All of Roumeli had, in fact, been laid 
waste, especially Y annina and Arta, and all the places there had 
been completely destroyed. The local Turks in the Peloponnese 
had written to Hoursit Pasha of their suspicion of the Greeks 
and asked him to take action on it. At the time we were closed 
in on all sides by the Turks and had no way of learning what 
was going on. Then the chief priest of Arta, Gogos, and Skarmit
zos thought it best to send me to Patras ostensibly as a mer
chant. From there I was to cross over to eastern Greece and 
meet first with Diakos, ask him what was happening, and tell 
him to attack in all those parts. Then I was to go speak to 
Panourgias and the other captains and urge them to attack too. 
I was to do the same with the Peloponnesians. That way, some 
of the Turks besieging us might withdraw and thereby enable 
us to launch an attack from our position. 

In the month of March in 1821 I took some money and 
crossed over to Patras. The sight of someone from Roumeli made 
the Turks suspicious: it was dangerous for me. In the Russian 
consulate there, where Vlassopoulos was consul, the Greeks 
began asking me some ridiculous questions. I was staying 
at a place called "Tatarakis' Inn." People from Yannina and 
Arta were also staying there. I went to the consulate and told 
them of the events in Roumeli. I also told them of Ali Pasha's 
run of bad luck: in the city of Yannina a large number of his 
troops had rushed out of the fortress to fight the royalist forces 
and had been killed. The flower of his troops were mowed down. 
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The people in Patras would not believe a word I said, since they 
wanted Ali Pasha to win and come liberate them: that tyrant 
would bring victory to Greece and freedom to our country! And 
if he had won, he wouldn't have left a single one of us alive! 
After I had told them all this and they refused to believe me, I 
left to go to a big merchant's shop to buy some merchandise: 
I wanted to remove any suspicion until I could ask questions and 
learn what was happening there. When I went inside his store, 
the merchant told me, "Buy whatever you want and pay whatever 
your soul bids you." After I bought what I needed, he took me 
to his house to eat dinner and spend the night. When we got 
there, he asked me questions. He began making the secret signs 
of the Society. Then I made him swear his confidence to me and 
told him that I had not been taught the signs by the clergyman 
who initiated me. Then I told him all I knew from Roumeli, and 
he told me all he knew from the Peloponnese. I asked him if there 
would be any more delays and if they had made their preparations. 

"The Turks have begun growing suspicious," he told me. 
"Not even ten days ago they asked me for a loan, and so, in order 
to lull them to sleep, I lent them 150,000 grosia. But we must 
not delay in this matter." 

"If that's the case," I answered, "what preparations have you 
made?" 

"We sent some money to Kolokotronis in Zakynthos," he 
said. "He came along with some thirty or so men and now they 
are in Mani. That's the only preparation we've made." 

"But all this money," I said to him, "these piles of cash I 
see here!" (There were five or six clerks writing in their ledgers). 
"Why don't you send it where it could be of use not just to your
self but to your country as well?" 

"What do you think?" he said to me. "Do you believe that 
the Greek cause will be delayed? We'll go to bed in Turkey 
tonight and wake up in the morning in Greece!" 

"You are big, important people who know a lot," I replied. 
"Me, I'm small and don't know that much. Do whatever your 
conscience-and God's light-bids you." 

I went to bed. At dawn I went to buy whatever else I needed. 
The Turkish constable had heard I was there, and he was search
ing everywhere for me. They arrested one of Varnakiotis' men, 
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mistaking him for me, and they took him in. After examining him, 
the officer saw that this was not the man. "He's not the one," 
he said. "It's another fellow. The one we want has been brought 
here as a spy. Catch him and bring him to me so that I can hang 
him: I'll give him exactly what he's come looking for!" Varna
kiotis' man mentioned all this in the inn, and the men from 
Arta came and told me. I went to the Russian consulate, explained 
my situation, and asked if I could stay there under their protec
tion. The consul refused to keep me there. At times like these, 
he said, he too was in danger. I forced them to keep me there 
until evening: at dusk I would leave. They locked me inside a 
room, and no one would come near. I had to piss: there was a 
hole in the floor and I pissed through it. Then a servant came 
and railed at me. 

"''m only human," I told him, "and I couldn't stand it any 
longer!" The servant asked me where I was from. When I told 
him I was from Roumeli, he told me he was from V rachori 
( Agrinion) . I asked him if he knew Constantine Y erakaris (who 
had been present at the consulate when the consul interrogated 
me) and asked if he would tell him to come see me. 

"Yesterday," said the servant, "Odysseas was here too. He 
left." 

"Go on and tell Y erakaris," I said. He went and told him, 
and Y erakaris came to me. 

"Tonight," I told him "take me where Odysseas is: you 
will hear a lot of news that I came here to tell him." He asked 
me to tell him first. "I am sworn to confidence," I said. "I cannot 
tell anyone else." 

Yerakaris left. It started getting dark. They were pressuring 
me to leave the consulate at once. I arranged my pistols and 
sword on my belt, said a prayer, and told the boy to bring me 
some raki, which I downed to bolster my courage to go out with 
my sword on-coward though I was. Stationed outside the door 
were the guards, the Turks working for the consul, and other 
Turks: they had learned I was in there and they wanted me to 
come out so they could arrest me. I was determined not to be 
taken alive: they would torture me, my will might weaken, and 
I might betray some secret-I'd rather face immediate death. 
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While I was getting ready to leave, a Cephalonian came and 
said, "Are you the one who was inside here?" 

"There are a lot of people in here," I replied. "Who are you 
looking for? Who sent you?" 

"Y erakaris," he answered. 
"Yes, I'm the one," I told him. 
"Let's go and get to work," he said. 
"The Turks are guarding the door," I said. "Take a look at 

the garden wall there: I'm going to jump off it. You, go around 
and guard the spot where I will land. We'll run away together, 
since I don't know the backroads." 

He went outside. I threw myself from the wall-it was a high 
one-and nearly killed myself on my weapons. The fear made me 
run faster than I would if I had not been hurt. We headed toward 
the sea. I told him we should take the route that goes along the 
vineyards, and he agreed: for there were Turks in the customs 
house who might capture us. I told him I would hide in a ditch 
while he called for a boat, since Odysseas was in a cutter. When 
I told him I would hide, he said to me, "What a bunch of chicken
shit cowards you guys [. . . ] are! You're afraid of your own 
shadow!" I felt ashamed and went with him. When he called 
for the boat, the Turks caught sight of us and started after us. 
By God's grace, a small boat pulled up. I spoke to them, they let 
us jump in, and they took us to their schooner. Then the Turks all 
rushed up. But the men in the boat picked up their guns and fired 
back. 

Later, they took me to meet Odysseas, and I told him every
thing that was going on. I also told him I was going to see 
Diakos and others. He said that he had already talked to them 
himself and that they were going to strike. He got weapons 
and ammunition to take to Xeromeron in Zavitsa. He said that 
we should go there together. 'Til see things through to the end 
here," I told him. "Then I will get my rifle, which is at the inn. 
I will bring word of anything I find out, as well as what you 
told me." That night he left. 

Shooting broke out two days later in Patras. The Turks had 
seized the fortress, and the Greeks had taken the seashore. Then 
I took a dozen or so young fellows from the boat and went 
ashore with our weapons. Crowds of people were jamming the 
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customs house area, and the sea was full of women and children 
standing neck-deep in the water. Then I saw my friend the 
merchant. With his one hand he was leading his wife; with his 
other, his children-he had nothing else out of all his great wealth. 
And this was the man who was counting on waking up 
in Greece! The bigger people are, the bigger their mistakes. 
The little guy makes smaller errors. I went up to them, took 
them on board the boat, and offered them consolation. After 
staying there for one more day, I crossed over to Missolonghi. A 
ship had docked there from Trieste, and I bought some white 
candles, rum, oil, and tobacco: I was going to take them to Arta 
and sell them, so that the Turks who saw me would not be 
suspicious. I loaded the caique and put up outside Vasiladi at a 
nearby harbor called Voukentro. At daybreak on Palm Sunday, 
when it was still dark (since the weather was severe), we saw 
many fires burning in Patras on the other side. We could also 
hear the cannons and rifle shots. At noon Vlassopoulos arrived 
in the harbor along with more caiques loaded with families. 
When I asked them, they told me that Isouf Pasha had invaded 
Patras, destroyed the city, and wiped out the inhabitants. 

I left there on Good Friday. I went to Preveza and sold my 
candles, rum, and tobacco at a high price. On the night of Holy 
Saturday, as Easter Sunday was dawning, I went to Arta, met 
with our people, and told them what was going on. They brought 
the leading men of Patras along and were taking them to Hoursit 
Pasha. Then they arrested me too as a rebel against the Sultan, 
since I had been in the Moreas, and took me to the fortress in 
Arta. They put shackles on my feet and subjected me to other 
tortures to make me betray the secret. They tortured me for 75 
days. 

They took 26 of us for hanging, and I was the only one God 
saved. The others were from Vonitsa and other places, and they 
were all hanged in the market place. Since they wanted to interro
gate me further and force me to reveal where I kept my money, 
they took me from the execution site back to the pasha, who asked 
me where I and my fellow countryman kept our money. They 
took me back to the prison, planning to kill me later, and threw me 
into a dungeon. There were 180 men inside. There were loaves 
of rotten bread in the place, and the prisoners relieved them-
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selves on them, since there was no room to do it anywhere else. 
All that filth and odor made a horrible stench: there can be no 
fouler smell on earth. We would stick our noses through the 
keyhole to get air. And they kept beating me and subjecting me 
to countless tortures; they almost killed me. The beatings made 
my body swell up and turn yellow with pus. I was at death's door. 
I promised a healthy sum of money to an Albanian to let me out 
to see a doctor, get some medicine, and bring him the money. 
He had a Turk escort me to my house. On our way there, I was 
walking doubled-over, limping and moaning a great deal. The 
Turk, who was as dumb as an ox, must have thought I was giving 
up the ghost-he had no idea how deeply rooted my soul was in 
my body. I went into the house and lay down as if it were my 
death bed. The doctor came in. I was trying to figure out a way 
to give the Turk the slip. I took out the money, pulled the Turk 
aside, and said, "Take it! (as if it were a secret). The Albanian 
told me that you should give it to him, so that no one else would 
be in on this." I gave about a hundred grosia to him as well. 
He took it, and I told him, "Take it (secretly) to the prison and 
come back; by that time the doctor will have my medicine ready: 
we'll go back there together, since I won't go out by myself. I'm 
afraid of the Turks in the area." He took the money and, as he 
was walking out the door, I got myself ready. I slipped out and 
went to the residence of one of Ali Pasha's cousins: his name was 
Smail Bey of Konitsa, God rest his soul. He took great pity on 
me the moment he saw me. I told him what I had suffered 
and asked him if he would protect me and not give me up. 

'Til have a shoot-out with the Koniarian Turks if necessary," 
he said, "but I will not give you up." Right away, he gave me 
weapons, took me with his troop, and together we went to 
Komboti. The Turkish camp was there, a three hour journey 
fromArta. 

After we had spent a few days there, the poor man fell gravely 
ill. Since he had been my benefactor, I nursed him better than I 
would have nursed by own father. If I had wanted, I could have 
escaped from there: my own people were fifteen minutes away. 
But I was determined not to prove unfaithful to my benefactor 
and leave him in sickness. Ill as he was, he got on his feet, and 
I went back with him to Arta, where I would work for him until 
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he got his strength back and also I would try to rescue the wife 
of my other benefactor, my fellow-countryman whose bread I 
had eaten for so many years; the Turks were planning to seize his 
wife and make a Turk out of her. It was for the sake of these 
two benefactors of mine that I returned to face the dangers in 
Arta. One day, after we had arrived in Arta, the pashas and all 
the Albanian commanders came to the bey's residence to see him. 
I told the bey about my countryman's wife, whom Hasan Pasha 
was going to seize. He spoke to the pashas and the others, in
cluding the high-ranking Albanians: 

"Pashas and beys, we will be destroyed! Destroyed, I tell you," 
the bey said, "since this war is not with the Muscovite nor with the 
Englishman nor with the Frenchman. It's the Greek infidel that 
we have wronged: we have violated his wealth and his honor. 
He is glowering at us with dark eyes and has risen up in arms. 
And the Sultan, the stupid beast, doesn't know what's happening: 
everyone around him is deceiving him. And this will be the 
beginning of the downfall of our kingdom. We've been paying a 
fortune to find a traitor. But there's no way any of them will 
betray their secret whereby we can find out if the Greeks are 
fighting on their own or with the support of the great Powers. 
That's why we've been paying out money, impaling captives, 
killing prisoners-and we have not been able to learn the truth." 

After telling them all this, the bey then said that the Sultan 
was sending the most wicked among the pashas who had plun
dered the land and stolen all the women. "They will go back 
to their own homes, but we will be left here." Then he went 
on to tell them about my countryman's wife and how the pasha 
wanted to take her. Then they all agreed with one voice to take 
her from the place she was being held. They took her to the 
English consulate and left her under their protection. 

After I had rescued the wife of my other benefactor, the poor 
bey was overcome by a high fever one day, and I went for the 
doctor. The Turks were on the lookout for me, since I had 
escaped from their prison and the pasha had learned that I was 
the one behind the rescue of the woman. They were looking 
out to capture me and hang me. After I set out for the 
doctor, the Turks attacked me. But I was a fast runner and 
escaped. They hunted me down as far as the bey's house, where 
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our own men appeared at the door: we started fighting and I 
was saved. 

After the bey recovered, I asked for his blessing and told 
him, 'Tm leaving." He wouldn't let me. "If I had wanted to," 
I told him, "I could have run away even back at Komboti. But 
I didn't, for the sake of my honor." When he saw that I was not 
going to stay, he gave me his blessing and told me to tell the 
captains out at Petas and elsewhere that they should treat the 
people justly and fairly in order to succeed. For the Turks had 
committed such injustices that they would be ruined. 

"Let them observe justice," he said, "so that this affair may 
come to an end and we Turks too may find some peace. For by 
now our kingdom is doomed in the eyes of God, since we have 
strayed from His justice." 

I kissed his hand as I left. He gave me some money, and I 
told him, "My dear bey, I do not want your money: you have 
many expenses in maintaining your own people." He gave me 
weapons and ordered me to conduct myself properly and to go 
with Gogos, who was an honest and upstanding man and a friend 
of his. He bid me to tell the captains not to enter Arta, since 
there were too many Turks there and they might get killed; but 
they should close the Turks in and they would leave on their own, 
since they had no provisions. I also asked him to take care of 
my countryman's wife and, in early August 1821, I departed. 



from Poetic and Political Ethics 
BY D. N. MARONITIS* 

translated by C. Capri-Karka 

Titos Patrikios: Similarities and Differences 

This series of articles was begun before last winter became 
rough. I foresee that it will continue beyond the summer solstice. 
And since this has dragged on for so long, I owe perhaps some 
belated explanation. 

I do not pretend to be a historian of our postwar poetry
this task is beyond my scope and inclination. What caught my 
attention is the particular signal of three poets of the first post
war generation who became related more in my own mind than 
in the domain of our letters. This signal I call, offhand, political 
and poetic ethos, fully aware that in this case this name (which 
is not, of course, proposed as a term-for a name and a term 
are not the same thing) is both incovenient and unpleasant. 

This is perhaps because it appears to bring current ethics 
into two areas (poetry and politics) , neither of which would 
welcome it, defending-and rightly so-the first of them its 
objective realism and the other two their subjective sensitivity. 
However, what I am interested in here, both in terms of a decision 
and a position, is the specific human political behavior as mani
fested in the poetic act. From this point of view, what is called 
here the political ethics (~Soc;) of the poet is the other side of 
his poetic style (ucpoc;): both the name (f) Soc;= ucpoc; [ethos= 
style}) and the respective adjectives (TIOAlllKO='ItOlTlllKO 
[political =poetic J) can be equated. Thus, under these terms I 
will now proceed to the third member of the poetic trio I had 
promised to comment on, after Anagnostakis and Alexandrou. 

*D. N. Maronitis' book Poetic and Political Ethics, based on a series of 
articles in the Athens newspaper Kathimet>ini, examines the work of three poets 
of the so-called "first post-war generation," Manolis Anagnostakis, Aris Alexandrou 
and Titos Patrikios. The excerpts presented here are the two chapters dealing with 
the poetry of Patrikios. 

35 
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Although the new edition of the early phase of Titos 
Patrikios' poetic production presents us with new material mostly 
for his early style (Poems I: 1948-1954, Themelio Editions, 
1976), it is not necessary, I believe, to revise some general com
parative thoughts that were basically supported by what was 
known to us of his work until recently. I will thus start with 
them, in the belief that I touch upon characteristics of his polit
ical ethics as reflected in his total, by now almost thirty-year-long, 
poetic work. 

( 1) Patrikios is the youngest and the most prolific of the 
three. With his first three collections he had already published 
almost twice as many pages as the other two. Now, with the 
recent publication of more of his early work (1948-1952), this 
volume becomes proportionately even greater. 

( 2) He is the only one of the three who engages, from 
very early on, in multiverse and multipart compositions in the 
model of Whitman, Mayakovsky, Neruda and our own Ritsos. 
At the same time, he also writes self-contained, short-sometimes 
epigrammatic-poems aiming ambitiously toward the famous 
similar example of Pound. 

( 3) As far as politics and the party are concerned, he is 
the least heretic of the three. Although Patrikios' poetic dispute 
is quite often directed toward the inside of the postwar Greek 
left, it seldom takes a critical position as acute as what we see 
in Anagnostakis, and even less often does it lead to the anarchistic 
impasse of Alexandrou. 

( 4) He is undoubtedly the most optimistic of the three, 
if one is permitted to use this term about a poet who describes 
conditions of political exile in a nightmarish manner. In spite 
of that, even in the most dark and somber of Patrikios' poems 
there is almost always a window of functional or programmed 
hope. From this point of view, I would say that Patrtikios is 
the most engage of the three poets under discussion. 

( 5) He is also the most persistently and sensually attached 
to nature: earth and water, fauna and flora vitalize his poems 
with a frequency that we encounter very sedom in Alexandrou 
and almost never in Anagnostakis. 

( 6) Together with this lyrical love of nature goes Patrikios' 
strong eroticism, which is missing from Alexandrou and has 
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been transformed very early into political passion in Anagnostakis. 
In Patrikios, the subjects of eros and love retain their adolescent 
freshness through the poems of his last collection. Around this 
center of passion he builds a peripheral, I would say, tenderness 
that at times becomes a rich sentimentalism surrounding persons 
related to him-mainly the mother figure. 

(7) However, this erotic syndrome is combined, from very 
early on, in Patrikios with a scientific formalism. His poems 
are often built like proofs of a mathematical theorem. This in
tense thinking process is manifested also in his specialized vocabu
lary, which encompasses, with ease, terms from the natural and 
political sciences, used sometimes to provoke but very seldom to 
show off. 

( 8) I would say that Patrikios' poetry is more closely re
lated than that of the other two of this group to the masters of 
the generation of the thirties. Ritsos' influence is obvious, but 
there are also traces of Elytis and Gatsos while the old rhetoric 
of Palamas is not rejected. At least on the surface, one would 
say that Patrikios is the least dependent of the three on the 
tradition of Cavafy and Kariotakis, whose shadows fall obliquely 
on Anagnostakis and dominate the late work of Alexandrou. As 
for Seferis, he also remains Patrikios' secret relative. 

(9) I have already noted the non-Greek models of Patrikios: 
Whitman, Mayakovsky, Pound, Neruda. I will now add, for his 
later phase, Brecht. To what extent the breaths of these great 
teachers blend in his poetry is another subject, not for the present. 

"Long is the road from desire to decision" 

I am returning now, in late August, to the third and youngest 
of the poets of the first postwar period, whom I had left mid
way, to spend the short warmongering summer in tourist oddities. 
At that time, with a not entirely unjustified guile, in composing 
the- list of the nine characteristics attributed to Patrikios that 
make up his similarities with and differences from the other 
two poets in the group, I had not taken into account his early 
production (1948-1952), unknown until only yesterday, which 
was presented to us by the first volume of the new edition of 
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his collected works (Poems I, Themelio, 1976). And since I in
tend to continue somehow today with this July bluff, I owe a more 
elaborate explanation than the one I gave the last time. 

The more we become accustomed to a given form of a collec
tion, reading it again and again for fun and for a purpose, the 
more strongly we react to the sudden change of scenery, espe
cially when the new edition adds new material that challenges 
our impressions of analogies, visual and aural, with the old book. 
Up to now, we knew three books of Patrikios, the first two 
with some overlap in time: the Dirt Road, consisting of seven, 
as a rule multipart compositions, written between the summer 
of 1952 and the winter of 1954; the Apprenticeship, divided in 
six sections, covering with its 171 short poems the decade 1952-
1962; and finally the Optional Stop, with twenty-six mature 
poems, the earliest of which was written in September 1967 and 
the latest in June 1973. These three divisions permitted some 
general and some specific, almost automatic, evaluations and 
some easy characterizations: for example, early epic-lyric period 
(Dirt Road), middle dramatic (Apprenticeship), mature post
dramatic ( 0 ptional Stop). All of a sudden, the first volume of 
the new edition comes to reverse this three-part system and its 
assignation. It takes us four or five years earlier than the origin 
known until now (1952 to 1948). It presents four new com
positions-collections: "Return to Poetry," 1948-1951; "Largo," 
1951: "Exercises," 1952; and "End of the Summer," 1953-1954. 
To some extent it also changes the structure of the old Dirt Road 
(the first part, with the characteristic name "Long Letter," now 
becomes an independent collection) and also rearranges the 
material of Apprenticeship (the forty-six poems of the section 
"Years of the Stone" now become independent and provide a 
counterpoint to the preceding collection). All these new facts 
(and I remained intentionally at the surface) require time to 
learn and to digest-to juxtapose them to the old and wait for 
the result. And though it is possible that the surprises coming 
from the expected combination will not reverse the basic features 
of Patrikios' poetic and political ethics, the careful reader will 
find, to be sure, corners and shadows that he had not suspected 
so far. Let us mention, for instance, the enthusiasm for music. 
To note one aspect of it, musical terminology often provides 
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titles and names for collections and parts of this early work: 
"Variations on Two Themes," "Largo," "Exercises." Also evident 
is the dual disposition of the poet for the smooth narrative 
advance and the instant dramatic stop. In addition, Kariotakis' 
radical satire dominates this work both in terms of structure 
and in metric forms, while at the same time the poet confesses 
his admiration for conservative Eliot and his devotion to socialism. 
All these, and many more not at all insignificant both for the 
practice of the art and for the need for action, are added now, 
for the first time, on the scales to be weighed. But, as we said, 
there is no need for haste. As long as one suspects there is a 
void, he is in no danger, I suppose, of a crash. I return, there
fore, more or less, to the trodden paths of the well-known poetic 
trilogy of Patrikios, to supplement and complete what I 
have promised. 

The optimistic revolutionary spirit that characterizes primarily 
the first collection of Aris Alexandrou can also be easily recog
nized in Patrikios' early poetry. In his case, in fact, the com
mandments of the left are more magnanimously, I would say, 
accepted and the result of this freshness often leads to an op
timistic climate of humanistic communism. 

However, Patrikios' personal ethics is defined not as much 
by the years of struggle in the resistance against the foreign 
occupation as by the conditions of his exile. Isolation, degrada
tion, wasting of the body, erotic thirst and recollection, torpor 
of the mind are dramatized with increasing frequency, especially 
during the period of Apprenticeship. A motif derived from 
those conditions is the human history of survival with all its 
degrading syndromes: the reinstatement of the outcast in public 
life is internally undermined by the ghosts of the dead friends 
and the memories of a group of people that has completely 
fallen apart. 

Yet the subject that also becomes intensified in Patrikios 
as time goes by is the practice and function of poetry within 
the sphere of politics and the party: the limits of its effectiveness, 
its exhilarating moments of escape, its eclectic drama juxtaposed 
to the events taking place all around. 

And no matter how strange this sounds, although Patrikios' 
position with respect to the poetic act and its political repercus-
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sions is more critical than it is in Anagnostakis and Alexandrou, 
the final impression we get from his middle and his most mature 
work is that we are dealing with a devotee of poetry more 
fanatical than the other two. 

Retaining the division of his work in three parts-a not very 
clear-cut division, as I have already said (1948-1952, 1953-1962, 
1967-1973)-I must admit that, personally, I am more attracted to 
the first and last phases than the middle one. The first period, 
centered around the Dirt Road, shows something rare in our 
poetic history, Patrikios' penchant for long compositions almost 
symphonic in character, with lively language and a style alter
nating between narrative and lyrical. The middle period, that of 
Apprenticeship, persists in a kind of immediate dramatization 
of a dense material that does not, however, have the time to 
be baked and become the core of the poetic fruit, which is any
way small. However, the most mature collection, the last known 
until recently, succeeds where the middle one walks on a tight
rope. Because in Optional Stop there is already a resolution: the 
poetic body is not identical to the material of the dramatic ex
plosion but is composed of its postdramatic fragments; those 
that suggest what happened before but do not turn it into the 
main theme. The result is that the finished poem is by now at 
equal distance from the poet and the reader in a sort of dead 
zone, not hanging from the umbilical cord of its creator. This 
neutral, in a way, tone permits some movement around the poem 
that is visible from all sides. In fact, in the best cases, even after 
this exploratory circling around, the poem still remains in the 
center: solid, intact, having many meanings. The apprenticeship 
to Brecht has already produced its fruits-even in the uncom
fortable field of allegory, as seen for instance in the last poem 
of this collection: 

At\AHrO PI A* 

~av g'ltEO'E ~ ~aA.avL5L0: 
O:A.A.Ol K6l!JaVE ftva KAa5(, 'tO ~-mif.avE O"tO X<7>~cx 
KaA.ci>v-rac; yLO: 1tpocrKUVT)~a mo t5LO Mv-rpo, 
O:A.A.ol epT')VOUO'CXV cr· EAEYElCX 

*The English translation of this poem appears on p. 101. 
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-ro xa~E.vo 5aooc; Tij xa~EVl"J -roue; l;;c.:>~, 
CXAAOL qmaxvavE ouAA.oyEc; cmo E,Epa~E.va <p6A.A.a 
-rlc; 5EtxvavE o"t'O:: 'ltaVYJY6pta <;yasavE "t'o ljJc.:>~( "t'ouc;, 
aA.A.OL 5ta(;E(;atc.:>vav Tij <;A.a'ltnK6"t'T}"t'a "t'&v <puA.A.oMA.c.:>v 
f>ta<pc.:>VWV"t'ac; O~c.:>c; O'rO Elf>oc; t) Kal OTIJV aVCxYKT} ava-

f>CxOU>OT}<;, 
CXA.A.OL, ~asl K' Eyc.0, lmoo~pt<:;;av 'ltci>c; ooo lmapxouv 
yfl Kal a'lt6pot ll'ltCxPXEL 5uva"t'6"t'T}"t'a <;aA.avt5tcxc;. 
To '1tp6<;A.T}~a "t'OU VEpoO 'ltapa~EVEL aVOLX"t'6. 

• I OUVLO<; '73 

Around the traditional (and Greek) symbol of the oak tree 
are traced in chalk the circles of an almost Brechtian syllogism 
that shines, cuts and teaches, leaving always, however, the last 
door open. In the face of political failure, people's typical and 
reiterated attitudes: political mysticism, poetic emotionalism, 
sentimental exploitation of the disaster, Byzantine anarchism, 
socialist realism, mathematical sobriety and scientific inquisitive
ness. This gamut helps me bring to a close the chapter on 
Patrikios' poetic and political ethics. 
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SEVENFOLD MARTYR 

Under the light of the moon covering the island 
as if the sunken volcano had erupted again 
our hands turned into octopuses 
seeking nearby yet unapproachable bodies 
until they disappear into their dark retreats 
White fingers, white tentacles, white joints 
the hands struggled to hold 
in their wet hollows 
the shape of your body that kept changing 
and you were changing too, you were no longer yourself, 
you were the seven women I have loved 
and I was the seven sleeping children 
who were tortured and died seven times. 
Each time I stretch my hands to touch you 
I find the sea, the stones, the moon 
that exist beyond us and do not know us. 
Just as nobody knows that years ago 
they buried me in :the yard 
of this deserted, forgotten church. 
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*Titos Patrikios was born in Athens in 1928. He studied law at the Uni
versity of Athens (1946-1951) and sociology at the Sorbonne and the llcole 
Pratique des Hautes }jtudes in Paris ( 1959-1964). 

He joined the youth section of the National Liberation Front in 1942 and 
participated in the operations of the Greek Popular Liberation Army against the 
Germans in 1944-1945. In 1944 his scheduled execution by collaborators of the 
Germans was stayed at the last minute. He was detained in Makronisos (a camp for 
leftist soldiers) in 1951-1952 and was exiled to the concentration camp of St. 
Stratis in 1952-1953. He spent several years in Western Europe, mainly Paris 
( 1959-1964, 1967-1969, 1970-1975). 

He has worked as a lawyer, journalist and translator and as a researcher in 
centers of sociological studies in Greece and France. Several of his studies on 
youth problems and drug abuse have appeared in French. Some of them have been 
translated into English, Spanish and Russian. 

His first appearance in Greek letters was with a poem published in the 
journal ".SEK[VTJ[..lCX "tiit; Nt6U)t;" in August 1943. He has published six collec
tions of poems: Dirt Road, 1954; Apprenticeship, 1963; Optional Stop, 1975; 
Poems I (1948-1954), 1976; The Promised Sea, 1977; and Disputes, 1981. He 
has also published essays, criticism and articles, mainly in the highly influential 
journal 'Em9Eci>pT]OTJ TEXVTJt; (Review of the Arts), of which he was one of 
the founders and a member of the editorial board. Several of his works have been 
translated into a number of European languages. 
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THE FRIENDS 

It isn't the memory of the slain friends 
that now tears at my heart. 
It is the lament for the thousands of unknowns 
who left in the beaks of birds 
their extinguished eyes 
who hold tight in their frozen hands 
a clump of bullet shells and thorns. 
The unknown passersby 
whom we never spoke to 
with whom we only exchanged brief glances 
when they gave us a light from their cigarette 
in the evening street. 
The thousands of unknown friends 
who gave their lives 
for me. 

LONG LETTER 

3 

And then 
we stood back to back. 
In one corner a tavern. 

January 19, 1949 

In the other a tobacco shop with sports papers on display. 
And between them, the evening. 
(Did she turn to look?) 
You passed by the tavern 
She must have passed by the tobacco shop
(No, no she did not turn) 
you had thought it all out carefully ... 
(Of course she didn't turn. 
She left.) 
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So, then, 
with the knife, 
you did quite well 
with the knife, 
and you are overjoyed 
you move your hands freely. 
And you made it in time. 
(And always this fear that you didn't make it in time) 
With the knife and without whirnpering-
(How did she get home? 
What did they see in her face? 
Which chair did she sit in? 
What did she say?) 

Why did she agree with you like that? 
Why didn't she say a single word 
about things we no longer expected? 
Why didn't she show the slightest sign? 
And why did you ignore that little she did show? 
Why didn't you make that sign? 

And in between, a knife. 
No. A road that goes on and on, goes on and on, 
wherever you turn it goes on and on ... 
And in between, 
a knife. 
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Well, this circle that we traced 
with a sherd of a broken pitcher 
is our very own circle, 
it is our own .space 

THE CHARIOTEER 

where we can hide the singing of the blackbird 
and know that we can find it again 
where we can talk 
about those things that will fill the great books of the future. 

This circle 
had no limits. 
Neither did our joy. 
When you don't offer 
your heart with open arms 
beyond the threshing floors where our days are sifted 
it is no longer a heart. 

Wood and stones 
and a piece of the earth 
cleared from thorns and wild weeds 
the lighting of the fire 
the blowing on the fire 
the pot that boils and boils 
the knowledge that beyond the mountains there will 

always be people 
the knowledge that we want more knowledge
that we want everything. 

Perhaps love did not wear a village girl's dress. 
But I loved the fragrance of your hair 
more than the smell of the forest. 
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In our eyes we both had 
the same warmth of Athens 
to see the same red lights 
we were barely touching each other's elbows 
wrapped in night, blankets and wind. 

The lights of Athens 
the lights of the world 
how much we, ourselves, felt we were the world ... 

Yet the boundaries of our circle grew diffuse. 
You no longer knew if it had any limits 
or if it only had 
a broken perimeter. 
And along with the people 
strangers would get inside. 
They would work their way into our sandals 
like the sand and the sharp stones 
under the rocks of the river bank. 
And then we were ashamed 
to think of a blackbird 
or a little silence 
in their presence. 
We were talking by then about the strangers 
and thought we were talking about people 
(How much we ourselves were becoming strangers 
our own selves a passerby, suddenly appearing and 
staring at us with curiosity and reproach.) 
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We had placed the sun on the table 
red and hot 
like a New Year's cake* 
The first piece for man 
-this man passing in front of us
the poor one. 
The next for the house. 
The house-
this piece was never given, 
we never built a roof 
a window to look out from 
we never built the dream of a house 
with three forgotten sprigs of basil 
on the window sill. 

THE CHARIOTEER 

We only spread an old raincoat on the ground 
and sat on it. 
And I was listening to your crying 
while I stared far away into the distance 
following the empty river bed of the galaxy. 
I wasn't yet brave enough 
to be able to cry. 

*On the eve of St. Basil's Day (i.e., New Year's Eve), Greek families gather 
around a BaaLA.6m-ra (St. Basil's cake) and cut one piece of cake for each 
member of the family. It is traditional also to cut a piece "for the poor," "for the 
house," "for the saint," etc. A coin is hidden inside the cake, and whoever finds 
it in his piece is supposed to have especially good luck in the new year. 
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We grew up differently, indeed 
differently from you 
differently from the others. 
Very early we took off our shoes to gather limpets 
very early we threw away our school caps 
and from our new primer, which was not given to us on 

our birthday, 
we learned all the songs of fire 
without ever learning to spell. 
Our bag filled up with things of the sea 
it filled with broken cobblestones, 
blood, bullets, cornbread crumbs, 
with a large tin can full of joy; 
it became unbearably heavy. 
But our backs also grew stronger 
our moustache a yard long 
and we were always ready to run off 
through the kitchen door 
for limpets. 

They have grown more and more distant 
the dried flower petals in the book 
the box of chocolates 
the embroidered tablecloth 
the father saying "Be home by nine." 
When the friend sleeping beside you is called death 
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when the sudden sound of brakes in front of your door is called 
anticipation 

when this mass of flesh, water and pain inside your boots is called 
feet 

and they are yours, those boots, 
how then can a little girl's dream 
fit into your bag ... 
The dream is squeezed among the food tins 
large muddy footprints are spreading 
on the freshly scrubbed stones 
and . the horse outside is whinnying. 
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It's in a hurry. 
There's no time to sit in the shadow of the vine trellis. 
You'll always toss cookie crumbs on the floor 
and your pockets will always be full of the breath of the big 

wards. 
I said: 
"The frost has not killed the memory of the sea 
it has not killed the singing of the blackbird. 
Let us protect ·them from us." 

The horse is leaving 
the gate is disappearing ... 
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There is nothing left 
like a flask drained dry of water 
that leaves no odor. 
All things 
that met our orbits 
were silent. 
This moon that I was rushing to show you 
when it reappeared new 
was alien. 
These glasses that touched your lips 
that stayed for hours and hours in your handbag 
were alien 
alien was a silver paper-knife 
the squares where we strolled together 
the streets 
the windows of your house. 
I have eaten with others at the same table 
and we would laugh 
I put my plate in the same place 
and remembered nothing 
nothing 

I wonder 
did we ever exist? 
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We've never thought about 
that little plum tree. 
It remained untrimmed and unwatered, 
the soil around it turned to stone
little plum tree 
untrimmed and unwatered 
we have forgotten you. 

Little plum tree 
the well has forgotten you 

THE CHARIOTEER 

the narrow path among the beanstalks has forgotten you 
the children with their stings have forgotten you. 

(That road-a knife. 
A rusty knife, a blunt knife 
not a dead fish that a child drags along the ground. 
That road 
was a knife.) 

The dried grass 
hides the burrows of the insects 
it hides all those roots that stir 
and bind us to the earth 
the burrows dug inside us 
by the forgotten hours. 

But how can this branch sprout leaves? 
How can the wind start rustling here again? 
My deep-green plum tree 
How could you? 
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Here again the world and the things 
in front of us. 
Here are the people. 
Here we are at the threshold of the day. 

We can again say: 
"This is a stone, this a glass of water, 
this an earthenware plate 
and this dried blood." 
We can say: 
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"Here is Yiannis, greeting us from over there. 
This here is joy." 

On our knees we place 
the great book of the stars 
and read slowly, loudly 
so that everybody can hear: 

The place of my birth 
is from Lidoriki 
a village of Lidoriki 
by the name of Avoriti. * 
The place of our birth 
is the world. 
Our country is the truth. 
Good morning, then. 
Good morning. 

Saint Stratis 
July-December 1952 

*This is the opening sentence of the first chapter of Makriyannis' Memoirs ( cf. 
page 20 of this issue of The CHARIOTEER). Makriyannis was illiterate and only 
learned to write late in his life. His unique style often violates syntactical rules. 
What this sentence means is that he was born in Avoriti, a village in the province 
of Lidoriki. For a discussion of Makriyannis' unique writing style, see pages 6-10. 
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ΣΗΜΕΙΩΜΑΤΑΡΙΟ 

3 

τότε μας λέγανε: 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

Ό έλα.tώνα.ς 

«Γιό: σας είναι τό: χρόνια 'ΠΟU θό: 'ρθοϋν 
τέλειωσαν 1tιό: οί 'Πόλεμοι». 
Κι έγω ά1tοροϋσα καί θλι~όμουν. 
'Έτσι λοι'Πον θό: μεγαλώσουμε 
δίχως μάχες, δίχως νίκες; 
ΔΕ.ν μ'Πορούσαμε νό: σκεφτοϋμε νίκη 
εξω ά'Π' τον 'Πόλεμο 
οΟτε 'Πόλεμο 'ΠΟU νό: μη νικήσουμε. 
'Έ1tειτα φύσηξε ενας κρύος άνεμος. 

ΜΕ.ς στην κου~έρτα με το σκοτωμένο 
κά'Ιtοιος ε~αλε κι ενα κομμένο 'Πόδι 
με την άρ~ύλα άκόμα φορεμένη 
άνοίξαμε το λάκκο στην Παιδικη χαρό: 
οί δλμοι είχαν γιό: λίγο σταματήσει 
στο 'Πέρα σταυροδρόμι φαίνονταν τό: τάνκς. 
Τον ξαναεϊδα στον έλαιώνα εξω ά1tο τη Λάρυμνα 
φοροϋσε την κόκκινη κου~έρτα χιαστί 
ά'Πο τη θάλασσα είχαν μεγάλη ό'Περοχη 'Πυρός. 
-«Καλύψου», τοΟ φώναξε δ καινούριος κα'Πετάνιος 

«θό: μας 'Πάρεις στο λαιμό σου». 
-«Πάψε ρέ, τί τοuς φο~ασαι», ά1tάντησε. 

ΜΕ. την U'Ποχώρηση είχε χαλαρώσει ή 'Πειθαρχία. 

Και τώρα άκόμα &ι σκάψεις λ(γο 
θό: ~γοϋν οί γάζες, οί έ1tίδεσμοι, 
άργοϋν νό: λιώσουν οί νεκροί. 
Μολεύτηκαν τό: 'Πηγάδια, δταν ~ρέχει 
το νερό κατε~άζει στο ρέμα 
σκουριασμένους κάλυκες και κομμάτια 
ά1tο χακί και 'Πράσινα χιτώνια. 
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NOTEBOOK 
section 3 

The olive grove 

In those days, they would tell us 
"The years to come are all yours 
the wars are now over." 
And I would wonder and feel sad 
Well then, will we grow up like that 
without battles, without victories? 
We could not think of a victory 
apart from war 
nor of a war we would not win. 
Then a cold wind blew. 

Inside the blanket with the slain man 
someone had put a severed leg 
with the boot still on it. 
We dug the grave in the children's playground 
the mortars had stopped for a while 
in the next intersection the tanks could be seen. 
I saw him again in the olive grove outside Larymna 
he was wearing the red blanket across his chest. 
From the sea they had firepower advantage. 
-"Take cover," the new captain yelled at him. 
"You'll get us all killed." 
-"Shut up, don't be afraid of them," he answered. 
With the retreat, discipline had gone slack. 

Even now, if you dig a little 
you'll uncover the gauzes and the bandages, 
the dead take a long time to decay. 
The wells have gotten polluted, when it rains 
the water carries down to the stream 
rusty shell cases and bits and pieces 
of khaki and green uniforms. 
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FACING THE SKY 

To Yiannis Ritsos 

1 

From stone to stone, from root to root, from lamp 
to lamp, the night, trembling like wheat made of glass 
brings us again to the other vegetation 
that is now the coal beneath our bodies 
up to the dense, inverted wells of the stars 
as they raise and lower the buckets of their distant fire. 
A word, and another word, a gesture, a thousand mouths 
in every stop, in every motion, the girls' laughters 
that you had only guessed, deep silence of the violin 
a circle closing in the chain that goes on 
and the opened veins of time without beginning, without end. 

Four faces are groping the sky. 
Vega-the dashing eagle 
Altair-the rising eagle 
(over the narrow valleys where we started) 
and Cassiopeia, the very beautiful Cassiopeia, 
in spite of austere Athena, in spite of the sand covering them. 
Andromeda-remember ?-alone and frightened on the shore 
not knowing about Perseus 
and yet hoping. 
The ways of the stars, the ways of men 
the plains of space furrowed by oblique crossings 
those endless millions of light-years ... 

Well, so what? 
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Ah, sky, do you think it's enough for us to look at you? 
It seems you don't know us. 
No matter how much you keep repeating your most sincere 

romances 
no matter how much you interpose the muddy bellies of the 

clouds 
no matter whether you sometimes force daily bread on us 
stripped of any hope for the future, 
we need to find you authentic, 
from within your ruined features, 
we can find you, we can teach you 
what you are and don't know 
or forgot. 
Don't clench your jaws, sky 
don't be angry or afraid of us 
we are not going to harm you more than you need. 
We can save you. 
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The footsteps of the stars that trod upon so many sound bodies 
and so many corpses 
are welcome to our hearts. 
Their rays that saw the earth's crust 
are also welcome. 
But they must know: 
We are going forward 
we are blowing up the edges of every sun that blocks our way 
we step on the throat of every constellation that hinders us 
and those rotten stars 
with their empty and frozen carcasses 
those masks pretending to be the light 
need a good scrubbing. 
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ΚΑΤΑΦΑΤΣΑ ΣΤΟΝ ΟΥΡΑΝΟ 

3 

Μέσα στην τραχια μοναξια της άρμης, μέσα 
στις μυώδεις κινήσεις των ώκεανων 

κατοικημένες μόνο ά1tο σιω'Πή, 
ή ζωη έτοιμαζόταν 
δ1'tως σε κάθε θραϋσμα φως έτοιμάζονται τα χρώματα. 

Ζωη στα σ1tλάχνα τοϋ γρωιίτη και της άτμόσφαιρας 
ζωη στα 1tληγιασμένα έσώρουχα τοϋ ϋ1tνου 

ζωη πάνω ά1't' την τέφρα ζωη κάτω ά1't' το χιόνι 
κι έκε'ί, στη μέση, 6ρθός, άρσενικός, 
με το άξοόριστο <5υζαντινό του 1'tρόσω1'tΟ, 
ό θάνατος-

μια 1tαόση ποu άνασυνδέει την κίνηση 
Ενα γεροφτιαyμένο άρ<5υλο 1'tOU έξαντλε'ί τα δρια της θαλ-

1'tωρfiς 
ενα ροϋχο 1tou τυλίγει την 1tαγωμένη σκια τοϋ φεγγαριοϋ 
Ενα τρα1tέζι 1'tOU ή ζωη στρώνει για το φαί της 
ενα μέταλλο στο τέλος ένος φόλλου στις άρχες ένος δάσους. 

Σε πηγές και πηγές, σ· άyρίμια κι άγρίμια, σε σμιξίματα 
και σμιξίματα, σε τάφους και τάφους, σε τσουκάλια και 

τσουκάλια, 
περνάει ενα κϋμα. 
'Ένα κϋμα φωνάζει, ενα κϋμα ψάχνει, ξεγυμνώνει τη σάρ-

κα σου 

ξεγυμνώνει το κϋμα, ξεθά<5ει κόκαλα ά:1'tο 1'tετpωμένο φως, 

ά:ναποδογυρίζει το θάνατο, φαρδαίνει τη ζωή, τη σακατεόει, 
τη δυναμώνει-μα τ( γυρεόει; 

Ποϋ πάει το κϋμα; ποϋ 1tcχμε; 1toG πcχμε; 

Προχωροϋμε. 



Titos Patrikios: A Selection of his Poems 

3 

Within the harsh solitude of the brine, within 
the powerful tides of the oceans 
inhabited only by silence 
life was in the making 
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just as in every fragment of light the colors are in the making. 

Life in the heart of the granite and of the atmosphere 
life in the wounded undergarments of sleep 
life above the ash, life beneath the snow 
and there, in the middle, upright, masculine 
with his unshaven Byzantine face 
death-
a pause reconnecting the motion 
a well-made boot exhausting the limits of warmth 
a garment enveloping the frozen shadow of the moon 
a table life is setting for its meal 
a piece of metal at the end of a leaf, at the beginning of a 

forest. 

In springs and springs, in wild beasts and wild beasts, in couplings 
and couplings, in graves and graves, in pots and pots, 
a wave passes by. 
A wave howls, a wave searches, it bares your flesh 
it bares the wave, unearths bones of petrified light 
turns death upside down 
broadens life, mutilates it, 
strengthens it-but what is it looking for, 
where is the wave going? Where are we going? Where are we 

going? 

We are going forward. 
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Καl σu οόρανε 1tou είδες μέσα στ· άτέλειωτο άνακόκλισμα 
ζωfjς καl θάνατου 

νό: μεγαλώνει δ κόσμος νό: ψηλώνει δ cxvθpω1toς 
έσu 1τοu είδες δλους τοuς 1τεινασμένους 
δλους τοuς ~ασανισμένους 
δ λ ους τοuς κυνηγημένους 
μην τον ξεχνcχς: 
Πέρα ά1τ· το ~όyyo 

ό1τάpχει ή νίκη. 
Καl τοότη ή ζωή μας ή μικρη 
δε δέχεται το θάνατο. 
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And you, sky, who in the endless alternation of life and death 
have seen 

the world grow larger and man grow taller 
you who have seen all the hungry 
all the tormented 
all the persecuted do not forget this: 
Beyond the moaning 
lies victory. 
And this small life of ours 
does not accept death. 
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Δε δέχεται το θάνατο δε δέχεται το θάνατο 
δε δέχεται το θάνατο δμως εσυ δε.v είσαι ενα κύτταρο 
'ΠΟU δεν το ξέρει 'Πως τελειώνει, δεν είσαι Ενα έλάφι 
'ΠΟU μόνο τρέμει καl ~ου~αίνεται-έσu το ξέρεις 
καl το διαλέγεις καl δεν το θέλεις καl δεν το θέλεις. 
Κι δμως ά1t' την κούραση καl τον ερωτα, ά1t' το ξύλινο άλέτρι 
τοu χαμένου χρόνου, ά'Π' τό: φθαρμένα χαρτονομίσματα των 

λέξεων 
ά'Π' τό: 'Πόδια μιας καρέκλας 'ΠΟU άκινητοuν μες στοuς κρα

τηρες της φτώχειας 
ά'Π' τον άνθρω'ΠΟ με τη ρεμ'Πούμ'Πλικα, ά'Π' το ξυ'Πόλητο 

στάρι της ~ροχης 
α'Π τlς τρύ'Πες τοu flλιου, ά'Π' την 'Πέτρα καl το σα1tούνι 
άΊτ' τό: ~ήματα 1tou 'Παρακολουθοuν το ~ημα σου 
δ θάνατος φτάνει 
δ'Πως το χέρι φτάνει το ψωμί, δ'Πως τό: τρένα 
φτάνουν τό: 'Παpα'Πετάσματα της νύχτας. 
·ο θάνατος φτάνει- Γιώργη, Γιώργη. 
Μιό: θάλασσα ά'Πο αίμα μας σκε'Πάζει μες στη νύχτα
Γιώργη ... 
Πάνω στό: 'Πρόσω'Πά μας, μέσα στό: στόματα, μες στό: ρου-

θούνια 

μιό: θάλασσα ά'Πο αίμα. 
Γιώργη μ' άκοuς; 
Έμεϊς 'ΠΟU 'Πρlν μιό: ωρα δε γνωριζόμαστε
φέρτε κοντύτερα τό: 'Πρόσω'Πά σας 
φωτίστε, φωτίστε 
φέρτε τό: 'Πρόσω'Πά σας, φέρτε τη φωτιά, φέρτε τη φωνή σας. 
Μ' άκοuς; μ' άκοϋτε; 
~δε μας 'Πνίγει, δε μας έξαντλεϊ
έμ'Πρός ... έμ'Πρός ... μ' άκοuτε; 
'Όχι δεν εtμαι αύτος δ άσύρματος 'ΠΟU έ'Πανορθώνει τη σιω'Πή, 
μόνο 'ΠΟU φτύνω το τελευταϊο καρ~ουνίδι της νύχτας 
μόνο νό: 'Προλά~ουμε νό: 'Προλά~ουμε. 
Μιληστε, μιληστε. 
Είμαι καλό: σοϋ λέω, είμαι καλά, 
είμαστε δί 'Πλα. 
Φέρτε τό: χέρια σας, φέρτε τη φωτιά. 
Δε δέχεται το θάνατο, δε δέχεται ... 
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It does not accept death, does not accept death 
does not accept death, yet you are not a cell 
which doesn't know that it dies, you are not a deer 
which merely trembles and stays dumb-you do know it 
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and you choose it and you don't want it and you don't want it. 
And yet from the fatigue and the love-making, from the wooden 

plow 
of lost time, from the worn banknotes of the words 
from the legs of a chair that stay still in the craters of poverty 
from the man with the felt hat, from the barefoot wheat of the 

rain 
from the holes of the sun, from the stone and the soap 
from the footsteps that follow your footstep 
death arrives 
the way the hand reaches the bread, the way the trains 
reach the curtains of the night. 
Death arrives-Yioryi, Yioryi. 
A sea of blood covers us in the night
Yioryi ... 
On our faces, inside our mouths, inside our nostrils 
a sea of blood. 
Yioryi, do you hear me? 
We who an hour ago didn't know each other
bring your faces closer 
throw some light, throw some light 
bring your faces, bring fire, bring your voice. 
Do you hear me? Do you all hear me? 
-It does not choke us, it does not exhaust us
Hello ... Hello ... do you hear me? 
No I am not this wireless set that simply restores communication 
I only spit the last charcoal fragment of the night 
only to make it in time, to make it in time. 
Speak up, speak up. 
I am fine, believe me, I am fine, 
we are close by. 

Bring your hands, bring the fire. 
It does not accept death, it does not accept it. 
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Δέ θά μ'Πορέσω 'Πιά νά ξαναγίνω 
Ενας θρόμ!3ος σιω'Πηλοίί χαλΚΟU. 
Δέ θά μ'Πορέσω νά ξεχάσω 

ΤΗΒ CHARIOTEER 

τά τόσα 'Πρόσω'Πα 'ΠΟU ξέχασαν τόν έαυτό τους. 
Δέ θά μ'Πορέσω ν· άνασαίνω 'Πιά σ· εvαν άγέρα 
'ΠΟU νά μΊ']ν τόν φαρδαίνουν χιλιάδες και χιλιάδες ζωές. 

Κι αύτός ό !3ράχος εtναι τό'Πος μου, 
κι έτοϋτες οί άyριοσυκιές 
εtναι 'Πατρίδα μου, 
ομως ενα μονάχα χρciψα 'Πάνω ά'Π' τά μάτια μου 
μιά μόνο φλέ!3α CΧνοιξης κάτω ά'Π' τό χώμα μου 
μιά μοναδικη ηλικία τοϋ χρόνου μέσα μου 
δέ φτάνουν. 
θέλω τη γη μου όλόκληρη, θέλω τόν CΧνθρω'Πο 
τόν κουρασμένο νά σηκώνει τόσο θάνατο και τόσον ηλιο, 
θέλω τlς χιλιάδες τά σ'Πίτια μέ τό άναμμένο τζάκι 
η μέ τό γκρεμισμένο τζάκι, θέλω τ· άξίνι 
και τό φτυάρι και τά δίχτυα, 
τό 'Πληγωμένο μέτω'Πο τοϋ ίδρώτα, 
ω !3ασανισμένη μου έλ 'Πίδα, 
ω γη μου γη μου, 'Πατρίδα μου 
κράτα με σφιχτά στην άγκαλιά σου 
κι άσε με νά κλάψω νά κλάψω νά κλάψω 
γιά κάθε σκοτωμένο σου φαράγγι, γιά κάθε 
όρφανό νησί σου, γιά κάθε 'Πεινασμένο σου χωράφι, 
άσε νά κλάψω 1tιό !3αθιά κι ά'Π' τlς ρίζες σου, 
1tιό 'Πικρά κι ά'Π' τό 'Πένθος σου, 
1tιό σίγουρα κι ά1t' τό φως σου-
6)σ'Που νά ξαναγεννηθώ μαζί σου. 
θέλω τόν θόρυ!3ο των μηχανών 
τη ζεστΊ'] μυρουδιά τοϋ κορμιοϋ 
θέλω τη φωνή μας. 
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No longer can I become 
a bead of silent copper again. 
No longer can I forget 
all those faces that forgot themselves. 
No longer can I breathe where the air 
is not enlarged by thousands and thousands of lives. 

And this rock, too, is my land 
and these wild fig trees 
are my country, 
yet only one color over my eyes 
only one vein of spring under my soil 
only a single age of time inside me 
is not enough. 
I want my land the whole of it, I want the man 
who is tired of bearing so much death and so much sun 
I want the thousands of homes with the lighted fireplaces 
or with the fireplaces torn down, I want the pickax 
and the shovel and the fishnets 
the wounded brow of sweat. 
Oh, my tormented hope, 
oh, my land, my land, my country 
hold me tightly in your arms 
and let me weep, weep, weep 
for every slain ravine of yours, your every 
orphaned island, every starving field, 
let me weep more deeply than your roots, 
more bitterly than your mourning 
more surely than your light 
until I am born again with you. 
I want the roar of the engines 
the warm smell of the body 
I want our voice. 
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Μιλfiστε, μιλfiστε! 
Σ' άφήνω Γιώργη, σ· άφήνω κάθε φίλε, 

για την άγά1tη, θα θυσιάζουμε ως καt την άγά1tη. 

Τώρα -π:οu γνωριστήκαμε, χωρίζουμε. 
Πρέ1tει να 1tάω έκεϊ 1tou δε μ· εχουν φίλο, 
έκεϊ 1tou δε θέλουνε να μ• εχουν. 
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Speak up, oh speak! 
I'm leaving, Yioryi, I'm leaving you, every friend 
for the sake of love we will go on sacrificing even love. 
Now that we know each other we are parting. 
I must go where they don't consider me a friend, 
where they don't want to. 
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Nights with their doors securely bolted 
in the safety of a dirty bed 

THE CHARIOTEER 

in the dream that forgets the steps trampling the darkness, 
a weary dream, mute, with only sperm, only saliva 
momentarily, spasmodically plugging the cracks between the howls 
Days with the rust of tears well-hidden 
in their brand new dark suits 
days trapped by everyone's seeking his own daily bread 
and then, when the celebration's over, 
the harbor official supervises the disposition of its bones. 
And from good morning to good morning, from silence to silence, 
the fear-
just as from one dead to another there is time for only half a 

cigarette. 

There where they denounced me and will denounce me again 
forgotten, ignored, an annoying old acquaintance 
a mask worn by horror and by ice 
just as change seems compared to the fear of change, 
there where they turned me out and spat on me, where they 

smiled at me 
and then used the smokestacks of the future as justification 
while in reality it was the weekends with their fiancees 
and I was left alone with the hand outstretched amidst desolate 

autumns 
with only a wind thrusting salt deeper into wounds opened by 

kisses, 
where we hungered together and now they do not share their 

hunger with me 
where we ate together and now they do not share the bread and 

the coals with me 
where we walked and now they deny me the footstep and the 

stone 
where we slept and now they deny me sleep and hope 
where we lived and now they deny me even the door of their 

house 
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where we didn't live and they deny me security and patience
there I will go. 

Because in everyone there exists something that cannot be lost 
in everyone there exists something that life clutches in both hands. 

7 

From the badly plastered walls of the evening 
from the kerosene, from the kitchens of the houses of the poor 
from orphanhood from the cropped village boys of the stars, 
life still keeps coming down like a torrent 
of flags and wheat. 
(Like a fish with the most tremendous memory, our stare 
swims in the tightened veins of the sky.) 

You love the marble, you love the clay, the aged 
freedom of the trees, the elements and their compounds 
all the geometries of the stars-
you love not in order to love 
but in order to take your love even farther. 
You love life. 

You love motion, a blind insect, an animal 
that has lost you from the other edge of time, 
you love all the dirt road we have passed. 
You love man. 

>A sorrow, a source that widens the curves of the lips 
two calloused hands, forgotten, 
you know and you ,love man 
in order to gather drop by drop 
seed by seed 
stone by stone 
action by action 
his real face 
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scattered among the pollen and the rivers 
lost among the furniture and the movie theaters. 

They run, they run with a cluster of sobs in their arms 
to satisfy their hunger with the leftovers of the wind 
to dupe the cold with the rags of truth-
no, I will no longer be able to see in every man 
the fluid metal of his closed hands 
a life worn out by life. 

We must go forward. 

8 

Barbed wire of the stars, islands bound hand and foot 
mud, exile, stone from the cracks of the nails 
flooding up to the heart, cold, exile, 
rain again from the raised cuff of the tent 
a piece of paper adding one more year to your sentence, then 

one more 
another paper that is no longer of any use 
books worn to the bones, life divided 
people so tormented, knowing so well how to love, 
love, existing or not, is like a bitter thorn 
standing erect inside the mouth, 
a letter that does not come, a letter that comes when 
nobody else gets one, time gained, 
idle time, rage of idle time, rage for knowledge, 
rage for going forward, even in the confines of similar winters, 
and more people, more tormented joy. 
My twenty-five years compressed into decades of persecutions and 

privations, 
-no, I will not oblige you by getting used to you, 
by accommodating myself to you 
I don't adapt myself to death. 
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And you, stop this smile of idiotic optimism 
it does not suit us 
thus should you draw your fragmented lips over the blood 
over all the blood, blood from wounds, from coughing up 
from spilled guts, from abortions, 
from delayed transfusion flasks, 
from assassinated truths, 
from mutilated children-
color it with bitterness and with trust 
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color that smile with a new optimism, wrought by the present day. 

9 

With the :health 
of a constantly conquered illness, 
uprooting, uprooting every legend 
and from within the torn myths 
there breathes the new history 
beyond the small personal loves 
the torrent of universal brotherhood descends. 
This huge scaffold of knowledge 
draws ever nearer to you, oh sky. 
With one kick 
the poetic nightstands 
placed by your sickbed vanish. 
Ah, we will cure you 
we will clean you like a :huge shopwindow 
of the dust of the centuries. 

Come then, with us comrade Sky 
rejuvenated 
come as the future comes 
from the demolished riverbanks 
of fear and death. 
Come all of you. 
Come. 
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On a night like this 
four persons are more clearly discerned 
Yioryis, V assilis, Karolos and myself. 
On a night like this 
there is something new. 
A new friend 
a new beat in the heart of tomorrow 
a window open wide to happiness. 
Alcor, Alcor, double star ... 
Ah! In this life of ours 

THE CHARIOTEER 

there is room for you too, there is room for the whole shell of 
the sky. 

Hoping, hoping. 

On a night like this 
you hear the footstep of the world 
going forward. 

Saint Stratis 
October-December 1953 
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DRAFTS FOR MAKRONISOS 

2 

BETO, AETO, GETO, SF A, Center C* 
all stone, from top to bottom 
tents like lumps of mud 
men like pieces of mud 
the soul flickering, turned to dust 
ghastly lamps cut the faces 
lighting up eyes of madmen 
mouths pouring out insects 
and the wind with the torturer's heavy boots 
whipping the wild mountain with his army belt. 
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*AETO, BETO, GETO, SPA are initials designating various detention camps 
on the deserted island of Makronisos where leftist military personnel were detained 
during the civil war. 
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PERHAPS A RIVER 

On the burning rocks, he grabbed me by the collar 
of my uniform 

"The rivers have dried up" he shouted "the springs 
have dried up. 

Even the winds have lost their way." 
The next day he whispered to me during fatigue duty 
"Perhaps there is always a river in our hands." 
Those were the times of stone and thirst. 
Many were going mad. Many were betraying their mother 
for a sip of water. When they took him away 
he just had time to tell me: "The winds lose their way 
when we let our path become overgrown with grass 
let it fall asleep beside the fields." 
Then other nights came, surrounded by the sea 
the bayonets cut our sleep in four, in ten. 
Much later I found out that this man, though so weak, 
had held out to the very end. 

ANOTHER KIND OF LOVE 

Another kind of love 
without the fragrance of beloved flesh 
with neither memory nor dream of a woman 
an all-consuming and uncompromising love 
with bones of our dead comrades 
with eyes eaten away by fever 
with a black wind from prisons and concentration camps, 
pouring its molten metal upon the words. 

Thus the words turn into metal 
which are so difficult to touch 
or 
to mold. 



Titos Patrikios: A Selection of his Poems 

CHANGED STREETS 

Someone was saying that tonight 
there would be a fireworks display 
but what happened with the festivities 
I don't know, I wasn't informed. 

You see, my mind was wandering in things 
that didn't make sense 
as I was walking in the changed streets. 

And mostly I was thinking of Sotiris 
who, one night in exile, between 
two chapters of political economy 
was crying secretly ... 
Perhaps for the mistakes of the movement, perhaps 
for our tormented country 
perhaps because in the meetings 
he had always approved of views opposite his own. 

THE SLEEP 

Sleep is twisting 
among spit and sweat 
Tomorrow, again, who knows 
what doors I'll go knocking on for a job. 

EVERY MORNING 

Every morning, before shaving, an additional nuisance: 
to peel off, like a dried-up gauze, the horrible faces 
left upon you by the last twenty-four hours. 
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WOUND HEALING 

Whether you like it or not 
with time, many old wounds have closed. 
And who can see that they are creeping 
mute under the skin 
like internal spiders . . . 

RIGHT 

I think that after all I have been through 
I would have every right to go mad. 
It would have been a little rest, finally, 
a little unrestrained freedom that I never knew. 
And truly, I would have gone mad, were this not 
some kind of compromise. 
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DAYS 

Days of my military life 
your rusty barbed wire 
pierces my words with alternating details 
chaotic buildings, wagons full of soldiers 
imaginary locations of houses and meetings 
the sea, nearby yet unapproachable, sand burning 

under the nails ... 
Days tormented by faces and ideas 
days hunted by loudspeakers and commands 
days of collective and individual privations 
and then only personal, intentional and deliberate 
and then days with the bitter pleasure of privations, 
which I myself imposed, and which opened up an 

area of freedom ... 
Days I wanted to cry and should not 
days I should and could not, 
days lined up, one by one in military jails 
in hospital waiting rooms, under tents 
in the mud, days of the threat and of the night 
irrevocable, with no tomorrow, claiming my end, 

with no end .-.. 
Naked days of Corinth, days of Tripolis with crazy hopes 
twenty-four hours of Athens mute with no response 
day of Laudon, definite, days of Makronisos 
multiplied infinitely, cancers of the stone 
which I had to live a thousand times, and at midnight 
tear you off my body together with a piece of flesh ... 
Days of mine finally, that come backward in time. 
And now you see me different 
with my pressed shirt, my tie, 
don't stare at me coldly, don't think I've changed, 
yet I can't explain everything even to you. 
Take me in your arms and kiss me, nevertheless. 
Your rough, hollow cheeks 
must understand. 
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JOURNEY 

I kept breaking your body like a sugar cane 
at every node, at every joint 
sipping from its cracks the sap 
that affirmed my existence. 
And you kept arising more intact 
covering me with your rustling foliage 
with the salty coolness of your sea night 
and carrying me all the way from wild beast to man. 

I THINK I SHOULD STOP 

I think I should stop here. 
It would be better 
(certainly for me, 
and I hope for the others) 
but I cannot. 
From within the ashes of my voice 
I start again. 

DIFFICULT COMPANY 

The colors recumbent, swampy. 
The words creeping like lizards 
between papers and mouths-
so much disgust by now for beauties 
that turned stagnant in their aquatic shapes. 
Yet we constantly find some excuse 
not to give aynthing up. 
Much more difficult for us is the company 
of things naked and authentic. 
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LANDSCAPE OF FORMS 

Confusing self-complacency with self-confidence 
hysteria with passion, he gained nothing 
from his contact with people. 
Only a repetition 
of manners and words finally worn out 
which were simply deceiving him that he exists 
beyond the motionless landscape of his forms. 

LUXURIES 

Dissolution is itself a luxury. 
It requires a comfortable life. The exposed torment, 
your secret arrogance for what you are leaving unfulfilled 
for what you alone do not gain or you destroy 
all these need a certain secure income 
some inheritance or property in the country 
that frees you from the petty cares of making a living. 
Thus you are able, between your regular meals 
and your bitter sarcasm, to tear everything down 
to bare even your fear of being naked, 
to lose yourself among the crowd 
of your deep inexpressible thoughts 
and to go along your smooth road of martyrdom 
bearing the cross of an overfed unhappiness. 
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PASSIONS 

Which passion do you mean? 
The one to let yourself open 
to every stimulus of your environment? 
The passion to react like an oyster? 
The passion to fight your passions 
don't you consider it? 
Moreover 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Which freedom of the unbound are you talking about? 
It is within bondage that I want your freedom, 
within bondage-which, in order to abolish it, 
you must first recognize and accept. 

DIFFERENCES 

And you, after all, what did you risk? 
What from our years does your own flesh know? 
When did you accept the irrevocable without reservations? 
Well then, on what do you base the right 
to be certain or to doubt? 
But so be it. We must go beyond our differences. 
And this secret belief in my superiority 
I must crush. 

TESTING 

As for you, if after all we went through 
nothing inside you was damaged 
don't be so proud. 
Perhaps 
you had nothing to risk. 
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VERSES 2 

Verses that scream 
verses that rise, seemingly like bayonets 
verses that threaten the established order 
and within their few feet 
make or break the revolution-
useless, false, boastful 
because today no verse topples regimes 
no verse mobilizes the masses 
(what masses? between you and me now
who is thinking of the masses? 
at most a personal deliverance if not recognition) 
that's why I no longer write 
in order to offer paper guns 
weapons made out of babbling, hollow words. 
I write only to lift an edge of the truth 
to cast a little light on our counterfeit life. 
As much as I can for as long as I last. 

VOICES 

These wild, laudatory voices 
do not trust ·them too much. Perhaps 
there is something false they want to hide 
some ulterior motive for self-justification. 

And don't completely mistrust those voices 
that unfold their rotting bandages. 
It always takes some strength 
to be able to reveal your wounds. 
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BALLAD OF A MINOR BUREAUCRAT 

A very conscientious man, one might say. 
Once, he used to mention Stalin's name 
two or three times an hour. 
Now he remembers a little forgotten Marx and Lenin 
but mostly the sayings 
of the fashionable leaders of the day. 

A very conscientious man, one might say. 
Once he was quite bold 
in criticizing those below him. 
Now he talks once in a while 
about criticism of those above him 
and is a bit more discreet in fawning on them. 

A very conscientious man, one might say. 
Once he was ready to accuse whoever disagreed 
as being an informer, lackey of the security police, agent of the 

Intelligence Service. 
Now, truly a changed man, 
he only calls him a revisionist, an opportunist 
and leniently, a man of loose morals. 

A really conscientious man 
who now, just as before 
devotes to the movement 
his whole life 
keeping his eyes fixed 
on the front rows of the grandstand. 
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THE HOUR OF ACTION 

His words are tiresome. I know it. 
But what can you do? Present within his syllables 
are always, the screams from the days he was tortured. 
His jacket is out of fashion 
and I agree that, what the hell, the leftists 
should get a bit more modern. 
But if he keeps it tightly buttoned like that 
it is so he won't bother you with the hole in his lung. 
His field of vision has remained narrow. 
Nothing like your global perspective ... 
But, you see, his sight is still burdened 
by the stones that for years blocked his horizon. 
And it is true that in knowledge and diplomas 
he cannot come close to you. 
Yet he is ready to go again into exile, tomorrow 
while you will keep postponing the moment of action 
waiting for convenient conditions. 

BITTER SKY 
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I am drenched along with the dead of the military graveyard. 
The branches of the water pass through my entrails 
turning me into an old bullet-riddled uniform 
that slowly decays on a soldier's bones. 

And this was a strange rain which the fields do not expect. 

I am drenched in our savage soil along with my dead comrades 
through the channels of the water and the subterranean stones 
I search for our lost roots and for a bitter sky 
that they will never see, whether it rains or not. 

And this was a common rain, which usually falls in such months. 
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ΤΟΥΣ ΕΚΤΕΛΕΣΑΝΕ 

Τοuς έκτελέσανε στήν κεντρική τrλατεί:α 

τοuς έκτελέσανε σε λατομεί:α με τή ({ιαθειCχν ήχω 

μτrροστό: σ· έρημωμένα καφενεί:α καl μνημεί:α, 

καl τρέχανε τρελλες yυναϊκες νό: ({ιροϋν τό: ματωμένα ροϋχα, 

τοuς έκτελέσανε στων σκουτrιδιων τή μάντρα 

μέσα στό: κοφτερό: yυαλιό: καl τlς κονσέρ({ιες, 

τοuς έκτελέσανε στο δρόμο, στο κατώφλι τοϋ στrιτιοϋ τους, 

στο τrεδίο ({ιολης χιλιάδων στρατοτrέδων, 

στήν Ο:φωνη έρημιό: συνωστισμένων χωραφιων, 

τοuς έκτελοϋσαν κάθε μέρα μες στό: χέρια σας, 

μες στή φωνή σας, στή φόδρα τοϋ καινοόρyιου ροόχου σας ... 

και σεϊς τοuς ξεχάσατε j 
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THEY EXECUTED THEM 

They executed them in the central square 
they executed ,them in quarries with their deep echo 
in front of deserted coffeehouses and monuments 
and crazed women would run to find the bloody clothes. 
They executed them in the street, in front of their houses 
among the broken glass and empty tin cans 
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they executed them in the street, in the doorway of their houses 
in the fire ranges of thousands of camps 
in the voiceless solitude of crowded fields 
they kept on executing them every day in your hands 
in your voice, in the lining of your new garment ... 

And you, you have forgotten them? 
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ΑΠΟΛΟΓΙΣΜΟΣ 

η εγιναν οί νικημένοι; 
Ποιός σκέφτηκε nοτε γι• αύτοός, 
nοιός μας σκέφτηκε; 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

Άδελφη Ί σnανία, μόνη μες στόν flλιο σου 
μαϋρο και nυρωμένο σαν τό θάνατο 
nou λίγοι nια τόν ~λέnουν, τόν θυμοϋνται. 
Άδέρφια σκοτωμένα, νικημένα άδέρφια μου 
noG 'Πήγατε, nε'>ς σκορnίσατε ; 
'Άλλοι νεκροί, χωρις τάφο, χωρις nλάκα 
nαράνομοι άκόμα και στό θάνατο. 
'Άλλοι χαμένοι στις άnέραντες nόλεις 
στα στενάχωρα σnίτια, άνυnόταχτοι και μονάχοι 

με ξεχασμένο τό έnαναστατικό ψευδώνυμο . 
., Αλλ οι άκόμα στη φυλακη 
χτυnώντας δλο nιό κουρασμένα τις nέτρες 
nεριμένοντας μιαν άnάντηση, λησμονημένοι άn· δλους. 
κ· οί άνθρωnοι ξεχναvε, οί άνθρωnοι ζοϋνε 
δεν είναι nια στη μόδα οί ηρωες, 
τα ~ασανιστήρια, τα συγκλονιστικα ντοκουμέντα. 
Χιλιάδες τα γνώρισαν, τ· άκοϋσαν, τα διά~ασαν, τα ~αρέ-

θηκαν. 
Τώρα κάτω άn· τα τείχη των φυλακων 
nαραθερίζουν άλλοι μ• άδόνατη μνήμη

είναι μι· άνάγκη να ξεχνας στις μέρες μας. 

Άνοίγουν τα σόνορα, ξένοι άνακαλόnτουν γραφικότητες 

σέ νησια nou άφήσαμε τα κόκκαλά μας, 
ή ζωfι ξέχειλη σε χρώματα τόσο κοινά, τόσο άnαραίτητα 

κ· ή nοίηση αύτοϋ τοϋ είδους nou κάnοτε συγκίνησε 
τώρα φαντάζει σαν nαράταιρη, εξω άnό σόγχρονες άνα

ζητήσεις. 

Είμαστε οί νικημένοι. 

Τό φέρνω, τό ξαναφέρνω στό μυαλό μου 

τό ξέρω χρόνια τώρα κι δμως άκόμα 

μοϋ είναι σχεδόν άδόνατο να τό δεχτω 
δnως έκείνος nou τοϋ ·κοψαν τό nόδι 
κ• ϋστερα άnό καιρό nάει να τό ξόσει μές στη νόχτα. 
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SUMMING UP 

What happened to the defeated? 
Who has ever thought of them 
who has thought of us? 
Spain, our sister, alone in your sun 
black and red-hot like death 
that few see or remember anymore. 
My slain brothers, my defeated brothers 
where did you go, how did you scatter? 
Some dead without a grave, without a gravestone 
outlaws even in death. 
Others lost in the vast cities 
in cramped houses, unsubdued and alone 
with the revolutionary pseudonym forgotten. 
Others still in prison 
knocking on the stone walls more wearily every day 
waiting for an answer, forgotten by everyone 
And people do forget, people live 
heroes are no longer in fashion, 
neither are tortures or shocking documents, 
Thousands have known them, heard them, read them, 

grown tired of them. 
Now under the prison walls 
others weak in memory pass their summer
forgetting is a necessity in our day. 
The borders open up, foreigners discover 

picturesque landscapes 
on islands where we have left our bones, 
life bursts with colors, so common, so indispensable 
and poetry of this kind that was once so moving 
now strikes us as odd, irrelevant to contemporary quests. 

We are the defeated 
I keep bringing it back, again and again in my mind 
I know it for years now, yet it is almost 
impossible for me to accept it, 
like one whose leg was amputated 
and much later he tries to scratch it in the night. 
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"'Έτσι στο ίδιο κενο πέφτει η ψυχή μου 
οταν κοιτάω τα χτίρια ποu κάποτε είταν η Εδρα μας 
καl τώρα στεγάζουν κρατικες ύ1Π]ρεσίες. 
Τοuς χώρους ποu κάποτε μδ:ς άνήκαν 
καl τώρα καλύπτονται άπο ξενόγλωσσες έπιγραφές, 
οταν κοιτάω τοuς άνθρώπους ποu κάποτε είσαν ετοιμοι για 

ο λα 
και τώρα άντιπροσπερνιοΟνται με ~άδισμα προ~άτου. 
Νικηθήκαμε. Άκόμα άρνιέμαι να το παραδεχτώ 
με μιαν άντίδραση σχεδον ~ιολογική. 
Κι ομως νικηθήκαμε. 

Άλήθεια, μες στην ηττα πώς άλλάζουν ολα. 
τα πράγματα κρατδ:ν στα χέρια τους οί ύπεύθυνοι της ηττας 
μεθυσμένοι άπο νύχτα και χαμένη δόξα 
άντιστρέφουν τις εύθύνες, έπι~άλλουν άποφάσεις 
διέπουν τύχες άγωνιστων, καταδικάζουν, άνυψώνουν 
στριμώχνουν την ίστορία στα μέτρα τους-
κι άρχίζουν τα δμαδικα παραληρήματα. 
Μεταστροφές, άποστασίες, ξεπεράσματα, 
έπαναστάτες πειθαρχοϋν, έκχωροΟν τη σκέψη τους 
στον παραπάνω καθοδηγητή, άλλοι τρελλαίνονται, 
άλλοι άντιστέκονται, άπομονώνονται, συντρί~ονται 
άλλοι γίνονται δήμιοι των ίδιων των συντρόφων τους 
άλλοι σκεπάζουν τις φωνες με ποιήματα δοξαστικα στο 

Στάλιν 
άλλοι ρίχνουν ~ου~οι τlς νύχτες προκηρύξεις 
άλλοι άνο(γουν μαγαζιά, πάντα ίκανο(, 
κλέ~ουν, κερδοσκοποΟν, άλλοι μοιχεύουν 
άφήνουν ξαφνικα έλεύθερα τα ενστιχτά τους 
άλλοι φοροΟν τις έπαναστατικές τους ρεντικότες 
σε κάθε έπέτειο τοΟ κινήματος 
έκφωνοΟν τοuς κεκανονισμένους λόγους 
έπιτηροΟν μη θίξεις τlς νεκρές άλήθειες τους, μην τοuς θίξεις 
άλλοι διαμαρτύρονται, παραλογίζονται, έξαχρειώνονται, 
άλλοι τοuς καταγγέλλουν, ~ρ(σκουν την εύκαιρ(α να δι-

καιωθοΟν 
άνακαλύmουν ξάφνου τη ~ρωμερη προσωπικότητά τους
Άλήθεια, μες στην ηττα πώς άλλάζουν ολα. 
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Thus my soul is falling into the same void 
when I look at the buildings where our headquarters 

used to be 
and which now house government agencies
the spaces that used to belong to us 
and now are covered with signs in foreign languages, 
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when I see those people who once were ready for everything 
and now pass by walking like sheep. 
We were defeated. I still refuse to accept it 
with an almost biological reflex. 
And yet we were defeated. 

Oh, it is true, how everything does change in defeat! 
Those responsible for the defeat are in control 
drunk with night and lost glory 
they reverse responsibilities, they impose decisions 
they control destinies of fighters, they condemn, they exalt 
they squeeze history to fit their own measures-
and then the collective deliriums are set off. 
Conversions, defections, loss of interest 
revolutionaries submit, turn over their thinking 
to the party instructor; others go mad 
others resist, become isolated, get crushed 
others become the executioners of their own comrades 
others drown out the voices with poems glorifying Stalin 
others scatter leaflets silently in the nights 
others set up stores, always shrewd 
they steal, they profiteer, others commit adulteries 
they suddenly let their instincts loose 
others wear their revolutionary frock-coats 
on every anniversary of the movement 
they make the customary speeches 
they guard that you don't touch their dead truths, 

that you don't hurt them 
others protest, act irrationally, become depraved 
others accuse them, seize the opportunity to 

vindicate themselves 
discover suddenly their vile personality
Indeed, in defeat how everything changes! 
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κ· έσu 1tou καλό1τιστα θό: 1τείς: «Πό:ει κι αύτος 
τό: σκό:τωσε, δεν ξέρει 1τιό: τί λέει», 
καl σu 1τοu θό: με κατηγορήσεις 
1τως κό:νω ζημιό: μ' αύτό: 1τοu γρό:φω 
σκέψου 1τως ϋστερα ά1tο τόσα χρόνια 
σακατεμμένος, γεμό:τος στέρηση, με τη σό:ρκα μου νό: φλέ-

γεται 

κι δμως ά1το μένα τον ίδιο καταδικασμένη νό: νεκρωθεί 
μ1tpος στις άνό:γκες τοu κινήματος, 

σκέψου 1τως δεν κουρό:στηκα νό: γυρνό:ω 
ά1tο κρατητήριο σε κρατητήριο, ά1tο στρατό1tεδο 
σε στρατό1τεδο, ά1το <Χ-yονη συνεδρίαση σ· άλλη, 

νό: (;υθίζομαι σ· έλ 1τιδοφόρες συζητήσεις 

1tou δε (;γό:ζαν ά1τοτέλεσμα, 
νό: (;λέ1tω τί1τοτα σχεδόν νό: μην άλλό:ζει, 

νό: καταντό:ω άνε1τιθ6μητος, μόλις άνεκτός, 
γι' άλλους έ1tικίνδυνος, δταν οχι ν' άλλαξογόριζα 

μό: κό:1τως λιγότερο νό: νιό:ζομουν 
με 1τεpιμέναν δρόμοι (;ολικοl 1τροσω1τικης άνό:δειξης 

1τοu δε λείψανε 1τοτέ, κι άλλοίμονο 
θό: μ' Ε:καναν στό: μό:τια σου 1τιο σε(;αστο 

δ1τως τόσους καl τόσους 1τοu τιμcχς καl καμαρώνεις. 

Τώρα λοι1tον ετναι 1t0U 1tερσότερο θό: έ1tψένω, θό: ούρλιό:ζω, 
eστω κι dν μένω μόνος, μι' aνίσχυρη μειοψηφία, 
eστω κι ά1τοδιωγμένος, στιγματισμένος, ϋ1το1ττος, 

γιατl ή στό:ση μου δεν έξαρτήθηκε 1τοτε 

ά1το κομματικό μισθο il 1τόστο 
και στο χαρό:κωμα της έ1tανό:στασης 

δε με διόρισε 1τοτε κανεlς 
κι οϋτε μ1τοpεϊ νό: μ' ά1τολ6σει. 
θό: 'τανε (;ολικό νό: σώ1ταινα. Μό: δεν μ1τορω. 
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And you who will say in good faith "There goes 
this one too, 

he made a mess of things, he no longer knows what he is saying" 
and you'll accuse me 
of causing damage with what I write 
just think that after so many years, 
crippled, in utter deprivation, with my flesh burning 
and yet condemned by myself to dying 
for the needs of the movement 
just think that I did not grow tired of wandering 
from prison to prison, from camp 
to camp, from one fruitless meeting to another, 
of immersing myself in hopeful discussions 
that had no results 
of seeing that almost nothing changes, 
of becoming undesirable, barely tolerated, 
dangerous to others, when, were I not even to change sides 
but somehow only care a little less 
easy ways of personal advancement would await me 
that were always available and alas 
they would render me more respectable in your eyes 
like so many others that you honor and take pride in. 

It is now, then, that I will press on even more, I will howl 
even if I remain alone, a powerless minority, 
even if I am banished, stigmatized, suspect, 
because my stand never depended 
on party salary or post 
and in the trenches of the revolution 
nobody has ever appointed me 
and neither can they fire me. 
It would have been convenient to remain silent. But I can't. 
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Άρχίζω πάλι ώς νό: κολλήσει ή γλώσσα στο λαρύγγι: 
Το δρόμο, πρέ:rτει νό: ~ροΟμε το δρόμο 
κάθε στιγμη νό: ξανα~ρίσκουμε το δρόμο 
ή σκέψη άπλώνεται σ· δλο το κορμl 
κάθε στιγμη άργοπορίας είναι θάνατος 

ή ίστορία μας κινδυνεύει νό: σαπίσει 
ή χώρα μας, ό λαός μας κινδυνεύει νό: σαπίσει. 
κ· έμεϊς, μ· δλες μας τlς άδυναμίες, 

ή μόνη έλπίδα σωτηρίας. 
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I start all over again until my tongue sticks to my throat: 
The path, we must be finding the path 
at every moment we must be finding the path 
the thought spreads all over the body 
every moment of delay is death 
our history is in danger of rotting 
our country, our people are in danger of rotting. 
And we, in spite of all our shortcomings, 
are the only hope of salvation. 
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ΣΤΟΙΧΕΙΑ ΤΑΥΤΟΤΗΤΑΣ 

Κ' ή κωμωδία ξανάρχιζε κάθε τι:οu ετι:εφτε ή αύλαία 
κάθε τι:οu τι:ίστευα την τι:αράσταση yια τελειωμένη. 
Με τη σεμνή μου έμφάνιση, τα λείψανα της μτι:οyιaς στη 

μοόρη 
τα τι:ολόχρωμα κουρέλια κάτω άτι:' τό τι:αλτό 
οϋτε καν Ενας τρελλός τι:οu τόν χρειάζονται 
σαν &κίνδυνο, χωνευτικό συμτι:λήρωμα 
με τις καυστικές, δίχως συνέτι:ειες, d:λήθειες του 
με τα τι:αράξενά του λόyια και φερσίματα 
και τα τσαμτι:ια τις νυχτερίδες κρυμμένα 
στον άδειο θόλο της καρδιaς του. 
τί θά ·~yαινε λοιτι:όν ν' d:ντιδικήσω d:νοιχτά, 
να ούρλιάζω εξω d:τι:ό κατάκλειστα τι:αράθυρα; 
Είτανε δόσκολο τό ζόyιασμα 
σ' αύτη τη θόελλα τι:οu ~ρεθήκαμε 
με μια ζωη τι:οu κόλαyε d:νάμεσα σε στρατιf.ς νεκρών 
κ' ύτι:όyειες συνεδριάσεις. 

Μη κρίνετε ίνα μη κριθητε 
μη διώκετε ίνα μη διωχθητε-
d:στεϊες κου~έντες yια τις μέρες μας 

δτι:ως σα να μοΟ λες δτι τα τι:οιήματα 
τι:αίζουν στι:ουδαϊο ρόλο στις ταξικες συyκροόσεις. 

Έμεϊς συνεχώς κρίναμε και κρινόμαστε 
διωκόμαστε και διώκαμε, ωστι:ου 
ή d:στυνομία, κόριοι, μ' εyραψε στα κατάστιχά της d:νεξίτηλα 

ή έτι:ανάσταση, σόντροφοι, μ' εyραψε στα δικά της d:νεξίτηλα 
κι d:τι:όμεινα όριστικα yυμνός κάτω άτι:' τό φως των άλλων, 

οί τι:ράξεις μου τι:αίρναν μιαν άλλη σημασία 
μες στό συσχετισμό δυνάμεων τι:οu d:τι:οτελοΟσα τμημα, 
τα λόyια μου έρμηνεόονταν σόμφωνα με σκοτι:ιμότητες 
άτι:' τόν ίδιο έμένα d:τι:οδεκτές. Και τι:ια τι:ως να μιλήσω, 
τι:ως να κρίνω, τι:ως να κριθώ, χωρις να ~λάψω 
χω ρις να τι:άρω εϋσημα d:τι:ό κεϊ τι:οu μισώ; 
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ELEMENTS OF IDENTITY 

And the comedy would begin again each time the curtain fell, 
each time I thought the performance was over. 
With my modest appearance, with the traces of make-up on my 

face, 
the multicolored rags under my coat. 
It was not even a fool needed 
as a harmless digestive supplement. 
With his caustic, yet inconsequential truths, 
with his strange words and manners 
and clusters of bats hidden 
in the empty vault of his heart. 
What would come of it, then, were I to openly oppose, 
to howl outside sealed windows? 
It was difficult to weigh things correctly 
in this tempest where we found ourselves 
with a life flowing between armies of the dead 
and underground meetings. 
Judge not that ye be not judged 
persecute not that ye be not persecuted-
silly words in our days 
just like saying to me that poems 
play an important role in class struggles. 
We constantly judged and were judged, 
being persecuted and persecuting, until 
the police, gentlemen, wrote me down indelibly in their files, 
the revolution, comrades, wrote me down indelibly in its own 

files 
and I was finally left naked beneath the light of others, 
my acts took on another significance 
in the interplay of powers of which I was part, 
my words interpreted according to expediencies 
that I myself accepted. And how then can I speak, 
how can I judge, how can I be judged without causing harm 
without being praised by those I despise? 
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Κι ό ϋπνος της nέτρας δΕ σώνεται 
ή γλώσσα τοίί φεγγαριοίί δΕν ξεδιψάει. 
Μήnως σε τοίίτο τό κελλι nou nερνω τό: χρόνια μοu 
τuφλώθηκα τελειωτικά:; 
Μήnως σuμ~ι~ά:στηκα μες στην άδιαλλαξία μοu; 
Μήnως στεγνώσανε οί φλέ~ες μοu 
μέσα στη σιγοuριό: της nροσμονfjς; 
Μήnως οί λέξεις μοu nετρώσανε 
μες στην nροετοιμασία τοίί τριακοστοίί σuνέδριου; 
Μήnως ξεράθηκαν τό: όλόδικά: μου τό: σnαρτό: 
μέσα στην nά:λη γιό: την αϋξηση της άγροτικης nαραγωγης; 
Μήnως οί ίδέες μου στερέψανε μες στην ύnεύθυνη συζήτηση 
τό ~έ~αιο χτίσιμο τοίί σοσιαλισμοίί; 
Μήnως ό ερωτας nέθανε γιό: μένα 
μες στην όριστική του έκ'Ιtλήρωση, 
τό σε~ασμό τοίί άλλου, τό φό~ο τοίί έαυτοίί μου; 
Και τώρα nίσω άnό την nλά:τη σας γελάω 
φτύνοντας μυστικό: μες στό μαντήλι μου 
στίχους nυώδεις και στυφούς; 
"Ή μήnως και τίnοτα άn' αύτό: δΕν εtvαι 
μήnως 'Ιtοτε δΕν εtχα τίnοτα ά'lt' αύτό: 
κι dnλως τό: έ'Ιtινοω, τό: διογκώνω, τό: δραματοnοιω 
Ο'Ιtως τό σuνηθcχν οί 'Ιtοιητές; 
Μήnως d'Ιtλως με σήκωσε ~να κuμα 
και με γκρέμισε ... 
Δε μίλησα 'ΙtΟτέ γιό: οσα εκανα 
~ου~ός στη συνωμοτικη άλαζονεία μου 
δέ μίλησα γιό: τοuς 'Ιtαρωχημένους μου ήρω'ίσμούς, 
τόσο 'Ιtαρωχημένος nou δΕν άλλά:ζουν 'Ιtιό: 
την t]συχη σημερvη ζωή μου-
t]συχο νερό τ( κρύ~εις μές στό ~οuρκο σοu, 
σάρκα 'ltOU μέ 'ΙtΟλιορκεϊς, θάνατε 
σιω1tηλό 'ltouλί, 'ltou ο{ ορθιες φτεροuγες σοu 
κρατCΧνε τό ρuθμό της νύχτας μοu, 
t]λιε μέ τlς έμnρηστικές χειρο~ομ~ίδες σοu 
nou τυλίγεσαι σό: συρματό'Ιtλεγμα στό κρέας μοu, 
τ( κρύ~ετε; 
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And the stone's sleep never comes to an end 
the moon's tongue does not quench its thirst. 
Have I, in this cell where I spend my years, 
finally gone blind? 
Have I compromised in my intransigence 
have my veins dried up 
in the certainty of anticipation? 
have my words perhaps turned to stone 
during preparation for the Thirtieth Party Congress? 
have my own personal crops dried up 
in the struggle for an increase in agricultural production? 
Did I run out of ideas in responsible discussions 
in the certain construction of socialism ? 
Has love perhaps died for me 
in its final fulfilment, 
in respect for others, fear of myself? 
And now I am laughing behind your backs, 
spitting secretly in my handkerchief 
verses full of pus and bitterness. 
Or maybe it is nothing like this 
maybe nothing of all this happened to me, 
and I simply invent them, exaggerate them, dramatize them 
the way poets are accustomed to do. 
Maybe a wave simply lifted me high 
then flung me down ... 
I never spoke of what I did, 
mute in my conspiratorial arrogance, 
I never talked about my past heroics, 
so far in the past they can no longer change 
my present quiet life-
Still water, what are you hiding in your murky depth; 
flesh besieging me, death, 
silent bird whose erect wings 
keep the rhythm of my night; 
sun, with your firebombs, 
wrapping my flesh like barbed wire
what are you hiding? 
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Λοι1τόν, με 'Πνίξετε δε με 1τνίξετε, έγω είμαι έδω, 

με συνεχεϊς u'Ποτρο'Πές, μ' άναρρώσεις ά1τροσδόκητες 

με κά1τοια μέτρια θέση στην έ'Πανάσταση, 

στα γράμματα, στην κοινωνία 
στοιχεϊο έ1τίμονο κι άσυνεχες κι άμετανόητο, 

'ΠΟU άκόμα δεν μ1τόρεσα να ξεχωρίσω aν είναι 

ή άφοσίωση στό κίνημα η ό φό{hος τοϋ έξοστρακισμοϋ 

'ΠΟU δίνουνε στα λόγια μου μιαν έξισορρό1τηση 

γι' άλλους έ'Παινετη και γι' άλλους έ'Πονείδιστη. 



Titos Patrikios: A Selection of his Poems 

Well, whether you choke me or not, I remain here 
with recurrent relapses, with unexpected recoveries, 
with some modest place in the revolution, 
in letters, in society, 
an element persistent, discontinuous and unrepentant, 
where I still can't make out whether it is 
my devotion to the movement or fear of ostracism 
that gives to my words an equilibrium 
that is laudable for some and disgraceful for others. 
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THE MOUNTAINS 

In the beginning was the sea. 
I was born among islands 
an island myself, rising briefly 

THE CHARIOTEER 

just enough to see a light, and even that like a stone, 
and then sink again. 
The mountains came later
! chose them. 
Somehow, I had to share the burden 
weighing heavily upon this land for centuries. 

THE STORY OF OEDIPUS 

He wanted to solve the riddles 
to shed light on the darkness 
in which everyone settles comfortably 
no matter how heavily it weighs on them. 
He was frightened not by the things he saw 
but by the others' refusal to admit them. 
Would he always remain the exception? 
He could stand the loneliness no longer. 
And in order to find his fellow men 
he thrust deep into his eyes 
the two brooches. 
He could still discern, by touch, those things 
that nobody wanted to see. 
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TEMPORARY RESIDENCE 

Another friendly house 
where I can stay for a week, a month 
between the lake and the low mountains. 
A week, no more, 
a month, no longer, away from you. 
Each day here, as it comes to an end 
does not fit with the next. 
When darkness falls 
I stick rags in the cracks 
lest death enter; 
when time turns 
I change clothes and the way I walk 
so that he won't recognize me. 
Another friendly house, another strange house 
another day with open joints. 

ALLEGORY 

When the oak tree fell 
,some cut a branch, stuck it in the earth 
and called us to worship the same tree. 
Others lamented with elegies 
the lost forest, their lost lives, 
others arranged dry leaves in collections 
exhibited them in country fairs and made a living 

101 

June 1971 

others asserted the harmfulness of leaf-shedding trees 
but would not agree on the species or even on the need for 

reforestation. 
Others, myself among them, maintained that as long as there is 
earth and seeds there is the possibility of an oak tree. 
The question of water remains open. 

June 1973 



GEORGE IOANNOU:* 
Ten Short Stories 

translated by Rick M. Newton 

from OUT OF SELF-RESPECT 

FEAR OF HEIGHTS 

I call it "fear of heights" since I don't know its real name. 
It started, at any rate, after we had moved to the attic of a tall 
house. At first, of course, I didn't know it was fear, and I 
called it a "secret squeezing." Only much later, after those 
frightful fits of insomnia broke out, did it emerge slowly but 
surely inside me, and it has obsessed me to the point that I can 
no longer think of anything else. 

The insomnia appeared suddenly one night. I had spent the 
entire day indoors reading in the newspapers about the assassina
tion of a foreign politician. That evening, despite all my ef
forts, I found it impossible to close my eyes. Not that I was 
thinking about the situation or the politician-for all that I can 
stand them. I was simply not the least bit sleepy. The next 
morning I didn't tell anyone anything: there was no reason to. 
But in the days that followed I had the same problem. On the 

*George Ioannou (1927-1985) was born in Thessaloniki to parents who were 
refugees from Asia Minor. A graduate of the School of Philosophy of the Aristotel
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fourth evening a strong wind was blowing from the north, and 
as I lay there I pressed my forehead to the wall to feel the cool
ness. The house was free-standing, and I could feel the wind 
battering it severely. Suddenly, just as I was thinking that a 
single brick separated me from the whirling void, I completely 
froze. Without moving a muscle, I felt that the entire 
floor was gone, taken away without a sound, and that my bed 
was resting on a column sky-high, with the abyss gaping all 
around. The walls also had vanished, leaving only the skeleton 
of the building. I could see inside all the other apartments. 
Our fellow residents were cringing in their beds, just like me. 
Later I began to have the same feeling in the daytime as well. 
I was sitting on my chair and suddenly dared not move. I'd 
draw my feet up ever so slowly onto the chair legs. I happened 
to be in Larisa at the time. While in the restaurant at lunchtime 
I stepped out to the courtyard for a moment to use the rest
room. While I was sitting there, an earthquake started up. The 
initial tremors were mild, but when they grew stronger I jumped 
out, just as I was. Everything was a watery blur-there were loud 
cries and screams, the dust was choking me. When it was over, 
I realized that I had not felt as much fear as the others. It was 
no earthquake, then, that I was afraid of at home. 

I started taking luminal, but I quit abruptly on my nameday, 
when I thought about thunder, and my mind fixed on the idea. 
For years I had noticed that it usually rains on the feast of 
St. George, especially when it is observed on the proper day of 
April 23. If it's cool, the rain falls quietly. But if it's been 
hot, a violent storm breaks out with thunder and lightning. The 
squalls always come from the west, from the mouths of the 
Axios, Aliakmonas and Loudias rivers. Rain rarely comes from 
the Hortiatis. In the spring it rains in the afternoon, while in 
the fall it rains late at night. Contrary to what one might 
expect, rain bothers me more in the light of day. Lightning flashes 
often without your being aware of it; that way, the thunder 
takes you by surprise. At night, at least, the flashes give you 
advance warning, and you can estimate how far away the elec
trically charged cloud is and what path it is following. All the 
clouds are not charged: the ones carrying the most thunderbolts 
are the little, lowlying ones with frayed edges and a rusty color 
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to them. At any rate, at the moment the storm started the house 
was full of guests and I couldn't cut out. That night I stayed 
at the window, looking from inside the curtain at the sky and 
the neighborhood hotel across the street. Long before my in
somnia began I had discovered that, with a little patience, you 
could see lots of things going on inside the hotel. Besides, it 
was my only form of recreation and I really felt like doing it, 
especially when I was upset and wanted to think about some
thing else. The people inside, either because they didn't know 
or didn't care, wouldn't close the shutters. They'd usually leave 
the light on too. The young would do it on purpose, while 
married couples left the shutters open only when they didn't 
realize it or else when they were in a hurry to go to bed. But 
that night nothing could distract me. The next morning I rushed 
to the public library to look up thunderbolts in the encyclopedias. 
I didn't dare specify what terrified me more-the noise, the 
bright light or the instantaneous death. I could neither listen 
to nor look at the word "thunder." The moment my eye lit 
upon it or on some word like it I would start: I'd get a slow 
burning sensation in the middle of my chest. And the torment 
was greater when the sun was shining than at the actual time 
the rain was falling. 

Much later I spoke to my family, but only, of course, about 
the insomnia. From then on I was obliged to drink a cup of 
lukewarm camomile every evening. They also suggested that 
I count to a thousand, I think, as soon as I lay down. In the 
meantime I had to live like a normal person. I would often 
sneak out and go to the all-night coffeehouses or go down
stairs and shut myself in the basement until I heard the produce 
wagons heading at dawn for the vegetable market. At other 
times I'd take a bed in different neighborhood hotels, making 
sure they were in a low building. All these hotels, besides 
everything else, had God-awful ceilings-the only thing there 
was to look at continuously in there. And then there were all 
those formalities, the identification cards, the signatures, the 
strange looks: I thought I was arousing their suspicion. So 
much for that, then. 

By now it was summer, and I hadn't slept for a week. 
Late one night I heard our doorbell ring. It struck me as 
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strange, since everyone was home, but I waited for them to 
get up and answer it. The bell rang two or three more times. 
Shortly, I heard the door to the roof terrace open and someone 
walking back and forth. I heard it for hours. At daybreak, 
before the others got up, I ran to the kitchen. The only key 
to the terrace was in its place and the door was locked. Who, 
then, was that person pacing all night overhead? And how 
was it that no one else heard the bell or his steps? The next 
evening I fell asleep for a moment, I think. But I woke up 
abruptly, like a horse whose reins you suddenly yank. I felt a 
flood of satisfaction: I had slept my fill. It was as if I had 
slept for a long time. My chest was completely relaxed. I had 
found relief. At that moment the door to the terrace closed 
and I could hear his steps on our stairs again. 

I was now without friends. Exhausted as I was, I hadn't 
gone to see them for some time. And besides, I would con
stantly think about their behavior toward me and dismiss them 
all as worthless. I would hang out only at some evangelists' 
meetings in hopes of finding some peace. One frosty evening, 
after returning from the evangelists, something else happened 
that upset me. A little boy, a refugee from the guerrilla war
fare, was staying at our house, and I went into his room to 
see him before he fell asleep. But while I was patting him, 
he jumped up scared out of his wits and started screaming and 
pointing, "A fly! A fly!" There was no fly in the room, of 
course, nor could there have been in such cold weather. But 
is a fly such a terrifying thing, after all? He too is seeing 
things, I thought. It wasn't my imagination, then. At that 
moment it seemed to me that the house was holding its breath. 

A little while later, using various excuses, I left home. But 
I left my family there, and so it was still the same house in 
my eyes. I'd go there at times, find the house dean and tidy, 
and it broke my heart that I, for no apparent reason, could not 
go near it. I made countless efforts after that, but they weren't 
·the least bit effective, and many people criticized them. I tried 
to escape from it all, but I just made things far worse. 



THE ALIEN 

Here where I live, men are the only ones out on the streets. 
Women come out on the rarest of occasions, but even then you 
don't see them, their heads are covered so in heavy woven sheets. 
They usually travel in groups, and when they go by, the street 
reeks of the sweet stench they give off. If they weren't covered 
up so, perhaps this smell would strike passersby as a bit milder 
or, in some cases, vanish altogether. 

But my thoughts turn to a certain alien who claims, at least, 
that he did not find any of this the least bit strange. Indeed, he 
even feels that he has been living many years in a country like 
this, as if he were born here or, rather, as if he has been living 
abroad in such places ever since he became aware of the world. 
This brought him no joy at all, to be sure: he had placed his 
deepest hopes in this, his final flight, so he thinks. 

In his homeland, just like here, he never saw the women on 
the streets, even though they weren't covered up. Or, when he 
occasionally would make their acquaintance, he wouldn't recog
nize them later. He couldn't even remember their names or, above 
all, what they looked like. He'd often feel them yanking him on 
the street by his jacket, and he'd always need a few seconds to 
figure out that the woman greeting him so cordially was a relative 
of his or some girl from the neighborhood. As time passed, he 
grew very uneasy over these symptoms. His only comfort lay in 
suspecting that the women also never looked at him. 

It was primarily through his mother that he learned of their 
existence and had them on his mind. She was his sole link to their 
world, and it was due to her that he was in the habit of thinking 
about them. Of course, she always spoke about them with respect 
and understanding. And now here, in his relentless solitude, he 
constantly discerns her imperceptible echo behind his words and 
deep in his thoughts. She too must have felt him in the same way 
as he was growing inside her. He often finds himself saying 
words that only she would have said that way and thinking 
thoughts completely hers. Even the tone of his voice strikes him 
at times as similar to hers. And when he occasionally-very rarely, 
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of course-panics and starts thinking about getting married and 
the like, she is the one who then takes control inside him and 
protests, saying things that cut him to the quick; and as she 
meddles and stirs things up, all his intentions, naturally, are 
thwarted. Later at night she consoles him with her old arguments 
and cuddles him. Especially persuasive are the spasms of her 
fervor, which is actually being tested at times like this. Then his 
panic over the hopeless desert of isolation he has already entered 
subsides a bit-the panic over his own fine son, who will never, 
it seems, be his to admire. Whatever they say, this is no small 
punishment, nor is it the only one. 

But when he thinks about her as a young woman, his heart 
grows warm and soft, his breast as tender as a bird' s. She was 
sweet and beautiful, to be sure, the only one to treat him properly 
from the start. When he was a child, he remembers, she'd always 
take him along with her, even to the women's bath. More than 
any other detail he recalls the whiteness that dominated the in
terior. As strange as it may seem, he nevertheless regrets that he 
wasn't able to notice anything further at the time. At night he 
wrestles hand and foot in his sleep to disentangle those pale 
memories as much as he can. He also thinks of her in their last 
moments at the station: she was stiff as a board, and his sisters 
were dragging her away while the train began slipping away from 
the platform. That moment was like a huge storm, with the 
emigrants all crammed at the windows crying out with their arms 
outstretched. No one paid attention to the person next to him or 
even moved over. People would look only toward their own rela
tives, if they could, and try to absorb them, with the same longing 
with which our eyes absorb the face of a loved one the moment 
he is lowered into the loneliness of the grave. Only when all the 
images disappeared did they sit down and look at each other. 
They made acquaintances easily; besides, it's easy to meet people 
even on routine train trips. 

The emigration boards, at any rate, know their job. They've 
thought everything out, and no one good gets away from them. 
Eventually, only the dregs and the colorless, aimless sorts will be 
left in our homeland. Everyone has to be first quality, just like 
peaches-unbruised and velvety smooth. All mothers with sons 
have lost them or will lose them. Everyone knows this, and people 
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conspire for their bodies, seduce them and employ great cunning. 
Even I conspired to come here, although I regretted it at once. 
No one selected me, no one begged me. 

Now that I am here, of course, I long to go back, paying no 
heed to those who know better. It doesn't bother me that the 
same things await me there. At least the same roads, the same 
soil and the same sea await me. Whenever I hear about the sea, 
tny eyes well up the way they do on those rare occasions when 
they utter an affectionate word to me. The friend I miss the most 
is a sailor: he's far off. 

I go off to the desert every chance I get. Way out in the open 
desert it's just like the sea-I've always associated the two. Here 
I have discovered a thousand ways to cover up my frenzy, as if 
I were a cat. In this ideally isolated and infinite setting I come 
up with imaginary solutions. I am constantly devising new dis
tractions and no longer feel bound by a persistent devotion to 
anyone or anything. 

But every once in a while I lose my orientation, the way I do 
whenever I wake up in a pitch-black room. But I have my com
pass and the North Star. There are no clouds here to hide the 
stars. At least I don't worry about storms. Besides, even the waves 
in the sand serve as guides. A strong desert wind called the 
Gimblis blows from the south, and when it stops stirring the 
sand, countless configurations of little waves remain behind, 
always pointing northward to home. But they also remind me of 
the hidden parts of women's bodies. I fall face-forward and dig 
the sand with my fingers. Deeper down I come across a yellow 
powder that resembles sulfur. But the sand on the surface looks 
like the sprinkled semolina we'd use to make halvah on my 
birthday. Of course, we used to do that before we buried our 
first loved one and before I learned the disappointing news that 
I was born under the sign of Sagittarius and not-as I had be
lieved for so many years-Scorpion. That's what they had told 
me. It wasn't deliberate on their part, of course-they just made 
a mistake. I preferred the Scorpion; but even more, I lost all 
confidence in and enthusiasm for celebrating uncertain birthdays. 

Everything I see, at any rate, reminds me of my shortcomings. 
The desert didn't remind me of anything at first-it simply excited 
me like any other outdoor area. But later, thanks to the pliability 
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of the sand, it started overflowing with shapes. I lose myself in 
the sun for hours at a time, molding women lying on their 
stomachs or backs. I think I mold them correctly, even though 
my models have been covered up from the beginning. That's why 
I always rely primarily on one model, which I have completely in 
my mind. I also try molding men. Unfortunately, however, I 
haven't been able as yet to render them on their backs. The 
medium is also to blame, of course: you can't stack it. I am 
especially eager to make an image of my mother, my relatives or 
my friends. But something inside me leaps out, grabs my hands 
and messes everything up. I can't picture them in my mind. I 
always lose them. I am not yet worthy of such a sin. For, when 
I'm alone, I commit sins-perhaps unforgivable ones-with all 
those unknown bodies. I get it out of my system and then kick 
and destroy them; Total destruction is much easier here and, 
above all, totally safe; so too is every other form of self-abandon. 
It makes me so happy that I cry: my sins are almost as numerous 
as the grains of sand. From now on, of course, my prayers must 
also be as numerous. The desert resembles the Holy Mountain 
of Athos: there you can commit graver sins than anywhere else. 

As soon as it gets dark I start another game of mine: I place 
a lighted hurricane lamp a little ways off and return to it after a 
while. The scorpions, full of poison, are already surrounding it 
in dead seriousness. In the same way back home large moths 
gather in the fall, the ones whose wings are laden with that dust 
that causes secret illnesses. When enough gather, I pour a ring 
of gasoline on the sand and light it, enclosing them in a fiery 
circle. I watch them, and I confess that the sight evokes a pro
found sweet feeling in me. Besides, I learn something from watch
ing them suddenly bite themselves, committing suicide, as they 
say. I am afraid of scorpions and the example they set; I am 
afraid of myself. I freeze whenever people talk about poison. I 
wish I could pour gasoline over the whole horizon and drive all 
the scorpions and snakes in the world to suicide. Perhaps then
provided I survive, of course-! could reconcile myself with all 
this desert that I have inherited from God knows who and go on 
without protest. When I was a boy I used to imagine that I had 
a machine gun set up on our roof and would shoot down the 
passersby. At the time, however, I had no idea why-1 simply felt 
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an overwhelming urge. But now I feel that I am the one being 
targeted from some roof. It seems that I've changed roles and 
didn't even notice. 

At night my companions sing songs about living away from 
home and keep their eyes constantly fixed on me-as if I were 
more of an alien than they. I've just now begun noticing that 
practically all the songs we sing are about living abroad. In their 
misfortune and deprivation they've become like angels. It seems 
that they expect everything from me. They can't even begin to 
imagine the things I've done or what I am presently thinking. 
One fellow spent an entire night whispering to me about his 
village, the marsh, and the nightingales. As for us, he told me in 
conclusion, the river, this dry river, bore us away. 

We are constantly telling stories, especially about the occu
pation-as if we weren't so young anymore. Usually these stories 
are my fault. Even in the desert I can't get them out of my mind 
-rather, I remember them more clearly here. Besides, every once 
in a while we come across bits and pieces of automobiles, tanks, or 
airplanes. A million mines, they say, are buried deep in the sand, 
still waiting for the lucky ones. But the truth is, I needle them a 
little too much by frightening them, just so they won't go too far 
from me. It's better they fear than vanish. 

Rommel's name still lingers. I tell them about him and about 
the sufferings of the Jews, whom the blacks hate to this day 
with a vengeance. 

Every so often I awake and think intensely of my friends, my 
mother or my relatives. They come to life and I take them on 
trips to incredible places, and they will never find out. I shed 
bitter tears over this fate of mine, which lashes me so severely. 

By now I am certain that this is something I never wanted. I 
don't know what to say or, most of all, how to say it. When I 
was in the big city I'd long for the desert. But now I thirst only 
for the city, although I have no one there who would really want 
me. How long will I go on living in a place I don't want to be in? 

Maybe it would be a good idea to try someplace else; maybe 
there I can forget my troubles and hold up a little longer. It's not 
impossible. 



THE SLAUGHTERERS 

Sometimes when I'm walking on the street with a certain 
friend of mine, I feel him suddenly freeze and stop in his tracks. 
At first, I couldn't figure out what was going on, and so I kept 
asking him. Only after great hesitation did he reluctantly explain. 
And now, whenever a similar situation arises, he simply nudges 
me with his elbow, really upset. I know full well what he wants 
to whisper to me. That's why, if there are a lot of people around, 
I simply ask, "Which one?" And I'm ready to continue asking 
more questions. I keep putting them off, however, but not out of 
tactfulness. For the life of me, I cannot figure out how he is able 
to recognize murderers from a distance. Or could it be that he 
knows them from his past? I do my best to conceal this suspicion 
of mine from him. And so I restrict myself to turning around with 
feigned indifference, as if this were something I normally do. 
And although most of the time I don't find anything noticeable 
in the person who just walked by, for some strange reason I 
nevertheless firmly believe what my friend tells me. The way he's 
been walking even closer to me on the street tells me that he must 
sense this. Something of the sort seems to have brought us closer 
together recently. 

At any rate, as far as I can tell, the people he has pointed out 
to me or whom I've chanced to discover on my own are not 
significantly different from the others. If you didn't know who 
they were, you might even confuse them. Of course, the majority 
are considerably up in years by now: the young have not yet been 
given the chance to display such tendencies on a grand scale. 
For the time being, they dabble occasionally in private crimes. 
This is not to say, however, that these crimes do not affect people. 
When you get right down to it, there is primarily one crime that 
each person is afraid of and tries to keep from happening to him. 
But the appearance of today' s youth has changed so drastically 
that even one's intuition is powerless. We will confirm the new 
breed only after their big chance presents itself. Besides, it's 
always after the fact that things like this are confirmed-by those 
who survive, of course. But there's nothing about my friend that 
would justify my feeling ill at ease. 
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There have been times when one of them has spoken to him 
in my presence and I haven't been forewarned. And under those 
circumstances, at my own leisure and with complete lack of bias, 
I have repeatedly noted that, in addition to bodily characteristics, 
they all have a look in their eye which seems to magnetize. But 
even if I do know this, I still don't avoid them, nor can I find 
anything exceptionally repulsive about them. I get upset later, 
however, when I think about it. 

There have been many occasions when we've kept company and 
I have known who they were: maybe they take me along so that 
I can get used to them. Our hangout at such times is down by the 
slaughterhouse. We're attracted to this place primarily because 
it's so remote. A savage solitude reigns over the cobblestones at 
night. No one would notice it even if they slaughtered you. The 
old railroad station across the street is abandoned and lies in 
ruins, its tracks overgrown with weeds. And in the military transit 
center the soldiers are always fast asleep. 

I know the place well. I used to come here frequently with 
Elias when we were out of work and would roam around Salonica 
like a couple of drunks. We'd spend hours watching them 
slaughter the large animals. All those stories about stunning them 
on the head with clubs aren't true. We made friends with the 
slaughterers. All around the building are little taverns with vine 
trellises overhead. They're always frying up cuts of meat, entrails 
or sweetbreads. The blood flows like a river and clouds the water 
in the sea. You could pass out from the smell. At night they 
dance good rebetica and mostly tsifteteli here. Slaughterers are 
constantly coming and going, wearing high boots to keep the 
blood off their legs. All sorts of knives are shoved in their belts: 
one for the initial blow, another for the deep thrust, another for 
flaying or who knows what else. But their whole being does not 
attest to their particular skill nor even to the inclination to kill. 
Generally, however, they have muscular arms. And I'm some
what relieved to think that, for all their dexterity, their reputation 
for crime isn't all that great: they have their percentage like any 
other group. If this were not the case, I'd find out from the 
papers which rely on news like this to make ends meet: and I've 
been reading them for years when I lie down to go to sleep. 
Surely they must know well how to slaughter a human being, 
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since they've slaughtered thousands upon thousands of strong, 
tough-skinned animals in their lives. And yet they are quite 
capable of controlling themselves. They can even get into fist
fights, quite violent ones at times, without ever thinking of using 
the knife, whereas, I, whatever I know, I resort to it right away, 
without hesitation. 

We sit quietly in these little taverns. If there's a strong wind 
out of the north, the dense odor of the skins piled up outside the 
tanneries engulfs us. But the men in my group always play with 
the table knives. If they are too big or sharp, they usually com
plain to the proprietor. This is one thing that really seems to 
irritate them. Their eyes darken. They make it clear that they 
alone are capable of appreciating the danger that can come from 
mixing wine with knives. And without ever saying a word about 
the past, we look at each other with understanding. One evening, 
I recall, I was so afraid that I was laughing out loud: one of them 
grew so angry that, in order to make me understand, he got up 
and made slaughtering gestures over me. One by one, he pointed 
out my vital spots to the others. My friend had gone white as a 
sheet and kept nudging me with his foot. I didn't ask him any
thing about where he had learned all this, and he didn't tell me 
either: we all considered it self-evident. But so far we've never 
gotten into any trouble with them: rather, there's a strange, subtle 
air of protectiveness on their part. 

Whenever we part, I always try to shake their hands: you'd 
even think I was trying to ask them a question. They, probably 
feeling the meaning of my gestures, greet me with a curious sort 
of smile. All this involuntary courting of mine and those smiles 
of theirs excite me. I fear they will sense it and wake up, find their 
victim in me, and resort to their old ways. I'm sure they are 
carrying a knife. And a person who carries a knife surely intends 
to use it on occasion. 

But at other times, when I'm not with my buddy who recog
nizes them, I meet people and shake their hands-and there are 
certain hands I have many doubts about. They strike me as hands 
which have killed. Who knows how many murderers are in our 
midst. How many slaughterers? How many torturers? The victims 
tell us there must be thousands. And what can have become of 
all those who have murdered, who have charged or convicted 
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people without being themselves accused by anyone? But then 
there are those others too: the new hidden talents who haven't 
had their big chance yet. 

At times when such fears overwhelm me, I shudder when I 
realize that someone has synchronized his step with mine, that 
he too stops at the same store windows. I can't keep from antici
pating the worst in my mind: I too am a child of an age of 
murderers. 

The eternally naive, of course, just laugh: they say that these 
things belong to the past. But just the occasional crimes that do 
occur, all those horrible stories, and the tremendous circulation 
of the newspapers reporting them clearly show, in my opinion, 
the complete opposite. 



IN THE REFUGEE SETTLEMENTS 

I stand and watch the children playing ball. I sit in my regular 
coffeehouse; the adults will get off work soon and start coming 
in. They are much more genuine when they're tired from work. 
Most of them were born here in the city, just like me. And yet 
they are more faithful in preserving their racial characteristics 
and their soul than those of us who have dispersed. They seem 
more genuine to me, especially when I see them here. When I 
encounter them in other surroundings far away, they look a little 
different. 

The truth is, at any rate, I've had an awful lot of practice in 
the business of recognizing people. No matter where I am, I can 
tell from a distance that someone is from the Pontus, for example; 
and I can tell from just a single line of his body. I don't have to 
hear him speak or even notice the different tone of his dark skin. 
Rarely do I make a mistake. But from close up I am completely 
infallible. I can do the same with people from Karaman, the 
Caucasus and Asia Minor, including those from the coast and 
those from inland; also people from Constantinople, whether the 
city or the suburbs, even though they all insist that they're from 
the heart of the city or Galatas. The Thracians, however, have a 
lighter cast to them: many of them are blond, and it's easier to 
confuse them with refugees from other areas. Besides, they seem 
to have lost their particular accent, or maybe I've just gotten used 
to it. It's especially easy to confuse them with the refugees from 
Romylia. The same thing happens with people from Epirus and 
those from the areas around Monastiri. 

When I do confuse them, I usually realize it much later: I 
am so confident about this that I hardly ever ask them. In essence, 
of course, this confidence is not a mistake because when I do ask 
I am more often right than wrong. 

And yet, how moving it is to watch people in the coffeehouses 
or talk with them and sense your own race or some other age-old 
line! When you hear those voices with their warm accent, you 
want to embrace them all. Names from peoples and places that 
have apparently been wiped out boggle the mind: it's intoxicating 
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simply to say these names to myself, which I'm always doing to 
make sure they are real. I rejoice when I look at their prominent, 
honest features, and it moves me deeply to think that the person 
talking to me is one of my own, a member of my race. A sort of 
warm wave suddenly washes over me, and I think I have gone 
home at last. It doesn't matter that I never knew this homeland or 
that I wasn't even born there. That's the only place my blood 
comes from: unless it's true that you are what you eat and drink, in 
which case I am really from here. But how can you explain all 
this longing, then? 

It gives me great pleasure to wander around the refugee 
settlements. It makes you think that Thracians, Hittites, Phrygians 
and handsome Lydians are blossoming once again in our midst. 
They themselves don't know these names, of course. For me, 
however, they are laden with mystery and love. And even if this 
isn't true, I sincerely wish it were. 

And yet, they have done everything in their power these past 
years to scatter this beauty to the four winds. The crooks in the 
offices have exploited their vitality and purity. They've compelled 
them to kill or be killed, forcing them to fight, especially among 
themselves. Now, of course, they're scared to death of these 
refugees and are trying to get rid of them with the emigration. 
Too late, I think. 

Every time I leave they bid me farewell. And even though I 
don't know the people, they don't seem to think it strange. Their 
blood tells them all about me, just as mine makes me know all 
of them. But they never insist on keeping me in their company. 

When I'm all by myself, a stranger among strangers, I get 
lost in the arteries of the main streets. When the traffic light turns 
red and the automobiles stop, a dead hush seems to fall for a 
moment. It's as if red and white corpuscles were circulating. And 
yet I see that the crowd keeps on walking, talking or laughing. 
I often stop in the middle of the sidewalk, and the pedestrians 
rush around me the way water rushes around a log and makes 
it spin. With no motors to drown out the sounds, I hear thou
sands of footsteps on the pavement. I feel like hunching my 
shoulders to let this river flow by without obstruction. In the 
Pentecost kneeling service, when the mute river of our ancestors 
passes over me, I kneel on the walnut leaves and stoop low to the 
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ground, lest their souls utter the slightest dissatisfaction on my 
account. 

I, however, have already been extremely discontent. I'm con
stantly living among strangers and strange things; in furnished and 
rented places. I share living quarters with people who are as 
completely indifferent toward me as I am toward them. There 
aren't even petty differences among us. One avoids another as 
best he can. But if they do happen to speak to you, they usually 
conceal their real identity, as if they were up to no good. The 
last word in civilized society dictates this ideal: not to know your 
neighbor, even what his face looks like. It's a tricky business, to 
be sure: pretexts of civilization to make infractions easier. 

That's why I envy those who live in their homeland, on their 
fields, among their relatives, in their ancestral homes. At the 
very least, I wish I were in a refugee settlement surrounded by 
members of my race. 



OUT OF SELF-RESPECT 

I've knocked a few back in the bar tonight. And I shouldn't 
be drinking at all, since I usually talk too much and do too much. 
I'm smashed on anisette, a liqueur that tastes something like our 
ouzo. Bad news again-primarily from myself. 

But then again, it couldn't have turned out any other way. 
The moment I came in, a crowd formed around me. They kept 
buying me drinks and refused to let me treat them. I'm very 
envious of these groups. For no rhyme or reason, I've wasted my 
life with those insipid writers. Those guys love me, I admit. But 
their love is identical to the love we feel for an easygoing travel
ing companion: it peaks toward the middle of the journey just so 
it can start dying out with the dwindling miles. When it's over, 
we may not even say goodbye. Whichever of the two has spoken 
the most and with greatest sincerity is the loser. I am aware of 
this game, and yet I long with all my heart to speak again. 

I suspect that at the opposite table all this time was sitting a 
man destined to become a friend of mine. He was drinking with 
a feigned indifference, but I know he had his eyes and ears fixed 
right here on me. Let's see which one of us will give in. We'll 
keep driving each other crazy like this for a long time, anyway. 
He too is laden with secrets: I can tell. And he must have the 
same thing on his mind. To test his endurance, I will reveal some
thing about myself, and we'll see from there. This is the way I've 
managed to lose all my friends over the years. My closest friend, 
at any rate, was done in, recently, by marriage. 

Anisette is potent, especially when you mix it with beer. But 
it's not erasing a thing, and that's no lie. With a coin in the juke
box one of Mitsakis' songs started playing: "My heart today is 
as heavy as iron ... " 

Someone's dancing and not doing a bad job at it. They say 
he's hopelessly in love with a minor. 

Someone is watching me and thinking about me intently-! 
can feel the weight. The lively stories have already begun about 
how each one of us slipped out of the warm embrace of our 
homeland. 
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Out on the mole the crane grabs up rocks in its claw and drops 
them into the sea. The rocks are loaded with fossils of fish and 
crustaceans. You don't have to be a genius to figure out what's 
happened. On our side, of course, are the rocks; on the other, 
across the sea, starts our homeland. The crane with its headlight 
keeps on turning: now in our direction, now toward the sea. 
Then it dips. In the same way, I think, it will grab me up too 
some day. 

One of these happy nights I'll run down to the mole. I'll be 
drunk and still have my friends' undying respect. When they 
find me, they'll lift me onto their shoulders. Fortunately, there 
are no undertakers here. My buddy the diver will have taken me 
out of the water. I've planned the whole thing. The desperation 
keeps me going: only when it lets up like this do I get frightened. 

My friend Dandinis is in bed tonight after having risked 
his life again. I was looking for him on the mole the moment I 
left the office. They told me he was dizzy when he came out of 
the sea. He put his suit back on and jumped in again, staying 
there until he felt better. When I went to his room he welcomed 
me heartily, laughing and shouting. If I were in his shoes, I'd be 
limp as a rag, worried especially about the future. I've been con
sumed by a lot of things, and I don't know which worthless bum 
to lash out at first. So much for that observation. Every night I 
have new excuses to drink and chain-smoke. 

He told me he saw a sponge, but it was rooted deeper than he 
usually dives. Although he was well aware of the danger, he 
couldn't bring himself to leave it. He made a dash for it and 
immediately felt himself growing numb all over. Nevertheless, 
he pulled it up by the roots, and he doesn't even know how his 
hands managed to do it. 

The sponge was lying in a basket, all black and slippery like 
passion. The sun and air will make this beautiful, too. 

"And why did you do this, especially when there was abso
lutely no one to see you do it? Why?" I shouted. 

"I did it out of self-respect," he answered quietly. Then he 
added with emphasis, "What do you know about this? All your 
books have made you hopelessly tame." 



DARK WING 

I usually give in on Saturday nights and, as soon as it gets good 
and dark, take off like a bandit for the mountain top that looms 
over us. I am no nature lover, nor a mountain climber. I'm just 
a different person at those moments and, when no one's looking 
over my shoulder, I scramble off to see the distant reflection of 
the lights of the invisible big city. Even when clouds cover the area, 
there's a red glow hovering over it that marks the spot. Veiled 
in complete darkness, I sit and watch for hours. I feel like taking 
off and flying in that direction. I know where I will end up, of 
course. But perhaps I won't land just where I expect: sometimes 
good can come even from tumbling. 

In a bare spot next to the footpath there is a mass grave. I 
always veer off and stand there a bit. This brings me back to my 
senses. Trees large and small grow all around, covering the dead 
with a dark wing. The slopes above are dominated by 
terraces, man-made little fields resembling steps or, rather, seat 
sections of an ancient theater. They say that before they executed 
them they forced them to strip naked. The murderers had dis
criminating taste-perhaps they were lovers of antiquity. And yet, 
if only a person could be buried indiscriminately like that. The 
time that lies ahead is infinite, and the distinction, once made, is 
final. 

The so-called hotel I am staying at all by myself used to be 
very busy, even in the winter. That was before the war, when 
tuberculosis decimated the swamp areas and people did whatever 
they could to escape the disease or the dread of getting it. It 
seems as if something in the building has remained from all that 
agony. The mice, at any rate, have surely survived from those 
days. There's no question that they have a certain charm. I enjoy 
them. Nevertheless, I can't resist setting traps for them all the 
time, just to have something from which to derive some satisfac
tion. As soon as I come in from work or from the mountain, the 
first thing I do is check the traps. Sometimes they don't die right 
away and make screeching sounds. At times like that I don't 
know what to do with them. 
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I don't think I'm sick in any sense of the word. And yet I am 
constantly talking to myself, even moving my hands as I do so. 
I used to laugh when I'd see people talking to themselves on the 
streets. Now it's my turn. 

Back when I was first hired, I moved heaven and earth to get 
them to transfer me. I was constantly writing letters, even to peo
ple I didn't know or who were not likely to do anything for me. 
I made a fool of myself with all the phone calls and telegrams. 
Everyone was either powerless to do anything or simply didn't 
care. But they may have thought I was exaggerating, since it 
seems I complained at times when it wasn't appropriate. 

Later I kowtowed, and everything started looking better. 
Things are not as tragic, after all, as Kariotakis had led us to 
believe: there's always some way out. And he, at least, was in a 
spot by the sea.* But in the beginning, I agree, it's as if someone 
is strangling you. From the very first evening, after they finish 
their strange welcomes, you realize with desperation that the 
hotel keeper has caught you in his trap. You know full well that 
you fell for it all for a mouthful of bread. If you view this as an 
ordeal, so much the better-otherwise, you're a goner. At the very 
least you'll end up an alcoholic. 

Later, when they took me away from this place and sent me 
to a relatively attractive city, I lost my bearings, like a monk or a 
sheepdog. I thought I had gotten strong and securely settled in 
my isolation, but I fell apart at once. In the city I regressed. And 
then there were the lights and all the voices. I kept losing touch 
with my soul. That's why I came back here on my own and am 
keeping my mouth shut from now on. Perhaps it would have been 
better if I had never gotten a taste of this isolation, which, for as 
long as it lasts at least, really provides me a false sense of victory. 

Besides, I now think I am no longer alone: something always 

*Translator's note: In 1928 Kostas Kariotakis committed suicide on the seashore 
at Preveza. The thirty-two-year-old poet had spent ten hours the day before trying 
in vain to drown himself. The next day he put a gun to his head. In his suicide 
note he wrote, "I am paying for all those who, like myself, can never find an ideal 
in their lives, who remain always the victims of their hesitations, and who con
sider their existence a meaningless game. . . . It is to these I address myself. . . . 
P.S.: I advise all those who swim well not to try death by drowning ..•. At the 
first opportunity I shall write of my impressions as a dead man." See Kimon 
Friar, Modern Greek Poetry (New York 1973) 44. 
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keeps me company. Something is always by my side, especially 
when I'm reading or am absorbed in thought. But I too stay by 
its side and, watching from the corner of my eye, lie in wait and 
try to catch it, feigning indifference all the while. Heaven help 
me if I'm jolted and lose this notion that covers and nourishes me. 

I've lost a lot of people recently. I've inched my way to the 
front line. I learned of them all through letters, which the others 
insist on sending me now. I personally do not feel any of this, 
since I didn't see anything with my own eyes. Like a fool, of 
course, I put in for leave. They opened their ledger ever so quietly 
and showed me that I wasn't entitled to it yet. There may be some 
wisdom in this measure of theirs. 

Everything was destined to end up here anyway. And I used to 
think that I was responsible for my own ruin. 



ADENDRO 

The express does not stop at Adendro, and so we often go 
by it without my noticing. But if I'm on a train that does make 
a stop there, even then I don't go to the window, or I lock myself 
in the restroom. It's only at this stop that I feel a knot in my 
heart, although I am generally very moved when I encounter 
Macedonia, its dams built from poplar trees and its warmhearted 
people. But I know the place well from the occupation period. 
And one time, not realizing where we were, I stayed at the window 
and saw it again-! noticed that almost nothing has changed, save 
for the trees around the station which have grown even taller. 

Many are the hours I've spent under those trees waiting with 
my sack for the train. The sack contained wheat I had acquired 
from selling the good lamp in our house and our copper baking 
pan, not to mention all the pleading I did and the vigorous walk
ing in that fine, clinging dust. There were a lot of other people 
waiting. No one knew what time the train would come or even 
if it would take us. They were talking about a certain church 
where we could spend the night, if it came to that. Everyone was 
sitting next to his sack, taking care to give it extra protection by 
leaning on it. Some were made out of flags, but no one paid any 
attention. On a reserve track across the way a train was parked 
out in the sun: its cars were open and they were loaded with 
vehicles. The half-naked Germans spent the entire day shaving, 
washing themselves or eating rye bread loaded with marmalade. 
They didn't turn to look at us: they probably didn't want to soil 
even their eyes by looking at such wretchedness. 

On the way here a redheaded Jewish girl with freckles was 
sitting across from me with her father. She came back late that 
afternoon. A strong-built peasant was dragging her, clutching her 
with his hands far below her waist. Her father came stumbling 
behind them with his sack overstuffed. They all looked like they 
had been drinking. The old man sat down pretty close to us, and 
the couple headed for the reeds. They hadn't made them wear 
the yellow star yet. But ever since the very first days they had 
posted signs on all the big stores on Tsimiski Street which said, 
"Jews Not Welcome." 
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When it started getting dark, everyone grew more desperate. 
A thin and bony old woman was telling stories that made the 
panic even worse. She was talking loudly about the great starva
tion in Kavala during the first world war. Everyone had stopped 
and was breathlessly listening to her. "It makes a person swell up 
and turn black," she was shouting. She herself had lost her hus
band and her son. Entire districts were abandoned, full of corpses 
and dogs. You couldn't afford to buy even cornmeal. In the end, 
they broke out in tears and begged to be taken hostage to Bul
garia: that's the only way they survived. 

By the time the train finally arrived, our despair had peaked. 
But it was pitch-black inside, jam-packed with people clutching 
their sacks. I found myself in the middle of a savage crunch in 
the corridor: I was trembling out of fear that my sack would 
burst or rip. One gentleman who had a seat insisted that I sit on 
his lap. I turned him down, although I don't exactly know why. 
It struck me as ridiculous, anyway. There in the dark, fresh hordes 
kept getting on with their sacks. I don't recall anyone laughing, 
as usually happens on public trains. 

When we got off we really trampled each other. Everyone 
wanted to get away from the station as quickly as he could. We 
were afraid that the Germans might surround us and take our 
sacks. And as if all this were not enough, there was also that 
gentleman who kept trying to give me his card and explain what 
floor he lived on. 

I went and hid in a doorway until the crowd subsided. I knew 
the old station well and all its ins and outs. In the afternoons I'd 
often bring food to a close relative of mine when he was not on 
leave but on maneuvers. The guards let me through. On my way 
back, I'd have some heavy motor oil in the same pot and sell it 
at a store in V ardari. 

I really enjoyed the area, especially when I was on my way in 
with the food, because then I wasn't afraid. The card sharks, the 
sidewalk magicians, the fakirs, the gypsies were all in action. No 
one bothered them. Most of them had come from Athens, of 
course, where the starvation was far more severe, as usual. In 
the very door where I was hiding, a Jew used to sell creams and 
colognes by day. He also kept a woman by his side. Whenever a 
soldier would doubt the quality of the cream, he'd practically 
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force him to touch her cheek to see the results. It seems to have 
been a very persuasive test, because everyone would then buy. 
Still others, after stroking the woman's cheek, would push her 
deep inside the doorway until you couldn't see them. And while 
I was hiding there in the dark I was thinking-not without some 
pleasure-about what happened there every day. Of course, I 
didn't know for sure. 

When everyone had disappeared and I was sure they weren't 
going to take our sacks again, I set out for home. They'd be wait
ing up for me. It was so impenetrably dark that it made no differ
ence whether I kept my eyes open or shut. Even those who had 
gas lamps or candles kept their windows covered for the blackout. 

Whenever I think about this perhaps insignificant event, I find 
that everything has changed since then, except for me and 
Adendro. I don't care, after all, if other people have not learned. 
As far as I'm concerned, I see that all those misfortunes have not 
made me the human being they should have: since I frequently 
go so far as to hang out with vain and callous people who 
haven't the slightest idea of what it takes to eat. 



TIME FOR THE COCOON 

There are some people who, for all their longing only for 
tenderness,* constantly find themselves involved in endless and 
tawdry love affairs. As a rule, of course, all this zeal of theirs 
goes to waste, and there are moments when despair grabs them 
by the throat and they no longer know what they're doing. 
But it is utterly impossible for them to stop. Indeed, it's usually 
the case that the elite among them come up with various ra
tionalizations, calling all this vulgarity a "quest." 

I attribute their failure to the fact that they follow the 
common, age-old path. To be sure, simple logic maintains that, 
in order to form a meaningful attachment to someone, you must 
completely know the other person, not only spiritually but phys
ically as well. That's why most people put erotic passion first on 
their list. Despite all this preoccupation with the erotic, how
ever, a frightening amount of loneliness prevails in the world. 
I do know, nevertheless, that not everyone is aware of this 
desperate void: most people are simply unhappy. 

That's why I believe that, if you start a relationship with 
the sexual experience, it is impossible to earn even a person's 
respect, let alone his love. I also maintain that you cannot sus
tain the initial tenderness in all its pureness and clarity if your 
ultimate goal is the body. Tenderness is on an inconceivably 
higher plane than erotic passion and is incompatible with it by 
nature. I won't even mention that, when you attempt to combine 
tenderness with erotic passion, you are restricting yourself to 
members of the opposite sex. 

*The essence of this essay is the distinction between two Greek words, 
aTopy~ and Epc.nac;, which do not have precise equivalents in English. They 
both mean "love," but of two different kinds. ~Topy~ is used for love un
related to any sexual element: motherly love, brotherly love, and love between 
friends, for example, are all forms of mopyf]. "Epc.nac;, on the other hand, 
is used for love which consists of affectionate feelings for another person and 
sexual attraction as well. In this sense, it is not equivalent to the English 
"eros" which in common usage has an almost exclusively sexual reference. 

For lack of better terms, mop~ in this essay has been rendered as 
"tenderness" and Epc.nac; as "erotic passion." The reader should keep in mind 
that these are mere approximations of the original Greek terms. 
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The issue can be seen clearly in marriage. Neither husband 
nor wife usually finds emotional self-sufficiency in this relation
ship. Even in the period of the love affair, there are friends
i.e., some sort of promise of tenderness-for whose sake one 
frequently sacrifices a date or even the love affair itself. The 
bond of mutual tenderness, on the other hand, is never sacrificed 
for the sake of erotic passion, even if it is seemingly put on a 
back burner, especially in its early stages. In these circumstances 
it is more a question of time-the tenderness is not actually 
eliminated. 

I believe that a person can have a perfectly fine life without 
erotic passion. If he's ever been a victim of deception, he may 
especially not feel its absence in the least. But without tender
ness, life is hard and the world empty. When there is tenderness, 
there may be no erotic passion-and you don't feel you're missing 
a thing. Indeed, if erotic passion threatens the tenderness, it's 
better that the passion not even exist. It is virtually impossible, 
at any rate, for the same person to give both. That's why tender
ness usually develops between members of the same sex or 
between relatives, where the erotic obstacle is less likely to in
trude. Besides, not even you yourself are capable of giving both 
tenderness and erotic passion to the same person. If you happen 
to think you can, you're simply deluding yourself, blinded by 
your own desire. It's possible, however, that they may not be 
able to coexist within you, even in the case where they stem 
from different individuals. Erotic passion is-or, rather, has 
deteriorated to-pure selfishness, whereas tenderness never aspires 
to anything of the kind. 

I agree that many people who complain about being lonely 
are themselves to blame for their plight. They have been given 
tenderness, but they have rejected it because it didn't come from 
the source they wanted. I'm not condemning anyone: on the con
trary, I understand completely. It's true that tenderness acquires 
its strength and finds acceptance when it is offered by individuals 
we basically like. There must, in principle, be a mutual sympathy: 
otherwise, the offer seems strange. But this mutual liking for 
one another must never get out of hand or, even worse, manifest 
itself in words or ambiguous gestures. If this happens, there is 
a brief flutter of tenderness between them which later dies. Each 
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party then sets out for his own love affairs. And there are plenty 
of these to go around: one better than another. 

But when tenderness does touch you, you suddenly mature. 
You feel like a silkworm whose time has come to spin its 
cocoon. It gives up eating and sleeping: it only looks up, trying 
to find a place to isolate itself. 

When tenderness is finally given to you and you are en
veloped in a perfect relationship, you must get far away from 
everyone, including the person who brought you up. In a brief 
moment you've learned it all. By now, you've come to know 
the other person, as well as all people; consequently, you've come 
to know yourself too. You have no need of love affairs or even 
of looking around for someone else. You must get far away at 
once and shut yourself up. There is the fear that it will all be 
destroyed by the pettiness that life imposes on you and the 
other person, since you've both had a past. Besides this, there 
is also the danger from the people around you, especially 
former friends. 

I don't know if these thoughts of mine advance the human 
condition or not. It's not, of course, that I'm not interested in 
something like this. But the first thing I try to do is to speak 
with sincerity and even reverence. I long to make a confession, 
which always brings some relief. 



THE ILLNESSES 

Some people, when left all alone, have their beauty to admire 
for hours on end. Others have their goals to think about, and 
others their love-the most recent memories of it or even photo
graphs. Most fortunate indeed are those who have all these 
things at once, and thus they do not feel even the small vestige 
of loneliness that is their share. 

But I, although I am constantly by myself, have none of the 
above: I have only my fear. If I had only one of these things for 
even a short while, I would certainly have my fill of joy and hope, 
perhaps even to the point of overflowing. But fear, of course, 
gives neither joys nor hopes. And when you are all alone and in 
its grip, it tosses you wildly about, throwing you from one agony 
to another. There's no way I will chance on something positive-· 
something I can see extending infinitely in my loneliness and dis
solving me. I think I'm about to lose my mind. The prospect of 
this has consumed my thoughts these last days. I often wake up 
in the morning feeling happy and alive, and right away the bite 
of fear sours it all. 

In the same way a friend of mine whose illness was in its 
advanced stages would ask every morning in despair, "Is it 
morning again?" But it wasn't out of fear that he said this. He 
had come to accept reality. 

But in other cases too I've seen a courage that was absent 
when the person was healthy. As one's end gradually approaches, 
it seems that he slowly cuts himself off, dwells in the present and 
forgets all of life's sweetness. Toward the end, his senses are so 
drained that he no longer feels any fear or sorrow. He may even 
have changed his outlook on things. I take some consolation in 
these thoughts and observations. 

But I think that even in the beginning a terminally ill patient, 
before he's bedridden, begins to withdraw the moment he falls 
ill. That's why, on the rare occasions when he finds out and 
knows there is no cure, his panic is not as great as a totally healthy 
person imagines. Besides, those who are facing death also have 
their defenses, and these are in all probability more valid. 
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Everyone finds it incomprehensible that someone whom the 
doctors have given up on can go walking in the streets and see 
or even touch people whose bodies he knows still have years and 
years of life left-how a person can do this without going crazy! 
I, however, believe that this courage is real, and this conviction 
somehow consoles me. But what's happening now? 

I seriously doubt that there are such things as sudden or volun
tary deaths. They appear so but probably aren't. Besides, one 
can usually observe after the fact that in the other deaths too 
there were a number of signs and premonitions. Included in this 
category, of course, are accidents, murders and suicides-even 
though suicide is considered a voluntary death. 

The silence and indifference around me is often so overwhelm
ing that I almost believe I have died. I greet people and they 
do not reply, I look at them and they do not look back, I send 
streams of letters and no one answers. How, then, can I keep 
from thinking crazy thoughts? And how can I keep from fearing 
that, even if this hasn't happened, it will at any moment? But 
then, if others have cut me off or given me up for lost, I say it 
doesn't matter. It matters only if my time has come and if I 
myself feel that my soul has loosened, even just a bit, from my 
body. But this isn't happening yet, as long as my fear holds so 
strong. 



from THE SOLE INHERITANCE 

THE SOLE INHERITANCE 

Now that all the old women in the family, my grandmothers, 
and my great-grandmothers, have died, a host of profound un
certainties have cropped up in my mind about people and things 
now past and gone forever. I don't know why, but, while they 
were living, there was hardly anything I felt like asking them. 
The truth is, they themselves also never showed any eagerness 
to tell me. It was only by chance that I'd hear them talking to 
one another about their ancestors and the old days. They would 
talk this way whenever nostalgia would get the better of them 
and make them complain about their troubled life, the last years 
of which they were destined to spend as refugees. That almost 
made me see red. I thought they were indirectly criticizing the 
living arrangements we had secured for them. I too would speak 
up then and rattle on thoughtlessly with bitter sarcasm about 
various things from the primitive-so I thought-places from 
which we had been rudely uprooted. But they would protest loudly 
and, in their indignation, describe the past and bring to light a 
way of life far superior and, above all, more genteel than the life 
in Greek society in which we are all mercilessly and ceaselessly 
going mad. 

They'd occasionally talk about their husbands too, my grand
fathers, with all the atonement that comes with death and the 
passage of many years. If it weren't for their children, one might 
think that these women never had erotic relations with their hus
bands. And yet, some yellowed, ragged-edged photographs they 
kept in their cheap black purses-along with crumbs of church 
bread, flowers from the cross and small change for the collection 
plate-revealed some highly attractive young men who must have 
aroused irresistible passion in their day and who must have been 
great lovers. 

I never knew my grandfathers. They never got to enjoy me, 
nor did I ever feel the need to cry for them. They had both been 
dead for years by the time I was born. And a death you haven't 
experienced brings you no pain. They named me after one of 
them, but in no way have I taken on his charms too. Nor am I 
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the least bit certain whether I have yet done his name proper 
honor. At any rate, I'm sure by now that I will not pass this name 
on to anyone else-unless some merciful friend turns up, loving 
me far more than I could believe, and names his little boy after 
me, thinking at that moment about my tormented but also comic 
existence. But who will want to stick his neck out so far for me? 

If people are going to call you "Grandfather," I mean to say, 
they must first call you "Father." And if the years have gone by 
and you haven't heard the one, it's impossible, of course, to hear 
the other. But even then there's no guarantee. There are many 
fathers who don't live long enough to hear the word "Grand
father," and there are quite a few who don't even hear the word 
"Father": they die before their child is born. I won't mention the 
countless people whose children never marry or turn out sterile. 
Mine probably passed away disgruntled that they were dying so 
young, before they had grandchildren. But even if they had lived, 
they never would have heard anything more. Death saves people 
from a lot of bitterness. 

As far as I know, one of my great-grandfathers died of 
whitlow and an inflamed boil. He came home unexpectedly from 
tending the sheep and fell into bed, bright red with fever. He 
called his daughter-in-law to look at his back. My grandmother 
was terrified when she saw the boil on his strong, young back: 
she had seen it in other cases which ended tragically, but she 
didn't say a word. She ran and got some garlic, cut the bulb 
crossways in two, and rubbed with all her might to cauterize the 
festering boil. But it didn't do any good. By morning the man 
was dead, pitch-black from the infection. 

The bits and pieces of what I remember about my other 
great-grandfather are skimpier yet. In any event, he too died very 
young. "He had a sudden stomachache," they said. They admin
istered alcohol compresses and forced warm fluids into him. But 
in a little while he died doubled over in pain. God only knows 
what exactly he had. By now, every diagnosis is a waste of time. 

These men at least died in their homeland and were united 
with the soil of their ancestors. But what can you say about their 
sons, my grandfathers, who died even younger and as refugees 
besides? The one dropped dead while still trying to find a place 
to settle his family: the hardships did him in, but so too did the 
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heartbreak. He couldn't take the uprooting and all the pushing 
and shoving of all those unruly people they suddenly had to 
contend with. In Turkey he had sold off his sheep, his land, and 
his houses for whatever he could get and fled with his family to 
escape from their daily hardships. The government people took 
them first to Dede agach ( Alexandroupolis) , threw them into 
some grain storehouses and left them there. It was impossible for 
those scraggly mainland Greeks even to imagine with what fallen 
nobility they were dealing. They saw only their Turkish-style 
clothing and started grumbling. Our people saw the handwriting 
on the wall, chartered a caique, loaded their things and left for 
Samothrace. The weather on the trip was frightful. In all his 
years as a master shepherd, he had never seen such thunder and 
lightning. The caique was small and had no hold. He covered his 
wife and children with his shepherd's cloak and let the rain and 
hail beat down on him. Back home, when he'd get caught in a 
thunderstorm away from the sheepfold, he'd spread his cloak 
over some low evergreen oaks, lie down on top, and cover him
self with the other half. That way, he had no fear of being carried 
off by the water or being struck by lightning. Here, however, he 
had his children: what could he do? Samothrace is a barren, 
Godforsaken place, good only for wild goats. How could these 
people who had come from paradise make do in a place like this? 
It was then that they began realizing full well what had hap
pened to them. The Turk wasn't the only monster. When the 
wind died down, they set out in the same boat for Kavala. There 
they settled in a bit more decently. But there was no work. 
Besides, what work could he do? As he saw the money gradually 
disappear from his purse, he felt his life slipping away. He'd 
go back and forth between home and the coffeehouse. "This is 
no life, woman," he'd say. On his last Easter they slaughtered 
the customary lamb. Where now were those fat-tailed lambs they 
had back home? Nevertheless, he took a half-hearted look at the 
lamb's back to read the future. As soon as he examined it in the 
light, he went pale and murmured, "You still have a long row to 
hoe, woman." And he downed a cup of wine in despair. This is 
the expression my grandmother would later use to conclude her 
stories about all she had suffered. 'Tve committed many sins," 
she'd say with humility. As if the uprooting were not enough, the 
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con men governing the Greeks ceded the eastern portion of 
Macedonia to the Germans and Bulgarians. The starvation had 
spread everywhere. Cornmeal, handmilled of course, cost one 
golden pound per kilogram. My grandfather started slipping. He 
skipped meals, it seems, so that the children could have a little 
extra. When that cold he had caught in Samothrace set in, the 
combination was too much for him. The master shepherd soon 
succumbed. And it must have been a horrible death, although 
I've never heard an account of it. But things started changing 
shortly after that. The Bulgarians had eased up and, finally, one 
fine morning, disappeared along with their allies from the face 
of the earth. An armistice had been declared, and the enemy had 
scattered in defeat. It was then that the widow developed all her 
efficiency. She proved that a good deal of daring and intelligence 
lay hidden beneath that head scarf. First she got her daughters 
and took them to Salonica. After settling them near some others 
from our parts. she set out on foot for her liberated homeland. 
On her arrival, fortunately, she found the house intact: a Turkish 
woman from the neighborhood had been watching it. She spent 
months there working like a trooper. She put the house back in 
order. planted a crop, raised chickens and ducks, prepared home
made noodles. put up preserves-she had no idea what was 
happening in the world. nor did she even care. One day a cousin 
came up to her and said. "Hurry up, cousin! The Turkish 
guerrillas are coming!" Without asking any questions, she put 
on her clothe'>. set out water for the chickens. took a look at the 
wheat and corn which were as high as the ceiling of the ground
floor rooms. and closed the door for the last time. All that un
forpettable wealth and she couldn't take a single grain! The 
harvest wac; fantastic the year of the Catastrophe. The house key 
was the only thing she brought with her: we still have it hanging 
on our wall. She lived on for years and years, never admitting that 
she was miserable. When she died, we didn't know what age to 
put on her tombstone: she never had a birth certificate, and we 
didn't know exactly when she was born. They didn't keep records 
in Turkey. We remembered her telling us that she had been 
baptized by a Russian officer: that was why they called her 
Moska. We, her grandchildren, of course, used to refer to her 
as Mosko. We looked in the history books to see when the Treaty 
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of San Stefano was signed, back when that fair-haired race had 
come as far as the edge of Constantinople.1 It turned out that 
she was very old, but this must have been correct. "May we live 
as long as she did," we said with a smile. While she was dying, 
I remember her singing in broken fashion, "Old man North Wind 
has ordered all the ships ... " We had opened the windows 
because she wanted some air, and she could see the white curtains 
fluttering in the room. No: those bones of hers should have been 
buried in other soil, more our own. 

My other grandfather died shortly after the first. They didn't 
see too much of each other yet, of course: that happened after 
they died. After great difficulty he managed to open a yogurt 
shop in Salonica. It was an overnight success, since he made ex
cellent Thracian-style yogurt. But before he could say, "Thank 
God," the big fire of 1917 broke out and burned the yogurt shop 
to ashes. Fortunately, he managed to get there and save his 
equipment before the fire reached it. He started selling yogurt on 
the street. He'd set his big bowls out on a corner, and people in 
the neighborhood would come running with their plates to buy. 
Once in a while, when he was feeling nostalgic, he'd go to the 
ruins of the shop, stand under the charred sign, and sell yogurt 
to the few people in that neighborhood. I was his first-born 
grandchild, and his is the name I bear. He was very handsome, 
good-looking even by today's standards: a gentle bull, one of those 
you think will never die. And yet, after the fire, he began pining 
away, and it did him in. I don't know exactly how he died either. 
Subjects like this are greatly avoided in the house. Those who 
saw him die keep it to themselves. It must often haunt them, 
however, on dark nights. 

His wife, my other grandmother, outlived him at least forty 
years. By the time she died-also from her own negligence-her 
four sons had long been dead. But she never found this out: we 
had kept it from her since we loved her and didn't want to break 
her heart. She knew only about the first two. And it's not that she 
was some weak little woman: she was anything but that. For 
the love of this statuesque beauty blood had been shed back 
home. A Turk had been hounding her, and my grandfather 
stabbed him. That, by the way, was why they hightailed it out 

lThe Treaty of San Stefano ended the Russo-Turkish War of 1877-78. 
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of there. We talked about this once when the family began 
suffering a succession of blows. Anyway, when this grandmother 
was widowed, she was much more successful than the other at 
facing her predicament. Besides, there were the French and 
English in Salonica: there was no blockade and lots of money to 
be made. But they too would surely have found things difficult 
if this well-endowed woman had not hidden her mother's jewelry 
under her blouse while fleeing. These belonged to my great
grandmother whose husband had died prematurely from the 
stomachache. They were given to her as gifts from a pasha who 
had made her his favorite for a while. I admit that I have not 
checked whether this business with the pasha occurred before or 
after she was widowed. Besides, I don't really care all that much. 

The first of my grandmother's children to die was her second
born: he was in his ·fifties. He died of tuberculosis, but he also 
drank too much. never listening to what his friends and relatives 
told him. I didn't visit him in the hospital nor did I go to the 
funeral. I was too little, and they wanted to protect me from 
the germs. Adults always imagine that children have extremely 
delicate and pure constitutions. And yet the blessed man had a 
soft spot for me and took care to instill me with his ideas from 
early on. I'd give him my undivided attention, and that made 
him all the more enthusiastic. Shortly before he died he had 
taken me to the king' s reception: this was when the last king had 
returned after that rig,P"ed plebiscite. This uncle was the only 
royalist in the family and a proponent of puristic Greek, besides. 
Up to his dvin~r moment he refused to give up the puristic Greek 
he had learned in grade school. When he was delirious he'd ask 
for chicken soup and call it "ornithine bouillon." We had a 
devil of a time figuring out what he meant. But even at that 
reception I didn't see or understand a thing. The only thing I 
remember from those historic moments were the well-fed horses 
in the cavalry which would lift their tails a bit and let loose some 
hefty turds-in front of the dignitaries, no less. Trained street
cleaners would scuttle out and hastily pick up the manure. But 
there was nothing they could do about all that piss. My uncle, of 
course. couldn't see the droppings: he was looking up, thrilled 
that his idol had returned. 

Once, when the brothers were having a lively discussion about 
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the political parties, I heard my oldest uncle say something which 
I've never forgotten. "The last kings who were truly ours were 
Seuthes and Sitalces," he said with an uproarious laugh. My 
father, who had given in to pressure from this brother and 
secretly voted for the king, kept saying over and over in order 
to satisfy the eldest, "Come now! What do we have now to pay 
to kings and princes? What do we have to pay?" Later, as I was 
reading Xenophon-Seuthes wanted to make him his son-in-law 
and give him our region as the dowry-! was very much struck 
by the sentence, "Clearchus was fighting the Thracians living 
beyond the Hellespont and giving assistance to the Greeks .... " 
I thought I was hearing the battle cry of my ancestors. My oldest 
uncle: the poor man was right about a lot of things. 

That uncle died before the war; it was on some barren island. 
I didn't know that much about him: they insisted on keeping 
him away from the house until one day, on my way to school, I 
saw him standing on the corner over by the Church of St. Deme
trius. He looked different and was fidgety. He had a slender 
woman by his side and was rushing to hand out some papers to 
the laborers who were pouring down from the upper districts 
to go to their jobs. Feigning indifference, the workers took the 
flyers and quickly put them in their pockets. "Uncle! Uncle!" I 
cried out, but he didn't look straight at me. He simply waved 
his hand as if to tell me to get away immediately. I stood and 
admired him in the morning light, which was given a golden 
cast from the dust raised by the quick footsteps of the silent 
workers. Then he and the woman suddenly disappeared from 
view. It was out of an instinct that I didn't say anything about 
this at home or to anyone else. 

I saw him for the last time when they suddenly brought him 
by the house in handcuffs. It was shortly after the big strikes 
when many had been killed. My uncle had been a leader in all 
this. There was a roundup, and he had barricaded himself with 
some others in the tobacco factory. When they were forced to sur
render, special agents were stationed at the outside door. "You, 
go. You, go," they would order as the workers filed out one by 
one. To my uncle they said, "You, come this way," and they 
busted him. Thank goodness they didn't kill him at the time. I 
remember the graves that were covered with Maytime roses, the 
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kind we made preserves from. A group of us children slipped 
away from home to go to the cemetery a few hours after the mass 
funerals. Countless wreaths, handmade out of roses, jonquils, 
poppies and little wildflowers, were hanging on the trees or 
propped against the trunks. They were all inscribed with moving 
praises of the dead or curses against the killers. There was such 
confusion that no one stopped us from walking up to the graves. 
Heaps of flower petals were mixed in with the fresh dirt. The 
trampled flowers gave off a strong smell. From behind the trees, 
on the side where the paupers' section was, I could faintly hear 
the funeral march playing. Not knowing what to do then or what 
to offer, I tipped the jug and watered some of the graves with 
the "immortal water" I had just drawn from the nearby spring 
of the Church of the Evangelistria. Besides, that was the excuse 
I had used at home to get out of the house at that crucial moment. 
The jug, which I made sure to refill, felt unusually heavy by the 
time I got it home. I never drank from that immortal water: it 
was for someone else who wasn't supposed to drink water from 
the tap.2 Even today, when I walk absentmindedly with my brief
case, which is as heavy as my memory, I am frequently overcome 
by the thought that it's not my briefcase I'm carrying but that jug 
with the immortal water which I never tasted. 

In those days, when they transferred prisoners within the city, 
they didn't take them in automobiles but made them walk. That's 
why they always put handcuffs on them, including the mere 
debtors. If you happened to be in your own neighborhood, every
one on the street would recognize you and talk about it long after-

2Greek folk tradition associates water from springs with magic and regenera
tion. Welling up from the ground, such water may be endowed with chthonic 
powers and be considered the property of the dead in the underworld. It may 
render the soul immortal before or after a person dies. In one famous folktale, 
Alexander the Great fetches the immortal water after slaying the dragon which 
guards it. His sister accidentally spills some on a wild onion plant: that is why 
the wild onion never dies. See Georgios A. Megas, Folktales of Greece (University 
of Chicago 1970) 200-202, translated by Helen Colaclides. Tap water, on the other 
hand, is for the living. Some superstitious people maintain that bad luck may arise 
from confusing the upper and lower worlds. For this reason, perhaps, the author 
gives the immortal water only to the dead, never to himself. The dead, at any 
rate, are not to drink from the tap. Cognate with these beliefs may be the ancient 
tradition according to which the souls in the underworld drank from the water 
of forgetfulness before their reincarnation: see Plato, Republic X (esp. section 
621) and Vergil, Aeneid VI.749. 
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wards. If the policeman was kindhearted and you were his only 
prisoner, you could even start up a conversation with your friends. 
That's the way our uncle managed to persuade the policeman to 
take him by the house for a minute. We were living on the 
ground floor then and were entertaining some lady visitors at the 
time. Two clasped hands suddenly raised the curtain, and through 
the open window we all saw our uncle shouting cheerfully at us, 
"So long! They're transferring me!" And before we could utter 
a single sound, the curtain dropped, and we stood there com
pletely taken aback. I am sure he left because he saw the com
pany. Nevertheless, a big scandal started up, since those gossips 
proved to be tough old birds who never died. The man's bones 
decomposed long ago and so have their husbands' and even their 
childrens', but when they have their regular get-togethers they 
continue to say, "Would you listen to that? The communist! The 
lazy good-for nothing!" It goes without saying that the poor soul 
died shortly thereafter from something in his chest: it may have 
been pneumonia. That's what they told us. He left no family, 
and so the file went into the archives. 

The third son died in a nut house in Panama: he had emi
grated there before I was born. He had a job as a laborer or 
foreman-his letters weren't clear. Trouble seemed to be brewing 
in Panama: all the dregs of the universe had collected there. The 
fact is, at any rate, that he did write to us that he would send us 
money to buy a big house for the whole family. But then he sud
denly stopped writing. We still have that letter, and I'm amazed 
we haven't framed it. Besides making us happy, it also created a 
family disturbance: living abroad, he had either forgotten certain 
things or didn't know about them, but he was making it a condi
tion that all the relatives would live together in the same house. 
Perhaps, however, he wanted to reconcile them. And it seems 
that he then received some letters sent in secret by certain relatives 
who were afraid that they would be excluded from this Tower 
of Babel. His letter, anyway, is the only proof that we too once 
came close to realizing our dream of putting down roots in our 
new land. As we later learned, it was about that time that they 
put my poor uncle in the insane asylum, where he died. They 
buried him in Panama, in soil from the canal. He was very hand
some, and the women were always after him. It is here, I believe, 
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that we have to search for the causes of his insanity, his loneliness 
and his death. 

I'm not going to give an account of how my father died. He 
too died young, of course, but suddenly; and that makes me feel 
a little better. And of all the brothers, his dates are the most 
accurately fixed. He was born when the "Liberation" broke out 
in Turkey. The crowd outside was embracing one another and 
singing, "Long live liberty," while he was struggling to come out 
into the light. Everyone called him a "good-luck baby." 

My grandmother's children, then, all followed their grand
fathers and father and died of natural causes, with perhaps one 
exception. They were all between fifty and sixty. Up to the time 
they turned fifty, they were completely healthy and never went to 
a doctor. But as soon as they rounded half a century, they began 
rapidly declining. If some at least had died a violent death, I'd 
have a margin of belief that they still had many years ahead of 
them, but then came that damned accident, that murder, that 
beating, that torture, which nipped their life in the bud. Now, 
however, things are clear: they all died between fifty and sixty. 

Long ago, these premature deaths held only an emotional 
significance for me. We had no inheritances to fight over or 
rejoice in. There were some Byzantine icons, but I don't even 
know what happened to them in the end. And I, of course, have 
nothing to pass on. Besides, even if I did have something, to 
whom would I leave it? The day after I die, my books and papers 
will be thrown out of the rented house. I hope some youths skim 
through the piles and steal some of them. They say that when you 
steal an icon it starts working miracles right away. Your stealing 
it means that you loved it a great deal. Perhaps the same applies 
to books as well. All of this, of course, is what people used to 
think in the old days. 

I walk down the streets and look at the endless houses, the 
countless apartments and constantly wonder, "Who do all these 
belong to? And how did they come to acquire them? And who 
are the happy ones who will inherit them?" By now I have com
pletely given up hope of ever owning an apartment, even one 
in a basement. I'll have to take out a loan and pay it off twofold 
over twenty-five years. But where can I find that much money and, 
above all, that much time? And if I lose my job or something 



George Ioannou: Ten Short Stories 141 

happens to me, who will pay it off? I know full well that the 
bank will swallow it all up again, and my papers will not escape 
the fate of the sidewalk. Once in a while I dream that I own a 
piece of property: a small lot with greenery to refresh the soul. 
And the silly notion comes into my head, "I too have something 
on this planet to call my own." Surely, I'm ready for the 
straightjacket. 

On the way to Cassandra is an estate full of almond trees on 
a peaceful slope, surrounded by cypresses. Underneath the trees 
is a grave, but I don't know what's written on the marker-! 
always see it from the bus. When you have a grave like this, 
your soul is at peace. You can rest assured not only about the 
immortality of your soul but even about the Second Coming. But 
you have to go through formalities in order to be buried on your 
estate. Important matters are never easy to pull off. And besides, 
why am I sitting here talking about it? You can't get home loans 
for undeveloped land. 

I had suspected my predicament and its difficulties. Neverthe
less, it was very disturbing when, a while back, I got into a sort 
of academic conversation with a doctor friend of mine who had 
studied abroad. I hinted around and brought the discussion to 
the topic of the heredity of death. "What can I tell you?" he 
said. "Sons usually inherit their father's life span." I was speech
less. Here, then, is my inheritance. And he said all this and even 
worse things with great emphasis. His father is still alive, a real 
geezer. 

I was a crushed man when I left, although I didn't expect a 
significantly different response. I was hoping he would tell me that 
I might take after the women in the family, who lived to be 
almost a hundred. A swarm of questions which I was not pre
pared to ask were seething inside me. The only thing that softened 
the blow was the fact that I would not pass on my little bed-of
roses life to anyone else. That night I grew angry thinking about 
how sure the doctor was but also about how easily I believed him. 
I coddled my soul with several examples of men whose fathers 
died young while they themselves had long lives. Generally 
speaking, however, my doctor friend seems to have been right. 
'T d better start preparing myself," I thought, "I should always 
expect the worst, to keep from being caught off guard. All my 
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ancestors died young, and they were strong and healthy too. 
What's to become of me? I never herded sheep, never tilled vine
yards, never steered a boat. I can't even swim." 

Oh well, never mind. Sometimes miracles do happen.3 

3George Ioannou died in his late fifties. 

TRANSLATOR"S NOTE: 

I would like to extend special thanks to Ms. Elena Maragou, who is currently 
with the Department of English at Kent State University, on exchange from the 
University of Salonica, for reading a preliminary draft of these translations and 
offering several invaluable suggestions for improvement. 



The Poetry of Andonis Decavalles 
BY GEORGE THANIEL 

Andonis Decavalles was born in Egypt from Greek parents, 
both of whom had come from the Aegean island of Siphnos. 
These basic facts are reflected in the titles of his first two collec
tions of poems, Nimule-Gondok6ro (the words name two African 
villages alonge the Nile) and Akls (another, ancient name for 
Siphnos). Both booklets appeared in Athens, Greece, in 1949 and 
1950. The worlds of Egypt and Siphnos are also reflected in the 
early poems themselves; they complement, or come into conflict 
with, each other. 

The poet is already conscious of the ambiguities of existence. 
Like a strong wind that "seeks a body's impediment and passes" 
(p. 52), the breath of inspiration is thrust upon him with all its 
paradoxes and ambivalences. In one instance, he has "a landscape 
of devotion" on his eyelids when he sets out for the big event, 
but finds that "god" was away "on one of his honeymoons." In 
Akts, D. offers us a poem of his own on the theme of lthaka, 
and just as Cavafy did fifty years earlier, he turns the Odyssean 
myth upside down. This time, however, the island is not a simple 
excuse for the journey. D's Ithaka is a kind of Waste Land. 

D. certainly starts from personal experiences in these early 
poems, but his manner of expression is often gnarled and, you 
might say, deliberately arcane and charged with allusions to old 
myths and symbols, in unconscious imitation of Eliot, whose Four 
Quartets he translated and studied in depth. "The body opens 
the book of wisdom.jLove thrives on the sacrifice of beauty" 
(p. 62), we read in the poem "Street X, Number 7, Red-Light 
District," detecting a notion of sexual sin which does not seem 
to reappear in D.'s later poetry. The name Akls itself sounds like 

[Note: The essay quotes from the well-crafted translations by Kimon Friar 
of Andonis Decavalles's poems, printed in: Andonis Decavalles, Ransoms to Time. 
Selected Poems. Translated from the modern Greek, with Introduction and Notes 
by Kimon Friar (Fairleigh Dickinson University Press, 1984), but it is not a 
review article of that book. It is a personal appraisal, by the writer, of Decavalles's 
poetry.} 
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a mere symbol, a point of departure for a perambulation or 
"descent" a la maniere de Eliot or Seferis into the lost worlds 
and disillusioned cities of men. 

The poetry of D. matured gradually in the twenty years 
which followed the publication of his early verses, but we can 
only guess the stages of this maturation since the poet published 
little of his own creative work during this period, while he never 
stopped reflecting on literature, writing on other Greek authors, 
editing and weighing the literary products of others in reviews, 
"blessing other people's beards," as the popular Greek wisdom has 
it. These activities were reflected mainly in The CHARIOTEER 
while it was published, for many years, by the Parnassos Cultural 
Society of New York, with Kimon Friar, first and, subsequently, 
with Andonis D. and Despina Spanos as its editors. The first 
half of this period was full of readjustments for D., for he 
moved to America from Greece, pursued graduate studies, eventu
ally writing his doctoral dissertation on Pound and the Mediter
ranean world, married, and settled down to an academic career. 
In the second half of this period, he had the opportunity to look 
back and reflect on the world he had left behind as well as to 
observe the new world around him and write poems which truly 
suggest that he had found his own voice and style, balancing 
memory with actual experience. 

The result of the twenty-year fermentation was the collection 
Oceanids ( 1970) -the central and best opus of D. in this writer's 
view-, which starts, aptly, with poems of wonderment, self
conscious ponderings of the nature of poetic experience and its 
tangible products, the poems on paper. Any poem, D. feels, may 
be a "morpheus's sonnet," given in sleep, but it is also a gift 
incurring for the poet a debt to the unknown donor (pp. 71-72). 
The poetry in this book is humbler and more limpid, with a 
genuine sense of wonder (something which is always at the base 
of true poetry). "Even the smallest moment is excessive," while, 
on the other hand, "it needs a little aeon for the word to become 
clay fin your fingers" (p. 70), says D. and we recall the poetic 
wisdom of Odysseus Elytis, a Greek poet whom D. has read with 
great sensibility and written about. 

The second section of Oceanids is a homage by D. to his 
paternal world, the Aegean, and is aptly titled Sea. The old world 
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is viewed from the vantage point of the new world, from beyond 
the great ocean, whose presence and significance for the mature 
life of the poet will be acknowledged in the third section. Here, 
D. looks back with love but also with a sense of loss over his 
Aegean "cradle": 

I taught you how to move the cubes of joy 
on the morning's tablecloth, how to listen 
to the oracles of cliffs, and how to enslave moons 
entangled like birds in the rigging 
of windmills voyaging at night. 

and: 

You advanced so far within me that I lost you dressed 
in the stigmata of my seaborn substance. 
Wherever you bargain with living ghosts in dry river beds 
and amid the thickets of noon, 
you tightly hold in your hands as testimony and token 
a burst pomegranate from the heart's ravines. 

(poem " Gain and Loss" in an Aegean 
Metamorphosis, pp. 74-5) 

The pomegranate is a symbol that recurs in D.'s poetry and 
takes us deep into the chthonian domain with its dual properties: 
death and fertility, dissolution and growth. New growth, which 
salvages and transforms reality, sets astir the poet's sense of awe. 
D. has become a father and follows his baby daughters in their 
discovery of an ever-expanding universe. 

The time that is blossoming ahead, however, does not obliter
ate the tracks of the other road leading to the poet's ancestors. 
His destiny, he knows, is a "forked unknown" (p. 78). Memo
ries swarm back from his youth, carrying images of honeyed 
flames from oil lamps, whitewashed joints of courtyard tiles, thorn 
shrubs, finches and larks. The images are humanized by the 
presence of real people, of a maternal grandfather, "plowman, 
sower, harvester of song," of uncle Nikol6 with "eyes, moist 
embers roofed/under the lowered cap" (p. 81), of a father 
whose silent and pained expression at his son's departure for 
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America has registered indelibly in the poet's mind. The impulse 
that drives D. to look back is, partially at least, a feeling of lack 
in his rapport with his father, a longing to communicate with him 
even now, across the borders and crevices of time, in and 
through poetry. 

The poems of the third section, Ocean, represent a large 
parcel of that other "unknown" which diverges from D.'s Greek 
roots. His new world possesses forces which threaten to destroy 
his personal and national vision but, in some strange way, also 
help expand these to the point where the poet can turn back and 
survey his ancestral world more clearly. D. does not conceal his 
sense of alienation from certain American realities, especially 
the mechanization of life in the industrial centers of America; 
his point of view is often critical or ironic. But this attitude does 
not submerge his sense of the wonderful. He is open to novelty, 
ready to take in the new experiences and fuse them with, or test 
them against, his private concerns. We see this in "Leyenda" 
(Lake Michigan) (pp. 85-6), a poem that takes its cues from 
the musical piece of the same name by Albeniz, the famous 
verses which Dylan Thomas addressed to his dying father ("Do 
not go gentle into that good night"), and the image of the poet's 
dying father, left "bedridden/at sunset in" a hospital, "looking 
speechlessly, with his last farewell,/at the incomprehensible road" 
his son had to travel. The pathos of the poet's recollection bal
ances and contrasts the poignancy of the Thomas verses and 
this collage of memories, personal and literary, find their appro
priate fond in the music of Albeniz and the Michigan lakescape. 

The days of the futurists, or of a V erhaeren, intoxicated 
with technological progress are past; hardly any poet of today, 
in the Western world at least, will attune his mind and his 
imagination to an urban order which seems to be getting out of 
hand. Most poets are, nevertheless, city-based, and D. is no 
exception. His work is one of the city that dreams of the country, 
of the larger horizon, as is evident, for example, in "Martha's 
Vineyard" (pp. 87-8) and in the poem "The Chapel of the 
Seamen at the Bowery" (not included in the Friar anthology), 
where the sombre realities of the city are transmuted and diversi
fied. Several poems in the section Ocean of this collection are 
similarly set in places where D. lived or visited with his family. 
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But, always, the initial impression leads to a vision transcending 
its source. 

The gist of D.'s poetry seems to be that creative writing is 
the only weapon that can be raised against both the wrath of 
nature, shown in the hurricanes that often assault the Americas 
(poem "Oceanids," pp. 90-1), and the miscarriages of advanced 
technology or the murderous impersonality of the New York 
subway (pp. 91-2). The impasse which man has reached in his 
evolution is graphically shown in the poem "Arcana Sanguinis 
Humani," according to which, man ends up with "no face, only/ 
the anatomy of metal,jthe spare parts of a dream" (p. 96). 
Critical of human development are, on the whole, the poems of 
the fourth and last section of the collection as well, poems grouped 
under the subtitle Of Myth. Here, the inspiration derives, osten
sibly, from ancient myths; but the myths such as that of Judith 
and Holofernes (poem "A Tree of Fire," pp. 92-3) reinterpret 
tradition in the fashion of a Cavafy or a Seferis and are filled 
with modern touches in form as well as ideas. 

Surveying the poems of Oceanids again, we find that rare 
are the instances (as in "Few Words of a Generation," pp. 83-4) 
where D. assumes the tone of a collective consciousness. His 
voice is personal and archetypical, whether he contemplates 
nature, the workings of an insect, a tree, a worm, or a tornado, 
or ruminates on the details of his familial or national worlds. D. 
has said that he feels close to writers like D. H. Lawrence and 
Dylan Thomas; yet, poets like Pound and W. Carlos Williams 
too may have taught him to observe nature, beyond the loci 
communes of Romantic poetry, get away from himself in nature, 
before returning to himself, which he inevitably does, and to a 
silent communion with the dead and the living around him. In 
any case, there is always a metaphysical dimension in D.'s verses: 

Unsullied morning, uninhabited. 
I shall close up my ledgers and go out. 
Everyone has departed and only things remain, 
total and resplendent. 
I shall surrender up my soul to eyes 
and birds to take it for a stroll 
along the road of accomplishments. 
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I shall start with the inaccessible, 
the internal, the ideal, 
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the last achievements of Detroit, 
investments on wheels, heights of fashion, 
mechanical complexes of uneasy comforts, 
that I may step down finally 
to the accessible shelf of screws. 

Such selection requires a slow rhythm, 
languor and languishment. A screw, 
with symmetrical and slender spirals, 
with its head an accomplished circle, 
might be needed one day, who knows, 
in a construction, or an assemblage, 
in the fortifications of a love, 
the immortality of a kiss. 

Perhaps it may unite two materials, two thoughts, 
and so save them from the ravages of parting. 
Perhaps it may reconcile two universes 
by piercing through their bodies, or indeed 
it may already have fulfilled its destination 
as a talisman against all those 
who lurk in ambush to smash me: 
the sun, the trees, the empty streets, 
and the unsullied morning. 

(Poem "The Screw," pp. 86-7) 

If the poetic voice of D. was not sufficiently his own at the 
time when he wrote the poems of his first two booklets, it is (we 
find) too much his own in his last book, Joints, Ships, Ran.roms, 
which he published in 1976, six years after Oceanids. In the new 
collection, the poet's personal vision of the ancestral island of 
Siphnos overwhelms and limits other sources of inspiration and 
the heavily idiomatic Siphniot vocabulary of these poems makes 
them less accessible to most readers. There is a sense of urgency 
here, a forced nostos of the mind to the poet's "Ithaka." Cavafy's 
lines in his poem "Ithaka" ("Keep Ithaka always in mind./ 
Arriving there is what you're destined for.jBut don't hurry the 
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journey at all.") are thrown overboard. We are taken back to 
Homer and to the still unadulterated nostalgia of Odysseus for 
his paternal island. Yet, more than Odysseus it is another Homeric 
hero, Achilles, whom we can see grieving behind much of D.'s 
poetry; Achilles, sitting alone on the seashore, in disharmony 
with the world of man, in awareness of his own contradictions, 
calling out, over and through the sea, to Thetis his mother for 
assistance. The analogy stands even though D. invokes, primarily, 
his male ancestry. In both cases, the old or mythical and the mod
ern or real, we have a kind of "amphibian" linkage with the 
world. D. lives in North America but he belongs also in the 
sea-clad world of Siphnos. The result is that we have, in Joints, 
Ships, Ransoms, a superabundance of ancestor worship, and this 
element as well as the general quality of the poetry must have 
accounted for the award bestowed on the book by the Academy 
of Athens, in 1977. 

The writer would have preferred D. to continue on the path 
of Oceanids, towards a perception by which the phenomena of 
his life, oceanic or Aegean, fit into one and the same order with 
its microscopic and macrocsopic sides. Examples of such a per
ception are found, of course, throughout D.'s poetry, from the 
poem "A Greek Trireme" of Nimule-Gondok6ro to several 
poems of Oceanids and the poem "Windows" of Joints, Ships, 
Ransoms. The poet has been aware that "all things write" (p. 
69) and now, in his last book, he is aware that the ancestral 
world which he wants to salvage in the sea of alienation is, in 
fact, running through his own veins and those of his children: 

My mouth took for speech 
a fir, a maple, an elm 
to stoop down and speak with the earth. 

My love has sown for loves 
my three small breaths, 
A Nausikaa, an Artemis, a Daphne 
to grow tall and narrow the abyss. 

How to house what I took 
and that took me, what I squandered 
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and that squandered me-the petrified sea, 
the Alpha of the alphabet, the many homelands 
I left in fragments, and the slumbering bones 
I awake that I may always dress them 
in the flesh of an exhausted memory? 

How breathless is this lymph I have become 
in its eternal ascending and descending
once in the branch that opens a green eye, 
a sprout to speak a little light; 
once in the other branch that searches 
in the dark for something undiminished; and once 
in the root that is always seeking 
to learn from the beginning 
how trees grow. 

(Poem "The Lymph I Have Become," pp. 101-2) 

The two New Poems, "Four-String Instrument" (For Daphne) 
and "Artemis" (To her namesake), in the Friar anthology, seem 
to move along the lines of the above poem, one of D.'s best, in 
this writer's view. Such poems counterbalance and redeem the 
thematic and linguistic immoderations of Joints, Ships, Ransoms. 
These immoderations which go against the Aristotelian sense of 
measure between the familiar and unfamiliar in poetry, have been 
of course toned down in the Friar translations, although some of 
the sound values and the ritualistic feeling of the language as 
well as some of the stereoscopic awareness of the environment of 
the original poems have also been lost in them. 

In conclusion, the poetry of Adonis D. is Greek in the broad
est sense: its verbal material is never fortuitous or morally neutral. 
There is always a logos, a conscious effort towards a coherent 
vision of the world, an anthropocentric world; for, although 
nature plays a large part in D.'s verses, it is sub specie hominis, 
not naturae, that he speaks. The road to self-discovery and articu
lation of his own voice was long. The best balanced and most 
mature poems came from the 60's. We have found the poems 
written in the 70's immoderate, thematically and linguistically, 
and we could add, also mood-wise (there is too much kaimos tis 
Xenitias). Yet, it is these immoderations that make these "festive 
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elegies," as D. wants to call them, more human and more idio
syncratic, treasuries or safety-deposit boxes of whatever in terms 
of language or memory he holds most precious. 
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