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INTRODUCING STRATIS PASCALIS 

BY RICK M. NEWTON 

Verses by Another: This is the title of the collected poems (1977-2002) 
of Stratis Pascalis, an Athens-hom lyric poet whose family originates in 
the island of Lesbos. By the age of thirty six, he received the Ouranis 
Prize for Literature from The Academy of Athens (1994), followed by 
the State Prize for Translation (1998) for his Greek translation of 
Racine's Berenice. Pascalis' poetic career began in 1977 when, at the age 
of nineteen, he published his first collection, Anactoria, taking the title 
from a proper name in the fragments of Sappho, Lesbos' first-known 
lyric poet. Despite this onomastic reference to the ancient Greek lyrical 
tradition and his own ancestral past, Pascalis insists that, as a poet, he 
does not set out to rework ancient literary themes or tropes. In fact, he 
resists being identified with literary figures in general. Hence the title of 
his corpus, as it has emerged thus far, Verses by Another (Athens: 
Metaichmio 2002). The title can be interpreted from two perspectives. 
First, as the reader will readily glean from the interview with the poet, 
his own essay on the indefinable essence of poetry, and the critical 
reviews included in this issue of The Charioteer, Pascalis does not iden
tify with other poets of his so-called "generation." He considers such 
classifications as being of more interest to sociologists and cultural his
torians than to writers and readers (as well as listeners) of poetry. Pas
calis, in other words, considers himself a distinctive poet, and it is in 
recognition of this distinctiveness that we are dedicating this double 
issue of The Charioteer to his work. 

But the "otherness" of Pascalis' poetry is based on another, and more 
profound, distinction, one that has little, if any; bearing on the time and 
place in which he composes. As he himself states, "The moment you 
write, you must be You. That is, Someone Else, someone other than one 
who knows, who has acquired experience, who has his likes, his ideas, 
his views, his abilities, his facilities, who knows how to persuade and 
charm." In the case of Pascalis, the "poetic experience," for want of a 
better descriptor, is an experience of self-alienation, of the separation of 
ego and genuine self, of the unconscious and conscious mind. This is 
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6 THE CHARIOTEER 

the experience which precedes the act of writing, and it is extremely 
important for the reader and critic of these poems to keep the chronol
ogy of the poetic experience, followed by the act of writing, in their 
proper sequence. Pascalis first encounters what he calls a "stimulus," 
something that strikes his sen5es (most frequently, his sense of sight and 
his sense of smell). In responding to the stimulus, he enters a state of 
altered awareness, as it were, in which fantasy and reality become inter
twined and in which all of the logical opposites and antitheses that 
inform our rational world-view and Westernized dualistic mind-set 
become indistinguishable from one another. This state is what he then 
attempts to capture as a "genuine response to the immediate stimulus 
of life." It is at this point, it seems, that he puts pencil to paper and faces 
what he fears is "utter perdition," sacrificing his ego to an authentic and 
genuine self. This self, this true and genuine being that he was unable 
to recognize while functioning on the superficial level of his socially 
conventional persona, is "the other" whose voice emerges in the poems. 

The poet then enters into "a magical game of words" through which 
he hopes to bring his reader to the same experiential point, that of a 
non-commonplace way of seeing the world. This new point of refer
ence, this new "stance on life" (one of his tentative definitions of the 
indefinable essence of poetry) is something which, he hopes, "will help 
his fellowman to exist." Pascalis may therefore be viewed as consciously 
resisting the deliberate acculturation and studied refinement of the poet 
in order to achieve a simple and direct expression which will resonate 
with all readers, especially with "the unknown reader" who remains his 
final hope. This effort may explain the predominance of natural motifs 
that inform his work, since the sights and visions he describes are sights 
and visions encountered by everyone who lives in a city, walks through 
a park, or sits by the seashore. Pascalis laments the fact that poetry today 
has become the domain of the urban elite in a world that has lost touch 
with nature, and he insists that the poetic experience which originates 
in his response to a natural stimulus is not, in the end, an exclusively 
personal matter. On the contrary, he maintains that his "internal adven
ture" which brings him to a non-commonplace view of the world is the 
journey of every human being. As much, therefore, as these "verses by 
another" distinguish the poet from the world in which he lives, they 
ultimately bring him into a union not only with other human beings but 
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also with the physical cosmos itself. They also bring his self into a new 
union with his ego. Self-alienation, via poetry, is transformed into a self
integration: "otherness" is therefore paradoxically obliterated in these 
"poems by another." 

The particular tension in the resulting poems may therefore be read 
as a reflection, if not as a reenactment, of the poet's internal experience 
as he attempts to articulate this adventure in words and transmit it to 
the reader. For although the poet undergoes an internal experience, 
most frequently in reaction to a scene or event that occurs in the phys
ical world, the compjetion of that experience lies in the act of writing. 
And in writing, this "acculturated" man ofletters cannot help but be his 
"true self' and find expression in a language that is, despite his every 
conscious effort at directness and naturalism, highly refined and liter
ate. As the critics have correctly noted, Pascalis is keenly aware of and 
indebted to not only Sappho but also Cavafy, Sikelianos, Seferis, and, of 
course, his compatriot Odysseas Elytis. It is on this plain of tension 
between the natural human being and the civilized creature of society 
that Pascalis plays his self-acclaimed "magical game of words." In this 
respect, this poet who would be "other" than his colleagues ineluctably 
joins their ranks and, indeed, the ranks of all poets. 

And an adventure it is, in the Aristotelian sense of "peripeteia." For 
Pascalis, the poetic experience amounts to a "reversal," a reversal in 
which the dichotomies of existence change places. Chthonic and celes
tial, dark and light, joy and sorrow, and-most significantly-life and 
death all become one and the same. "Poetry reaches beyond the poet," 
he himself states, and in this statement we find a perhaps unintended 
but nevertheless revealing allusion to one of the most predominant 
images of his work: that of the tree. Whether it is a plane tree, an oak 
tree, a cypress tree in a cemetery, a leafless tree outside his childhood 
bedroom, or an entire forest that he gazes on from his vantage point as 
the sole passenger on a train named Chimera, the simple yet mysterious 
image of the tree beckons to this poet throughout his literary career. 
"Only the trees seem sacrosanct" to him, perhaps because they stand 
between earth and heaven, their roots plunging deep beyond the humus 
and extracting life from the very marrow of the buried dead, their 
branches reaching heavenward and accepting every force of nature that 
assails them. On the one hand, trees are still and motionless, remaining 
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permanently fixed in the spot from which they naturally spring. On the 
other hand, they are constantly in motion, drawing their sap ever 
upward in an endless ascent towar~ the sky. For Pascalis, trees are medi
ators of the cosmos, conveyors of "the beloved unity of all torments," 
especially of the torment of death, and in this respect they may be 
viewed as a metaphor for the poet himself. The poems in this collection 
are replete with the message that death itself is a "cosmological ele
ment," a paradoxically living force that courses through life and all liv
ing things. The mission of this poet, it seems, is not to transfigure death 
via poetry since, for him, that transfiguration has already occurred and 
is indeed ever ongoing. This, Pascalis might maintain, is the common 
experience of all humanity and, indeed, of all animal and vegetable life. 
But this experience remains invisible and unperceived by most of us as 
we make our way through our daily, conventional, and over-urbanized 
lives. The poet therefore takes it upon himself to make this very real but 
normally invisible reality a visible and indeed palpable presence for us 
all. Because the "otherness" of that view is something innate in every 
poet as well as in every reader of poetry, these "poems by another" oblit
erate the distinction that their title only ironically implies. 

* * * 

A descriptive word about the contents of this issue of The Charioteer is 
in order. This collection, selected and translated by David Connolly and 
Rick M. Newton, introduces the English-reading public to this young 
lyric poet of modem Greece. It includes the entirety of four of Pascalis' 
books of poems (A Hennaphrodite~ Night I 1989), Michael I 1996), Com
edy I1998), and Gazing at Forests I2002)), as well as selections from 
Sour Cherries in the Darkness (1991) and Flowers of the Water (1994). 
Also included are selected reviews, brief essays by and about Pascalis, 
and an interview held with him by Vasilis Kalamaras on the occasion 
of Pascalis' receipt of the 1998 Poetry Prize by the literary journal, 
Diavazo. Special thanks are extended to Stratis Pascalis himself for mak
ing his work available for translation and also for securing permission 
for the translation and publication of all the contents of this issue. 



THE INDEFINABLE: NOTES TOWARD 
A DEFINITION OF POETRY 

BY 5TRATIS PASCALIS 

Translated by Rick M. Newton 

Poetry cannot be defined. It can only be recognized. It is like anything 
that occurs in nature that requires no thought or analysis. You see it and 
automatically process it for what it is. Poetry's imprint is one of most 
profound human authenticity, of ecstatic bewilderment and wonder, 
providing an answer to the unanswerable, if simple, riddle that con
denses into the question, "Who am I?" Poetry is therefore not only art. 
It is also a stance on life-a continuous quest for the genuine, above and 
beyond the relative values that characterize the conventional life of soci
ety. When you engage in poetry you experience an internal adventure 
in which fantasy and reality become intertwined and validate one 
another, occasionally giving you a sense of true life. If you succeed in 
transmitting this experience to your fellow man through an engaging, 
suggestive, and exciting game of words, you become liberated from 
yourself and actually perform a service of love. In this way, death loses 
a bit of its power, its significance. 

An ancient statue, "The Winged Victory of Samothrace," renders in 
sculptural form an image of the poetic condition-the moment when a 
human body, poised to take flight, touches the ground with the soles of 
its feet for the last time, while forcefully and emphatically spreading its 
two wings which have not yet wafted the body to the realms of absolute 
exaltation. The poet finds himself perpetually perched on this fleeting 
and precarious edge. Another image of poetic conception is to be found 
in the reference by Jesus to the lilies of the field. Wild flowers bloom 
without anyone asking them to. They fill the totality with colors, with
out ever being planted or cared for. They take their existence from some 
other will and remain utterly inscrutable, adorned with the most artless 
and unassuming beauty. 

In the contemporary world, where all such "illogical" perspectives 
have vanished-now that materialism has persuaded man that there is 
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no alternative choice beyond positivism, reality, and hard logic-poetry 

has, of necessity, become subversive. Passively subversive, that is, since 

it preserves all the oblique and peripheral interpretations of existence 

that used to lie at the core. 

* 

Poetic expression is always a surface-level manifestation that is steeped 

in profundity. Herein lies its difference from prose-writing, which is, as 

it were, soil atop subsoil. Behind poetic, as well as the most prosaic, 

expression endures the bard, the troubadour. A poem is a gust of wind 

in search of a body it can haunt and thus incarnate itself. In this respect, 

it resembles the genre of drama. It is no accident that dramatic discourse 

sprang directly from poetry, that is, from the expressionistic surge of 

emotions within a suggestive concatenation of words and sounds. 

Prose, by contrast, is solid, compacted matter. A prose text has the 

weightiness of a contractual legal document. It is a record, a deposition, 

a testimonium. A certain usefulness lies concealed within it, one more 

palpably connected to daily life. 
At the bedrock level of every poem lie traces of an archetypal cry of 

awe, fear, praise, and wonder-a musical unfolding of the soul on the 

occasion of a majestic, if primitive, sentiment-something lacking logic 

and reason, perhaps lacking even obvious sense, something extreme 

and on the edge. 

* 

Poetry means energy and activity: an energy of life that is released from 

a potential death-death of the will, of consciousness, of rationality. Out 

of that death is born another type of intelligence, another way of con

ceptualization, another order. Another sort of impulse manipulates the 

untapped treasures of the soul beyond the commonplace ways of look

ing at things that society has contrived in order to exist within relativ

ity. The poetic condition, while functioning within history, frees you for 

a while from history. The poet acquires a vision. He sees what does not 

appear. At times, this all seems illusory. Lifes harshness contradicts the 

poet. Poetry, even when written by adults or the elderly, is more in tune 
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with the way youth has of looking at things. Deep down, poets justify 
the youthful point of view. Maturity imposes reconciliation and com
promise, accepting life as a slow death. Youth, however, expresses its 
anguish involuntarily. Youth is beautiful, full of vitality. The vigor of its 
power and beauty intensifies the sense of contact with a death that is as 
violent and sudden as is erotic passion-as instantaneous as poetic con
ception and expression themselves, whose hallmark is spontaneity. The 
youthful perspective always views self-sacrifice or self-destruction with 
sorrow and rage. That's because youth is innocent. But poetry too must 
be innocent. Cleverness, while eliciting fleeting admiration, comes at a 
high price with the passage of time. There are many sorts of cleverness: 
visible and invisible, direct and indirect, voluntary and involuntary. The 
moment you write, you must be You. That is, Someone Else, someone 
other than one who knows, who has acquired experience, who has his 
likes, his ideas, his views, his abilities, his facilities, who knows how to 
persuade and charm. However much you know, however great your 
abilities, when you hold the pencil over the blank page, no matter what 
world-view characterizes you, no matter what aesthetic you profess, at 
that moment you are alone, risking it, staking it, putting it all on the 
line-against utter perdition. Only at that time can you be authentic, 
that is, consistent with that which truly impels you to write: the stimu
lus. That's all that exists-that whicli lies beyond you, that which seeks 
your own self-sacrifice so that it can live. The more you disappear, the 
more personal you become. The poetic enactment of personal experi
ence constitutes a transgression of the individual person and the ego, 
even if it is expressing an inflated ego. It suffices for the expression to 
be the manifestation of a truth, an inner reality, an irrefutable gesture. 
But all this constitutes no method or even a formula. Every venture in 
that direction is unique and impromptu. 

* 

True poetry is voice and discourse, though enclosed within musical 
forms and expressed in figures and artistic structures. It is never, how
ever, rhetoric. Rhetoric is imitation of voice, often able to present even 
simplicity and insinuate itself in a stark rendering of words. Poetic dis
course, whether fixed or fluid, never imprints itself as a plain figure or 
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image of speech or as an artificial grammatical structure. It is marked by 

movement, natural color, and a demeanor characteristic of living 

speech-the way each person speaks in his own voice and language. 

Examples are to be found in Sappho, Rimbaud, Kariotakis, diametrically 

opposed poets, and yet, such special voices identified with specific 

personalities, societies, eras, and temperaments. Poetry reaches beyond 

the poet. 
This is different from the imitation of daily speech in the prosaic 

concept of verse as preached by Anglo-Saxons since, in that case, the 

adoption of daily discourse was implemented as an aesthetic. Closer to 

this sense of poetry-as-speech is the highly lyrical Dylan Thomas. It is 

no accident that he became world-famous the moment he uttered his 

poems in public recitations. It ushered in an enormous release of energy. 

It was as if their appearance in print was not enough. Is there a more 

compelling example to justify the claim of Artaud that a verse exists 

only from the moment of its utterance? 

Poetry today finds itself in a state of crisis. It has been in this crisis for 

some 200 years, that is, ever since man began losing his agricultural ori

entation and started to over-urbanize. Nature is necessary for poetry. 

Romanticism appeared as a last-ditch effort to preserve the mystery of 

nature within verse. The problem, however, is that life itself has lost its 

ability to be experienced as a mystery. In the world today, the poet seems 

more useless than ever. Nevertheless, he is burdened more than ever 

with a mission, a mission to preserve human authenticity, to preserve 

the language of the heart that resists the dryly intellectual and rawly sen

sual manifestations of existence and civilization. There can be no poetry 

without a drop of "idealism." Man has need of something else beyond 

material goods. When he can no longer see and experience that "some

thing" himself, through religion or art, he seeks refuge in hallucinogens. 

The poet today feels encaged within the elite of so-called culture. On the 

other hand, the mass consumerism of civilization has obliterated gen- ·, 

uine "popular culture." Precise poetic expression has practically van

ished, and an intellectual skepticism now reigns. As a result, today more 

than ever, poetry has become a personal gamble and private adventure 
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for whoever wishes to engage in it as a way of liberating himself from 
the bonds of rationalism and conservative pragmatism-by serving 
beauty and simplicity, freedom and sincerity, freshness and truth. 
Despite all this, the present age has one advantage: even as whatever has 
preceded comes to its cynical end, there opens at the same time the 
prospect for a new beginning in the history of artistic and literary 
expression. We are given the opportunity to speak directly with our 
neighbor without narcissistic entanglements. It suffices for us to ignore 
the artificial chasm that separates mass from elitist culture, as it is exam
ined by the universities (the new academism), and to reinstate a healthy 
and direct communication between the average person and the artist or 
poet, based on persuasiveness, directness, consistency, and enchant
ment. And this is a matter of the internal discipline and spiritual matu
rity of each of us. Perhaps it would be a good thing if we wrote while 
forgetting even that we are "poets." Perhaps it would be a good thing if 
we expressed ourselves simply and merely as if we were inspired people 
describing our personal truth-the bewilderment and awe they feel in 
the face of a flower. As simply as that. 

September 2001 





THE POETRY OF STRATIS PASCALIS 

BY CHRISTINA DOUNIA 

Translated by Rick M. Newton 

Stratis Pascalis is one of the modem Greek poets who, through combin
ing an extremely keen sense of language with profound poetic accultur
ation, dares to take the risk of abandoning trodden territory in order to 
invent new modes of expression. He knows that it has all been said 
before, just as he also knows that it can all be said over again. In the 
manner of a crazed and impassioned lover in pursuit of perpetual 
ecstasy, Pascalis directs a new sort of drama, experiments with different 
voices, dons new masks, and shocks his reader because he himself has 
first experienced the element of surprise. In addition, the element of the 
strange and bizarre, with the sense of the unfamiliar, is one of the basic 
keys to his poetics. 

Pascalis published his first book of poems, Anactoria, in 1977 when 
he was nineteen years old. This work, which in no way classifies as a 
piece of juvenilia save for the young age of its author, is dedicated to 
Odysseas Elytis, with whom Pascalis shares a double bond: his poetic 
language and the island of Lesbos, from which they both claim descent. 
Pascalis is a genuine lyrical talent who reads the world as a wonder and 
gives us images from a moonstruck experience: angels and birds, dogs 
and deer, all take flight, running with the impulsiveness of youth, in 
pursuit of light and wind. Seven years later, in his collection Excavation 
(1984), he takes an impressive tum and reveals a change of tone arising 
from a new poetics, one closer this time to a new teacher, Constantine 
Cavafy. As with his first publication, so too here his apprenticeship 
under this master is not a passive one: he enters into a dialogical rela
tionship with the Alexandrian poet by making dynamic use of his meth
ods. Theatricality, narrative, and pensiveness are the paths on which 
time, decay, and death all intersect. An underground aesthetism also 
makes its appearance at this time: a fascination with ruins, with the 
base, and even with the vulgar. These are the flowers of evil, "the morass 
of honey," that will expel the poet from the paradise of Anactoria. 

15 
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In Pascalis' third bookofpoems,AHermaphrodite~Night (1989), the 

style becomes more absolutely personal. Abandoned houses, half-dilap

idated mansions, broken statues, and cemeteries-romantic elements 

rendered in a contemporary poetic idiom-make up the stage-set in 

which the ineffable is realized. Cloying funereal fragrances and a nature 

that devours human flesh consumes the Hermaphrodite (a combination 

of Adonis and Persephone), along with memories of initiation rites, fas

cinations with black, and a taste of earth. What is to follow from that 

point on in the poet's creative journey, despite his Protean character, will 

maintain the sense of a distilled life-experience which calls up the 

poignant chill of a deeply concealed emotion. 
In Sour Cherries in the Darkness (1991) and Flowers of the Water 

( 1994) the prolific union of the corpus of the demotic tradition, on the 

one hand, and the reconnection with the lyricism of youth, on the other, 
results in poems of spontaneous musicality. Nature now appears to be 

rediscovering her colors, but nothing is as it was before. This disjunc

tive antithesis, which traces its origins back to the ancient distinction 

between appearance and reality, will determine Pascalis' poetry from 

now on and concomitantly comprise both his power (on the level of 

sentiment) and his potential (on the level of t:xpression). A series of 

opposites proceeds from this matrix: I and other, celestial and chthonic, 

light and darkness, passion and absence, heaven and hell, logic and 

impulse, true and false. Michael, his longest (699lines), enigmatic, and 

at times allegorical, poem, is based on this disjunctive substrate, and 

Pascalis approaches it at times hermeneutically and at times intuitively 

since, in an effort at self-knowledge, he attempts simultaneously to syn

thesize and transcend it. In the bold venture of Michael, who is also the 

archangel of death, time expands and contracts, ultimately arriving at 

the point of timelessness, as occurs in the prophecies and in such poets 

as Dante, Poe, Holderlin, or even Rimbaud-poets, that is to say, who 

have fixed their gaze on the abyss. Pascalis' next collection of poems, 

furthermore, is called Comedy, a title which refers to Dante and which, 

despite its obvious expressive aberrations, has its roots in the contem

plative and experiential material of Michael. There is, however, one 
telling difference: in Comedy the new twist in the poetics of Pascalis, the 

glaring introduction of theatricality and the newly-appearing ironic 

dimension of language render a new meaning to the same material. 
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Without totally abandoning his mystical propensities, the poet now dis
tances himself from things in a manner that differs from the idealistic 
objectivity and cold beauty he was seeking after in Michael. This dis
tancing sheds a new light on reality and signals a new expressiveness 
which expands and fortifies Stratis Pascalis' poetic horizons: 

in this haunt for failures 
around the table at supper-time 
gather old and unknown poets, 
and a fair-haired cherub 
-once the cover on my cheap childhood 

copy-books-
standing in the comer blesses them 

(Comedy) 





INTERVIEW WITH STRATIS PASCALIS 

BY VASILIS KALAMARAS 

Translated by Rick M. Newton 

The 1998 Poetry Prize was awarded by the journal Diavazo and its panel 
of critics to Stratis Pascalis for his collection of poems, Comedy. This 
interview with Stratis Pascalis by Vasilis Kalamaras was held before the 
poet was notified that he had been designated recipient of the prize. 
When Pascalis was told that he had won the award, he responded: 

"Poetry is not only art. It is also a stance on life-a continuous quest 
for human authenticity above and beyond the relative values that char
acterize the conventional life of society. When you engage in poetry you 
experience an internal adventure in which fantasy and reality become 
intertwined and validate one another, occasionally giving you a sense of 
true life: If you succeed in transmitting this experience to your fellow 
man, through a magical game of words, you become liberated from 
yourself and actually perform a service of love. In this way, death no 
longer has meaning .... " 

Vasilis Kalamaras: Your poems have ancient and classical points of 
origin. Would you agree? 

Stratis Pascalis: What do you mean by "ancient and classical?" 

VK: Let me put it another way: I mean that, thematically, your poems 
contain many references to ancient Greek literature. 

SP: My first collection of poems sets out from a name that is archaic, 
"Anactoria," but that choice on my part does not constitute a direct ref
erence to either ancient poetry or ancient mythology. It's more a matter 
of the sound of the name, which engenders a sense of enchantment. I 
would not maintain that my poetry is characterized by either ancient 
myths or antiquity itself. It tends, rather, toward a primitive lyricism, 
and the name "Anactoria" enchanted and attracted me with its sound. I 
used it as a title. 
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VK: Is it the case that antiquity functions as an undercurrent in your 

work? 

SP: "Anactoria" is an erotic, suggestive name. She is a friend ofSappho, 

a sort of symbol of a youthful erotic idol that takes on legendary dimen

sions. 

VK: You referred to primitive lyricism. Lyricism, as you mentioned in 

our conversation, arises along with the elements of the natural world. 

Air, sun, sea, water, earth are ever-present. 

SP: Of course. Genuineness and directness are what primarily interest 

me in poetry. And nature is a sort of archetypal truth that always moves 

me and constitutes a constant point of reference. It is from there that my 

poetry derives, lest it base itself in learning or refinement or the employ

ment of certain motifs that assume a different character in contempo

rary life. Instead, my aim is to register a genuine response to the 

immediate stimulus of life. 

VK: I agree. I have observed that, although your poems are the work of 

a cultivated and refined creator, you nevertheless attempt to cast off the 

veneer of cultivation. The world is presented in its raw state. 

SP: That is correct. I do not want refinement to become an end in itself. 

It may be present, nevertheless, and may often itself provide an occa

sion, but I want it to bear the power and directness that the occasion of 

life itself provides. I do not care at all for the display of culture nor do I 

like making it a point of reference for my poetry, as if it were a footnote 

appended to my verse. In other words, I dislike intellectualism. 

VK: Absent from your poetry is what many today term "intertextuality." 

SP: I would agree. That is something that does not attract me. 

VK: You are not tempted, in other words, to converse with the texts of 

other poets? 
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SP: I do not live through texts. I live through stimuli, and I look on texts 
as stimuli, not as entities superimposed on reality and on life itself. I 
view texts as a living world, a product of life, as something intertwined 
with life. Consequently; I am unable to hold culture as my sole point of 
reference. 

VK: I have the sense that, in your poems, it is as if you longed to fly 
above mortality and transcend what is fleeting and perishable. 

SP: I think that that element is to be found in the poetry of all ages and 
that it is not a special characteristic of mine. I would be able to say that 
the element of transcendence does characterize me, inasmuch as I am 
able to assess my own work. 

VK: I would characterize you as a "prophetic" and "visionary" poet, beg
ging your indulgence by setting those two words within parentheses. 

SP: Those are very weighty words. I would not be able to speak for 
myself. 

VK: Would you prefer the terms "revelatory" and "intuitive?" 

SP: I like those better. Yes, I would say as much. An expression of this 
sort is the result of an internal function, considerably unaffected by con
sciousness. I myself cannot speak about it in descriptive terms. 

VK: Do you believe, as the surrealists used to say, that a poem springs 
up and emerges from the unconscious? 

SP: The unconscious plays a very important role, certainly as important 
as that played by consciousness. There is a playful interaction between 
the conscious and the unconscious that leads you to that special state 
that generates the poem. 

VK: Could you describe that special state in which you-, as you say; find 
yourself? 
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SP: I would say that it would be senseless to describe it, since to do so 

would lead to narcissism. 

VK: In the end, is the process incommunicable? 

SP: Why should it be communicable? Only the poem is communicable. 

If I can transmit through my poem a corresponding state to the reader 

himself, I have succeeded. If I myself were to describe the process, it 

would be like speaking to him about something that does not concern 

him. 

VK: Do you believe that the poet takes pains to craft his poem in a labo

rious fashion? 

SP: I do. 

VK: Do you work with the mindset of a manual laborer? 

SP: The production of a poem is definitely a work of manual labor. The 

intuitive function is often also compounded with this kind of work: it 

is not independent. Let us not speak in romantic terms. When we speak 

of intuition, we are speaking of a special state that arises from working 

out the words, after a stimulus has presented itself and before it engen

ders a need for poetic expression. 

VK: Do you frequently rework your poems? 

SP: Yes. In general, I would say that I rework them frequently. There are 

some poems that emerge in a state of completion, but there are others 

that require more work. 

VK: Do you believe that poems can be "granted" to the poet, as Seferis 

reports? 

SP: Yes, I think that moments do exist, very fortunate moments, just as 

they do in life. Just as life often appears to be very generous toward a 

person who does not write as part of his daily routine, so can life appear 
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generous toward a poet and offer him a poem that is practically ready
made. 

VK: I observe in your poems that there is a transcendence away from 
the physical world toward the metaphysical. Are you engaged in meta
physics? 

SP: That is a very fluid and misapprehended term. I do not understand 
it very well. For a poet, there are no such things as physics and meta
physics. There is simply life, and life is a mystery. 

VK: Do you view poetry as enigma, as mystery? 

SP: Poetry has a very large component of both enigma and mystery. 
Poetry's very gaze on life is essentially a gaze that reveals this mystery 
and helps open another dimension in the life of a human being, and this 
helps him exist. 

VK: Ever-present in your poetry is the element of ceremony. Would you 
agree? 

SP: I think so. I am not sure what you mean by the term "ceremony." 
Do you mean a devout unfolding and an ambience? 

VK:Yes. 

SP: Yes, I think so. It's better that such topics be described by critics than 
by poets. 

VK: In Michael I discern a tum toward a Christian concept of the world, 
without theologizing or dogmatizing. 

SP: That is a difficult question. That poem springs from a contact with 
Christianity that is very hard to explain. It is a strange poem and I fear 
that, if we were to restrict it by speaking only of its Christian aspect or 
only about its religiosity, we would restrict also the view of the reader, 
since it is a multifaceted poem. 
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VK: I would maintain that, in that poem, you are a "believer in a state 

of disbelief." 

SP: I think I am a contemporary human being. I have no other response. 

VK: Does the imagery of the city influence you? 

SP: Yes, very much so. It's only that I do not belong to a category of poets 

who photograph that imagery. Those scenes influence me a great deal, 

but I always transform them. 

VK: I notice that there are no obvious or explicit elements of the city. 

SP: If we believe that I view the world in a visionary fashion, as I view 

nature, then I also view the city that way. 

VK: Can you expand on what you have just said? 

SP: Life's experiences are the same. In other words, a walk in nature or 

a walk in the city may fall into two different categories but, for me at 

least, if they lead to the engendering of the "poetic state," they are essen

tially alike. They produce a result with considerable correspondences. 

That's what I, at least, would believe or would like to believe. I don't 

know if I am successful at this or if the reader sees it. 

VK: Do you believe that a poet undergoes a development or that, from 

his initial poetic presentations, he can be recognized in terms of lan

guage and subject matter? 

SP: It depends. It's an individual matter. There are poets who present 

themselves as already fully-formed and perfected. There are others who 

have a need to journey an entire lifetime in order to find their expres

sion. I can cite two examples: Cavafy and Seferis. There are no formu

las or recipes. There are other poets who do not develop at all. Mallarme 

showed practically no development, but he wrote very little. It's a mat

ter of individual make-up. 
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VK: Would you like your poems to be categorized as "polyphonic," i.e., 
as containing multiple voices? 

SP: I conceptualize every poetic unit as a single world complete unto 
itself. I say this because each poem represents a path that I myself have 
etched out as if it were a personal, internal adventure. As a result, I pre
serve all the voices from all the life-events and stimuli that I experienced 
during each phase. One might say that I orchestrate them musically or 
that I arrange them for a theatrical setting. I am speaking in purely 
metaphorical terms. 

VK: You mention orchestration and stage-setting. Are you influenced by 
the other fine arts? 

SP: Very much so. It is my observation that a poet must necessarily 
remain open to the other arts. From a very early age I held a great inter
est in painting and spent many enjoyable hours studying it, both older 
and more recent art. I listen to music, but less so, and that too interests 
me. And, of course, I like theatre and cinema very much. 

VK: In Comedy one has the sense that the poems will "rise up" off the 
page and become "activated" and start doing things. . 

SP: It is a strange book. I had wondered if various spontaneous events 
that occur might serve as nuclei that could be at times dramatic or at 
times lyrical. They would then take on the energizing power of reality 
but operate within the realm of dream, creating an atmosphere in a state 
of evolution. 

VK: As if those poems were spontaneously evolving? 

SP: Yes, yes, like a sudden flash going off and illuminating a scene or 
dramatic event that is very real and true because you have lived it. At 
the same time, however, it cannot necessarily be realistic or naturalistic, 
although it may be so. I was attempting a balance: to have the realistic 
elements, on the one hand, appear as if they were scenes from a dream, 
and to have the dream elements, on the other, wield the force and direct
ness of reality. 
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VK: Can you recall a poet who has done something analogous? 

SP: The idea did not occur to me from something concrete in literature. 

There was a direct need for me to begin writing that book because it was 

bound up with a life-experience I was undergoing. At that time in my 

life, that was the way I viewed the world. 

VK: To what does the title "Comedy" refer? 

SP: While I was writing that poem, I ascertained that it contained an ele

ment that was intensely ironic but also, at the same time, tragic. And I 

thought of the word "comedy," such as the comedy of life. It was and is 

an ill-fitting title since I did not want a "poetic" title. I preferred to use 

a word that directly conveys a sense of drama, irony, and adventure. 

VK: It does have an element of adventure. 

SP: Although the poems are very short, the reader can fill in the blanks 

any way he wishes, consistent with the stimulus he receives from each 

piece. He can construct a narrative. 

VK: Narrative is another element in your poetry. 

SP: I am greatly moved by narrative. The readers should not equate this 

with epic, since narrative can be extremely fragmented. That is why I 

like certain poems by Sikelianos. 

VK: Are there other poets who move you? 

SP: I very much like the classical Greek poets: Solomos, Cavafy, Kalvos. 

I have read Seferis and Elytis a great deal. I have been heavily influenced 

by French symbolism, Rimbaud, Mallarme, and for a while I was inter

ested in Eliot. Now I am reading Dylan Thomas and am unimaginably 

enchanted by him. He is a poet whom I encountered when I was young, 

but only superficially. I am reading him now, however, with greater 

attention and am truly amazed at his genuineness and authenticity. I'm 

practically envious of him. 
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VK: Does your poetic generation have certain peculiarities? 

SP: That is a question for the theorists, critics, and philologists. It's not 
for me to say. To be honest with you, whenever I hear this kind of 
accounting of poetic "generations," I have the feeling I am reading soci
ological texts rather than criticism. 

VK: Many books are being published about your generation, and most 
of them are sociological. 

SP: I agree. But this is also a very difficult period. De facto, this is an age 
in which poetry is encountering difficult moments, from the perspec
tive that life is heavily prosaic and mundane, replete with harshness and 
utilitarianism. There isn't much room left for a person to dream. On the 
other hand, we are witnessing an enormous, orgasmic production of 
poetry. 

This was not the case to such an extent in the past. I think we are see
ing more "production" than "creation" of poetry. I am not pessimistic. 

The fact that poems are being written and that more than a few people 
are even interested in poetry is comforting. And I believe that a time will 
come in which the current trend of the consuming public, the reading 
public, toward prose-writing will run its course. And, without sound
ing prophetic, perhaps certain historical coincidences will compel peo
ple to long to rise above it all. 

VK: Do you believe that poetry is the literary genre of our future? 

SP: I do not care for prognostications, but I would like to believe it. Up 
to this point, I do not see that there exists a genuine interest in poetry. 
The interest that is there is more artificial than genuine. Of course, I 
always believe in the anonymous reader who buys a book of poetry and 
loves it and lives through it. Such a type of person must exist, since 
books of poetry do in fact sell. That reader is my hope. 





THE PATHOS OF DEATH 

BY ALEXIS ZIRAS 

(Review of Stratis Pascalis, A Hermaphrodite's Night) 
Translated by Rick M. Newton 

In generational terms, Stratis Pascalis belongs to the group of younger 
poets who appeared in the decade of the 1980's. From an aesthetic per
spective and judging from his poems that have thus far been published, 
it appears that he is following a unique path. His divergences from the 
other poets in his age group are far more numerous than the conver
gences, and I would say that he is connected, both thematically and 
morphologically, with a symbolism along the lines of Mallarme. This 
symbolism is dark with regard not so much to the expression of the 
poetic experience as to the experience itself. The poems in A Hermaph
rodite~ Night are inspired, but the inspiration springs from experiences 
of death that have been projected on to an abstract plain. It is in this 
sense that there exists, on the one hand, an experience of the chthonic, 
primitive, and Orphic powers that control life. On the other hand, how
ever, his poetic rendition is such that this experience seems more ideal
istic than sensually perceived. 

Let us take a look at an excerpt from the poem, "Winter After
noons," which I have selected at random: "Entranced I think as if rec
ollecting: I trees the color of rust I acacia-lined streets I where the limbs 
of wayfarers touched me I and the harbor waters with slimy fingers I 
groped to caress I the slippery walls of the mole ... " 

From this excerpt we can get a sense of the importance of rhythm in 
Stratis Pascalis' poetic language. It is a rhythm which, not infrequently 
in other parts of the collection, is combined with and bolstered by the 
metrical articulation of the poem (often in the IS-syllable meter), a 
feature which not only is found in traditional Greek verse but also 
indicates the highly mythopoetic intent of Pascalis. He is, in other 
words, visibly intent on creating, in this book at least, a mythical uni
verse in which all things-landscapes, people, objects, animals, 
plants-constitute elements of a dream-world. That world is composed 
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of fragments of images that have nothing else connecting them except 

for the constant reminder of death as the ultimate condition. 

Rhythm, therefore, is utilized by the poet in order to place the reader 

in an elegiac mood and open him to the dark experience mentioned at 

the outset of this review: "Vigor departed from vanished bodies" or, else

where, "Now he sleeps, bathing in freezing sweat I in the lair of mercury 

in the depths of a mirror." His effort to create a mythical totality is crys

tal clear, to the point that the poems in A Hermaphrodite~ Night are not 

explicit. Rather, they constantly imply something, the meaning of 

which eludes the given facts of each image. 
Be that as it may, I incline toward the view that the constant reenact

ment of the dark experience-which in the final analysis is nothing 

more or less than the experience of death-has nothing whatsoever to 

do with similar efforts by the surrealist poets. The experience of death 

in the work of D. Papaditsas, for example, appears as an element of a 

glorious metaphysical vision, whereas in Pascalis death is presented as 

a physical state, as a force which makes its presence more palpable pre

cisely because it is identified with the elements of nature: wind, rocks, 

birds, storms, sea, stones, grass, trees, water. The meaning that informs 

these lyrical descriptions, metaphors, and references to a personal cos

mogony is profoundly simple: it is the dramatic result of the sense of 

life. This is something that appears with special frequency in the work 

of nearly all the young poets who appeared after 1975 as well as those 

who followed in the decade of the 1980's. 
In none of these poets is there the political stance of Lefteris Poulios, 

the disintegration of language according to the example of Vasilis Ster

giades, the constant invocation of the finite human universe, as is real

ized in the work ofYannis Kontos, the pervasive irony ofYannis Patilis, 

or the vision of catastrophe as it is reinstated with hedonistic joy in the 

work of Natasha Hatzidaki. Like the most significant among his con

temporaries, Stratis Pascalis has also set out, from early on, to transform 

the experience of death, but he has aimed this transformation in a dis

tinct direction via the development, frequently expanded, of a "para

bolic" world. And it is precisely this parabolic development, serving to 

transform the real into the imaginary, that resorts to myth. 

In A Hermaphrodite~ Night there is a vast number of mythical and 

mythological figures. Seeking to extinguish the ego, the first-person 
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presence that so often emotionally marks poetic expression, Pascalis 
creates a magma out of ancient Greek mythological forms and out of ele
ments that still carry archetypal meaning. The descent into Hades, the 
myths of Orpheus and Eurydice, Pluto and Persephone, not to mention 
the age-old myth of the hermaphrodite, the bisexual and dual-natured 
creature, have all proven fertile for the artistic imagination, all the more 
so when they veer toward analogy: celestial-chthonic, eternal-mortal, 
divine-human. "Listen to its winged I passing as it flutters against I some 
unseen thing gliding in the air, I creature of the wind. And then sleep's 
I incorporeal dreams that do not suffice I to fill a (man's? woman's?) I 
hollow mould. In the breaking dawn I nothing else remains I from van
ished celestial stars; I something intact or enchanted ... I approaches 
us; and when the curtains I part in obeisance I leaving her barer than a 
breast I we touch the incarnation of Absence." ("Stone Brooch"). 

Death, decay, absence, and the invisible are clearly symbolic figures 
that have grown out of the poet's life-experiences, and it is not by chance 
that they are recycled in the poetic act. But that which constitutes death 
and manifests itself as absence is not produced on the basis of any 
process that would be deemed logical by human standards. They are 
rudimentary parts of a world that lives in order to die and that dies so 
that it may live. It is this cosmogonic process, then, that engages the 
poet and is transformed into a series of poems that are variations of one 
another: 'Variations in the sense that they all stem from the same life
experience so that they may draw from that source an immutable and 
permanently fixed sense of the meaning of the world. 

For this reason, above all, the stage-set in which the poetic act is exe
cuted is similar: dark landscapes, a permanent sense of the dank and 
vague, memory of a place abundantly illuminated but lacking life. It is 
the negative image of the world of the romantic soul, the dominion of 
darkness. The darkness, however, does not represent the pessimistic 
stance of the poet. In the poetry of Stratis Pascalis, death is not presented 
as a threat or an evil. It remains that which it is: a cosmological element, 
a living element that exists so that, as it is transfigured toward either cre
ation or destruction, it can render passion more perceptible. And from 
this perspective, I think I would not be off the mark if I were to point to 
the work of Solomos as being of key importance in this context. The 
corpus of Solomos infuses the poetry of Stratis Pascalis, but so too does 
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a certain view of poetry by Elytis, as we have already discerned in his 

"journal of an Invisible April." 

This is why, moreover, there exists a departure with regard to the uti

lization of the basic poetic persona of the book. There is no doubt that 

A Hermaphrodite~ Night is, in formal terms, the rewriting of the third 

unit of Maldoror's Second Song, that heretical pioneering poetic collec

tion under the pseudonym of Lautreamont. And in saying "rewriting," 

I mean that Stratis Pascalis essentially appropriated only the presence of 

the bisexual being and the suggestion by Lautreamont that everything 

that happens to the hermaphrodite occurs in his sleep. This is not so 

that the poet's imaginings might be assuaged but because-as the sur

realists have repeatedly formulated-the state of sleep is conducive to 

the unhampered emergence of the mystical realms of human nature and 

the human psyche. 
Whereas, therefore, Lautreamont's hermaphrodite finds himself 

within the romantic tradition and, functioning between the celestial and 

the chthonic or even within the purely pagan chthonic, "He dreams he 

is happy, that his bodily nature has changed, or that he has soared on a 

purple cloud overhead to another sphere inhabited by creatures of his 

own kind" (Philippe Soupeau, "Lautreamont"). Stratis Pascalis' her

maphrodite, by contrast, has sleep or death as the imaginary realm of 

his ordeal: "Cries of pain in the darkness that follows the rain. I Who is 

singing so mournfully and reigning I over bisexual souls softly weeping 

I over ambiguous bodies suffering I inside the tight trench of martyr

dom? I ... But the ordeal deepens with the lethargy I of a slumber sadis

tically pressing the eyelids; I the sleeping bodies quiver, struggling I 

helplessly to merge the abstract gender" (A Hermaphrodite~ Night.) 

Consequently, romantic ambivalence is nonexistent in Pascalis, to 

the extent that what is dark and torments humankind dominates the 

entire realm of his poetic universe, including dreams, visions, and fan

tasies. I would go so far as to say that all the poems in A Hermaphrodite~ 

Night are images that have been rent from a state of dream or intuition, 

a state that is unrestricted and "inhabited" by symbols that all converge 

in an absolutely personal pathos of death. This pathos, however, springs 

from the certitude of death. This is why the poetic language of Stratis 

Pascalis never slips into mournful elegy. It remains fixed, even in its 

most lyrical moments, within the limits of contemplative resoluteness. 



A HERMAPHRODITE'S NIGHT 
(Athens: Ikaros, I 989) 

Translated by Rick M. Newton 
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ΜΥθΟΙ 

Χρυσό καί κδκ,κινο 

πάνω απ· τίς ιμαϋρες κορυφές 

το δειλινό ποu ~ρίμασε. 

Κρύες πνοές, δέντρα η φάσματα, 

στην παγωνιά. 

uΕνα κοτσύφι 

ιμέ εντονο ράμφος 

ψάχνει στό: χόρτα 
καθως το δάσος όλο καί γίνεται 

μιό: σ'ΙΠ}λιό: ποu ~αθαίνει. 

•Ήρω·ες τοΟ παραμυθιοΟ 

ilρθαμε ως έδώ 
χω,μέvοι σ· άξύπνητο έφιάλτη. 

ΠοΟ Ύαι το κάστρο καί το θεριό; 

uΕνας άέρας 

πέρασε, χάθηκε στό: ~ουνό: 

κι uστερα μέ άπλδτητα 

επεσε ή ~νύχτα. 



A Hermaphrodite's Night 

MYTHS 

Gold and red 
above the black peaks 
the ripened dusk. 
Icy blasts, trees or ghosts, 
in the freezing cold. 

A blackbird 
Sharp-beaked 
searches in the grass 
while the forest more and more becomes 
a deepening cave. 

Fairy-tale heroes 
we have come this far 
crammed in a never-waking nightmare. 
Where are the castles and monsters? 

A wind 
wafted by, vanished in the mountains 
and then with simplicity 
night fell. 
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ΝΥΧΤΕΣ ΤΟΥ ΦθΙΝΟΠΩΡΟΥ 

Νύχτες τοϋ φθινοτrώρου-άνφοι μαλακοl 

τrού ρίχνουνε σιγό: σιγό: τό: φύλλα 

σωριάζουν ·κάθε ντύμα η πρόσχη·μα. 

·Όλα σχεδόν θό: •μείνουνε γυμνά. ·Έ·να ξεγύμνω.μα 

~ασιλ~κο μιό: τεΝετη πού τrροχωράει ά:ργό: .μα σίγουρα 

λύνοντας κίτρινους και καστανούς •μανδύες. 

Νύχτες τοG φθινοπώρου-.μέ θαλπωρη 

πού ύπόσχονται 

τον ϋπνο •και τον έγκλε~σμο 

τούς ά:συνείδητους σπασμούς :μές στο σκοτάδι 

θαμτrές είκ6vες τfiς t;ροχης .φυματικές λιακάδες 

τη νάρκη yκριζωποG τrελάγους στη νuσταy.μένη συννεφιά. 

Τώρα στο χ&:μα κολλημένα 

μές στό: (;ρεμένα φρύγανα σκοuλήικια 

κι δλα τό: t;ράχια της στεριcχς πρασινισμένα. 

Νιώθεις νό: εtvαι t:τοψος ·δ τάφος 

ν· ά:νοίyει ή γη-το σκuθρωπο ;κι(;ούρι

(ιμ6λο πού δέν ά:νθίζουνε ·κοντό: οί .κρόκοι) 

yιό: t:να ταξίδι ιμυστικο τrού θό: σέ πάει 

πολύ t;αθιό: ώς μές στον ό:λ.λον έαυτό σου 

ά:π" δπου ίσως και ποτέ νό: μη γυρίσεις. 

Μιό: θλίψη &πλώvεται παντοG 

σό:ν φό~ος· δέν εtναι &ιοιξη 

τότε πού δ θάνατος ά:πεγνωσμένα 

γεμί~ει φύλλα και ιμποuμπούκια· 

το ά:τέλειωτο ήλιο(;ασ(λεμα θό: μας (;αραίνει 

κι ή σωριασμένη πλάση θό: σαπίζει 

θά "ναι ή ώρα της ά:ναμονf\ς 

ή ένδιάμ·εση στιyμη δπου ά:κόιμα οί νεικροt 

γαληνεμένοι μές στη μήτρα δέν i!χουνε ά:ποφασίσει. 



A Hermaphrodite's Night 

AUTUMN NIGHTS 

Autumn nights-gentle breezes 
that lightly toss the leaves 
pile up every garment or pretense. 
Nearly everything will be stripped bare. A regal 

divestment 
like a ceremony progressing slowly but surely 
unfastening yellow and brown cloaks. 

Autumn nights-with warming comfort 
make promises of 
sleep and enclosure 
the unconscious spasms in the darkness 
dim images of rain consumptive sunshine 
the torpor of a sullen sea under drowsy gloom. 

Now a clump of worms in the ground 
entangled among wet twigs 
and all the stones in the earth covered with green. 
You sense the tomb is ready 
the earth gaping-the gloomy grave
( though no crocus bloom nearby) 
for a mystical journey that will take you 
deep down to your innermost other self 
from whence you may never return. 

A sadness spreads all about 
like a phobia; it is not spring 
when death frantically fills 
leaves and buds; 
it must be the interminable sunset weighing on us 
and the decaying heap of crumbling creation 
it must be the moment of anticipation 
the momentary interval when the dead still 
serene in the womb have not yet decided. 
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ΑΟριο θά ξυπνήσουμε σ' t:ναν 11:ιό γuιμνωιμένο κόσμο· 
κι δταν στό τέλος της ή:μέρας 
σταθοΟμε άνύ1tοmοι ιμ11:ροστά στή·ν κόκκινη αύλαία 
('καl θά νεκρώνεται ή ·μvή·μη 
κι ή λησμονιά γύρω e· ά'Ιtλώνεται ο'Ιtως ή νύχτα) 
θ' ά:κούσουμε τόν ψίθυρο της Περσεφόνης 
'ΠΟύ κατεtδαίν.ει τά σκαλιά νά tδασιλέψει: 

«Στό φως tδυθίζομαι τό κουρασμένο 
ήλιοtδασίλ·ειμα ~μητρικό 

'Πρόσω-πο 'Ιtετρω·μένης όδύνης ... • 

... θά 'ναι .μιά λάμψη 

λυγισμένη 
11:ού &:ψήνει 11:ίσω της ·καθως tδαδίl;ει 
'Πηγαίνοντας νά κοιιμηθ.εϊ 

μ·ελανιασμένους ίσκιους. 



A Hennaphrodite~ Night 

We will awake tomorrow in a world stripped 
more bare; 

and when at day's end 
we stand unsuspecting before the red curtain 
(and memory will be dying 
and oblivion spreading all around like night) 
we will hear Persephone whisper 
as she descends the stairs to assume her reign: 

"I am sinking into the light exhausted 
maternal sunset 
countenance of petrified pain ... " 

... there will be a beam of light 
drooping 
leaving blackened shadows in her wake 
as she makes her way 
to sleep. 
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BLACK SHADOW 

One night a shadow, 
while a warm October wind 
was bandying leaves or cigarette butts, 
passed through the market-place the slums 
-the sickly sections-
and emerged onto a seaside boulevard 
with residences and poplars. 
There it walked a spate in the seaweed 
along the asphalt 
and when it reached the edge of the terrain here, 
pitch-black and undulating, 
it stopped and said: 

"The sea is the voice of the drowned. 
A woman who left tracks while walking 
on some shore so many yea~s ago 
awoke within me and I feel 
with the dancing of her own voice 
that I am shrilly screeching in a decaying darkness 
like a blinded animal disturbing 
the sleep of the dead who spent 
a dismal life in the coffin 
leaving an echo every time 
to the drawn-out cry. Look, believing I am she, 
look even at my body: breasts belly 
orifice and womb. The moon will rise anytime now; 
from the depths of some bedroom, painted 
like the face of an old hetaera-dream of Hecate
an entranced sea will billow 
everywhere replete with a girl's barren blood 
dragging a rotted reed along the shore 
(could its wood be from that plant? or the dead 

woman's bone?). 
And from the sand I shall shape a female to love 
the same body that fearlessly granted 



A Hennaphrodite~ Night 

to a woman-cat on a wretched bed 
the fruitless pleasure of dog-love." 

It spoke; and when the full moon emerged 
and slowly ascended 
it plunged into the wave. 
The next morning they could not tell if the corpse 

they retrieved there 
was a man or a woman. 

EVEN FALL 

Practically an old man 
he made his way up the empty road in the waning 

twilight 
among relics of the countryside outside the city 
while the church bell etched vesperal seasons in 

the air. 
Like a murmuring multitude 
he whispered, winded: 

"Tormented visions of wayfarers before nightfall 
direct your wandering steps 
here where terrifying transformations 
come true: to the rat's creek 
to places reeking with sewage 
to shorelines heaped with seaweed 
to the winter wind knocking on unknown doors 
to ancient yellowed tombs 
to the place where the tortoise crawled 
and the centipede and the viper 
and the night bird sounded indifferent 
(not the way an empty lover writhes 
on top of a motionless sated body) 
the distant windows become holes 
-eyes plucked from gaunt faces-
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as night falls; listen to the dirt falling 
rhythmically on the coffin: burial of the sun 
in a grave darkness. 

"Will the moon rise tonight? 
Will it draw the waters as it dips 
its pale fingertips into the soil 
filling the muddy earth with maternal charm? 
Will there emerge from the bosom of the sea 
fruit that the venerable morticians 
will wrap in gauze 
and lay to rest? 

"Hermes is the one who donned the sad flesh 
of Aphrodite 
like ivy covering a statue-the cypress. 
He emerges from the waters 
turns compassionate eyes 
looking forgivingly at the sea that roars 
and touches the clouds 
(blood-stained cotton OF a pillow 
where the sick man slept); 
a snowfall of light, tranquil light, tormented 
blankets sea and land 
dust from the crushed bones of the dead." 

LIGHT OF THE MOON 

The heat is unbearable. 
The palm trees stand still 
like upright feather dusters. 
Something stirred in the ivy 
(a cat stalking frogs). 
The light of the moon 
resembling a person bent with age 
stoops and shapes shadows 
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in its hands: dry rustlings black pine forests 
and reed thickets. 

Who will speak in the night 
in the silence full of crumpled words 
the room filled with specks of dust 
with debris from the party 
now that everyone has gone 
and left the silence with a gadfly's buzz, 
the dirty floor, the night; 
now that everyone has gone 
departed and left the house empty 
they are more existent beyond the grave. 

But, look, the moon has taken voice 
as its light changed 
and has now become 
a narcissus that repented and leads an ascetic life: 
"No ... I am not death; 
no ... I am not sleep; I am the God of Good Sleep 
who reveals himself 
in a winding sheet like Lazarus 
in the bedroom doorway 
in the half-light. The very one who spends 
his nights in the streets 
and stoops down beside the sidewalks 
-dirty shutters and sewer grates
and from the basement windows 
sees the faces pale in front of the screen 
(greyish light worm-eaten furniture and unwashed 

teeth in a conduit) 
beyond sleep and death 
in search of something ... 

"In search of something primordial beyond sorrow 
beyond contrivances but also passions 
-my platinum hair in bottomless pits-
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in search of something primordial beyond remorse: 
the calloused fields? dense olive groves? 
perhaps the wild pear trees? the echo of the church 

bell 
in waterless realms? 

Vespers of Anactoria: 
atop a tattered blanket 
on warm pebbles untouched by night's coolness 
a collapsed shadow was coughing 
surrounded by children's silhouettes 
waiting for me to appear on the ridges. 
The fishing lantern was searching for the dead, 

sunken in the sea, 
and in the room 
the stench of the aged mingled with the children's 

sleep; 
along dilapidated orchard fences and fig-groves 
for the duration of the darkness 
a dead bird froze in my hands. 
But in the morning 
as the day lifted and the thicket warmed 
I became a scrap of cigarette-paper floating 
in the azure ... 

"I am the face they washed with the blood of the 
lamb-the vitriol-

Icarus and Phaethon never came near me. 
Only the wayfarers' footsteps 
nervously pacing their boredom 
trod my light on the sidewalk 
and the last trains vanished indifferently into the hole 
then reached the station 
that appeared for a moment 
like a vision 
a dazzling light between two darknesses. 
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"The park now promises hints of the forest. 
Rain falls with no rhyme or reason; a summer 

downpour 
with interludes of drizzle 
or interludes of flooding light 
from clouds hovering over the lamppost's light. 

But the skies have cleared, no more lightning in the 
suburbs, 

I am at liberty to weave you 
incorporeal dust fine mist evaporated light 
leprosy that covered the sea 
and then spread inside the harbors 
something flickered on the abandoned piers: 
is it Hecate? 

"Triple-formed mother, 
shine your light that we may find the shadow we 

long for; 
on the ships that vanished along capes darkened 

by night 
on the night-watchman and soldier 
who ended their shift 
and set out for a joyless bed, 
or even on the creatures on the rooftop, 
the owl the badger and the weasel, 
shine your light. 
Finally strengthen also my frail rays 
before dawn breaks 
now that I am still 
(I used to be the God of Good Sleep) 

the ghost 
of one who ascended-humbled might
with womanish steps and blinded eyes 
a scarecrow in the light." 
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ΠΕΤΡΙΝΗ ΠΟΡΠΗ 

Μνήιμη ένος ττέπλου, άδειου χιτώνα 
ζωντανειμένου &ττ' τΟν άέρα· 

κενο κινοόμενο κρύ~ει ή κουρτίνα 
σ· ενα τταράθυρο, ιμΕ.ς στην όμίχλη 

το δωρικό, άσττρο φεγγάρι, 
ττάνω άττο θάλασσα τρικυμισμένη, 
κομψά γερμένο στέφει τη νύχτα, 
ττέτρινη ττόρττη. 'Άκου το ττέρασμα 

το φτερωτό 'Ιtώς πλαταγίζει 
κάτι άθέατο ττοu άργοττέταξε, 
ττλάσμα τοu άνέ.μου. ~Κι ϋστερα τοu ϋιπνου 
άυλα όνειρα ττοu δΕν άρκοuνε 

γιά νά γεμίσουν (άντρα; γυνα(ικας;) 

κούφιο έκμαyεϊο. Μέσα στο χάραμα 
δέν άττομένει άττο ούράvια 
κι άφαντα άστέρια τ(ττοτε Ciλλο· 

κάτι άνέγγιχτο t) μαγειμένο, 
σμάλτιvο δέρμα της Βερενί.κης, 
ροGχα έ~έvινα ίδια σκοτάδι 
και γιά στολίδια φτωχά κοχύλια 

·μ<Χς πλησιάζει· κι δταν οι αύλαί!ες 
ιμές στη,ν κατάνυξη ύ'Ιtοχωρf]σουν 

ττιό γυμνωμένη ·Κι ά'Jtό Ενα στηθος 
~νσαρκη άγyίζουμε την Άττουσία. 



A Hermaphrodites Night 

STONE BROOCH 

Memory of a veil, an empty tunic 
enlivened by the wind; 
the curtain conceals an animated void 
in a window, in the mist 

the white Doric moon, 
over a tempestuous sea, 
smartly poised crowns the night, 
a stone brooch. Listen to its winged 

passing as it flutters against 
some unseen thing gliding in the air, 
creature of the wind. And then sleep's 
incorporeal dreams that do not suffice 

to fill a (man's? woman's?) 
hollow mould. In the breaking dawn 
nothing else remains 
from vanished celestial stars; 

something intact or enchanted, 
Berenices' enamel skin, 
clothes as ebony as darkness 
and cheap shells for adornment; 

she approaches us; and when the curtains 
part in obeisance 
leaving her barer than a breast 
we touch the incarnation of Absence. 
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As evening falls 
like violet forests 

FIREFLIES 

growing from the ground-
where are the two of us to tum tonight? 
to the land of the dead? 

THE CHARIOTEER 

The dusk like a return home to our maternal bed 
perhaps to the realms of the deep with sick nymphs. 

Treading on damp and darkening grasses 
we return empty to something black, perfectly black, 
with no hues of purple, blue, or silver 
neither moon nor stars nor multicolored traffic lights, 
something perfectly dark, as dark as a catacomb. 

But see how night covers the city, 
lulling feelings or impressions, 
drugging memory and even thought; 
the ghosts will come and dance now 
and the oars will be heard 
in the abyss as they draw near; 
it will be the black, the perfectly black, 
it will cover us . . . 

And yet that darkness is not 
what we sought 
the darkness is not so absolute as to bury us. 
There remains something ever so slight that always 

glimmers 
something like an eternal searchlight probing the dark 
in quest of souls that soared or sank 
souls longed for by the other world 
souls that left their traces in the sand 
papers or cigarette butts and empty tin cans 
lashed mercilessly by the waves of autumn. 
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THE FARMHOUSE 

Living inside it is like crouching 
inside the trunk of an enormous walnut tree. 
The winters have thoroughly watered its rock. 
Strange that, though built in keeping 
with rustic ways, 
it's mainly furnished with city things 
of the late inter-war period-perhaps a sign 
of decline or mishap: on top of a primitive 
china cabinet an opaline lamp with hues 
of yellow and black. 

All the seasons tum into autumn inside it. 
The light outside the window grillwork 
imprisoned. Below the green curtains 
just a few rays fall on a pomegranate tree, 
barely discernible. Tiny doors 
open onto lofty chambers. 
Stone floor and brass fixtures in a mirror. 

The faces inside are not haunting; 
just storerooms with clay jars 
ships with wares 
or oil-presses. 
At times amid the eclectic decor 
-a porcelain stove here 
a bronze brazier there-
as evening falls on carved chairs and sofas 
you get a sense of the primitive within the refined 
a sense of the precious trunks in the olive groves 
when they scowl for no reason in the noonday light. 
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HYACINTHS 

On top of a carcass 
(a bird? a mouse?) decomposed in soil 
hyacinths grow and are now in bloom 
wet, almost slimy, 
their scent rousing and enlivening sensations 
age-old and petrified 
moistening emotions 
nerves and feelings. 

Death is damp; blood seeds juices 
from whose decay nevertheless 
ultimately arises a myrrh 
bringing despair, recollection of the past, 
a longing to kill and plant; sacrifice. 

On top of a carcass sprouting flowers 
I stopped and longed for 
the beauty of the bare bones of animals 
along the summer shore 
amid twigs pebbles and dead seaweed 
or even hollow conch shells as caustic as lime. 

In aridity 
you find peace, desolation, 

in thorn bushes dry snakes 
in a dry riverbed with its jagged rocks 
the locust in full battle array 
and on an island hillside vestiges of a petrified forest 
on top of the barren seawater that bums 
and yet is freezing cold to the touch. 

Places, hollow skulls, water jugs 
scalding hot that ultimately evaporate 
in the sweltering midday heat 
in perfect aridity 
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everything turns to ash 
(memories and longings; emotions) 
everything awakened by the hyacinths that have 

sprouted and bloomed here , 
from the decomposed remains of some animal. 

STILL RAIN 

This is no torrent; 
it is the same stillness 
that falls without stirring, a deluge, 
that descends like dusk 
over desolate graves. 

In the mud with the bones 
in the dark grasses 
when the entire storm blows itself out 
there will come 

a motion imperceptible 
tremor and stars; 

then too will the moon appear 
ash-gray over sunken graves. 

SUMMER'S SADNESS 

Crags looming over the sea; the petrified pangs 
of a creature imprisoned in his stone self; 
the sprout hardened in the root of the rock; 
brine like ash, arrogance of the sea's blue skies. 

Memories tum into statues over time 
the raw shapes of bushes and crags 
the tempered steel a midday silence. 
Who are they who dwell in such unfathomable 

silence buried 
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deep within the bodies of flaming rock 

atop harsh ridges in savage summer? 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Passions and pains and sobs enclosed in the granite 

where water welled up, ran dry over the years, 

and the birds return, the seagulls the ravens, 

hovering over the barren land; harbingers of death. 

Rockscapes long-enduring in their summer anguish, 

gardens and graveyards of dogs and sheep, 

rockscapes full of hot hollow yellowed bones 

full of coiling snakes in thorny soil. 

And the wind passes pitilessly by lashing 
enduring formations, ineffably, that arise 

in the raging of time in the wild barrenness 

of the etesian wind spreading as sovereign as 

anguish 
as if its soul were seeking its final rest 

in those fossils that look on in silence. 

But somewhere in the distance will appear high 

walls of tears 
(and a scent-the milk of Helen-in the fig groves) 

a hint of storm in the heart of the scorching heat: 

memory of pain that returns and abolishes 

forgetfulness 

but the weather's might erases it: a mirage. 

Back to relentless aridity, the languor of salinity, 

the waves mercilessly lash the solitude 

the ivory pebbles the robust masses. 
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IN MEMORY OF A ROSE 

In the lush foliage of three plants 
-a green manger-
(a rosebush a peach tree and a baby pine) 
you were hom all alone 
red black 
under the stony shadow of an April; 
but when you spread your petals you lost them as 

you fully aged 
and the three trees remained all green 
without a blemish. 

Now before the monotonous color of the foliage 
the presence of all the roses 
is intensely epitomized 
by your absence. 
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ΤΟ ΒΡΟΧΕΡΟ ΚΟ Ι .ΜΗΤΗΡ Ι 

Πρασινισμένα μνήματα· μές στη ζεστη ~ροχή 
σέ γκρειμισιμένοuς κή1tοuς 
μαρμάρινοι έρωτιδείς 'ltOU &γκαλιάζοuνε σταuροuς 
ίσκιοι ΚU'Ιtαρισσιών σκαμμένο χώ·μα. 
Γλ:είφοuν:ε οί στάλες-1t~κρο νερό-δέντρα σκοτεινιασμέvα 
κι &ντι γιά φως 
'Ιtληρώνοuνε κάθ·ε κενο ιμέ ύγρή γαλήνη. 

Ετδα ;κι άλλες φορές το κοι.μητήρι: 
στήv 'Ιtαyωμένη .μέρα σκληρό μέ κρύα μάρμαρα 
οαση ιμές στο καλοικαίρι 
και το φθιvό'Ιtωρο 
τάφοι γαλάζιοι κάτω άτ( το φως τοu φεγγαριοu 
δ'Ιtως 'Ιtοτέ σάν τώρα 
μιά τέτοια γενετήσια 'Ιtράξη-λές κι ·εtναι &ρρώστια
'ΙtΟU &ναδίνει &τ·μοuς 
έδώ 'ltOU δέν ·ύ'Ιtάρχοuνε ψυχές 
·μόνο χωμένα σώματα τρέφουνε τή χλωρί-δα. 

"Ανάμεσα σέ ιμουσκ·ειμένα ~μνή.ματα 
~ουλιάζοντας σέ φρέσκους τάφους 
δ'ltou στοι~άχτηκαν στέφανα σά'Ιtια κι άλλα σκοu'Ιtίδια 
κι ~γινε δ 'κόσμος μιά >κάμαρα συννεφιασμένη 
δέv εtναι έδώ το άντρο μέ τ' άρώματα 
έκεί 'ltou θάψαν μιά 1tνιγερή ~ραδιά στο ~uσσινl σκοτάδι 
τοv Ά·μφίφυλο. 

(" Αδειο το σώ.μα &'lto ψυχή 
μ1tροuμuτο μές στή λάσ'Ιtη 
δ'Ιtου κολύμπησε δ 1tοντικος κι δ ~άτραχος τινάχτηκε 
κι ίίστερα €μειrνε ιμαρμαρωμέvος 
στο &νθισμένο νούφαρο 
ένώ στά ~άθη τοu νεροu μέσ' αιτ· το τρίχωμα της 'Ιtέτρας 
'Ιtέρασε το χρυσόψαρο.) 
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THE RAINY CEMETERY 

Tombs that have turned green; in the warm rain 
in dilapidated gardens 
marble cherubs hugging crosses 
shadows of cypress trees piles of dug dirt. 
The drops-bitter brine-lick darkened trees 
and fill every void with damp serenity 
in place of light. 

I've seen the cemetery other times: 
hard with its cold marble in the frozen day 
an oasis in summer 
and in autumn 
azure graves beneath the light of the moon 
but never as it is now 
such a sexual act-you'd swear it was a disease
emitting vapors 
here where no souls exist 
only buried bodies feeding the vegetation. 

Amid drenched tombs 
sinking into fresh graves 
where wilted wreaths are piled up with other rubbish 
and the world has become a cloudy chamber 
this is not the cave with the spices 
the place where one muggy night in the crimson 

darkness 
they buried Amphiphylus the ambisexual. 

(The body empty of soul 
face-down in the mud 
where thetnouse swam and the frog darted up 
and then sat stone-still 

' on the blooming,water lily 
while in the water's depths the goldfish 
came through the pubes of the rock.) 
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Μό: νά, σταμάτησε ή ~ροχή. Άνέ~ηκαν οί εύωδιές 
-ή άνοιξιάηκη ΟΟτοφορό: πράσινου ίδρώτα-
οί ρίζες χώθηκαν στό: κόκάλα 
κι άικόμα πιό ~αθιό: ροόφηξαν τό ·μεδούλι 

ή ~λάστηση άδιάφορη τεντώθηκε 
σκίρτησαν τρυφερό: οί άκρες των φυτων 
~γειραν τ· άνθη φορτωιμένα στάλες 
πάνω ΟΟτ' τό: μάρμαρα των τάφων δπου ~ κρυ~αν τό: πρό

σωπα οί λυπημένοι έρωτιδεϊς. 

Ζέστανε δ flλιος 
μόλις θαμμένα 

τό: νέα σώματα στό χωμα 
πριν τό: σφραγίσει πλάκα σκιό: σταυροσ· 

τώρα ποu γινεται άκό.μη νό: προ~άλουν 
και νό: συρθοϋν στό: τέσσερα 
παραμερίζοντας τό: θάμνα 

γεμάτα λάσπες και ζωύφια 
σό:ν τρωκτικό: ποu μόλις ~γήκανε ΟΟτό τιΊ γη 
και άναδεύουν τό: σπαρτό: μές στό: νωπό: χωράφια. 
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But look, the rain has stopped. The fragrances waft 
upward 

-the vernal stench of green sweat
the roots have penetrated the bones 
and even deeper down have sucked the marrow 
the new growth spreads with indifference 
the tips of the plants frolicking 
the flowers droop laden with drops 
over marble graves where mournful cherubs once hid 

their faces. 
The sun warmed 

newly buried 
bodies in the soil 
before the slab sealed them with the shadow of the cross; 

now that they have not yet come forth 
to crawl on all fours 
pushing aside the shrubs 
full of mud and insects 
like rodents just emerging from the ground 
and moving through the wheat in wet fields. 
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WINTER AFTERNOONS 

Entranced I think as if remembering: 
trees the color of rust 
acacia-lined streets 
where limbs of wayfarers touched me 
and harbor waters with slimy fingers 
groped to caress 
the slippery sides of the mole. 

Formed from the texture of night were 
cloudy afternoons, somber bell-towers, 
winter's staffs, 
in a dovish light, soft, 
white and gray, glimmering 

THE CHARIOTEER 

with the pallor of a fallen fever that will not release you. 

Like an intruder I swaggered 
through angelic winters. 
The sea, the color of a dead fish, 
stretched forth distracted; 
discordant rhythms: coughing and carts; 
moldy mattresses rubbish; 
a scent sadder than the smell of a newly sharpened pencil; 
the gouges in the sky-poles cables antennas-
that accompanied the walk toward remote benches 
a sudden flash of lightning and thunder 
(eerie transmitter interference?). 

Might there still be provincial winters? 
I wonder where they would have huddled 
after the rains that relentlessly pummeled 
the city by night. 
Could they have left? They are holed up 
like monsters asleep in a cave 
that the mind has now roused 
from the recesses of thought 
recesses in the awakened sleep 
that filled mountains with clouds, heaven's shipwrecks ... 
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Like an intruder I swaggered 
through angelic winters 
listening (enraptured?) 
hesitantly to a song slowly rising 
from the tongue and lips of the waves: 

"Summer ... summer ... 
I do not ask for summer. 
I beseech only 
to be buried in autumns that know no end." 

HONEYSUCKLE 

It's not jasmine. It's the honeysuckle 
that smells so sweet 
you can taste its pungent fragrance in your mouth 
as evening falls 
and a nocturnal unbearable stillness 
gradually engulfs the atmosphere. 

Although jasmine is dangerous as a scent 
-myrrh emitted by poison-
it travels through the air and is laden 
with hints of far-off etesian winds 
and hair-tossed balconies. 

No, it's not jasmine. It's the honeysuckle 
that smells so sweet tonight 
slowly cutting off your breath 
like a swamp of honey sucking you down 
without your knowing it; 
the sun is set and gone 
and the mercury of sleep is on the rise. 

All things are warm and still 
now that the fragrance has buried them. 
On this night 

the only movement 
will be the insects who will not sleep 
and the mirages in the darkness 
headlights of automobiles. 
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ΜΙΑ ΝΥΧΤΑ ΤΟΥ ΕΡΜΑΦΡΟΔΙΤΟΥ 

Kfi'Ιtoι δ1tως ·μνημεϊα οί γκριζω'Πες κολόνες 
στηv 'ΠΟτισμένη πόα-σκηνογραφία έρει'Πίων

καί 1tάνω d'Πό τό ϋψωμα ;με τον ό'Παινιγ<μό 
τοΟ καλλιμάρμαρου στ' άναρριχητικα 'Πνιγιμένοu 

&:νακτόροu 
τα σμι.λ-eμένα σύννεφα στο τολμηρό γαλάζιο. 

Τό διά~α σκέ'Ιtασαν κισσοι 

κρύ~ουν κινούμενο νερό 

(~ητη .μιaς νύφης φλυαρία;) 

και 'Ιtιό ιμακρια τό 'Πέταy.μα 1tεριστεριοΟ 
eμ'Πρός άτrό κελια όρνεων και θηρίων 

'Πρός ενα χάλκινο κεφάλι &:yγέλου fl .φαύνου. 

'Ύ στ:ερα σ· ενα ξέφωτο 

1tέρ' άτr' τό ~ούισμα τοΟ 'Περι'Πάτου 
σκαλια ~υθίζονται στη λόχμη 

φτάνουν σε &:διέξοδα, ·Ο'Πηλιες με νερο'Πούλια, 

σκοτειν~ασμένα 'Ιtεριστύλια· καί μες στη νύχτα τους 

ό σταλαyιμός σταγόνας 'ΠΟU ρυθμικα κεντάει 

καθρεφτισμένο ένός ή·μίθεου τό ψυχομαχητό' 

τα ~αθυ1τράσινα φαντάσματα 'ΠΟU χαμηλώνουν 

'Ιtάνω άτr' τα vερα τα ·~αλ τω·μένα 

δ1tou γλuστράει &:νθμελο τό χέλι 
καί .μένει ά:φωvο για G'ψες εvα στιλ1τνό ~ατράχι 

1tλάι στα νούφαρα 'ΠΟU χάσκουν άνοιyμένα. 

Τάφοι &:λλε'Ιtάλληλοι· τ' ά:1tέριττα 'Παρτέρια 

χωρίς λουλούδια· :μόνο άτrtθανες οί έκδοχες της 1tρασινάδας 
και κά'ltou κά1tου έινδιάμεσα τό δουλεμένο χ&·μα 

και 'Κά'Ιtου Κά'ΠΟυ ΕVα διάλειμμα 1tικρ&'>ν χρωμάτων 

ά'Πό τυχαϊες 'Πινελιες &:νθοφορίας 

μέσ' ά'Πό ~ράχια 'ΠΟU ιμε άτrάθ.εια φρουροuνε 

τα συντρι~άνια και τις "Πηγες τις σωπασμένες. 



A Hermaphrodite's Night 

A HERMAPHRODITE'S NIGHT 

Gardens just like monuments: the gray columns 
in the wet grass-a stage-set of ruins-
and above the backdrop with its hint 
of an elegant marble palace choked by vines 
the sculpted clouds in the brazen blue. 

The pathway is covered in ivy 
that conceals running water 
(a nymph's mindless babbling?) 
and in the distance the flight of a dove 
in front of cages of birds and beasts 
toward the bronze head of an angel or fawn. 

Then in a clearing 
beyond the din of the footpath 
stairs sink into a thicket 
with no exit, caves with seabirds, 
darkened cloisters; and in their night 
the dripping drops that rhythmically erode 
and mirror the death-rattle of a demigod; 
the deep green ghosts hovering 
over swamp waters 
where an eel glides without a care 
and a lustrous frog remains silent for hours 
beside lilies gaping wide open. 

An endless succession of graves; the scant flower 
beds 

with no flowers; only unlikely renditions of 
verdure 

between occasional patches of cultivated soil 
and an occasional spate of bitter colors 
from chance brush-strokes of blossoms 
among rocks keeping their apathetic watch 
over fountains and hushed springs. 
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Μια συστοιχία φοινικιές μ'Προστα στην 'Πόλη 

μα οί 'Πυ,κνοl κυ'Παρισσωνες 'Πάντα σέ ~άθη 
οψεις ~ουνων στό άνοιγμα τοΟ 'Π'εριπάτου 
καθως αίφνίδια ύ1tοχωροΟν τα φυλλο~όλα 

και πάνω ό:ιtό τοuς φράχτες 'ΠΟU μοιάζουνε να γκρεμιστi)καν 

gνα δμοίωμα τοΟ δειλινοΟ για κάθε ώρα 

gνα δμοίωμα f,εθωριασμένου φθινοπώρου 

'ΠΟU άργοχάνεται νωπό μές στό χειμώνα 
δπως ή μια σκηνi] ~υθίζεται στην &λλη 
'Πάνω στην έπιφάνεια της όθόνης. 

"Έφτασε ή νόχτα· οί παγω·μένοι 'Πάγκοι έρημώσαν 

τώρα ποu σέρνεται ή ~ροχή 
τό στιεναyμό τοΟ κτήνους ά'Παλόνει 

τραυματισμένο σκίρτημα, τό πέταγμα 'ΠΟU 'Πρlν σαλέψει 

rο~ησε 'ματαιωμένο. Και τό φεγγάρι 
·μ•ετα τη μ'Πόρα σκό~οντας ρυτιδωιμένο 

τηrν ό:ιtροστάτευτη 'Πληγή να ψαρμακέψει. 

Στό σκοτεινό ό:ιtό~ροχο μουρμουρητα όδόvης. 

Ποιος τραγουδάει θρηvητικα ·και ~ασιλεύ·ει 
πάνω σέ άμ,φίφυλες ψυχές ποu σιγοκλαίνε 

σέ δtφορούμενα κορμια 'ΠΟU ύποφιέρουν 
•μέσα στήν τάφρο τη στενi] τοΟ :μαρτυρίου; 
Ποιος να κοψcχται άνήσυχος και να στενάζει 

f1 ν' άγρυπνα δ'Πως τ' άyρtμι 
ποu τυραννιέται δ.:ρρωστο 1μέσα στή γ ο Μα; 

Λυγμοι τοΟ ζώου· πίσω &:1t' τη νύξη τοΟ άηδονιοΟ 
ύπόκρουση θανάτου ~αθια σέ δάση έ~ένινα 
μέ γερασμένες νόμφες ιμέσα σέ κοίτ·ες δ.:νομες κρυφές 

·μαραζωμένες. 

(Ή ~υθισμέvη άνάμ·νηση ένός κλεισμένου ρόδου: 
πάνω σέ ~άτα 'Ποu σyουρα πνίγουν τό φράχτη 
κάποιο θαμμένο δειλινό 
ξάφνου τεντώθη'κε ψηλα και διχασμένο δόθηκε 
στή νύχτα δλάνοιχτο πυρακτωμένο.) 



A Hermaphrodite~ Night 

A row of palm trees flanks the gate 
but the dense cypress groves are always in the 

background 
with views of mountains where the footpath widens 
as the deciduous trees suddenly recede 
and over fences that seem to have collapsed 
a semblance of dusk for every hour 
a semblance of faded autumn 
that slowly vanishes afresh into the winter 
just as one scene sinks into another 
on the face of the screen. 

Night has arrived; the chilled benches are forsaken 
now that the rain is encroaching 
tempering the bellowing of the beast 
a wounded dance like a flight that ended in futility 
before taking off. And the moon 
stooping down with wrinkled brow after the storm 
to poison the unprotected wound. 

Moans of pain in rain's dark aftermath. 
Who is singing so mournfully and reigning 
over whimpering ambisexual souls 
over ambiguous bodies suffering 
inside the tight trench of martyrdom? 
Who could it be sleeping so restlessly and groaning 
or tossing sleeplessly like a sick wild beast 
agonizing in the pit? 

An animal's sobs; behind the hint of the nightingale 
an accompaniment of death deep in ebony forests 
with aged nymphs in beds lawless secret wilted. 
(The sunken memory of a closed rose: 
on top of curling vines choking the fence 
a buried sunset 
suddenly soared on high and, split in two, surrendered 
to the night in a red-hot blaze.) 
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Καl το σκοτάδι γέμισε άμέτρητα άγιοκέρια 
μισοσ~ησμένα στο φτερούγισμα ιμιδ:ς ό'!Πασίας 

'ltOU ίσως ίΞρχεται νό: δεί καl νό: λυτρώσει. 
Μό: το μαρτύριο Gαθαίνει με το λήθαργο 
τον ϋ-n:νο 'ltOU τό: ~λέφαρα σαδιστικό: 'Ιtιέζει· 
τό: ύ'ΙtVωμένα σώματα σ'Ιtαράζουνε, 'Ιtασχίζουν 
άνήμ1tορα νό: σμίξουνε τ' άφηρημένο φύλο. 

Νύχτα με ά1tόμακρους ύ'Ιtαινιγμοuς μιδ:ς 1tανδαισίας 
'ltOu μυσηκό: σκανδάλισε την 1tαγωμένη σάρκα 
σάρκα νεκρη 'ltOU ίΞκρυ~ε ψυχη ζωντανεμένη 
τέφρα ψυχρη 'ltOU σκέ'Ιtαζε κοκκινισμένη στάχτη 
δρκοι 'ltOU λύθηκαν μεμιΟ:ς· 
κι ή τόλμη ιμόλις άyyιξε άφύλαχτες αίσθήσεις 
ή άγωνία 'Ιtέρασε σό:ν άγγελος Κυρίου. 

Ή ρώμη ά'Ιtοδήμησε ά'lto κορμιό: χαμένα 
μες την χαρό: την δρημη· 1tόθοι σα~ανωμένοι· 
καταφυγη άδέξια, σ'Ιtασμοl 
ά'Ιt·εγνωσμένοι 'Ιtάνω σε tj~η άόριστη 
'ltou έκτονώνει νευρικό ά'Ιtόθεμα 
·κά'Ιtοιας Νιό~ης ... 

Τώρα κοιμδ:ται, λούζεται σε παγερό ίδρώτα 
στο άντρο τοσ ύδράργυρου στό: ~άθη ένος καθρέφτη. 

Kfl'ltoι σό:ν κοιμητήρια· καθως χαράζει 
σό: νό: ~ραδιάζει πάνω ά'lto σύδεντρα μελανιασμένα. 
τα φύλλα 'Ιtflραν ν' άyριεύουν 
νό: κλείνουν τό: περάσματα 
καl νό: στενεύουν δσο το Gfl μα εφερνε 
σε χλοεροuς κοιτωνες-το Gούλιαy.μα 
στο άδυτο φδ:ς 'Ιtράσινης ρουφήχτρας. 



A Hermaphrodite~ Night 

And the darkness filled with countless candles 
half-extinguished in the fluttering of a vision 
that comes perchance to witness and redeem. 
But the ordeal deepens with lethargy 
of a slumber sadistically pressing the eyelids; 
the sleeping bodies quiver, struggling 
helplessly to merge the abstract gender. 

Night with distant suggestions of a feast 
that secretly scandalized the frozen flesh 
dead flesh concealing an enlivened soul 
cold ash covering reddened cinders 
oaths suddenly broken; 
and as soon as daring touched unguarded 

feelings 
the agony passed like an angel of the Lord. 

Vigor departed from vanished bodies 
in the desolate joy; longings enshrouded in a 

winding sheet; 
an ill-fitting refuge, desperate spasms 
over undetermined pubes 
that release the nervous tension 
of some Niobe ... 

Now he sleeps, bathing in freezing sweat 
in the lair of mercury in the depths of a mirror. 

Gardens just like cemeteries; the way dawn 
breaks 

like evening falling over blackened groves of trees. 
The leaves have grown wild 
blocking the passage 
and narrowing as the steps make their way 
to verdant bed-chambers-the sinking 
into the sanctum of a green vortex. 
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"Ώσπου ά'Προσδόκητα ή ~οή άργόσχολων περαστικ&ν 
άκούστηκε νό: πλησιάζει· δλα ύποχώρησαν ιμεμι<Χς 
καθως άτtότομα τον άνεμο εσχισε 
για νό: σταθεϊ άκίνητο 'μές στο χορτάρι 
μέ στιλ~ωμένο φτέρω,μα ~να κοτσύφι 
'κό~οντας ετσι τον ,είρμο 
παρατηρήσεων διάχυτων ποu τrεριστράφηκαν τυχαϊα 
γύρω άπ' τον άξονα 'Ιtεpίπατου 

σ' εναν δημόσιο κηπο. 



A Hermaphrodite's Night 

Until idle passers-by were unexpectedly 
heard approaching; everything receded at once 
as the air was abruptly rent 
to make way for a blackbird with glistening plumage 
to stand still in the grass 
thus breaking the chain 
of diffuse observations spinning at random 
around the axis of a walk 
in a public park. 
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From: SOUR CHERRIES IN THE DARKNESS 

(Athens: Ikaros, 1991) 

TRANSLATED BY DAVID CONNOLLY 
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Ο ΧΩΡΙΚΟΣ 

·Όπως χυμάει ιδ χιονιας στη θαλπωρη τοϋ σπιτικοϋ 
&νοίγοντας ή πόρτα 
~ρθε .μια νύχτα τοϋ ΔεκέμGρη 
κι gπεσε κλαίγοντας στό: πόδια τοϋ &:φέντη του 
λες και γονάτιζε ιμπροστα σε είκόνα. 

Τό δέρμα του στο χρ&μα τοϋ πηλοϋ 
ή μυρουδιό: της 'Κοπριcχς στα ροϋχα 
τα χέρια σκαλιαμένα σε ξύλο έλιάς 
~κλαιγε κι εσκουζαν στη σκοτ·εινια οί σκύλοι. 

Ποιος ξέρει fuι ζήταγε συχώρεση 
γιό: την κλεμμένη τη σοδεια η για χυμένο ατμα 
κι ~ρβε σπαράζοντας ό παραγιός 
μπροστό: στο ξόανο το ~λοσυρό 
ποu σώπαινε σα μοίρα. 

ΑΣΤΡΑ ΑΠΟ Α1ΣΑΛΙ 

.. Αστρα άτrό &:τσάλ ι 

.μέσα στο μαϋρο διάστηιμα 
δταν πιό: κούρνιασε τό νυχτοπούλι 
·κι οί έλαιωνες &:ποσύρθηκαν 
~αρύθυιμοι. 

Εtναι γuμνη &:πόψε ή πλάση· 
μόνο ~νας ·μαϋρος οόρανός 
κι ό:στρο &:πό &:τσάλι. 

Ποϋ "ναι τα δέντρα τό: ποuλιό: 
-σκοτεινιασ.μένη ιμνήμη· 

άπόψε δεν εtν• άλλο 
·μόνο το :μαϋρο διάστη:μα 
δπου gπεσαν τα ζάρια· 
μείναν άκίνητα 
πέρα &:πο θλίψη 1J θρfiνο. 



From Sour Cherries in the Darkness 

THE PEASANT 

As when the door opens 
and a snowstorm bursts into the home's warmth 
so he came one December night 
and fell weeping at his master's feet 
as if kneeling before an icon. 

His skin the colour of clay 
the smell of dung on his clothes 
his hands carved in olive wood 
he wept and in the darkness the dogs howled. 

Who knows whether seeking forgiveness 
for crops stolen or for blood spilled 
this servant boy came quivering 
before the grim idol 
that like fate remained silent. 

STARS OF STEEL 

Stars of steel 
in black space 
when the night bird came at last to roost 
and the olive groves withdrew 
despondent. 

Creation is naked tonight; 
just a black sky 
and stars of steel. 

Where are the birds, the trees 
-memory grown dim; 
tonight there's nothing 
just black space 
where the dice fell; 
remaining fixed 
beyond sorrow or lament. 

71 



72 ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

ΒΥΣΣ Ι Ν Ι ΕΣ ΣΤΟ ΣΚΟΤ ΑΔ I 

Σκοτεινιασμένες ~υσσινιΕ.ς 

πνίγουν το τrεριΜλι' 
τοGτες οί μαGρες φυλλωσιΕ.ς 

δΕ.ν κρύ{{ιουν τριαντάφυλλα 

yιερμένα άτrο τον κάματο 
τrάνω σ' eνα τrηγάδι. 

Μέσα σ' έΜνινα κλαριa 

στάζουν κρυμμένα χείλη 
γυναίκας τrou ε~ρεξε τό: δάχτυλα 

στο ματωμένο κάνιστρο 

το στόμα της νό: ~άψει 
μτrρος σε θαμτrο καθρέφτη· 
και το φεγγάρι ~γηκε άργά, 
στόλισμα της Σαλώμης. 



From Sour Cherries in the Darkness 

SOUR CHERRIES IN THE DARKNESS 

Sour cherries in darkness 
smother the garden; 
this black leafage 
conceals no roses 
leaning wearily 
against a well. 
Amid ebony branches 
drip hidden lips 
of a woman who dipped her fingers 
in the bloodied basket 
to daub her mouth 
before a tarnished mirror; 
and the moon rose slowly, 
bejeweling Salome. 
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ΦΡΕΝΑΠΑΤΗ 

θολο φεγγάρι νύχτας καλοκαιρινf\ς 
άκοόyεται το σκίρτημα ένος φύλλου 

,καί μες στό: νυχτολούλουδα ~αθιό: 
φωλιάζει ή 'Παγερη 'Πυγολαμ'Πίδα 

-λες καί στοιχειώνει ά'Πόψε έδω 

κάτι ά'Πο φθινό'Πωρο. 

Πέρασαν κύματα. ιμα~ιό: 
'ΠΟύ Εσ'Πασαν μ· άφρούς 

στο πέτρινο μουράγιο· 
'Πέρασαν κη'Ποι δλόμαυροι 
μέ κόκκινες κηλίδες 
-~άτοι καί ~υσσινιές' 

κανείς δμως δΕ σκέφτηκε 
·μές στην καρδιό: τοϋ θερισμοί} 
'Πως 'Παίρνουνε οί μέρες νό: φυραίνουν 

κι οί νύχτ1ες στάλα στάλα 
'Πως γιομίζουνε· 

κανείς δμως δέ νιώθ·ει 

'Πως κάτι ά'Πόψε έδώ στοιχειώνει 
άπο φθ ι νό'Πωρο 
στό: νεϋρα και στίς φλέ~ες 
σό:ν ούρλιαχτο κι άνασασμος 
και κουρασ.μένος θρηνοc;. 



From Sour Cherries in the Darkness 

DELUSION 

Pale moon on a summer night 
as the tremor of a leaf is heard 
and deep amid the night flowers 
the chill firefly nestles 
-as if lurking here tonight 
is something of autumn. 

Blue waves passed 
that broke in foam 
on the stone wharf; 
black gardens passed 
with red spots 
-brambles and sour cherries; 
yet no one thought 
in the heart of harvest time 
that the days start to shorten 
that bit by bit the nights 
grow longer; 
yet no one senses 
that lurking here tonight 
is something of autumn 
in nerves and veins 
like a howling and heaving 
and weary lament. 
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From: FLOWERS OF THE WATER 

(Athens: Ikaros, I 994) 

TRANSLATED BY DAVID CONNOLLY 
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ΑΝΑΝΕΩΣΗ 

·Αγροί μέ τό: 'Παράφορα λουλούδια 
μέ σcχς ή &1tόγνωση ·μοιάζει 1tιο ταιριαστη 
άφοu οί χυμοί σας όδυνηρό: όργιάζουν 
καθως ή ϋλη 'Πλάθει και 'Πάλι 'Πλάθει 
χρώματα, ονειρα, μορφές, 
~νω τα .σύννεφα ίχνογραφοuν ψηλό: 
χάρτες ρωστης αίωνιότητας 
καί το γαλάζιο, ·κυανό 
κρόσταλλο, d'Πομέvει. 

θλίψη εtναι ή ζωντάνια τοu 'Πιο εύφρόσυνου σ'Πασμοu 
τώρα nou ή άνοιξη σό:ν ολeθρος ~γαίνει, 
σιτέρνοντας γύρω σ'Παραγμοuς δλάvθιστου 'Πολέμου, 
Καl στον δρίζοντα 'ΠΟυλιό: 
μέ τάξη &γγέλων σχηματίζοντας 
~'Πιγραφές το διαλαλοuν 
'Πως ~ρθε 'Πιό: δ καιρός ολα ν• &λλάξουν 
·και νό: τελειώσει μιό: γιΟ: 'Πάντα 
ή χαρμόσυνη αύτη Καταδίκη. 

ΔΡΥΑΔΑ 

Ή κρήνη &νά~λυζε νερο 
&'Πό τό: μαΟρα χείλη μιας ~ακχικης θεότητας 
~νω στη μέση της 'Πλατείας 
δρμώντας ε~γαινε &'Π. το χώ•μα 
ολο χυμοuς καί τράνταγ·μα 
ή φτελιά. 

Κι οσο δ άνε:μος φυσοΟσε καί το νερό κελάρu~ε 
τόσο έ·κείνη εσφυζε ά'Πο δωμόνιο, 
ώσπου θαρρεϊς 1tιό: δέν ηταν δέντρο 
άλλΟ: Δρυάδα ριζωμένη στΟ: γραφικό: 'Πλακόστρωτα. 

Γενεύη, Cour Saint Pierre, 
Μά"ίος 1993 



From Flowers of the Water 

RENEWAL 

Fields with your exuberant flowers 
despondency seems more suited to you 
since your saps poignantly luxuriate 
as matter fashions and again fashions 
colours, dreams, shapes, 
while up above clouds sketch 
maps of a fluid eternity 
and, blue crystal, 
the azure remains. 

Grief is the zest of the most joyous spasm 
now that spring emerges as destruction, 
everywhere sowing the anguish of a flowery war, 
and on the horizon birds 
in angelic order trace 
inscriptions and so proclaim 
the time has now come for all to change 
for that joyous Condemnation 
to end once and for all. 

DRYAD 

The fountain spurted water 
from a bacchic deity's black lips 
while in the centre of the square 
bursting from the soil 
all sap and shaking 
emerged the elm. 

And the more the wind blew and the water burbled 
the more it throbbed with an inner daemon, 
till it seemed no more a tree 
but a Dryad rooted in the quaint stone paving. 

Geneva, Cour Saint Pierre 

May 1993 
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ΠΡΩΙΝΗ ΑΥΡΑ 

Ή γραφίδα χαράζει 'Ιtάνω στ· aσ'ltρo χαρτί 

κυανές, (6αθυγάλαζες φράσεις. 

Κι t.νω γράφω σκυμ,μένος, στο τρα1tέζι &κουμ1tώντας, 

και οί λέξεις 'Ιtυκνώνουν-ενα 1tέλαyος μ1τλάGο

νιώθω τώρα νa γέρνω σΕ μιa ΚΟυ'Ιtαστή καρα(6ιοu 

κι ό:yναντεύω κο1tέλες ·μΕ. στυγvη όμορφιa 

να φωλιάζουν στα (6ράχ ι α, να 'Ιtαψλάζουν στο κύμα,. 

να γλιστράνε στις 'Πράσινες 'Ιtέτρες, να (6ουτοί}ν στο νερο 

καί να σξ6ήνουν σαν λιωμένο άσήμι, 

'Ιtρωινό, 'Πλησιάζοντας σε νησια ναρκωμένα 

μές στα ρίγη της θάλασσας στήν καρδιa τοϋ Αύγούστου. 

ΠΡΩΤΟΒΡΟΧΙ 

Μπηκε στο Ο'Ιtίτι το φθινό'Ιtωρο 

σaν •μιa γυναίκα 'ΠΟύ ·κρατ<Χ 

τήν άναμμένη λάμ1tα. 

(nΕξω άρχLζ.ει νa (6ρέχει.) 

Ά1tιθώνει δειλa στο τραιτέζι το φώς 

καi αθόρυ(6α φεύγει, χωρικη 

'ltoύ μυρίζει θuμάρι κι ό:yριλιa νοτισμένη. 



From Flowers of the Water 

MORNING BREEZE 

On white paper the quill etches 
deep blue, azure phrases. 

And as I write bent over, resting on the table, 
with the' words coming thick-a sea of blue
! now feel that I'm leaning on a ship's rail 
gazing at girls with a cruel beauty 
nestling in the rocks, splashing in the waves, 
slipping on the green pebbles, diving in the water 
and vanishing like molten silver, 
early morning, approaching drowsy islands 
amid the sea's tremors in the heart of August. 

FIRST RAIN 

Autumn entered the house 
like a woman holding 
a lighted lamp. 

(Outside it starts to rain.) 

She timidly places the light on the table 
and leaves quietly, a peasant 
smelling of thyme and moist oleaster. 
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ΤΟ ΠΛΑΤΑΝΙ 

Βγαίνοντας dπό τό ναό άφήσαμε πίσω 

τη χά~ρα των θορύ~ων της λατρείας, 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

των θυμιατών τοuς ·κρότους και των ψαλ·μ&ν λυyμοuς 

κάτω άπ' τη λάμψη τοϋ πολυέλαιου 

έμπρός στις μαϋρες, άσημωμένες ζωγραφιές, 

και 'Πήγαμε ως την άκρη τοϋ προαύλιου 

έκεϊ δπου σάλευε με δροσερες ριπες 

Ενα πλατάνι. 

Ριζωμένο ~αθιά μες στην πέτρα 

νά σηκώνει στις ~aριές του φτεροϋyες 

τό στ·ερέωμα y ιά αί&vες ψηλά 
σπαρταρώντας-ή σκιά του μάς σκέπασε, 

-μιά σπηλιά, με ψιθύρους. 

Μά δέν ηταν τό ρίγος αύτό άνατρίχιασμα φύσης. 
';Ήταν μιά σκέπη στεναγμών ·και θρόων, 

οχι ταyιμένη νά πεϊ τό μέλλον, 

άλλ' δποιος στεκόταν στόν ίσκιο της εμελλε 

μιαν άτέρμονη και άξεστη προσευχη 

ν' άνασάνει μέ τρόμο, σκοτ-εινη ίκεσ(α. 

Μές στό ναό συνέχιζε δ ηχος της λατρείας, 

ό πρόσκαιρος άλαλαyμός, 

δμως έδ& πιά δεν ύ'Jtiiρχαν 
προσφορες κεριά θυμιάματα· 

τό σούρουπο ~άραινε ·κιόλας 

κάνοντας πιό ~αθu τό .μουρμούρισμα της σιyfjς 

τόν καημό τοϋ κόσμου 

ποu ·ετρεμε, άνέμιζε, πλατάγιζε ψηλά 

·στά κλαδιά αίωνό~ιου δέντρου. 

Ταξιάρχης Μανταμάδου, Λέσ~ος 

Αϋyουστος 1992 



From Flowers of the Water 

THE PLANE TREE 

Coming out of the church we left behind 
the hubbub from worship's noises, 
the clinking of censors and sobbing of psalms 
beneath the chandelier's glare 
before the blackened, silvered paintings, 
and we went to the edge of the churchyard 
where swaying in cool flurries stood 
a plane tree. 

Deeply rooted in the rock 
to bear the firmament above 
for centuries on its heavy wings 
quivering-its shade, a cavern, 
sheltered us in whisperings. 

But this shivering was no ripple of nature. 
It was a shelter of sighs and rustlings, 
not sworn to tell the future, 
but whoever stood in its shade was bound 
in fear to voice a crude and endless prayer, 
dark supplication. 

In church the sound of worship went on, 
short-lived vociferation; 
yet here no longer were 
offerings candles incense; 
the twilight already lay heavy 
rendering deeper the silence's murmur 
the world's sorrow 
that trembled, fluttered, flapped above 
in the branches of an age-old tree. 

Taxiarchis Mantamadou, Lesvos 

August 1992 
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THE SPECTACLE AND THE VISION 

BY 5PYROS TSAKNIAS 

(Review of Stratis Pascalis, Michael) 
Translated by Rick M. Newton 

[Reviewer's Note: This text was read at the presentation of the Poetry 
Prize to Stratis Pascalis at the "Polyedro" Bookstore in Patras,June 21, 
1997.] 

If I were obligated to give a title to today's introduction-a brief 
introduction that will confine itself to warmly recommending a book of 
poetry which enchanted and fascinated me-the title would, I imagine, 
be, "The Spectacle and the Vision." This title, of course, says less about 
the book by Stratis Pascalis than it does about my response to it or my 
own agonies, thoughts, and emotions that were ignited by his long 
poem, Michael. 

I do not know if it is proper for us to speak of the impressions a poem 
leaves on our mind and soul or if we should be speaking about the poem 
itself. It is very difficult at times to distinguish between the body of a 
poem and the mind or heart of the reader. The body of the poem, in my 
estimation, co~sists of the words in which it is composed and the ways 
in which these words shape the poetic text. It is, if I may put it in such 
terms, the material portion of the poem, that part we see and touch. To 
be sure, this material component, the poem's "linguistic body," provides 
us with a starting point and fixed point of reference, if we wish to avoid 
losing ourselves in the maze of arbitrary subtextual interpretations. 

Nevertheless, if we cling ever so tightly to this "thread of Ariadne" 
that will lead us back, when necessary, to the textual substance and 
essence of the poem, to what the poet himself actually says-if one can 
indeed assure us of what the poet himself actually does say (the poet 
himself, at any rate, is the ultimate authority who can give us this ulti· 
mate assurance)-as long as we cling tightly, then, to this thread of the 
poem's textual journey, we can allow ourselves to enter freely into a 
guileless game of subtextual reflections in which we form connections 
with our own personal sentiments, as we run the risk oflosing ourselves 
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in the meanderings of our own thoughts. If indeed something of this 
sort were to happen, it is not self-evident that we have the right to hold 
the poem accountable. The risk is ours, and it is up to us whether we 
read the book or close it. This position may sound somewhat extreme, 
but I vouch for it in all earnestness, since I firmly believe that a reader 
who is afraid to assume the risk of interpretation is not a good reader of 
poetry. Be that as it may, poetry in our day and age has very few readers. 
I am addressing myself to those few-and I intentionally take a few of 
the poet's verses out of context in order to make them consistent with 
what I am trying to say: 

Passion with no recipient, solitary surge, like the roar of 
waters breaking and, 

floating, you hear feline waves hungry for shipwrecks 
while indifferent the ship sails ... 

I fear that my train of thought has already led me far astray from my 
original intention. I return once again to the hypothetical title of my 
short talk, "The Spectacle and the Vision." I recognize, as do you, that 
everything in our era has become a spectacle and that this awareness is 
quite commonplace. But that which is neither commonplace nor even 
commonly encountered these days is a poetry that orients itself toward 
a vision, a poetry that thirsts for vision and commits itself-not at all in 
the usual sense of this word-to the agonizing effort to conceive a vision 
which in many respects remains inconceivable: 

Harsh evening, without heart, with only visions. 

The poet speaks, in a somewhat categorical tone, as if visions were a 
given. Nevertheless, he does not hesitate to correct this impression: 

On the fringes of aerial things I trace you. 

The poem of Stratis Pascalis, I suspect, is more the tracing of fleeting 
images and idols on the fringes of aerial things than it is the projection 
of a prefigured vision that was formulated prior to the poetic act. 

The tracing of this vision within the verses of Michael orients the 
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reader, in one moment, in a transcendental direction and, in another, 
brings him back to something extremely earthy and mundane, some
thing flesh-and-blood. The manner in which I have expressed this feel
ing that overcomes me as I read Michael betrays the essence of the poem. 
In the poetry of Stratis Pascalis, the transcendent and the mundane are 
not two separate and successive moments in time, they are not two sides 
of one reality or entity. We find it very difficult to conceive of this entity 
which is composed of the mundane and the transcendent, this unity of 
elements which our entire education has taught us to separate and dis
tinguish. This is only natural. As victims of a dualistic way of thinking 
that disjoins matter from spirit, logic from sentiment, nature from civi
lization, and so on, we find it difficult to conceive of the poetic declara
tion we encounter-as if set within parentheses-in a verse in Michael: 

-body wrought with soul-

Be that as it may, the poet insists on transcending dualism and on 
maintaining his single poetic principle. In one of his persistent pleas
and the entirety of this lengthy poem gives the impression of a plea or 
invocation directed to a second person, a "You," that is not easy for us 
to specify, a person that, once we have read and re-read the poem, we 
are not at all certain that we even need to identify, despite any suspicions 
we may have of his or her identity-but in one of these persistent 
addresses of his, we read: 

You are the flaming sword that bloodlessly purifies 
passions and sins 

and Eros, unpredictable and wonderful, beloved 
unity of all torments, 

a surge of joy and terrors your fiery sword 
which, though we've never seen, we recall 
emerging from the bowels of a cloudy dusk 
in this age that has gone to ruin. 

The sense engendered by the final verse, referring to the "age that has 
gone to ruin," is simultaneously reinforced and undermined by the clos
ing verses of the very next stanza: 
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now that the world's run dry, yet the stars shine 
clearer, 

and all pain and grief has ended up as delight. 

I am trying to draw your attention to the pairs of opposites from which 
the tracing of the vision "on the fringes of aerial things" continuously 
proceeds. The world has run dry, yet the stars shine clearer. If pain and 
grief were to become delight, we would have a singular and monose
mantic message of the acceptance of pain or of its Christian transub
stantiation into delight. But in the couplet I have just cited, pain and 
grief have not occurred: they have ended up as delight. We must read 
Stratis Pascalis with great care and caution. He is one of the most decep
tive poets I know. Once again, however, I have strayed from the subject. 
Permit me to go back to the beginning of the excerpt that I read to you 
shortly before: 

and Eros, unpredictable and wonderful, beloved 
unity of all torments 

I will not dwell on Eros, celebrated by thousands of poets, no mat
ter how unpredictable and wonderful he is. I am struck by the phrase, 
"beloved unity of all torments." For my own humble sense, this 
"beloved unity," poetically at least, is far more unpredictable and far 
more wonderful than Eros. To be more precise and more accurate, in 
Stratis Pascalis' system of poetic expression, Eros is unpredictable and 
wonderful because he is used as a synonym for the "beloved unity of all 
torments." 

Please excuse me for poring over certain isolated selections from the 
poem. I have confessed my propensity for letting myself ramble on in a 
stream of personal thoughts and sentiments. I view Michael as one of the 
most "open poems" I have ever read in my life. And when I say "open 
poem," I mean a poem that itself refuses to establish the terms of its own 
reception and interpretation. I mean a poem that allows you to move in 
different directions as long as you never let go of the "thread of Ariadne" 
I mentioned at the outset of my talk. 

Allow me therefore to follow that thread as carefully as I can, while 
I plan my "reader's journey" along points that I consider as constituting 
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the poem's central axis. Once again the poet addresses himself to that 
intangible and naturally indefinable entity: 

However much I write your name, it fades, since you 
impose the unrevealed; 

which is why at moments of enlightenment 
when your presence asphyxiatingly increases 
everything visible vanishes and alone the ecstatic mind 
combines then words of an inarticulate tongue 
which hard though and real 
are like earth and rock. 

The sense of the intangible and inconceivable is reinforced, of course, 
by the poet's insistence on the antithetical nature of this entity which, 
formed out of an idea, remains a fixed point in his vision. I stress here 
that, although this entity imposes on the invisible, in moments of 
enlightenment its presence asphyxia tingly increases. I also stress that if, 
in such moments, everything visible vanishes and alone the ecstatic 
mind combines words of an inarticulate tongue, those words are hard 
and real, are like earth and rock. The culmination of this conjoining of 
the opposite (and almost mutually exclusive) elements of the consub
stantial nature of this inconceivable form, lies in the following passage: 

... taking me by the hand to lead me to the rough soil of a 
secluded olive grove 

where I'll have to dig to find the bones and water and the 
icon, 

that I might see with my own eyes how tangible and also 
obvious the Immaterial may be. 

In poetic terms, certainly, I am fascinated by the image of an Immateri
ality that is tangible and visible. I am also fascinated by the poet's bold
ness in facing the tangibility of the Immaterial "with his own eyes" (a 
very forceful phrase). I cannot however pretend that my interest lies 
only in fascination with that poetic image. I would say that I find the 
conjoining of Immateriality with Tangibility and Visibility philosophi
cally stimulating as well. I spoke a bit earlier of the intellectual dualism 
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that has marred Eumpean thinking in the last centuries, dividing the 
world between the physical and metaphysical, the visible and invisible, 
the material and immaterial. If poetry can successfully bring about the 
transcendence of this dualism, there is hope that we can also transcend 

it in our ~oul, there is hope for the "beloved unity" of the world, of this 

world of ours that is so dismembered, so splintered, so fractured. Gen

erally speaking, in Stratis Pascalis' Michael-in the poem's poetic 

entirety, I mean to say-hope is not absent. I am not speaking of opti
mism. I am speaking of hope. The world has run dry and gone to ruin, 
but day will dawn: 

Stifle the whole of your black self as quickly as 
you can, 

muttering your formal goodbye to the past, 
and come to say thank you to this day 
-a day that arrives like an Archangel 
bearing gifts in a large chalice, 
for soon from out of the world's sufferings 
a different century will dawn. 

One of these hopes, if I may return to my own predilections, is the 
synthesis of opposites, unity. I refer here to a text I recently read that riv

eted my attention. I am speaking of the book by Alexandra Deligiorgis, 
Anoston I mar (Day Without Homecoming), a sort of philosophical trea

tise, a profound "tracing" of the thought of poet and art-theorist 

Nicholas Kallas by means of texts that have not yet been translated. Here 
I read: 

We have arranged all the things that thought "does" into draw
ers and thus have learned to divide and separate the sciences into 
separate and specialized fields. In the process, we have divided 

science from ethics, ethics from politics, and we have split all 
these fields off from the realm of art. We have left it to art, then, 

to carry on her shoulders the burden of the issue that is equally 
the concern of each of those disciplines that have been organized 

into separate specialties. But not even the field of art is salvaged 
in such a manner, since the mechanism through which art 
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constitutes synthesis remains obscure. Equally misunderstood is 
the quest for unity. 
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Although I admire the way Deligiorgis thinks in her study of Kallas, 
I am not all that eager to agree with her pessimism concerning the sal
vation of the field of art. When we speak of the functioning of aesthet
ics (by which I simply mean the way in which a reader reads poetry), 
the perplexity that philosophical thought experiences in the face of the 
obscurity of the mechanism through which art achieves synthesis or in 
the face of the misunderstood quest for unity is of secondary impor
tance. To express it in different words, it is not the job of the\reader of 
poetry, as I see it, to solve the riddle of the obscure mechanism through 
which this synthesis is achieved; nor is it the job of the reader even to 
shed light on the misunderstanding that may intrude on the process of 
the quest for unity. Such concerns would only validate the reader's 
vested propensity for analytical thinking, that very way of thinking we 
all acquired through our unconscious adaptation of the mathematical 
sort of logic in which we have been steeped as the result of living in a 
very long anti~ poetic age. This way of thinking blocks us from crossing 
the boundaries between the s~ctions of divided logic (by which I mean 
"reason") and brings us instinctively to the undivided logic (by which I 
mean "language") of poetry: to the conception of the ineffable, the 
inconceivable, the unthinkable, if I may carry my syllogism to extremes. 
I am afraid we have no other way. We are in danger of standing exposed 
and gaping before the wide-open gates of poetry and of barricading our
selves behind a humble admission of "I don't understand," while the 
poet's hand remains stone-still pointing in our direction. It's time, how
ever, to go back to Ariadne's thread: 

How do the waves come 
like glimmers and untouched creatures of another 

world ... 
And how do you, Non-existence itself, 
marshal them through relentless commands 
to surge for a while, to plash 
tremendous, immaculate tunics 
and straightway to disappear. 
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I must, by all means, confess that I pick up and let go of the "thread" 

of Michael at whatever point my own emotional rhythm dictates. I hope 

you will read the poem and likewise abandon yourselves to your own 
associations and connections. I will continue to jump around with 
strides both small and large . 

. . . Ungraspable as you are, how sensual the hand 
of your retribution 

and bitter your love's victorious flame. 

I think every so often of the injustice we commit to a poem when we 
read it in excerpts, following whatever line we have determined its cen

tral axis to be. You will permit me to indulge in a brief digression which 
I will undertake in a spirit of correcting the injustice I have done. By way 
of a relaxing pause so that we can catch our breath in this climate of 
unquenchable thirst for the ideal and absolute, I read: 

The rain falls simply, charity 
for the wild flowers, that like veteran souls 

withdraw from the decay, 
while once again the tender breezes 
pop up from all around. 

And after this sweet and low-key lyrical pause, I return to the poet's 
anguished quests that have become my own fixed ideas. I am speaking 
throughout of his maneuvers to lay siege to the idea-formed entity that 
has taken his mind and soul captive and that contends with him with

out respite: 

... cause of my every vision ... 
you had already come to shine-while I still sought 

you groping like one blind 
at the fringes of darkness-an inconceivable Point 

Compare the gropings of the blind man on the fringes of darkness with 
the poet's tracings on the fringes of aerial things that we encountered at 

the beginning. Compare also the addresses and titles the poet uses every 
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time he refers to the aerial form for which he is searching and to which 
he is laying siege: "flaming sword," "Ungraspable," "Non-existence 
itself," "cause of every vision," "an inconceivable Point"-if I can stop 
with this quick and convenient list. 

"And Michael?" one might wonder. Does the Michael named in the 
title, we should mention in passing, receive even a single mention in the 
poem? Are we not justified in allowing our mind to think of the formi
dable Archangel, the strongest of the angels, the initial protector of the 
jewish people and the subsequent sword and shield of our Orthodox 
Church? I note that, according to my dictionary, the name "Mi-cha-el" 
in Hebrew means the question, "Who is God?" Let this frightful ques
tion remain unanswered and let each reader follow his and her own 
thread. The final portion of the poem bears the title, "Hymn to the 
Angelic Nature." Whoever so desires may imagine that the poet, after a 
long and agonizing search, has finally arrived at the solution to the mys
teries and riddles that had been tormenting him, that he may have found 
some rest in the embrace of celestial serenity, far from the world that has 
gone to ruin. Every interpretation is legitimate as long as it is not 
schematically or simplistically one-sided or monosemantic. Personally, 
I would have no objection to a Christian reading of the poem. I simply 
fear the automatic associations that might lead us astray, via an easy 
reading, to the realms of a simple idealistic philosophy or an equally 
simple Christian theology, when the hard cores of poetic experience 
and linguistic expression call for caution and circumspection. Perhaps 
the poet has successfully acquired the grace of a brief respite or a 
momentary revelation of inconceivable beauty "in the lofty realms of 
the transcendent," in the "brilliant mystery," on the "brink of defeat 
and triumph." 

God's legions-he will admit-sometimes there 
comes an hour when above the trials and 
torments 

a sweet dusk appears and clears away our life'S 
mist; 

and though night is imminent, it opens a passage 
and temporarily calls us 

to what alone, to what alone we should have lived. 
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It does not however escape him that calling out to the angelic 
nature will never receive a clear, categorical, and definitive answer. The 
temporary clearing of the mist does not lead to permanent or eternal 
redemption. 

God's legions, you who can do all things but 
consent to nothing save silence and prudence 

in the great solitude of omnipotence, aid us who 
will never be deemed worthy of a vision, 

whose very self will alone be revealed through 
dreams and illusions as in a mirror, 

not on the verge of falling but at the moment of 
exaltation, 

that we may at least be unsuspecting and humble 
like doves in their white flight. 

I have the sense that the poet's torments, pleas, and prayers have not 
been entirely in vain. I do not know if it was God's legions or his jour
ney toward their heavenly abode that helped him reconcile himself with 
life on earth, with his fellow human beings, and with himself. I don't 
know, I honestly don't. But I believe so. I believe in the profound sincer
ity of his poetic discourse and "logic." I believe the poet when he says: 

No one arrives here any more, so high, in the 
heavens, to where my so~l departs, 

and yet life now seems to me more real, people 
more close and the earth's clay familiar, 

so that I became distant in my flight, strange how 
I feel readier than ever to kiss a mouth. 

I believe that the poet has indeed successfully acquired the grace he has 
sought and searched for. From on high, from the heavens, where his 
soul flew, he was able to see our world with a clear courageous eye: 

The world is no phantom, it's a stone 
and on it the etchings, people's marks, like the skin 

of men of old who silent bore their 
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torments in pain's mystery; 
which is why I too implore 
that I might find a firm body to lean upon, 
a boundary mark, a solitary rock, and a simplistic 

life at the far ends of the outdoors, 
the archetypal earth, as if I'd at first existed ... 

As Elytis would say "all those donned in white understand." 
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I believe that the poet has successfully acquired the grace. The 
boundary line that marks off the sky has been dissolved. The "beloved 
unity" has been achieved. 





MICHAEL (Athens: Akritas, I 996) 

TRANSLATED BY DAVID CONNOLLY 

Take heed therefore that the light which is in thee be not darkness. 

Better here for a silence to spread 
full of the rustling of pious whispers, 
since no voice or tongue is able to utter 
the painful desolation of your absence, 
so that all my passion may overflow, 
vainly bursting forth, and shoot up high 
and like a volcano consume 
its very own wounds. 

Luke, 11.35 

Humble rocks of the earth 
and you plain embroiderings of the firmament, tell me 
is such loneliness of this world; 
and these noises heard in hours of despair 
as if reproving me, 
tell me, truly, are they 
wings or swords? 

Passion with no recipient, solitary surge, like the roar of 
waters breaking and, 

floating, you hear feline waves hungry for shipwrecks 
while indifferent and imperishable the ship sails, then 
I sense you chuckling sardonically, 
saying it was you who removed whatever I loved before I'd 

savoured it 
so that I am myself both lover but also beloved; 
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whatever I worshipped I am, and everything is you, 
unknown wind, as finally I grasp you with sacrilegious ears, 
since no longer am I entrapped 
by any body or destiny. 

* 

Ostracized bodies and genderless pleasures, 
at the time when stone is dematerialized in the light 
and the humblest loss shines fabulous, 
something diffuse everywhere dazzles, 
eyes of peace that startled 
in this place of disparate trees, without homeland, 
where the sea, with its longing for the rocks 
crashes and breaks without pain or cry 
remaining indivisible; 

this is not life 
that you unwind around me, 
it's pure gold death, as you push me 
to wash my hands of memories, and naked from passions, 
though bitterly wretched to the point of ecstasy, 
to shake verdant souls, fervently kiss stones 
and in the depths of sky and waters to vanish, 
a gust, while all around 
the precipitous islets 
will sharply depict the spirits that I eternally feared. 

Who then are you to stir my secret aspects? 
Wherever I am you follow 
and behind me I hear the sound 
of metal sandals. What more do you want? I've understood 
that everything is nobody 
and the world ceaselessly seeks his phantom. 



Michael 

How suddenly the void acquires aspect and there appears 
an angel, like a ray of sun 
that sometimes pierces the air with light 
and visible in the emptiness thousands of dust fireflies 

whirl suddenly-a universe, 
winged legions, that speechless we watch taking shape, 

fruit of immaterial intercourse, 
nor now do words exist for such a revelation, 
that remains suspended within the dark room in a blue 

hue, 
nor now can image even or form any longer bear 
such a confession. 

* 

Wilderness with palms and ruins 
how perfectly you depict the wonderful destruction, 
here where no memory exists, 
only reverie exists-fragmented stone 
haughtily elevating its c~shing 
with him fluttering high above it 
and inhumanly persecuting whatever human; 
bloodied rubble setting in the distance, 
with the same verve always that illumines the dusk 
no matter how the Hesperides sink. 

* 

What bright red wings what azure clouds 
are unfolded tonight by the mind-the sky intoxicated 
that parting the curtain reveals the Beyond. 

It requires a heavy drowsiness, a deep trance, 
to see these colours 
that the soul alone can view absolutely. 

99 



100 THE CHARIOTEER 

Harsh evening, without heart, with only visions . 

• 

Why should the breezes appear a portent of disaster 

that will at once devour whatever the eyes love 

and will suddenly afford new meaning 

to the heart's hidden utopia, 

and so beauty will have done its duty to the full 

and the senses will be useless as a compass? 

* 

You are the flaming sword that bloodlessly purifies passions 

and sins 
and Eros, unpredictable and wonderful, beloved unity of all 

torments, 
a surge of joy and terrors your fiery sword 

which, though we've never seen, we recall 

emerging from the bowels of a cloudy dusk 

in this age that has gone to ruin. 

Body, sky's revenge, 
fragment of fire with violence 

above the most adverse genuflections, 

step, always escaping or suddenly entering 

like a morning breeze announcing nemesis 

how do you prevail at that time and appear, 

and we gaze on you, then unseen again we long for you 

in the rainy tides, on snowy ground, in the gleam of every 

summer, 
now that the world's run dry, yet the stars shine clearer, 

and all pain and grief has ended up as delight? 

* 
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Like a precious stone in the earth's innermost veins so you 
are hidden in me; 

but emerge now and become perceptible before me, 
albeit a secret spark in black sleeplessness, 
since longing was stifled in its own impulse 
and my images, still wet, are lashed by the rain and erased 
and I stand suspended outside destiny. 

* 

I understood what meaning the pangs would have, 
when nothing more would remain 
but for me to see your wrath, fire, devouring 
my tenderest emotions, 
as a field is prepared for new birth. 

* 

When signs appear though I, enclosed in the most 
primordial disharmony 

-body wrought with soul-, will once again issue forth in 
search of you, 

wake me then with squawks of heavenly health 
while there's still time 
for me to see all my delusions at last melting 
remaining blood and fire in the dead sea. 

* 

However much I write your name, it fades, since you 
impose the unrevealed; 

which is why at moments of enlightenment 
when your presence asphyxia tingly increases 
everything visible vanishes and alone the ecstatic mind 
combines then words of an inarticulate tongue 
which hard though and real 
are like earth and rock. 
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So shall I call you creature of mind or soul, 
since what is written now in the clouds 
from future time, gold and grey, 
is alone able to name you, 

THE CHARIOTEER 

an indeterminable triumphal warning by the wind 
that tomorrow, invisible, we'll see afar tormenting seas 
and shaking open sails and buds. 

* 

I was vanquished, at times of waiting, 
though I longed to be a centaur rider 
and you demanded persistence and rooting in the bitterness 
of the gravest riveting 
of the saddest command 
of the unholiest hunger, 
even if this leafless rhythm did not look like proceeding. 

* 

I saw your tracks shining in the sand, 
everywhere thousands of flashes and flaming signs, 
the wave coming like an other-worldly surge to erase them 
(lest my eyes perceive the presence) 
but indelible then sparkling again 
in an infinite moment's illumination 
-instantaneous alternation of brilliance and darkness. 

* 

On the fringes of aerial things I trace you, 
where perception resembles a spider's web 
-one movement more, a little more colour or sound 
and your world cracks and collapses. 

Ah petals of wrinkled silk rippled by the breeze, 
am I dead or alive 
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that I feel this hue ever passing and flitting in the Between, 
an indistinguishable shade of the skies 
that no eye has yet managed to entrap . 

• 

Current motionless in the night's vaults 
-petrified spring, gold-embroidered girdle, magnificent 

anguish-
you glow there as something full of life 
in the church's deep desolation, till my eyes 
shut for ever, become the tombs of all my visions, 
cries will rise from the gaps between the fragments 
a crack of light will open before me calling on me to enter 

to become dew, 
around the worlds will shine eternally and I will be 

crushed, but always taking with me a little mainland 
earth. 

• 

Instead of sitting bent, blackening white paper in order to 
depict you, 

with you always in the unwritten ungraspable and secret 
place above, 

better that I were an illiterate peasant, and that you 
appeared to me in the flesh one day, 

taking me by the hand to lead me to the rough soil of a 
secluded olive grove 

where I'll have to dig to find the bones and water and the 
icon, 

that I might see with my own eyes how tangible and also 
obvious the Immaterial may be, 

and so my eyes might be rid for good 
of every enticing nightmare and vain fantasy of the mind . 

• 
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You it was who revealed to me that fear secretly lurked in 
the blessing 

beneath those walnut and thick plane trees 
where the cool breeze blowing interminably implied 
an apparition's passing. 

Yet, when I turned above to see you 
and the heavens were empty, 
your presence visible in its disappearance, 
a celestial flurry, left instantly 
for where everything is gold and fiery ocean. 

* 

The voice speaks without cause as like a star you rotate 
around the mind 

and just as the evening's glows, 
so my vain reflections gently recede, 
and my desires migrate to cooler skies, 
sight no longer exists, and my soul is extinguished, 
not vanishing in sleep, but like a rudderless ship driven by 

the oceans 
going and floundering on some non-existent coast. 

* 

How do the waves come 
like glimmers and untouched creatures of another world; 
flashing for a moment, snow high on the tempest's transient 

crests, then vanishing again 
-white illusions. 

And how do you, Non-existence itself, 
marshal them through relentless commands 
to surge for a while, to plash 
tremendous, immaculate tunics 
and straightaway to disappear 

-what tidings do they bear 
so all this reverie that has entranced me 
resembles the view of an unearthly intoxication? 
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* 

When will you appear at last 
-forest that at night has surrendered to fire and gloom 
and from opposite we watch it moving, 
engulfing everything and ever advancing 
erasing all beauty and glory too? 

Vast body that nourishes the holocaust 
what flesh is this that tried to view 
your purifying work 
and remained a pillar of salt; 
since you can be received only as a wayfarer 
coming grave and with covered face 
from out of the flocks' barren hills 
always with a message, all but false, 
able to leave behind it ashes and stone. 

But now you tum away from me, and so the hours 
and moments fall to earth a deeper black; 
what fearful day gestates in you, what heinous 
reverence, so that from all around your form 
withdraws, like a glorious age 
that slowly and bloodily forsakes 
the world. 

lOS 
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All places of horror they are, slowly rotting sunk in 
primeval decay, 

while you pass treading on the sick and festering 
and you leave tracks of gold-come then in the form of a 

swarthy youth 
and sitting on the edge of this mire 
reveal at last what uncamal desire and beauty mean, 
you, who likened kindness to cruelty 
so taking vengeance on what you love and worshipping 

what you hate 
-come then, so that spotted by the century's setting, the 

blood-soaked swamp that flows to doom might shine, 
and the final hour come 

when man will fall to be completely buried in the clay 
just as writhing in joy a man thrusts himself in a woman 
as if deeper into death. 

* 

Spirit of the skies, unbefitting whatever chthonic, and yet 
on earth always god-sent and harbinger of peace, 

shadow of every creation, 
receiver of every soul, communion of Charon and breath, 

and by every human value so profane 
a beauty. 

* 

What should a man feel whose soul has died, and who has 
seen his passions blazing with passions and becoming 
ash, 

he who in a moment of despair kissed the willow's foliage, 
vainly searching in nature for something not nature; 

what if he drained himself of emotions, once felt tears 
flowing on his cheeks 

like drops running down a glass' surface so forming small 
crystal cascades, 
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sobs of emptiness, hints of an unmanifested presence, just 
as when dispersed, you humbly brandish a message of 
glory somewhere near, 

and I have no trace of existence, beyond that which is now 
assigned me by a lightning bolt's confusion. 

* 

Rid yourself flesh of the soul and take root and remain 
in the void's expanse, in Nothing's creation, and become a 

rough statue; 
and come then, storm, you who recall hate more than 

kisses, and smite apathy 
till this too howls; ungraspable as you are, how sensual the 

hand of your retribution 
and bitter your love's victorious flame. 

* 

At this hour when no one turns any more to sleep on a 
guileless pillow 

and life is a reflection of so many bad dreams, 
you, who train monsters and exterminate the cunning, 
tonight, I beseech you, bring to my door 
an indescribable beauty with wings wide-open 
to talk to me offering a hand like a flower 
and tell me that the world's books are all debased 
and that it's more imperative than ever to listen to the most 

exquisite sounds. 

* 

The rain is lamentation, and no sign of dew on the parched 
leaves, 

warm tears fall that dry at once, 
and the souls drain, and you rejoice, 
because from barrenness you ask that desire sprout, 
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and anything dry tum to 
kindling to be part of your consummation, 
so that from its ashes may emerge, in the thunders' spring, a 

flaming bird 
the other nature. 

* 

As, while we gaze at the horizon half blocked by a cape, 
and pondering waves come with longing's rush, 

pure white sails slowly come into view above the rocks, 
then the prow, and finally the whole hull 
giving a definitive meaning to the word "appearance", 
so here too--in vain-I wait for your earthly equivalent to 

reveal itself to me, 
as night falls and the horizon gradually turns entirely to 

blue 
with deep red folds, recalling the tunics 
that perhaps cover you. 

* 

In a sky of gold I saw molten silver mercilessly running 
northwards 

and it was you, cause of my every vision, 
some moment when the world tilted forever 
to the west, and the earth was deeply in the throes of death, 
but you were intent on travelling, though space's paths were 

fading 
and the sun had donned a funeral shroud 
and dreamlike the world's shipwreck had become a crater of 

bloody turmoil, 
and you had already come to shine-while I still sought 

you groping like one blind 
at the fringes of darkness-an inconceivable Point. 

* 
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Sweep me, foul river of humanity, over there to the secret 
and unknown sins, 

black smoke, and the frost silvering the path-here are the 
soul's places 

and all around the whole of creation blooms in sorrow, 
and alone in a lane, 
as I tum looking for soil to kneel, 
I'll find trees, rubble, and you lying in wait, 
the most Lawless on earth and most outside the world. 

* 

Incredible, how with such beauty you remained modest 
and now unrevealedly you keep company with us sinners 
like any random person in the street, passing us by so 

naturally, 
more distant, more unknown 
than even the sparrow fluttering on the yard's stone slabs. 

* 

Incomprehensible dream, prediluvean, on the verge of 
immaculate debauchery, 

where the world no longer has coherence, but has dogma, 
remove the blood from my hands, and cast my two eyes 

that they may be baptized in radiance, 
make my horror a field and sow it that it may blossom 
and open before me the heart's highway that I may cross it 

like a sea, now 
that I am losing what I seek-becoming the one 

Excommunicated. 

* 

Like a vision in the night, 
lights and vapours, where inaccessible desires linger 
beneath the endless lines of trees, 
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all my mistakes at once were vindicated, 
along the wild paths. 

* 

THE CHARIOTEER 

In an open expanse where the crowd, in uniformity, moves, 
1 saw the clouds above were of light from edge to edge, 

a church dome covered by mosaics distant and hazy in the 
vapours of burnt incense, 

and 1 said: "Image of wandering, when we vanish into the 
infinite of some other life beyond matter, 

how tangible you appear 
here where people find the measure of Anonymity!" 

Paris,January 1995 

* 

Without any astral enticement in the cosmos 
I saw you like a river's wrath beneath the arches 
and as night's softness embraced the shadows 
1 spied the bay of delusions, and you-land of beauty-a 

terra incognita 
unexpectedly before me, monastic 
where buzzing with joy the path descended 
to the valley of wailing-0 lake of tears, 
everywhere specked with flashes of bronze sky. 

Paris,January 1995 

* 

Ecstatic sunset deep in the mist that glistened 
incomparably, and far away was the deprivation 

of my every hope 
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since you protect this foreign town in other ways-I see an 
entire expanse as a triumph of light and crumbling frost 
that shrouded mysteries, while there 

in the twilight, point of supreme discharge, and starting 
point too, the sun pinned the dragon to the ground, and 
lurked everywhere, in the gothic systems of bare trees, 
secret 

Vespers, that came from my ancestral land and assumed an 
archetypal form, so that nothing recalled the setting sun 
as peaceful, 

rather the defeat of the lord of darkness is here, 
and here also the vindication of Your fiery passion. 

Paris,January 1995 

* 

As I walk searching the countenance of passers-by to see 
you looking at me, 

heretical creature of the world, 
the people I encountered in their mist leave and whirl, 
and if they ever stop at the fountain's lions and thirst for 

silence, 
let them not say that they mistakenly reckoned their 

elevation 
and gave ashes instead of fire 
for that stroll through the dreams of creation. 

Paris, january 1995 

* 

Above a budding almond tree's highest branch, I saw a 
bird's untimely soaring, 

and it was then I sensed prudence talking in my heart and 
whispering to me: "the world's a current, 

and becomes a vision instantaneously, 
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when the inconstant gaze merges with the image, 
and we're turned to stone by the silence, and the mind 

comes close to vertigo and trembles, 
and absolute like death, life passes through us 
in our existence's most crushing Dive." 

* 

When without hesitation I surrender to the boundlessness 
of a different expectation, 

and, everywhere diffused, the mind forges shapeless aspects 
and plunging into flux the soul settles, 
then fitted to the void, preciously covering the world's 

model 
a hymn's glow becomes matter for stars. 

Ruination-since the path goes no other way 
through these outlines that fictitiously hover 
through the passing of a gust of pure wind 
now that desires have faded and my emotions remain 

without domination, 
since from all I gazed upon, even the inaccessible 
was cruelly taken from me, who will come finally 
in this great debasement to forcefully trumpet 
who will emerge from the depths of goodness lost 
to appoint good's order, 
and reveal as small whatever was great 
that what was rightly said may be forever revoked. 

* 

People, neither sinners nor purged 
but hollow souls, dry reeds in the wind that endlessly rustle 

imploring 
a firmament without hope-all is mystery; 
and prayer like the scalpel 
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lacerates and cuts out our bitter and secret wrongs, 
and, though I believed the world's angels, 
I now fervently devote myself to you, shreds of light, who 

have no body but are Material concepts and principles 
of secret commands 

that your mercies might shoot like comets into hearts 
and Illumination at last be accomplished . 

• 

How soberly you drive the mind towards brutality 
now that it's learned what inspiration conceals 
and is called to the shrine by your consent 
and its hunger to be measured against unknown doctrines 
-final withdrawal beyond what's passed, 
but also beyond what's to come, to remain dumbfounded, 
beneath the stir of wings and vigil's stars. 

* 

Flutters of radiances to the infinitesimal 
where all is reduced to rotation and rupture; 
this whlrling of the sky is without reason 
as is the continuation of aimless association as far as chaos, 
since the soul finds rest in fear alone 
and the unknown's wilderness that they call Universe 
is but hideous rocks and burning coals. 

Who dwells between the world and nothingness, who 
resides 

beyond even the wasted matter's furthest 
ruin, perhaps silence 
that's written on the infinite with radiant ashes 
stifling days and nights in their succession . 

• 
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Night, night, night, with no unfading mark; 
I see the infinity of an illusion of darkness, 
I see only that I am incapable of seeing, 
everything here is black-then what might the abyss be, 
beyond the spaces and beyond the expanses, 
what might the land of punishment be, what the dark 

gloom-
in this retraction to which thought leads me, 
this hidden matter, these veils of emptiness, 
ungraspable reins of a chariot 
plunged forever in the chasms of darkness, 
while two completely blind and astonished eyes 
fix upon the non-existence. 

Night, night, night, entirely unfading marks; 
I see the infinity of an illusion of lightning, 
I see only that I am incapable of seeing, 
everything here is stars-then what might Eden be, 
beyond the spaces and beyond the expanses, 
what might the land of ecstasy be, what the dark gleam
in this abstraction to which thought leads me, 
this hidden portal, these lights of heaven, 
indelible stigmata of an ocean 
stretched forever to the depths of inconceivability 
while two completely blurred and expressionless eyes 
watch the rising 

of a resplendent Body. 

* 

Churches rise like mausoleums, tombs of so many crushed 
people's faith, 

kingdoms' arches, domes, gold altars, 
while the rabble passes-an evening litany-and the mind 

subjected to everyday care 
sorrowfully plunges into moribund thoughts. 
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Though one nightfall I saw a countryside ridge 
and when, aimlessly, I approached the cliff edge 
I found two candles shining there 
stuck into the rock. 

* 

In churches incompatible with my religion, the candles 
already tilt lighting faces that sing hymns 

since in memory's farthest reaches 
from the open shell emerges an ethereal body armed like a 

warlord and with bended knee; 
and gazing on high before him he raises the sword 
to pierce Sorrow, 
a black angel's existence, cast on the ground. 

* 

How I'd like to forever crawl before you like a helpless 
serpent 

left wounded for all time in death's throes 
since no heel could be found to free it 
and expire in painful and clumsy movements, 
so as not to appear like the serpent 
that had once embodied your implacable enemy 

ll5 

but as a lonely creature of the earth eternally offering its last 
convulsions 

at your noble feet. 

* 

From whatever negligible and beleaguered will arise a 
vulgar mystagogy 

when you pour forth-fire's mystery-from the gate erected 
by grandeur's defeats, 

and every blemish and detestation will be consumed in the 
heaven's vortex, 
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and whatever men called good or fine will be a curse and 

ignominy 
for the hearts that will receive your sudden coming, 

a shower of rejoicing, when the wise will give account 

and the virtuous be crushed, and finally your existence will 

be revealed from afar 
to those deemed worthy to see your victory's works, 

love's awe, from the heights, where they hid, cowering, 

unarmed and dumbstruck, to tremble at the sight-you, a 

net of flame, irrigating the fields of purification. 

* 

How splendidly at such an hour the sun founders on the 

shores of the Ideal 
-and this unbridled flotsam, fragments far off, on waves of 

indolent phosphorescence 
are all my treasures by which I was enchanted, 

now that nostalgia has set forever 
and is an image of decay, and constantly broadens 

in the expanse of an unearthly melancholy! 

Yet let even that island on the horizon's edge-a petrified 

cloud-be a vehicle for joy, 
and you, who ordered that 
my feelings' every dull regret be smoke 

guide me, oarsman that you are, from the coming midnight 

to dawn's holy and unknown domain. 
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Stifle the whole of your black self as quickly as you can, 
muttering your formal goodbye to the past, 
and come to say thank you to this day 
-a day that arrives like an Archangel 
bearing gifts in a large chalice, 
for soon from out of the world's sufferings 
a different century will dawn. 

* 

Though I desired, only phantoms remain 
though I touched, only traces remain; 
such a secret voyage, emigration, 
for a land so distant 
that it hardly exists. 

* 

Fumes from sorrow's incense conceal an invisible bearing 
as the mist wraps gardens and orchards in dusk, 
when the mind relaxed in innocent hallucination 
eliminates life's every flutter, 
and all is cloud, vapour and profusion. 

* 

Go out one Saturday morning and search in remote places, 
and find the courage to accept your vanished body, 
and turning your eyes do not shy from seeing 
your last Conjecture sitting on the rock. 

* 

Suffering's secret spark, in the innermost iconostasis that 
each carries in his heart 

how deeply you glow this evening as if coming from 
somewhere else, as if the whole Universe 

is suffering. 

* 

Sun flowing unrestrainedly in the steam's declivities, 
lava in pale grey craters, 
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a sudden descent in the prosaic sunlight, 
while still unconcerned people behave unseemly 
and nature humbly trembles and shudders in the soil. 

* 

When the breezes fail amid the lilies and the scornful 
silence widens, 

the plain becomes a murmur and scowls 
day becomes joy and resounds, 
but on the mountain heights, in the refuges, 
droplets fall with a rhythm 
that only the hymn's bitterness offsets. 

* 

A pulsation's delicate glow stirs beneath the moments 
and strikes all my mind's chords 
producing something like the hum of a tempestuous awe 
before distant depths-caverns that aged amid emerald, 

waste grounds of stars, enamel lights. 

* 

Now that I tilt towards decay and my existence ends up 
stationary 

and together all my passions stagnate in this mire, 
I piously reflect that only now will my foul water be a 

mirror to 
celestial birds. 

* 

You who flutter hopelessly within me, 
a vivacious heart in a dead body, 
find a little pure soil on punishment's outskirts, and tread 

there, 
for the otherworldly souls, leaving an untouched print, 
and then disappear. 
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* 

Why, when I saw life bursting out ever more nightmarishly, 
did an island of gold-a fire's convulsion-
come from the north's edge 
and stop exactly where the sun begins to sink in late 

afternoon, 
till the evening abated -and there came that hour so 

perfectly suited 
to what we simplistically call eternity? 

* 

Mercilessly raze the world's monster to the ground 
plunging something you love 

in its root, 
and later when you sit on the bloodless rubble 

cry for it and wail 
with tears of delight. 

* 

Red petals cast on the water's surface, 
so resemble blood dripped from celestial flesh; 
and the hours have now found a way to charm the sweet 

return, 
··and to slowly direct to the heart's depths 

those forms with the inmost gazes. 

* 

What if above runners triumph in blinding spaces erasing 
traces of flying peaks; 

infinite courses open up here below, 
grey mountains and distant heavenly abodes, 
where you go and are grasped by a light without limits. 

* 
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Paths of oblivion, difficult paths 
that I followed without purpose coming to rest 
on the rock of time and gazing far off 
at the sea fading, at desperation 
being wholly hidden by the hills-paths of departure, 
trees of the other world, 
forests where unyielding beings take refuge, 
green leaves that bum-eternal places! 

* 

Feathers in the air, a flock of angels moulting and appearing 
as a cherry-tree's immaterial snow, 

around black wood and dark wreckage, and shapeless 
materials 

where horror writhes, an eagle on time's slopes, 
and the perfect Day dawns at last. 

* 

It's not enough to be alone and endure in silence; 
you have to talk about that night, 
when you saw the springs bearing down on you and you 

had no support 
save for the two huge and tender wings to which you held 

tight, 
feeling all the warmth of Paradise upon you. 

* 

What unattainable moon, what fairy's eye gleams there, or 
is it a coin from the past 

no longer valid, 
which now your vigilance 
through vision is able to redeem? 

* 
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Water flower, closed or aimlessly flowering 
you emerge from time only at rare moments 
and surrender yourself to those who alas 
will once again tum you to Profit; who inhabits us I wonder 
--echoes of whispers endlessly balance 
over the chest's chasm-whatever breathes entreats 
and seeks atonement. 

* 

An admonition more delicate than our sighs' secret 
undulations 

comes at times and caresses us, 
when sins hover around memory 
like migratory birds seeking lakes 
to deposit their feathers 
on virtue's trembling crystal. 

* 

Today the sky bows with bright devotion, and life falls into 
the shrubs to expire, 

weary of reckoning obedience's ransom, of ignoring the 
clock's measured beats. 

* 

Remove the world's mask and leave your face pure, 
that the sun may at last shine upon bared feelings, 
and the thunder be a marvel, and the storm be mercy, 
and triumph proceed in the celebration 
just like humility. 

* 

The rain falls simply, charity 
for the wild flowers, that like veteran souls withdraw from 

the decay, 
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while once again the tender breezes 
pop up from all around. 

* 

THE CHARIOTEER 

White archangels weep and black swans tiptoe 
and there deep in the slough they try to sink 
to be sacred icons buried in the mud, betrayed enigmas. 

* 

Something from the window, something escaping; 
it's not air, sky, or the form that cast darkness over the eyes, 
when unexpectedly the door rang 
and it was Nobody. 

* 

You withdrew, and from the earth's complexion faded 
whatever death now dared to approach, cruelly routing 
the outcry's multitudes-would that I'd never heard the 

bell's second toll 
behind the bugles and the salvos! 

* 

I saw a swarm of birds descending in tumult upon a 
cypress-

was it a sign, a portent, or was it Doomsday, ferment's wild 
delight, that insatiably called me 

to the devoutness of other vespers still to come? 

* 

Cancel your works, cast ashes on the victory, leave the 
angelic evenings, 

come to unrelenting lands and hone your soul that amid 
beauty it may smell the greatest decline, 
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and again acquire sorrows and invisible whips 
harmonizing creation with the rhythm of a Breath! 

* 

Walking in the frozen town I gazed at the sky, orange and 
red, over the bare firs 

with the lighted tears of Christmas 

Then all my memories leapt in spasms, 
like a wave that indifferently heaps all sorts of denials, 
and the light shone with double despondency, 
a lonely fire burning in the cloudiness' mud. 

* 

About me memories line up as if tombs, thoughts soar afar, 
my ecstasy is lost, and an oblique emerald lights what loss 

forgot. 

* 

Become a pebble discarded in silence's abyss, 
but remember before you vanish, looking twice at the stars, 

to secretly say a prayer 
to all those who denied you 
and mentally bid farewell 
to whatever you felt fleetingly glimpsing you on the way. 

* 

And the soul will dig with grief's ploughs; 
and anyone smothered in his passions will always emerge 

unrecognizable and rejuvenated, 
till white apparitions of angels appear 
around this vale of tribulation called the world. 
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ΥΜΝΟΣ ΣΤΗΝ ΑΓΓΕΛΙΚΗ ΦΥΣΗ 

ΟΤΑΝ Η ΛΑΜΨΗ ΓΕΡΝΕΙ, κι &κόμη ά1tόλυτα δεν ~χει ύ1tο
χωρήσει ή μέρα, μα οϋτε και τ' ά1tόγεμα ~χει ά1tλωθεϊ 
όλότελα, 

κι έμεϊς άvάμεσα στήν 1tλήξη τοΟ μεσημεριοΟ και τήν έλπίδα 

τήν κρυφή για ο,τι φέρνει ή νύχτα νιώθουμε διχασμένοι, 
και άκουστεϊ το χτό1tημα στήν πόρτα μας άπρό~λεmο καί 

άνοίξουμε ά1tορημένοι και δοΟμε ά1tέναντι φίλο i1 
γνωστό, 

ποu τί κι άν είδαμε τόσες φορές, τώρα σαν γνώριμο ά'yνω

στο τον άντικρίζουμε, άκαριαϊα, 
με άφιξη οχι θνητοG άλλ' ά1t' άλλοΟ σταλμένου μοιάζει 

αύτή ή καθημερινή και τόσο άσή•μαντη .μα ξαφνική, 
ώστόσο, παρουσία. 

Μ' αύτο τόν τρό1το μοναχα στό 'μυστικό ιμετέχουμε, μέσ' 

ά1tό ά~έ~αιες φρενα1τάτες, 
μια :και τ' άπό.κρυφο για μας στό πιό κοινό ·κι άδιάφορο 

φωλιάζει, 

στό σχόλιο τοG άέρα, δταν σαλ,εόει μια κουρτίνα, il στό τυ
χαίο 1tέσιμο ένός χαρτιοG στό πάτωμα, 1tou ομως 
κάποτε 

το χαρακτήρα παίρνουν μιας άκατάληmης μεταφοράς ... 

Τάγματα τοΟ ΘεοΟ, έαεϊς 1tou ολα τα μ1τοpείτε 'μα τL1tοτα 
δεν στέργετε πάρεξ σιω1tή και φρόνηση 

μες στή μ'εγάλη μοναξια της 1ταντοδυναμίας, έμ<Χς ποu δε 

θ' άξιωθοΟμε ούδέποτε μιαν όmασία, 
1tOU μόνο μ' ονειρα καl ψευδαισθήσεις 1tάντα ·δ ίδιος μας δ 

έαυτός θα φανερώνεται ώς έν έσόmρ~. 
οχι στα πρόθυρα της mώσης μα τή στιγμή της εξαρσης 

1tαρασταθ·είτ·ε ιμας, 

νά 'μαστ·ε άνό1τοmοι τουλάχιστον ·καί ταπεινοί ο1tως τα 

περιστέρια μέσα στό ασττρο 1tέταγμα. 

* 
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HYMN TO THE ANGELIC NATURE 

WHEN THE BRIGHTNESS YIELDS, and the day has still 
not totally withdrawn, but neither has the evening 
spread entirely, 

and between the midday ennui and the secret hope of what 
night brings we feel divided, 

and an unexpected knock is heard at our door and 
surprised we open and before us see a friend or 
acquaintance, 

whom, no matter how many times we've seen, we now 
instantly view as a familiar stranger, 

this everyday and so negligible yet sudden appearance 
seems like the arrival not of a mortal but of one sent 
from elsewhere. 

In this way alone do we participate in the mystery, through 
uncertain delusions, 

since the apocryphal for us nestles in the most 
commonplace and indifferent, 

in the air's comment, when a curtain ripples, or in the 
random falling of a paper on the floor, but which 
sometimes 
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acquires the character of an incomprehensible metaphor ... 

God's legions, you who can do all things but consent to 
nothing save silence and prudence 

in the great solitude of omnipotence, aid us who will never 
be deemed worthy of a vision, 

whose very self will alone be revealed through dreams and 
illusions as in a mirror, 

not on the verge of falling but at the moment of exaltation, 
that we may at least be unsuspecting and humble like doves 

in their white flight. 

* 



126 ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

ΚΑΝΕΝΑΣ ΠΙΑ ΔΕΝ ΦΤΑΝΕΙ ΕΔΩ, στον ούραvό, τόσο 
ψηλά, δ1του ή ψυχή ~μου ψεύγει, 

κι δμως ιμοG φαίνεται τώρα ή ζωή 1τιο ύπαρκτή, τά 1τρό.: 
σωπα πιο κοντινά και δ 'ΙΠ]λος της γης πιο οίκείος, 

~τσι ποu .μάκρυνα μες στήν αίώρηση, παράξενο νά νιώθω 
πανέτοιιμος δσο 1τοτε νά φιλήσω ενα στόμα. 

θυ~μαμαι κά'Ιtοτε σε ιμιά κοιλάδα ά-πόμαικρη γύρω τριγύρω 
εtδα τά σύννεφα νό: φτάνουν χαμηλά, 

καθως πλη·σίασμα τοG &νέφικτου στο χθόνιο ~και τετρι·μμένο, 
κι αύτή ή a1τλα τοG δρίζοντα tjταν δλόκληρη αιτ·· το διάστη

ιμα τόσο στενά πολιορκημένη 
ώστε νά .μοιάζει, CXv και καθηλωμένη, .με ίmάμενο σώμα· 
κι ή &μεσότητα τοϋ μακρινοϋ τόσο 1τολu δυνάμωνε ποu και 

τ' ά:'Ιtέναντι ~ουνό, το χέρι ά'πλώνοντας, θά τό ·χα 
άγγίξει, 

ένω ή καρδιά μου τρέμοντας, σά νά ·~λεπε είκόνα ξανα
'ίδωμένη σ' άλλης στιγμης το φιευγαλέο Ονειρο, 

γιά πάντα κέρδιζε μιά ~στω καί προσωρινή ά:ντίληψη ά:θα
νασίας ... 

Τάγιματα τοG θεοG, πώς γίνεται νά ζεί κανεις λες ·κι εtναι 
ή κάθε ώρα του ή τελευταία 

νά 'χει 1τετάξει ά:ποδω κι δμως έδω νά μένει 

καί νά μ1τορεί έ~κ-εί πού κάθεται στήν κάμαρα, σκλά~ος της 
.μέρι:μνας, καί συλλογιέται 

νά νιώ.θει ά:πρόο1ττα, δπως δ έτοψοθάνατος, ά-πο αίθέριες 
ιμορφες ίδιιες ~με σύννeφα χρυσά τριγυρισμένος; 

• 
Ω ΥΨΗΛΑ ΤΟΠ I Α ~ ΑΝΑΒΑΣΗΣ, κεκλψμένοι ούρανοι 

σε λαμrrερο μυστήριο, 
τήν ώρα τοϋ άπό~ραδου σας εtδα στο μεταίχμιο 1tαρακμης 

και θριάμ~ου. 

'Έ1tεψ't'ε ή πίκρα τοG καιροί>, μενεξεδένιο ήμίφως, δταν στ' 
ά-πώτατα της γης ~γη κε ενα ψως έσ1τέριο, 
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NO ONE ARRIVES HERE ANY MORE, so high, in the 
heavens, to where my soul departs, 

and yet life now seems to me more real, people more close 
and the earth's clay more familiar, 

so that I became distant in my flight, strange how I feel 
readier than ever to kiss a mouth. 

I remember once in a remote valley all around I saw the 
clouds coming low, 

like the unfeasible approaching the earthy and trite, 
and the horizon's entire expanse was so closely besieged by 

space 
that it appeared, though transfixed, like a flying body; 
and the immediacy of distance grew so intense that, 

reaching out a hand, I would have touched the 
mountain opposite, 

whereas my trembling heart, as if seeing an image seen 
before in another moment's fleeting dream, 

forever gained an albeit transient perception of 
immortality ... 
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God's legions, how can one live as if each moment is his last 
have flown from here yet remain here still 
be able, sitting there in the room, a slave to cares, to reflect 
feel, like someone about to die, unexpectedly surrounded 

by ethereal forms like clouds of gold? 

* 

HIGH PLACES OF ASCENT, sloping skies in bright 
mystery, 

at eventide I saw you on the borderline between decline 
and triumph. 

Time's bitterness fell, violet half-light, when at the ends of 
the earth appeared a Hesperian light, 
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f\ ιμ<Χλλον φάσμα &χνοϋ φωτός, πάνω crn' των λόφων τη 
γραμ:μη •Κι dπό τοιJς dμ'Π'ελωνες, 

χαλκοπράσινο φως, δίχως σκοπό f\ αtτία, .μία φωταψία εύ
οίωνη, οπως άνοίyει ή πόρτα και ξεχύνεται crnό κλει

στό δωμάτιο 
~να φέγγος. Κι έγω ποu κοίταζα χωρίς νό: σκέφτομαι, &πό 

τό κοίταγ.μα τοu διπλανοϋ μου ποu ξαφνικό: τό εtδα νό: 
~ουρκώνει •κατάλα~α δτι έκεί κάτι ~αθu συνέ~αινε, 

γεννώντας :μιό: συγκίνηση άνάμεικτη με φό~ο. καθως 

μακριό: 
ΚΟ1tάδια &μνών ιμοί). θύμιζαν καμπάνες κάποιας &λήθ.ειας 

φυσικης γιό: πάντα θυσιασμένης, 
καθως μπροστά μου &ντίκρυζα στ· &yκάθια καρφω·μένο μιό: 

κατακόκκινη καρδιό: τό τριαντάφυλλο 

στην (;)ρα αύτη τοΟ δέους νό: συμμετέχει σκύ~οντας μ· ολα 

μαζί τό: πέταλά του άνοιγμένα ... 

Τάγματα τοΟ θεοΟ, ~ρχεται ·κά1τοτε μιό: (;)ρα ποu πάνω 
&πό τό: ~άσανα και τlς δοκιιμασίες 

~γαί~ει ~να σόθαιμπο γλυκό και ξαστερώνει τοί} ~ίου ιμας 

την καταχνιά· 

κι ένω ή νύχτα έπίκειται, 1τέρασμα έκείνο άνοίyει, .και μας 
καλεί προσωρινό: 

μόνο σ• αύτό, ,μόνο σ' αύτό ποu θ' ά'ξιζε νά 'χαμε ζήσει. 

* 

ΡΟΧθΕ ΜΙΑΣ ΑΓΝΩΣΠU: ΖΩΗΣ, uμνε &πεγνωσμένε ποu 
τυραννάς τό: χείλη, μίλα και πες 

γι' αύ·τη την &πειρη στιγ•μη οπου άνυψώθηκα 
κι εtδα μιό: δύναμη νό: δια'!τεpνα δλόκληρο τό ~ίο :μου και 

νό: τόν κρίνει, 

μέλλον μ1τροστά μου δεν ύ1τi;ρχε, κι εtχα ξεχάσει δτι γεν
νήθηκα, κι δ θάνατος ητανε πιό: λέξη .ματαιωμένη, 

μνήμη και πράξη κι ·ονειρο είχανε γίνει ~να. 

Στό δρόμο πήγαινα δπως πάντα, χαμένος 1τεριπατητής, καl 
ή αίθρία σκόρπιζε μ' &έρα καλοκαιρινό την καταχνιΟ: 
της άνοιξης &π' τό: οόράνια, 
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or rather the spectrum of a faint light, above the line of the 
hills and the vineyards, 

copper-green light, without purpose or cause, an auspicious 
illumination, like a door opening and a closed room 
emitting 

a glow. And I who stared without thinking realized from the 
gaze of my neighbour whom suddenly I saw tearful that 
something profound was happening there, creating an 
excitement mixed with fear, as far off 

flocks of sheep reminded me of bells of some natural truth 
forever sacrificed, 

as before me I saw a deep red heart, a rose fixed among 
thorns 

participating in this hour of awe by bowing with all its 
petals open ... 

God's legions, sometimes there comes an hour when above 
the trials and torments · 

a sweet dusk appears and clears away our life's mist; 
and though night is imminent, it opens a passage and 

temporarily calls us 
to what alone, to what alone we should have lived. 

* 

ROAR OF AN UNKNOWN LIFE, despondent hymn, you 
who tyrannize the lips, speak and talk 

of this infinite moment in which I was elevated 
and I saw a force penetrating my entire life and judging it, 
there was no future ahead of me, and I'd forgotten that I'd 

been born, and death was now a vain word, 
memory and deed and dream had all become one. 

I walked the path as always, a lost wayfarer, and with a 
summer breeze the fair sky drove the spring mist from 
the heavens, 
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δταν μιά αίσθηση έρημιάς ράγισε ό:τtότομα το κρύσταλλο 

τοu έαυτοu μου, 

κι δλόκληρο το 1tαρελθον τριγύρω μου άναττήδησε, 

κι είδα ν' άστράφτουνε ψηλ_ά 1tέτρες 1tολύτιμες τά σφάλμα

τά μου, κι ~ταν άργά γιά μεταμέλεια η τύψη, κι ~ταν 

άμείλικτες 
οί δψεις των άνθρώ1tων, κι εσταζα δάκρυα 1tαντοu 

λΕ.ς :κι είχα ιsγεϊ 1τρωτύτερα μέσ' ά1tο τfiς μετάνοιας την τρι

κυμία, (Sότσαλο έργασμένο, άφοu μΕ. 1τερικύκλωναν 

κύματα, στίφη μοναξιάς, κύματα ή 1τρώτη μου ζωη έξαγνι

σμένη κατέφθανε ά1tο 1tαλιά σ' ενα καινούργιο εδαφος 

νά μέ 1τροϋ1tαντήσει ... 

Τάγματα τοu θεοΟ, 1tοιο ρfiγμα 01τάει το είναι μας κι αί-

μορροεϊ ενα θάμιsος, οταν 1tιά ολα χάνονται 

κι ομως έμεϊς μ1tpοστά μας τότε νά τ' άντικρίζουμε δλα 

δικαιω,μένα, καί νά 'ναι ολα ενας 1tαλ·μος 

ίδια ή ψυχη τοu κόσμου; 

* 

Β Ι Α I Ο ΦΩΣ, 1tιο <6λοσυρο κι d:rto σκοτάδι 
άσ1tιλο γέννημα τοu 1tάθους, κρίνο 
~γελικο 1τού φύεσαι στη λάσ1τη, 

έσένα τώρα εύαγγελίζομαι στοΟ άναθέματος την άγκαλιά 

01tΟυ είμαι δέσμιος καί γαληνεύω. 

Έκεϊ 1tΟύ σφύζει το 1tαρον σ' δλη του την ικμaδα, Κό1tος καl 

1tόνος τοΟ νά ζεϊς, d:rto ψηλά 
είδα ενα 1tλfiθος ολο αίχμές, ενα γιγάντιο Είμαι, νά ιμυρ

μηγ.κιάζει άέναα γύρω ά1tο κάτι άσ1τρο 1tού κυκλικά 

φωσφόριζε, 

νά το συσφίγγει άσφυκηκά γιά νά το κατα1τνίξει, :μά τέλος 

νά ·ύ1tοτάσσεται, 

μιά δύναμη φυγόκεντρη γύρω ά1tο τον 1tυρήνα, 

σκλά(Sων όρδή, έξεγερμένη αίώνια κι αίώνια 1τειθήνια 

στ" ά1tόλυτο αύτο ~όλι. 
Κι ά1tο τά (Sάθη της 'καρδιάς 

τοu δράματος τότε άνέ·(Sη,κε εvας κλαυθμός, κι αύτο το φως 
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when a sense of desolation suddenly cracked the crystal of 
my self, 

and the entire past leapt up around me, 
and I saw precious stones, my sins, sparkling on high, and 

it was too late for remorse or regret and merciless were 
the people's countenances, and I shed tears everywhere 
as if I had earlier emerged from repentance's tempest, a 

refined pebble, since I was surrounded 
by waves, loneliness' hordes, waves, my first purified life 

arrived from the past at a new land to meet me ... 

God's legions, what rupture cracks our being and it sheds a 
dazzle, when everything now vanishes 

and yet it's then that before us we see everything 
vindicated, and everything is a pulsation 
the world's very soul? 

• 

VIOLENT LIGHT, more grim even that darkness, 
unblemished offspring of passion, angelic 
lily, you who sprout in mud, 
it's you I now announce in anathema's embrace 
in which I am held and find peace. 

There where the present throbs in all its vigour, toil and 
pain of living, from above 

I saw a multitude full of points, a gigantic Being, constantly 
swarming around something white that cyclically 
glowed, 

squeezing it tightly to suffocate it, but eventually yielding, 
a centrifugal force around the nucleus, 
horde of slaves, eternally insurgent and eternally 

subservient 
to this absolute center. 

And from the depths of the heart 
of the vision a lamentation then arose, and this light 
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εγινε ί.Jλη και άνα1tόδραστη όρμή, yειμίζοντας δλόκληρη (.)ς 

1tέρα την κοσμο1tλη.μμύρα, 

G>κεανός f\λιου ρευστοί) 1tΟύ άδύνατο κατάματα να τον ΚΟι

τάξεις ... 

Τάγματα τοϋ Θεοϋ, τί νά 'ναι τοϋτος δ λυγμός 

1tΟύ ~γαίνει crno τα Εyκατα 1tαμ1tάλαιης θυσί-ας, 
κι αότό το φως 1tού ξάπλωσε, ~μάζα αίθέριας φωτιάς ά1τρό

σιτη ά1t' τα μάτια, κι ά1τοτεφ~ρώνει το ερε~ος, 

1tώς άνασταίνει, 1tώς νικa, 1tώς δικαιώνει καίγοντας 

στοϊ~ες ά1τό συντρίμ,μια; 

* 

ΚΑΠΝΟΣ, Κ I ΕΞΑΦΑΝ I ΖΟΝΤ Α I των πε1τραγμένων μου οί 
σκιές, κι ά1τό την άκρη της νεότητάς μου ~γαίνει ~να 

σκέλεθρο έαυτοϋ, ίδιο των γηρατειών ιμου, 

τοϋ χρόνου φό~ητρο, για ν' ά'Ιtειλήσει 

αύτό 1tού είμαι τώρα έδώ, στην κόψη της ά1tάρνησης 

. dθυpμα τοϋ άνέμου. 

ΔΕ.ν είν' ό 'Κόσμος φάντασμα, είναι μια 1tέτρα 

και 1tάνω της χαράγιματα, σηιμάδια των άνθρώ1tων, δ1tως 

το δέρμα ιΚά1tοιων άντρών 1tαλιών 1tΟύ άντ·εξαν και ~α

σανίστηκαν ~ου~οί μές το μυστήριο τοϋ 1τόνου· 

γι' αuτο και Ύώ έκλι1ταρω 

να ~ρω ~να σώμα για ν' άκουμ1tήσω στέρεο, 
~να ~σημεϊο σύνορο, ιμοναχικό λιθάρι, ικαι ·μια ζωη ά1tλο·ίκη 

στα 1tέρατα της έξοχης, 

τα χώματα τ· άρχέτυ1tα, σα νά 'χα 1tρωτοϋ1tάρξει .•. 

Τάγματα τοu θεοϋ, ~μες στο 1τροαύλιο της έκκλησίας είδα 

τυχαϊα ,μια φορα της Σύναξής σας το είκόνισιμα νcΧ 

κρέμεται σε κόγχη άσ~εστωμένη, 

κι δ1tως σκuθρώ1tαζε το άλσος τών Κυ1tαρισσιών καl σιω-

1tΟUσε ή κρήνη, φτάνει ~να σύμφυρμα 1tουλιών, 

λευκα και γ~κρίζα 1tεριστέρια, 
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became matter and inescapable impulse, filling the whole 
throng, through and through, 

an ocean of fluid sun at which it was impossible to look 
directly ... 

God's legions, what can this sobbing be 
that emerges from the bowels of an immemorial sacrifice, 
and this light that spread, a mass of ethereal fire 

inaccessible to the eyes, and incinerates the abyss, 
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how it breathes, how it conquers, how it justifies in burning 
mounds of debris! 

* 

SMOKE, AND THE SHADOWS of my deeds disappear, and 
from the edge of my youth emerges a skeleton of self, 
identical to my old age, 

time's horror, to threaten 
what I am here now, on the brink of renunciation 
the wind's plaything. 

The world is no phantom, it's a stone 
and on it etchings, people's marks, like the skin of men of 

old who silent bore their torments in pain's mystery; 
which is why I too implore 
that I might find a firm body to lean upon, 
a boundary mark, a solitary rock, and a simplistic life at the 

far ends of the outdoors, 
the archetypal earth, as if I'd at first existed ... 

God's legions, once in the churchyard I happened to see the 
icon of your Assembly hanging in a whitewashed recess, 

and as the cypress grove grew sullen and the fountain 
silent, there arrived a medley of birds, 

white and grey pigeons, 
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κι tκεί στή μέση της αύλi]ς, πάν<..) στα ιμάρμαρα των τάφων, 
στάθηκε άτtότομα δλο μαζl κι άνίδεο ε~οσκε χωρlς 
καμια συνείδηση της όμορφιας του . 

... 

ΚΑΤΑΙΓΙΣΜΟΣ ΠΕΡΙΣτΕΡΙΩΝ 1tάνω d:1t" τις άντηρίδες, 
~να το'Ιtίο άνάληψης, 

στον Ki)'Ιto 'ltOU φιλοξενεί δ,τι d:δερφωιμένο, 
έ'κεί 'ltOU {.)ς και τα ζώα κοιτάζονται στα μάτια 'ΙtΟνετικα 

ιμέ ~λέμμα άνθρώ'Ιtινο, 
κι ή ~ασιλιεία τοϋ d:yαθοϋ ~ου~α έ'Ιtισφραγίζει 
~να θλιμμένο σοόρου'Ιtο, μια σιω-rrή, ~να τέλος ... 

Τάγματα τοϋ θεοϋ, δταν ριγμένοι καταγi]ς κάτω d:'lt" τή 
λόγχη τοϋ θανάτου 

θα δοuμε νά "ναι σι 'Ιtόθοι ιμας κρόοι δ'Ιtως οι τοίχοι, 
αύτή μόνο ή αίσθηση μιας Εyερσης 'ΙtΟυλιών θα μας 

κυριαρχεί, 
άτtόσrαγμα δρμης d:'lt" τον έ'Ιtίγειο κόσμο, 
ικαι 'Ιtια οι τό'ΙtΟι θα μακpαίνουν ιμές στήν άτfόκοομη έρημιά, 
έκεί 'ltOu d:λλιώς θα ε:tκονιστοΟ~ε, 
κι οCJτε καν 'Ιtρόσω'Ιtα για μια στιγμή εστω θα θι>μηθοϋμε 

'ltou κά'Ιtοτιε μέ 'Ιtάθος d:yα'Πήσαμε, 
μα ·Κά'Ιtοιο ρίγος σαν •Κι αuτό, σμi]νος 'ltOU φλέγεται άτtο 

φως, ό:σ'Ιtρο και d:σημένιο, 
ένσαρκωμένη d:νάμνηση, δίνη d:στρα'Ιtια(α, κι άγνότητα 'ltOu 

'Ιtλαταγίζει ·και σ~ήνει d:ναρ'Ιtάζοντας δλόκληρο το 
εtναι !μας ~ως το τέλειο μηδέν, 

θ' d:κοόγεται να διαγράφεται, να σ'Ιtαρταράει ξο'Ιt(σω μας 
λυτρωηκά, τα 'Ιtάντα έκ'Ιtληρώνοντας ετσι 

σαν gνα Χαίρε Ι 
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and there in the midst of the yard, on the marble graves, 
they suddenly halted all together and grazed 
unsuspecting with no 

awareness of their beauty. 

* 

A SHOWER OF PIGEONS above the buttresses, a place of 
ascension, 

in the garden that hosts whatever fraternally bonded, 
where even the animals look compassionately in each 

other's eyes with a human gaze, 
and the kingdom of good silently sets its seal 
on a sorrowful dusk, a silence, an end ... 

God's legions, when cast to the ground beneath death's 
spear 

we'll see that our desires are cold like the walls, 
only this sense of a rising of birds will dominate us, 
a distillation of impulse from the earthly world, 
and now the places will lengthen in the uncanny 

desolation, 
where we will be depicted differently, 
and not for one moment will we recall people we once 

passionately loved, 
but some sort of tremor like this, a swarm blazing with 

light, white and silver, 
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recollection incarnate, instantaneous vortex, and purity that 
flaps and fades seizing our whole being to the point of 
perfect nothingness, 

will be heard being outlined, quivering redemptively 
behind us, so fulfilling everything 

like a Farewell! 

* 





COMEDY (Athens: To Rodakio, 1998) 

TRANSLATED BY DAVID CONNOLLY 

Qui de nobis Ionge venia, late venia? Solve me. 
Petronius 

that night I sensed events were drawing closer 
for the weather had changed dramatically 
the rain increased the lights dwindled the days were 

sombre and slow 
and dreams spoke to me ever more distinctly 

* 

life a crack that opens and how the works exist 
like hallucinations-everything happens 
in a constant departure 
when we're freed from our two eyes 
and from thought's secret siege 

* 

it's some time since I was visited by passions 
and I snuggle in a room full of books 
just above the currents traversing the earth 
just below the spots where the dead settle down 
there are days when I hunger for the sheerest sensations 
those that the mind knows how to invent 
and so I feel as if I've become a recluse 
since I'm always leafing through cold empty textbooks 
and on the white pages I drip bitter black ink 
appearing as one uncompromising who's forgotten grief 

* 

it was two o'clock and the cricket cried out 
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I looked then towards the ruins and the ugly houses 
and saw the extent of the mystical 
fully illuminated 

* 

I heard the rain like a mystery 
falling outside the window at night 
on the naked acacias; 
and then I deeply longed for a house buried 
beyond the fringes of a land long forgotten to give me 

abode. 

* 

"I loved you, I loved you, you were everything to me, yet 
you loved only yourself' 

she so callously told me as if a beast had me in its teeth, 
I writhed like a roe, yet she continued to rail at me 
"I'm human, you're vile" in a harrowingly vulgar voice 

* 

(the black pearl) 

dark waters glowed and I muttered 
like the magician quickening the spell 
while the fair Blanche pacing ceaselessly 
in darkness' circle 
kept talking and saying 
"white means despondency, black arrogance" 
fixing me at times with a scowl 

* 
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yet what sardonic colours, what erratic tendencies, 
weary we lie down, sleep evades us 
or a prudent woman dissuades us 
from falling lower even than effrontery 
when with a faun's eyes the young tumbler dances 

balancing 
on the elusive threads that unite higher things 
and we seek heroes ... and night's always fallen 

* 

how the veils hiding the secret tresses rippled when I saw 
the Hero, 

the living muscles and in his flaming eyes the spark of life, 
that which knows how and is able to seize happiness; 
there before me was strength and health 
was the will of stone and the touch of earth 
was the sun that rent the moonlight like mist 
was reason itself and all together at once the virtues of 

battle 

Absence itself came 
beneath the trees in the rain 

"come" it told me 
"go" I said 

and everything occurred again from the beginning 
over and over 

* 
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(Faust) 

"such a blood-red chandelier this setting sun" 
"an ideal night is it not for the lord of darkness to come?" 
"holding a cup of poison ... " 
"wine ... " 
"ink ... " 
"and again tonight like before" 
"we'll discuss the arts" 
"there must be candles glowing" 
"ah how wonderful I hurry to be back by nine" 
"no, by no means hasten, we'll linger till two" 
"so farewell" 

• 

on a table all around, candles and carved cups of ruby, 
simplistic songs speak in cryptic words 
in that half-light 
that the sullen passer-by always leaves in his wake 
when the yellow lamps pass beneath the clouds 
and it's the third hour 

amorous nights are hovels 
tender souls roam wildly round them 
faltering they enter hostile territory 
vainly seeking ballast 
-on condemnation's ultimate mound
till a timely blow shatters them 
two eyes of ice and an iron hand 

• 
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siftings slivers showers-in immediacy 
where lives are sometimes compared to rivers 
and sometimes to eyelids never to open 
except to light more real 
more transubstantiated 

* 

something reversed prevents the flows from proceeding to 
the intrepid breadth 

the lamp burned wanly, and a woman's body 
the colour of ash emerged from the door 
groping spaces 
and extending bony arms at the scenes centre 
was crucified symbolically on the stone screen 
Priestess of the Void 

* 

(MNfER DEI) 

she stared at me from the distance in full stature 
and I'd fallen onto the slabs 
and was pounding my hands 
and crying out 

* 

everything turns to psychology-words, trees, rotations; 
I seek a hatch to ent9mb them 
living later, 
in an age of deviation from the dramatic, 
when men will recognize decay 
and works will not exist 

* 
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one with simplicity two lips will half-open tonight 
at this tum of the moon that the she-wolf holds in her teeth 

and brandishes 
while the night will fill the streets with leaden grass 
and infinity's vultures will swoop from above to savour the 

body discarded by vagabonds 
on dematerialization's barren earth 

* 

in this haunt for failures 
around the table at supper-time 
gather old and unknown poets, 
and a fair-haired cherub 
-once the cover on my cheap childhood copy-books
standing in the comer blesses them 

* 

(the shepherd's star) 

Christ turns his face 
and flesh becomes steel 
water lead 
clouds gravel 
and bread once touched by the point 
scatters like soil, and all our life's 
vain curtains are tom asunder 
collapse 
and alone above the ridge 
at the tum of the hour 
a perilous light 
maliciously flickers 

• 
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I was nearly gazing at skyscrapers, crossing the accursed 
soil all morning 

the very ghost of Don juan who comes ever closer, 
while time had suddenly declined, 
for it spoke in contradictions and kept asking for hidden 

and transcendent lights, and so 
the days passed 
though I was unable ever to arrive 
till the time came for my self to appear as another 

* 

(developing acquaintance) 

something sharp and certain behind a curtain; 
a voice saying politely, like fate, bidding farewell, "au 

revoir" 
instead of a simple "see you" 

* 

(Egypt) 

after the vision that I beheld unfolding 
on the dark couch, 
love slumbering naked 
and up above a nocturnal emission crawling 
to the top of the back rest 
-a male alabaster sphinx-
! proceeded and found in Cleopatra's 
innermost chambers 
a child, a deer, undressing alone 
that but for a little I'd have squeezed in my arms 
before the white wildcat had time even to shout 
"bravo, bravo, tonight too you were marvellous" 
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* 

someone unknown shouted in the depths of a mirror 
and the trains rent the heavens 
till the gaze turned with passion 
and a narcotic melancholy 
slowly bathed the idols 
and the frost fell 

the other day I saw Beauty 
indifferently entering 
a wagon; 

* 

in the street people passed by 
unsmiling unfathomed and perhaps fatal 

* 

that man is a house of cards that one day will collapse; 
though first for some time he'll resemble 
a primeval monument like that of Babel 

when it falls, will anyone be found I wonder to reassemble 
the pack 

to cast the cards, to see 
whether in fact his soul existed 

* 

and song comes with a furrow of tears 
tears that well from the heart's stone 
or spring suddenly-a wave of joy and sorrow
when we reflect on life 
and see the marvels around us existing 
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without our even wanting without our even sensing 
then words rise from our breath 

* 

walking with apathy amid the blaring lights 
as the flayed souls passed before his eyes 
he murmured "0 God, this endless heaven, 
and your angels walking on the rigorous path" 

* 
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GAZING AT FORESTS 
(Athens: Metaichmio, 2002) 

TRANSLATED BY RICK M. NEWTON 
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Η ΒΑΠΤΙΣΗ 

πως ~ρέΘηκα σ' αύτά τά δάση 
μέ τίς σκιές, άνθρώπινες ά1tουσίες, 

δέν ύπακοϋν στην άδήριτη άκινησία 
περιπλανιοϋνται μαζί μου___.εtναι δ,τι μένει 
άφοϋ παρέλΘ•ει άκόμα κι δ θάνατος 

-δχι φαντάσματα, χοροί 1tνευμάτων, 
ίσκιοι μονάχα ίσκιοι μ· άκολουΘοϋν 
παράδοξα ~ου:κολικος διασχίζω τ' όνειροπολήμα 
λογης τερτίπια φυτικά γόρω ,μου διακλαδώνονται 

ρίγη, θεότητες της έρημιaς, κι σί δρόμοι 
σ~ήνουνε χάνονται καταλήγουν 
προς τά νερά ποu ψεόγουν μ' δρμη άπόκρημνη 

και στέκομαι στην οχθη τοϋ ποταμοϋ 
τοπίο Βάπτισης 

δλα ύπάρχουν (σάν άπ.εικόνιση) 
μαϋροι μεγάλοι θάμνοι, φωτα έξ ούρανοϋ, 
~ράχοι και καταρράκτες, πέστροφες και γυρίνοι, 
ά!κόμα και το -rοεριστέρι ( άπ' τά λευκά) 
~να, μοναδ~κό, πεταρίζει 
άκόμα και ~ φωvη (τοϋ δικοϋ μου πατέρα) 
θαρρείς ,ετν· ~τοιμη ν' άκοuστεί 

καί δέν γνωρίζω 
l:Χν εtμαι δ ύποψήφιος άναδeκτός, γιά νά γδυθω, 
η δ άνάδοχος, καί πρέπει νά π·εριμένω 
τότε γίνομαι ~αmιστης τοϋ έαυτοϋ •μου 
δίχως τά ροϋχα μου ~ουτω, άναδόομαι 
στο κέντρο της «κολuμ~ήθρας», 
παγώνω, άνατριχιάζω κι άμέσως ~γαίνω 
μονήρης μές στά ξέφωτα 

δπου νιώθω νά μην εχω πιά δνομα 
τη μοίρα ένος ποu όφείλει νά σταυρωθεί 
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BAPTISM 

How have I ended up in these woods 
with their shadows, their absence of humanity, 
that heed not the unbreakable laws of immobility 
that roam about with me-they are whatever 

abides 
after even death has passed 
-not apparitions, bands of spirits, 
shadows only shadows follow me 
strangely bucolic I traverse the daydream 
various wiles of vegetation branch out around me 
chills, divinities ~f the desert, and the paths 
fade and vanish leading 
toward waters that course with precipitous force 

and I stand on the river bank 
a Baptismal landscape 
everything is there (as in the icon) 
big black bushes, light streaming from heaven, 
frogs and waterfalls, trout and tadpoles, 
even the dove (the white kind) 
singular, unique, fluttering 
even the voice (of my own father) 
on the verge, you'd swear, of audibility 
and I can't tell 
whether l am the initiation candidate, about to 

disrobe, 
or the sponsor, required to wait 

it is then I become my own baptist 
unclothed I plunge, I resurface 
in the center of the "font," 
I freeze, shiver and emerge straightway 
a hermit in the clearing 
where I feel as if I no longer have a name 
the fate of one who must be crucified 
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·και Λέω, tπιτέλους, εtμαι φωvη ~οωντος 
ιμά •Κανείς δeν έρχεται πίσω :μου 
Ο:ρα γιατί νά: μ• <brοΚιεψαλίσουν 

πάω dνάλαφρος yιά τήν <Χνά~αση 
προσηλωμένος στο νόη.μα τοΟ ~ουνοΟ 
άφανής, άδιόρατος 
σάν λουλούδι, σάν πέτρα 
~ σάν το καθ·ετί πού δέν χρειάζεται πιά νά το όvομάζω 
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and I say, finally, I am the voice of one crying 
but no one follows behind me 
why then must they behead me 

with a spring in my step I head for the ascent 
my thoughts riveted on the meaning of the mountain 
as invisible, as imperceptible 
as a flower, as a stone 
or as every single thing I need no longer name 
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THE STONING OF ST. STEPHEN 

The scene is on a dirt road 
with houses about 

the Youth, on his knees, in white 
two teenagers pelting him with stones 

the one all in red 
the other all in green 

and from the window in the distance 
a face, cheek resting on hand, 
watches them 

this is not martyrdom 
but a poor neighborhood from sometime 
where boys hold afternoon rock fights 
and others over there, hidden 
by the frame, laugh 

playing at marbles 
rolling their hoops 
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TWINS 

That sleep should deaden us 
That death should lull us 
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Η θΥΣΙΑ ΤΟΥ ΑΒΡΑΑΜ 

πηρα στα χέρια μου δ,τι εtχα πιο σπαραχτικα 
άγαπήσει και ~γflκα εξω τήν αύγή, 
Μήδεια άρσενιική ιμέ CΧλλοθι ούράνιο, 
να πάω για χάρη Του να το σφάξω 

επρεπε, λέει, να μάθω τ[ σημαίνει θυσία 
γι· αύτο γεννήθηκα 

για να μοϋ άρπάξουν, λέει, ό:κόμη και το άνύπαρκτο 

μέσ' άπ' τα χέρια, δμως έγώ να ύμνω αίώνια 
τή γενναιοδωρία Του 

άλλ' δπως <!ιγflκα και άνέ~αινα 
το άρχέτυπο τοϋ Γολγοθ<Χ, 

κι δλη ·~ ζωή, παιδί άνίδεο, πλάι μου γελοuσιε, 
<Βρέθηκα να κρατ(;) τήν c.Jρα 'ΙtΟύ σήκωσα το μαχαίρι 
gνα ~κριάρι (κατ· άλλους μύθους πιο λαμπρούς 
gνα έλάφι) 

και τό-rε φώναξα: «θεέ μου, γιατί έπιτέλους· 
κι αν σώθηκε δ,τι άγαπω, .και σοσ εtμαι εύγνώμων, 
τοϋτο τ' άθ&ο το ζωντανό, 
δέν εtναι, άλίμονο, κι αύτο σπλάχνο δι,κό σου, 
Πα~δοκrονε; » 
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THE SACRIFICE OF ABRAHAM 

I took in my arms what I most poignantly 
loved and set out at dawn, 
a male Medea with heavenly alibi, 
to go slaughter it for His sake 

I must, He says, learn the meaning of sacrifice 
that's why I was born 
to have, He says, even the nonexistent 
snatched from my arms, but my task is to sing 

eternal hymns 
to His munificence 

. but as I stepped out and began ascending 
the archetype of Golgotha, 
and my entire life, an unsuspecting child, was 

laughing at my side, 
the moment I raised the knife I found myself 

clutching 
a ram (in other more resplendent myths 
a deer) 

and then I cried: "My God, why, oh why; 
even if what I love has been spared, and I am 

grateful to you, 
is not this innocent living creature, 
alas, your own flesh and blood as well, 
Child-killer?" 
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IMMURED VOICE 

They have walled up a voice in here 
behind the bookcase, 
at night it whispers all the sayings 
of the gray poets, the melancholy, 

THE CHARIOTEER 

since from their very writings will emerge 
the drone-the texts have come to life 
and murmur whatever the deep-sighing esthetes 
have imprinted-or perhaps something 
innermost stirs, soul of building, 
breath of rock, rustling of Lazarus 
before the stone is lowered, the prisoner 
of Montecristo, my guardian angel, 
who digs, knolls and summons me, 
the hum of hordes beneath the walls-here 
where I sit an embittered emperor 
in the celestial, forbidden, city 
and seething outside is the necessity of invasion, 
the demolition of the world, the element 
immured in every single construction 
coming without fail to carry me off 
to where all is transformed into moon 
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BYZANTINE 

In the midst of the sky, the half-moon, 
Turkish crescent, and all is grief 
and drowned passion-Eros 
keeping watch in an undertaker's office 
smells of honeysuckle and cesspool and raki 
such heat 

(a psalm arises 
a silence out of matter) 

Ioannina, Summer 2000 
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ΕΝΑΣ ΟΡθΟΔΟΞΟΣ ΣΤΟ ΠΑΡΙΣΙ 

'Όταν .μιλοuν γι· ά:σκητικη σ· ενα σαλόνι 

-στη Rue de Rennes, στο Montparnasse-
τό: δέντρα καl τό: κτίρια ·είναι 'ΙtαλιΕ.ς νταντέλες 
ένω ή δροσιό: ραντίζει άόρατη το μόνο '!fεσκο 
στον κη'Ιtο τοΟ Κεραμει·κοu μΕ. τlς κρωξιΕ.ς των γλάρων 
( 'Ιtαραί.σθηση φας ΚΟU'Ιtαστης ά'lt' το Αίγαϊο) 
"Αθωνας, λέξη μαyικη 

σαλός, λέξη •μυστήριο 

κι έγώ 'ltOU είδα μοναστήρια, έκκλησιΕ.ς 
f6ασιλι·κό: στοuς aσ'Ιtρους τενεκέδες 
και φίλησα, 'Ιtωδί, το χέρι ένος rκαλόγερου 

'ltOu μύριζε ·άνθόνερο καt τα'!fεινο σα'Ιtούνι 

ά'lto άγνο λάδι έλιcχς 

μαθαίνω τώρα 'Ιtώς είχα τότε άγγίξει 

άμέριμνα τη μυστικη σαγήνη 

είναι 'Ιtρωί, στον Σηκουάνα 
και χαράζει 'Ιtάνω ά'lt' τό: 'Ιtέτρινα σκοτάδια 

της Δέσ1τοινας τοΟ ΠαρισιοΟ 

άνατολη 1τοu μοιάζει δύση-οχι αύτο δΕ.ν είναι φως 

·είναι τό: 'Ιtράσινα, τό: κόκκινα, τό: 'Ιtορφυρά, 

το &τόφιο •μάλαμα 'Ιtαλαιολόγειας Είκόνας 
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AN ORTHODOX IN PARIS 

When they speak of asceticism in a salon 
-on the Rue de Rennes, in Montparnasse
the trees and buildings are antique lace 
while the dew unseen dampens the sole pine 
in the Jardin des Tuilleries with the seagulls' cries 
(hallucination of a deck from the Aegean) 
Athos, a magical word 
crazed, a mystery word 

and I who have seen monasteries, churches, 
basil potted in white cans 
and who, as a child, kissed the hand of a monk 
that smelled of rose water and humble soap 
from pure olive oil 
am now learning that I had once nonchalantly 
touched mystical enchantment 

it is morning, on the Seine 
and dawn is breaking above the stone darkness 
of the Notre Dame of Paris 

a dawn that looks like dusk-no this is not light 
it's the greens, the reds, the mauves, 
the pure gold of a Palaeologian Icon 
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CAREER 

I will hang on the cross like a strange 
vine of flesh 
and the cities opposite me will look on 
-chimneys, mansions, ports, crowds--

(jackdaws and waxen clouds 
and the sun a deep scar, 
the backdrop for my passion will rain 
blood-water to fade the colors) 

THE CHARIOTEER 

an escalator, whence I will arise again 
from the depths of subterranean stations, 
unexpectedly, the corpse of the ephemeral 
res~rrected from the grave 

at noon I will appear with my stigmata 
there, on the elevator that will lift me 
on high-the ascent to the seventh floor, 
to the department of the Ministry 

the secretary will come home on wings 
to lead me chillingly to the airtight 
chamber where my father 
will be standing, a high office in his hands, 

(a commendation for all I endured 
on the cross) and as I pass through the exit 
microphones will be awaiting me, that I may tell them 
with tears in my eyes, "Love one another!" 

ANGELS AND BEGGARS 

A rainy Sunday morning I was crossing the square 
where the Church of Kapnikarea has stood for a thousand 

years 
(during the Turkish period, the Church of the Princess) 
built as if from bones and golden charcoal; 
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the liturgy had ended 
the faithful were coming out chewing holy bread, 
an old woman in black begging for a morsel 
sitting at the entrance, 
a young man farther down 
alms-begging (for his fix) 
stuttering in Greek 

drizzle was falling 
making all around leprous, 
an eternity riveted there forever, 
dreamy barbaric configurations 
buried in the golden black, 
the old woman, a blatant legendary figure, ageless, 
on the stoop--at the gravesite-with a beggar's solemnity 
without pretense perfectly holy 
(Barbara or Maura) 
the youth, exhausted (Poor Forerunner, Francois Villon) 
from the trash-heaps of history 
was emerging as a ghost of the age 
to exist once again, begging for pity from the city folk 
who in their piety, practicality, and tidiness 
do not believe in age-old visions 
and pray for health and wealth, promotion and prosperity 

in the Now 
condescending to show occasional mercy to the no-counts 
-this is the world 

all was one, that's what the storm brought about, 
and I did not know where I was heading 
what trick life was again playing on me behind my back 
how God participates in the ephemeral 
whom He favors 
what are the roads calling me to venerate them 
who is right, who is wrong-

and I passed by in a rush as if I was not 

March 1999 
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ΔΥΟ ΚΟΡΙΠ:ΙΑ 

Στtς οuό μοu κόρες 

Στον κfiπο Ο:νοι~ε φα πόρτα καί μπfiκαν δυο κορίτσια 
λές κι εφταναν άπ' το σχολείο 

μα ηταν ξωτικά, πούπουλα δλόξανθα 

ποu σεμvα καταδέχτηκαν νά 'ρθουν μές στοuς άνθρώπους 

πίσω τους εσερναν κλωστές 

είχαν στίς άκρες τους δεμένα άyόρια 
φτερωτα καί πολύχρωμα, τίς εδεσαν στα κλαριά, 
τίς Ο:φησαν στον άέρα, κι οί εφη~οι άνέ~ηκαν 
άνέ~ηκαν ψηλα-χαρτα'ίτοί, μπαλόνια, άερόστατα 

ϋστερα έκείνες κάθησαν στη χλόη, εγινε ή αύλή μου 
δωμάτιο παιδικό, τα φυτα 
ζωγραφιές σέ ύφάσματα είχαν πάνω τους ζωα 
ποu δέV είχα ποτέ ξαναδεί 
λειτούργησαν μηχανισμοί νερωv, ύδάτινες (;ιεντάλιες 
σκαρφάλωσαν στα σύννεφα πουλιά-όρει~άτες 
δ flλιος fjταv έπιτέλους στ· άλήθεια σχέδιο μαργαρίτας 
άνοίξανε τσάντες μαθητικές 

Ε~γαλαν άπο μέσα '~ι~λία ·Καί τετράδια ~αμrμένα 
μέ χρυσή μ πογ ια 

μοu ζήτησαν μαζ( τους να μελετήσω 
τά 'ξέραν δλα, δ~μως μέ τρόπο άνάποδο 
τα γράμματά τους, άριθμοί 
κι οί άριθμοί τους, γράμματα 
μέ μπέρδεψαν σ· άπίθανες άντιστροφές 
μόλις κουράστηκαν, ~ουλώσανε τ' αύτιά τους μέ Κ·εράσια 
κι Ο:ρχισαν να χορεύουν στοuς ιείρμοuς της σιωπfiς 

οταν το ψως ~ασ(λεψε 

λύσανε τίς rκλωστές, τίς τρά~ηξαν, κατέ~ασαν τ' άyόρια 
άπο ψηλα-πήγαιναν, λέει, άλλοϋ 
δπου είναι τώρα ~μέρα 

πάντα κάπου ~είναι μέρα, rμou είπαν. 
κι εφυγαν 
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TWO GIRLS 

to my two daughters 

A door opened to the garden and two girls entered 
as if arriving from school 
but they were sprites, fair fluffs of down 
that had humbly deigned to mingle with mortals 

they were dragging threads behind them 
tied to the ends were boys 
winged and multicolored, they attached the strings to the 

branches, 
let them blow in the wind, and the youths ascended 
ascended high-kites, balloons 

then the girls sat on the grass, my yard became 
a child's room, the plants 
fabrics painted with creatures 
I had never seen before 
fountains shooting arcs of water 
mountain-climber birds scrambled up to the clouds 
finally the sun truly took the shape of a daisy 
book bags opened 

they took out books and folders colored with gold paint 
and asked me to study with them 

they knew, but in reverse order, 
all their letters, numbers 
and their numbers, letters 
confused me with.their incredible reversals 
as soon as they grew tired, they plugged their ears with cherries 
and began dancing to the melodies of their silence 

when the light set 
they untied the strings, pulled them in, brought down the boys 
from above-they were going, they said, to some other place 
where it is day now 

it's always day somewhere, they told me, 
and left 
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MUD 

Damp soil glistening in the twilight 
you were woman 

THE CHARIOTEER 

OUR LADY OF THE MYRTLES 

Out of the myrtle comes a rose 
-incomprehensible-its head drooping, 
when nature suddenly ripens, transgressing the 

rule 
mother of archetypal imagination, and I an infant 
looking in the evening for a nipple to nestle on 
in the verdant kingdom 
where deer 
with poise and disdainful purity 
graze (or do they bow in reverence?) 

And what if I have spent years as a convict of my 
soul, 

the taste of myrtle now, a guileless poison, mingles 
with the fragrance 

of the rose, in this twilight, and hypnotizes me, 
the sky will gradually blossom with stars, 
the prayers I would like to mumble 
to exorcise my melancholy 
and see trees filling again with mystery 
and people tormenting themselves in the toil of 

mind and heart 
and their exceptional effort being easily rewarded 

with a miracle 

something the south wind's howl cannot assail 
lurks in this place where even the turning of a page 

in a notebook 
unsettles the ghosts, 
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and an angel's treading on the grass disturbs 
stoic cemeteries 

who knows if the inhabitants recognize you 
in this place, and yet this is the spot you 
found to become my thought's fixation, 
in this dank land of moss and golden-haired water 

sprites, 
this rocky garden of Gothic statues 
bereft of light 
(how strange) and although 
a chapel with brittle thorns in the scorching noon 

befits you 
you preferred the luxury of wisdom's gardens to 

simply sprout, 
in a different place, 
though you render human knowledge null and 

void, peculiar plant, 
and are no legend but reality 
the way the half-crazed poet saw you dangling 
in different guise 
-pear trees laden with curling roses
over the lake 

night is now closing in on me 
candles are not due you nor even psalms 
and so I will write you no hymn, 
I will only fashion the idea of you 
bare and unadorned in my mind 
the way it was when I fell in love with it 
in these foreign lands, because even 

embellishments 
are deemed superfluous, since just your name is 
the hallmark of dream 

Oxford, May Day Eve 1999 
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THE ROAD WITH THE ANTIQUITIES 

A bit ahead of the moon 
stand ruins official attendants 
while I make my way in a dilapidated life 
where discontinuity in imposing 
and orderly fashion 
becomes the measure of death 

-the Perfect (hubris in other respects) 
exists only in crippled form 
like people's dreams 
under that gaze that-look
emerges in a complete orb 

LUCIFER 

Two-faced star, on the verge of sin 
blight over the ridge with rock formations 
brilliant essence of dark impudence 
though you flicker deceptive in my azure windowpane 
beneath you is the ever-gaping pit, pandemonium 

radiance so vulnerable that you degenerate into harshness 
candle lit for the sake of the transgressor 
spark of inextinguishable fireworks 
at times you are a jewel, at times a monster 

today again I am expecting two creatures to come 
and mystically weave an astral connection with me 
(the one will be a demon, the other a woman) 
but it's you I find again, persistent, restless, 
a flash in shiny leather, and I wonder· 
how it is that a light can suffer punishment 
how it is that an icicle can become a furnace of gloom 

and suddenly-it all made sense to me, 
I saw your era through to the end 
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without god or devil (a machine that works on its own) 
and I pitied you 
shining so alone over your lal?or 
for the first time so sweetly compassionate 
looking down bitterly on your grim achievement 

and I thought 
what more can humility be 
perhaps than simply this and nothing else, my poor star, 

you 
a detail noticed by no one, however culpable, 
a speck on the margin of the page 
a Pygmalion forgotten by his student 
and whose magic is no longer of any use 

WILD OLIVE TREES 

When we were small, they honored us 
when we were hidden, they searched for us 
when we were bitter, they picked us 
to glorify the engagement ceremony 

DAPHNIS AND CHLOE 
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to Sophia 

Come away with me to the distant island of Lesbos 
where the sunset is picture-perfect 
with the olive trees and pine groves 
let us forever rid ourselves of the stifling house and garden 
and live again as we once did and rediscover ancient 
laws within the golden waters and primal light 
avenging every remorse and guilt 
and if in the end we cannot be youthful 
lovers like the shepherds in Paradise 
let them say that we sacrificed even our happiness 
children who vanished defenseless in search of a wilder joy 
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IEPA ΜΟΥ ΦΑΙΝΟΝΤΑΙ ΜΟΝΟ ΤΑ ΔΕΝΤΡΑ 

·Ιερό: μοϋ φαίνονται μόνο τό: δέντρα 

μένουν στήν τέλεια θέση 
μέ 1τροσκαλοϋν-«γίνε δ1tως έμείς 
μήν ταξιδεόεις 1τ~α μές στίς 1τράξεις 
δέξου άνέμους, δέξου έ1τοχές 
Ο:σ' τή ζωή να ξέρει» 

Lερα μοϋ φαίνονται μόνο τα δέντρα 

σήματα οίωνων 
φωλιές 1tνευμάτων 
δωρητές σκιaς 

άφηγοσνται δλόκληρη τήν ίστορία 
μέ χίλια λόγια, μ' ~ναν 1tαλ•μό 

ίερα μοΟ φαίνονται μόνο τα δέντρα 

1ταραδίνονται στ' δλοκαύτω.μα τό τερ1τνό 
ρι1τές ρεμ~ασμοϋ φλογισμένου 
μαντικές ό1ττασίες 1τυρσων 
είκόνες των Τριων Παίδων 

lερα μοϋ φαίνονται μόνο τα δέντρα 

χα'ίδεμένα ά1τ' τό χέρι τοϋ Χαλαστη 
μέ φροντίδα χριστουγεννιάτικη 
κι δ:ς εtναι Ο:νοιξη 
κι δ:ς εtναι φθινό1τωρο 

ίερα μοϋ φαίνονται μόνο τα δέντρα 

μνημεία στίς 1ταρυφές τοΟ έφή·μερου 
κυκλωνες ilχων, σύμ1ταντα 
1tΟύ χωροuν στ' αύτια καl στα μάτια 
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ONLY THE TREES SEEM SACROSANCT 

Only the trees seem sacrosanct to me 

they stay in the perfect spot 
beckoning me-"be like us 
stray no more in activity 
accept~nds,acceptseasons 

let life know" 

only the trees seem sacrosanct to me 

givers of omens 
nests of spirits 
granters of shade 
they tell their whole history 
in a thousand words, in a single palpitation 

only the trees seem sacrosanct to me 

they surrender to the delightful holocaust 
gusts of blazing meditation 
prophetic visions of flaming torches 
icons of the Three Youths 

only the trees seem sacrosanct to me 

caressed by the hand of the Spoiler 
, ~th thoughts of Christmas 
though it be spring 
though it be autumn 

only the trees seem sacrosanct to me 

monuments along the edge of the ephemeral 
cyclones of sounds, universes 
that fit in our ears and eyes 
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ίερά μοΟ φαfνονται ·μόνο τά δέντρα 

&'Π· αύτά ~γη καν στέφανα 
ύλοτομήθηκαν τοΟ ΣταυροΟ τό: δοκάρια 
μό: δέν ξέρουν τ( θά 1tεί 
δόξα, θυσ(α 

μένουν ~~~εί 
ση μα( νουν 

άθελά τους καρτεροΟν θριαμ~ευτικό: 
~ σεμνό: ύ'ΠΟΚύ'ΠτΟυν στης θύελλας το μαρτύριο 

ίερό: μοΟ φα(νονται μόνο τό: δέντρα 

τά 'Παντοδύναμα 
χωρlς νό: το δε(χνουν 

κάθε φορό: 'ΠΟU τό: ρ(χνουν σ'Παράζει ό θεος 
κάθε φορό: 'ΠΟU yκρεμ(ζονται 
"ι φύση &ναρωτιέται «'Πώς y(νεται 
νά σωριαστεί ~νας Τιτάνας, 
μή'Πως φτάνει "ι Συντέλεια»; 

ίερά μοu φα(νονται μόνο τό: δέντρα 

δ1tως έ~είνο 'ΠΟU Ε6λε1τα δταν flμουν 'Παιδί 
&'Π· το 'Παράθυρό μου 

νό: μη ~yάζει 'Ποτέ φύλλα 
εστεκε ά'Πέναντι, στο χάλασμα, 
σό: νά η::ερ(μενε κάτι 

κι έyώ 'Προσευχόμουν οί θεοί νό: το λυ"ΠηθοΟν, 
&Ο'Που το •εtδα εvα 'Πρωί νό: y(νεται, 
το ξερο καί το στέρφο, 
δλο άτόφιο άσήμι 

κι άντl yιό: φύλλωμα νό: στέκουν 'Πάνω του 
&στέρια &εικ(νητα 
κι εtπα ·&'Πο μέσα μου 
«τ( σοΟ εtναι δ κόσμος» 

ίερά μοΟ φα(νονται μόνο τά ιδέντρα-

Καί τά 'ΠΟυλιό: 

·ι οόνιος 1999 
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only the trees seem sacrosanct to me 

from them came wreaths 
from them were hewn the beams of the Cross 
but they know not the meaning of 
glory, sacrifice 
they stay there 
signifying 
without intent they endure in triumph 
or submit in humility 
to martyrdom by storm 

only the trees seem sacrosanct to me 

almighty 
without making a display 
each time they are cut down God quakes 
each time they are felled 
nature wonders "how can 
a Titan collapse, 
is the end of the world at hand?" 

only the trees seem sacrosanct to me 

like the one I could see when I was a child 
from my window 
and it never sprouted leaves 
it stood there, amid the destruction, 
as if waiting for something 
and I would pray that the gods take pity on it, 
until one morning I saw 
the withered barren thing 
turn into solid silver 
and instead of foliage stars were hovering over it 
in perpetual motion 
and I said to myself 
"what a world this is" 

only the trees seem sacrosanct to me-

and the birds june 1999 
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FORLORN 

Βρέθηκα ά'Πόψε ξαφνικα μ"Προς σ· εναν ό~ελίσκο 

δεν ηταν ονειρο, ηταν <6ροχη 
ι3αθια δ κόσμος έσGηνε σε άχνες έ,κτάσεις, 

κι έγω 'μ'Ποροϋσα να δια<6άσω καθαρα 
τη σκοτιειvη γραφή. 'Έλεγε: «Ξόδεψα μια ζωη 

κοιτάζοντας δάση 
ά'Π' το παράθυρο τοϋ τρένου, 
χωρiς να ξέρω aν θα φτάσω 'Ποτε 
χωρiς να ξέρω ά'Πο 'ΠΟU ξεκίνησα 
χωρlς να ξέρω τί διασχίζω, 

το <6αyόνι 'μου τό 'λεγαν Χίμαιρα 
κι iiμουν δ ,μόνος του έ'Πιι3άτης» 
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FORLORN 

Tonight I suddenly found myself in front of an 
obelisk 

it was no dream, it was rain 
the world was fading deep into pale distances, 
and I could clearly make out 
the obscure script. It said: "I have spent a life 
gazing at forests 
from the train window, 
without knowing if I will ever arrive 
without knowing where I started 
without knowing what I am crossing, 
my cars name was "Chimera" 
and I was its sole passenger." 
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CHRISTMAS TIME 

A host of fireflies swarms amid the green 
on the topmost branch glows a tower 
the King and Queen in a meadow of felt 
the jack reflected in a silver globe 
a crystal lamp, Cinderella's slipper 
the ballerina twirling on a pale iceberg 
the black forest filled with chandeliers, 
the birthday cake, Pierrot's joyous tomb 
churches aglow with candles, Gothic candelabra 
golden astronauts dangling from half-moons 
tiny cars make their way somewhere outside 

Petersburg 
little boxes of angels' complaints 
treasures of gold foil chocolate wrappers 
deer on mounds of sugar 
and in the ravine, the makeshift cave 
the Mother, the Babe and the unwrapped package 

I open it and find the novel 
that I would like to have written 
a gift from my Enemy 
I read it as if watching a film 
in which the lights slowly dim as it comes to an end 
bursts of applause 
I step out into a city 
on the edge of the world 
midnight and clock towers chiming 
snow falling 
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PALM-BEARER 

Whatever I say, a gust of wind-passes through 
like a thief 

creates a slight stir 
then vanishes-a nothing
in the distance without a trace 

things wax and wane with the moon 
people's sorrowful faces 
uninhabited bodies inside sculpted tombs 
the crippled crawl 
in the temple porch-from afar 
comes something like wind, like light 

whatever I say, a gust of wind 
in the burial garden with the dug graves 
walls damp, painted 
lashed by tears, warm rain, 
and wiped out 

and here I am a dog at high noon being pelted with 
rocks 

and I here I am being walled up while still 
standing, 

a white bas-relief against the dark stone, 
they bury me alive, feed me dirt 
crack my face, seal my eyes shut with clay 
the world vanishes 

years later the very ones who buried me now open 
me. 

I awake; hammers and tools, I hear my 
disinterment 

the receding of the walls and the removal of"the 
weights-from afar 

comes something like wind, like light 
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whatever I say, a gust of wind-passes through like 
a thief 

creates a slight stir 
then vanishes-a nothing
in the distance without a trace 

and here I am 
a festive palm branch tied to the marble and 

waving for some feast day 
and here I am following along with many 

others 
a detail in a horde spilling out in anguish 
along streets alleys avenues cobblestones 
and here I am asking at last 
for a place to yield 
looking for ground grass soil to step on 
in search of something, even a sprig of laurel, to 

cling to 
now that another rhythm of life, they say, is surely 

making its way here 

1981-1999 
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CARNATION 

Aromatic spices 
velvety bitter almond 
are your petals, 
your stalk 
is gristle to the knife 

I vouch for your boldness 
so deep in color and so strong in scent 

the rose is a different species 
more magical and more celestial 
with its hidden angelic 
thorn of arrogance 

but you exude 
eroticism and forgiveness 
with no concern 
for back-stabbing threats 

that is why you do not easily age 
why you do not easily give up your leaves 
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CONFIDANT 

I do not want to be a bard or troubadour 
I want to be a simple interpreter of dreams 
with friends to take me before the king 
to solve the riddles of his sleep 

but then I would have need of words 
to speak and interpretations to provide-
I would require fortune's good graces 
whether the seven disasters are truly at hand 

or the victory will not delay, 
to become a master advisor, a confidant, 
to govern the secrets of the universe 
in an office with dream-interpreting books 

and with sharp instruments etch 
my signs on yellow pages 
mark the walls with scenes of Pyramids 
and Babylonian palaces that recall 

modem skyscrapers. But surely one day 
I would make a mistake in my predictions 
and end up before the executioner a pitiable sight 
but also proud, compelled to give my life 

in payment for a dream 
something a charlatan bard or troubadour 
would never have come close to daring 
for all that his verses and meters say of dreams 
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VISIT TO THE MUNICH GLYPTOTEK 

Frigid footsteps in forests of statues 
Silenus with legs spread apart 
eternally evokes the ephemeral 
and German foliage in the window evoking 
the nostalgia from a horror 

(whatever I have loved in this world 
arises from pain-a bloodthirsty star, 
the sun blackens and turns into a pouncing spider 
and the Crucified Christ 
fully naked stretches over it 
all the rest are chimneys spewing smoke 
from a human holocaust) 

and I, a tourist in a museum, 
a heeder of oracles, a harmless pedestrian 
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APOCALYPSE 

Crouching in a room-cave I was seeking to record whatever 
merited avoiding from the ephemeral world 

I too am ephemeral, created for death, but a formidable 
player against my chess opponent, eternal self-delusion 

-all my ideas had proven vain, all my longings had 
succumbed-

when suddenly my gaze fell on the wall with the bookcase, 
next to the window overlooking the urban countryside 

and the entire case with its gold-bound tomes turned into a 
Babylonian monastery, hanging for years over my head 
and casting its shadow over me 

(bank of knowledge, monster of great price, mine of 
intellect, sarcophagus of feeling) 

and next to this skyscraper, with the sculpted arabesques 
on the front and all the inscriptions, escutcheons and 
seals, the titles and names engraved on the black or red 
or green or blue leather, 

my gaze fell and was engulfed by the gaping hole with the 
open windows and shutters that revealed the systems of 
trees and flowers 

and I heard a voice inside me saying, "Now see how terror 
will seem like a banquet" 

and I see something like spring, a generosity; an 
excruciating exaltation, flooding in from all sides, 
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two birds skimmed over the cypress trees and let out a 
menacing caw, and all the leaves shuddered, and all the 
grass turned a deeper green, and all the unseen 
creatures (turtles, mice) I imagined were crouching 
frozen stiff in the growth 

it was the moment when the beast of the purple blossom 
right under the rosebush branches spread its wings a bit 
wider and roared, in the speechless silence, from satiety 

and then the butterfly appeared, compassionate, avenger, 
and with an invisible sword swooped down low and 
pierced its heart 

I did not see its blood, but I noticed that the breeze blew 
and carried it away, gently stripping off a petal that flew 
dazed to where the lilac poles were drooping 

then I see the irises and geraniums rejoicing over the 
humiliation of the monstrous rose vaguely despoiled by 
the breeze, but the rose was not ruined 

and from the depths of the ivy, locks of Absalom or Samson 
tossed on the garden wall, the thrush appeared and 
stabbed the dragon mightily in the dirt, a long sleek 
worm slithering among the roots and tormenting the 
hyacinth 

there was a great solemnity in its eyes, its attire, and its 
movement, the way an angel of the Lord performs his 
grim duty 

and after casting an indifferent glance roundabout, it hid 
once again in the ancient prophetic laurel that has now 
become a mere decoration, in houses that looked like 
temples but were not 
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and I saw the web where the spider had tip-toed, an Indian 
goddess with multiple arms, woven in a large tropical 
plant with leaves like blades, reading the omens while 
they painted it the colors of the rainbow. 

and in a single ray of sunlight that had dawned like a thick 
curtain of green and had cut the garden in two, myriads 
of whirling hosts spun visibly in the wind, the polar 
stars, fairy dust, insects, gusts of unseen life 

and the sparrows everywhere on the ground, briskly 
hopping, formed another regiment, lightly armed, 
anxiously awaiting the order from above 

and I saw the two birds that had originally let out the 
menacing caws sitting now, far off, their claws wrapped 
around branches gigantic and full of promise, among 
the silver leaves, swaying blissfully and observing an 
unbroken silence, in the breezes from the unseen ocean 

I could see only the top clusters since the rest were covered 
by walls and rooftops 

I saw no people and heard not even a voice except for the 
ventriloquist noise of the boulevard gently undermining 
the stillness 

and I see peeping out from the climbing vine, with its tiny 
trumpet flowers and little sprays of peacock tail, the 
once-sacred animal of the Egyptians, the one that lies in 
eternal ambush, whose glory is past, and sitting in the 
shade a self-complacent king who has seen better days 

it was then the sun began to set once and for all, and it 
seemed that time could no longer endure wielding its 
power 
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and in the opposite direction, deep on the horizon, 
unintelligible saffron clouds that seemed to be writing 
the words THE END on the sunset but did not do so 

and the glow flooded the room and the entire panoply of 
the bookcase was awash with light 

and the tower of doom was transformed into a palace and 
silver and gold and velvet and pearl 

and outside, nature had sunk and drowned in the indigo, 
and only the brass vault remained in the light of the 
blaze 

and I heard my own thought speaking and saying, "These 
two worlds, the one alive and the other written, from 
this point forward will become One 

write whatever you have seen because this is History
whatever detail your eye gleans, write it that instant 

all the rest, the main things (tragedies, actions, events) will 
soon pass 

the end of the world is contained in every slightest thing 
and every horror gives rise to the Blessing 
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when you will find yourself alone in the presence of death, 
not a single one of all the big important things you lived 
will keep you company 

only the insignificant and surreptitious thing that your eye 
caught will be what you see in your final hour" 

it was then I understood that this was what merited 
avoiding from the ephemeral world 

and I recorded it for all those who may someday wish to 
read it 

May-Summer 1999 
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