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EDITOR'S NOTE 

Nanos Valaoritis was a professor at San Francisco State University for 
twenty-five years. Back then, in the sixties and the seventies, California 
was a center of intellectual activity as well as of various political move
ments, which sought to put an end to the Vietnam War and to bring 
about catalytic social changes in the United States. When Nanos moved 
from Greece to San Francisco State University-first as a guest profes
sor, then as a regular member of the faculty-he found himself sur
rounded by academics who were very supportive of the humanities. He 
taught Comparative Literature and Creative Writing. Especially notable 
at this time of his career is his contribution to creative writing in the 
field of drama. Much as he had done before he moved to San Francisco, 
he continued to write both poetry and prose in Greek as well as in Eng
lish. He himself makes no distinction between his poetry and prose; he 
refers to both as his poetic work. His devotion to literature and his pro
ductivity during these years was greatly nurtured by his friendships 
with American authors and poets. At that time many Greeks distin
guished themselves in the sciences, but very few pursued a career in the 
humanities. Living abroad and being open to new ideas and ideologies 
was nothing new to Nanos. He had lived in England and in France, 
keeping company with some of the most creative and daring minds of 
the great era that followed World War II. Names such as Durrell, 
Spencer, Spender, Eliot, MacNeice, Breton, Peret leap to mind immedi
ately. It should be of great interest to many Europeans and Americans 
that Nanos knew these great men ofletters. Contemporary Greek poets 
might wish to study in depth the cross-fertilization of ideas that has pro
duced Nanos' enormous work. The poet to whom the present volume 
of the Charioteer is devoted was very fortunate to be the very young con
temporary of such stellar Greek poets as Seferis, Elytis, Gatsos, 
Embirikos, and Engonopoulos. He came to know French Surrealism 
before he graduated from the Gymnasium. Not too long after that he 
gained intimate knowledge of the English reaction to this novel and 
unconventional literary movement. 

Perhaps more than twenty years went by between the time I met 
Nanos at San Francisco State and the time I met him again at Starbucks 
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6 THE CHARIOTEER 

in Kolonaki in the Summer of 2005. I must admit that I never thought 
there would be a connection between Starbucks and literature. In a sur
realist way, Nanos proved me wrong. Not only did I meet him at Star
bucks, but I met him surrounded by affectionate friends and pupils. I 
knew that we had to talk about poetry-more specifically his own 
poetry. We agreed to meet in his house. It was a few months later, at the 
end of December 2005, that we met in Kolonaki on four successive 
evenings to talk about his profound and spectacular journey from pre
WWII Greece to present time. Surrounded by mountains of books and 
memorabilia, we allowed ourselves to drift into a spontaneous discus
sion of the persons, events, and political circumstances that constituted 
the fabric of Nanos' poetic work. Nanos was very happy to be inter
viewed and very eager to talk about not only significant times of his 
career but also about colorful details, such as the resemblance of his 
nose to that of T.S. Eliot. As we worked together long hours, the flow of 
life and literature in his apartment was constant. His wife and daughter 
were receiving guests. Young Greek poets would call him and invite him 
to poetic gatherings. A few of them would simply come to his apartment 
to discuss books. A publisher or two came while I was there. Nanos' 
apartment in Kolonaki gave me the impression of a never-ending poetry 
workshop which was also much like a literary salon. 

The text of our discussions is published in this volume. I feel very 
privileged to have had the benefit of such an immediate connection with 
one of Greece's most creative and most open minds in the modern era. 



INTRODUCTION* 

"We are terribly alone in Greece," wrote Nobel Prize winner George 

Seferis in 1963, lamenting the isolation of Greece and of those who write 

in Modem Greek. The language, dissociated from its glorious past by 
the tag "Modem," isolated in the vague zone between Europe and Asia, 

remains proverbially incomprehensible for the West. Even up to the 
Second World War the civilization and literature of modem Greece were 

rarely subjects of interest to Europeans, especially to the English. The 
first encounter of the two traditions, Greek and English, took place in 

the second decade of the twentieth century. At that time, E.M. Forster 
traveled to Alexandria, where he met Cavafy, and after returning to Eng
land, made Cavafy's poetry known in translations and essays, projecting 
the image of a Greek gentleman "with a straw hat standing absolutely 

motionless/at a slight angle to the universe." Otherwise, there prevailed 
in English literary culture a somewhat misunderstood image of Greece. 

Yeats' Byzantine poems and T.S. Eliot's verse "Mr. Evgenides, the Smyrna 
merchant/Unshaven, his pocket full of currants" comprised almost all that 
England knew about Greece at that time. 

Nevertheless, seven years later, toward the end of the 1940s, the 

well-known English writers Spender and WH. Auden wrote poetry 
reminiscent of Cavafy and Seferis, while Henry Miller and Lawrence 

Durrell spoke glowingly about the Modem Greek poets and about the 
Greek landscape in their works. And before the end of that decade, the 
two most important publishers in London, john Lehmann and Cyril 
Connolly, poets such as Bernard Spencer and Louis MacNeice, writers 
and well-known philologists, such as Steven Runciman, Maurice 
Bowra, Rex Warner and Patrick Lee Fermor, could be characterized, 

according to Lehmann himself, as "Greek-struck". And furthermore, 
they would all have agreed with what john Waller wrote in his poem 
"Spring in Athens" (1945): 

*This essay, written in Greek by Avi Sharon, is the Introduction to the volume of 
Valaoritis' Correspondence. 
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Athens for me was Katsimbalis, Seferis, Antoniou, new 
friends in new places. 

The speed, extent and markedly personal character of the discovery 
of Greece by English writers, through their acquaintance with the work 
and person of Seferis or the "Colossus" Katsimbalis, appear curious. 
When the "idyll" was crowned in 1948 with the great success of the first 
volume of Seferis' poetry, Nanos Valaoritis, then a young man, who had 
translated a large number of those poems, announced from London: 
'The wall is crumbling, George, falling. The seed has been sown beyond 
our borders." 

That complete reversal of the position of the English toward Greece 
was a surprising phenomenon, and Valaoritis had played a leading role 
in that reversal. Valaoritis recalls that in his first meeting with Stephen 
Spender in London, when he was twenty-three, Spender considered 
Greece as "a land inhabited by fishermen, farmers, merchants, and wait
ers. (Also many thieves, and terrible diseases)." Yet seven years later, in 
1952, Spender would dedicate a poem of his to Seferis and would say 
the fact that he had not gone to Greece was "disappointing to an extent 
that can only be understood by people who feel that Greece is the only 
place to which they could belong." 

The radical change in the views of Spender, which were characteris
tic of that period, could be considered a consequence of the Second 
World War: many English writers and philologists found themselves in 
the Aegean islands and contributed to kindling the interest of the Eng
lish in the people and landscape of Greece. But to obtain a fuller picture 
of this sudden "weakness" of the English for Greek letters during the 
1940s, we must take into account the role of those "new friends" in 
Athens and in London, and especially, the role of Seferis and Katsim
balis. The role of Nanos Valaoritis, whom Seferis had introduced to his 
new English friends, was decisive in advancing the relationship between 
Englishmen and Greeks. 

As soon as he arrived in London in 1944, Valaoritis set to work with 
publisher friends Lehmann (Penguin New Writing), Cyril Connolly 
(Horizon) and]. M. Tambinuttu (Poetry London) and for more than five 
years he became the unofficial envoy of Greek literature in London, the 
high point of his mission being his translation, with Bernard Spencer 
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and Lawrence Durrell, of "The King of Asine and Other Poems" in 1948. 
In 1993, by then a professor of comparative literature in California, 
Valaoritis admitted "he had never dreamed that [those years] would be 
the decisive turning point for Greek poetry in this century; which would 
lead to two Nobel prizes." 

The letters of Nanos Valaoritis to Seferis and Katsimbalis constitute 
a detailed record of those years. Through them we can better follow the 
progress of the discovery by the English of a contemporary and vibrant 
Greece, and the progress of the English edition of the poems of Seferis 
in 1948, which signaled the first real flowering of interest in modern 
Greek literature in England and opened the road for its international 
recognition. 

II 

No poetic transplanting from Greece to England would have succeeded, 
had there been no seed: a Greek writer or a movement strong enough to 
excite the interest of the foreign public. All that existed in the person of 
Yiorgos Seferis ("the Greek Eliot," according to Durrell) and in the liter
ary movement that had developed around him with the guidance of his 
friend and colleague Yiorgos Katsimbalis. The poetry of Seferis reached 
its maturity in his clearly modernist Mythistorema (1935) and later 
acquired almost classical status with "The King of Asine" (1940). The 
work of Seferis was the banner behind which the generation of the '30s 
followed. Many in Athens, Nanos Valaoritis among them, saw the poetry 
of Seferis as "a faraway beacon, like the thread of Ariadne," which helped 
the new generation of poets to escape the confusion and conservatism of 
the first decades of the century. Equally significant were the essays of 
Seferis, which brought to Greece for the first time the concepts of Anglo
American modernism and, along with the translations of Pound and 
Eliot, ignited a many-faceted explosion of Greek poetry and criticism. 
Seferis had helped Greek literature to pass into a new era and from 1935 
until the end of the decade all of his work, and the work of his colleagues, 
was published in the pages of Katsimbalis' journal Ta Nea Grammata. 

Ta Nea Grammata, like T. S. Eliot's Criterion or The Dial in New York, 
published the best work of the new writers called the "generation of the 
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'30s." The journal was the inspiration and product of the hard work of 
Yiorgos Katsimbalis, the protagonist of Henry Miller's Colossus of 
Maroussi. A veteran of the Balkan front in the First World War and a tire
less speaker, Katsimbalis devoted his life and his over-flowing energy to 
modern Greek poetry. Valaoritis considered him to be a point of refer
ence and mentor of a select group of "surprisingly well-informed Greeks 
who resembled a different race in Athens, which was still very conser
vative in literary matters and uninformed in matters of recent develop
ments." The leader, inspiration, and publisher of that modernist 
movement was Katsimbalis, who used any means to promote it: 
"maneuvers, ruses, extortion, pressure, attack, retreat, all the elements 
of the art of strategy." Without that inexhaustible "chief' of Ta Nea 
Grammata, one might justifiably wonder, as Valaoritis did in 1948: 
"Where would we be today?" 

Nanos Valaoritis became acquainted with these two pillars of the 
new literature, Seferis and Katsimbalis, in 1939, when three of his 
poems were accepted for publication in the journal. Valaoritis, great
grandson of Aristotle Valaoritis (1824-1879), earned his own place in 
the family of Greek letters when he joined the group of Ta Nea Gram
mata at age eighteen. Afterward, during the 1950s and later, he would 
continue his international career in Paris and in California, remaining 
one of the most significant and prolific leaders of modern Greek inno
vation. But in August of 1939, the eighteen-year-old poet, who sensed 
that his Greece was "the Greece of Seferis and [Kosmas] Politis," sud
denly found himself among the authors he admired, the newest mem
ber of that circle and, chronologically, probably the last poet of the 
generation of the thirties. 

Caught up in the feeling of participating in the rebirth of Greek 
poetry, Valaoritis was marked for life by that era, a "golden age" whose 
energy and hopeful perspectives he would never encounter again. 
Valaoritis however did not have many opportunities to enjoy his new 
position because both the activities of the circle of Ta Nea Grammata and 
publication of the journal were interrupted abruptly in 1940 by the war, 
scattering the "new friends," Greeks and Englishmen, to the four cor
ners of the earth. Nevertheless, the pre-war period was most productive 
for the development of friendships. Who were those friends and how 
did they meet? 
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III 

On the first day of the war in Europe (and just a few weeks after Valaori
tis had entered the circle of Ta Nea Grammata) two foreign writers, 
Henry Miller and Lawrence Durrell, made the acquaintance of Seferis 
and Katsimbalis in the center of Athens. Miller, the older by far, imme
diately aroused the interest of the two Athenians. In fact Seferis recorded 
that meeting of September I, I939 in a poem: 

Just as the sailor on the mast glided over the 
Tropic of Cancer and the Tropic of Capricorn ... 
and days passed from the first moment that he greeted 
us, removing and laying his head 
on the little iron table 
as the face of Poland was changing shape like an inkspot 
being absorbed by the blotting-paper ... 

But Miller, too, was deeply impressed by the Greek; he appears to 
have felt a kind of Socratic charm at work on him. When, a few days 
later, he went to Durrell's family home on Corfu, he sent a five-page let
ter to Katsimbalis, a letter which in the end became the sketch for The 
Colossus ofMaroussi (1941): 

Katsimbalis. Not Yiorgos Katsimbalis, because he is one of a 
kind. In his presence everything becomes laden with meaning 
and enjoyable. He is an authentic and autochthonous giant 
endowed with a sharp eye. He has the sight of Cyclops, gazing 
always toward the sky and beyond the horizon. He takes in con
currently what is near and far, as, for example, the aroma of a 
meal, the color of the hills, the shadows on the cliffs, the aes
thetic of a fashion, the ring of smoke from the cigarette in his 
hand. 

Miller's admiration for this Greek Gargantua who "revealed" the 
Greek countryside to him, gave birth to a hymn to light and to the clar
ity of Greece. With his passion for that which is primal and his descrip
tions of an emphatically non-classicallandscape, Miller's book was the 
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first to grant modern (or modernist) Greece a place on the literary map 
and marks the beginning of a productive "alliance" between Greek and 
English (and American) writers. The final scene of the book, the "crow
ing" of Katsimbalis on the Acropolis, which resounds up to the faraway 
"moderns" of Manhattan, is an utterly appropriate symbol of the role 
that Katsimbalis played in the recognition and spreading of Greek liter
ature abroad. 

Cockadoodledoo ... He leaped from hill to hill and climbed up 
to the ruins of the Parthenon ... The whole night had come to 
life from the crowing-all of Athens, all of Attica, all of Greece, 
so it seemed, until I almost imagined you waking up late at your 
office in New York, to hear those amazing crystalline peals: the 
crowing of Katsimbalis in Attica. That was epic, a marvelous 
moment and pure Katsimbalis. 

Thanks to Durrell's description, that scene became the point of ref
erence for many English and Greek writers for many years. 

Having lived in Greece since 1935, Lawrence Durrell was marked by 
his acquaintance with the contributors to Ta Nea Grammata. During the 
first months of 1940, with the war day by day approaching the Greek 
border, Durrell was writing in his letters to Miller (who had returned to 
New York) about his growing circle of Greek friends, a circle that already 
included Nanos Valaoritis, who in terms of age and language-as a 
speaker of English-was closest to him. At that time Durrell worked at 
the British Council, where he met the English philhellenes who had 
studied at Eton and Oxford and had come to Greece from the Balkans. 
Among them was Bernard Spencer, who had close ties with the genera
tion of the '30s in England. In August of 1940, Durrell ended his last let
ter of the summer to Miller as follows: "We are preparing to go to 
Mykonos, without any great expectations, having heard the roosters of 
Attica from the Acropolis." With those words Durrell completed the 
contribution of Miller to the discovery of Greece (The Colossus of 
Maroussi ends with that letter) and began his own, announcing at the 
same time as his departure to Mykonos, what would later develop into 
the ensuing master plan for the dissemination of Greek literature in 
England. The use of the plural in the previous sentence referred to three 
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writers, who eight years later would introduce Seferis to London: Lau
rence Durrell, Bernard Spencer and Nanos Valaoritis. 

A shy and dapper academic, Bernard Spencer arrived in Greece dur
ing the war and came to love it as deeply as Miller a few months earlier. 
He arrived in February of 1940 and left in April of 1941, his stay a few 

months longer than that of Miller, which was however sufficient. He 
came by train from Belgrade and upon entering Greece "the sun 
appeared and there was no longer snow. That gave me the strong 
impression that I was leaving the Europe I knew and entering a foreign 

land." Durrell saw that Greece had aroused the interest of the visiting 

poet and Spencer agreed, confessing the great significance of that con
nection in his 1946 poem "Spring Wind": 

Greece, I loved you so passionately 
Beyond all logic. 

The holiday on Mykonos with Valaoritis and Durrell was to be the 
last "Greek" trip for Spencer who would soon depart for Cairo for the 
duration of the war, where Durrell and the poets Robin Fedden, Terence 
Tiller and Keith Douglas would later join him. But those days in Greece, 
his first and last, were critical for both writers. During their short stay 

on Mykonos, Durrell wrote the first draft of his poem "Fang Brand," 

which opens his collection A Private Country, and Spencer established 

friendships with the locals in a "Peasant Festival" where: 

It was pleasant to share their food with them 
-wine from the village and white cheese-and to get to 

know them 
traversing hundreds of years in their high boots 
and their long mustaches. 

To both those English poets Mykonos ("calm places where windmills 
turn") and neighboring Delos, but all of Greece as well, resembled a 
miracle-working place and was a "poetic place" richer than their home

lands. A sample of the poems of Durrell during this period ("At Epidau
ros," "In Arcadia," "To Argos") shows his compass constantly turning 
toward Greece, while the attraction the country held for Spencer is 
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apparent in the poem "Aegean Islands," also the title of his collection: 

The rocky islands that blow in my mind 
More often than thoughts of my green homeland. 

Greece and its young poets would provide many poets of the war 
years a new Muse and a new mythology, as is apparent in the poem of 
Durrell titled "Mythology," where his heroes, Katsimbalis and Miller 
(but also Seferis and Eliot) settle on the poet's private Olympus. Two 
years before this poem, in 1941, Durrell had written to Seferis, express
ing his desire to "create the new myth of Greece" and later he would ele
vate his philhellenic voice into a kind of excessive Byronism in his poem 
"Letter to Seferis:" 

We live in the eye of Greece 
Devoted to the service 
Of that azure. 

But Seferis too would later describe this new mythologizing of 
Greece by that generation of English poets ("That excessive, eccentric 
generation/which grew up with its fathers at war/and gave new interpre
tations to the noun love") as having "the character of a new Byronism". 

At the same time as the reference to Byron, there appeared a sudden 
turning away from the monuments of Classical travel. William Plomer, 
for example, counseled the visitor to the Parthenon that "there are other 
things in Greece," and Christopher Isherwood, although he agreed that 
a visit to the Parthenon was obligatory, insisted that it would be "good 
to be done with that as quickly as possible." Durrell was harsher, 
describing that hallowed image of Hellenism as "the last useful tooth in 
the toothless mouth of some ill-fated widow." Even the reverent Stephen 
Spender maintained that modem Greece was related to ancient Greece 
not through its ancient history and politics, "but through the landscape 
and the people and through modem Greek poetry". Suddenly, the old 
worship of the Parthenon, the tourists' preference for classical Greece 
and scorn of modem Greece, had been forgotten and had been sur
passed by the new passion for acquaintance with the living Greece. And 
so this new generation of British writers turned its gaze toward a differ-
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ent landscape, a landscape that Katsimbalis waited hungrily to reveal to 

them. According to Spender, Katsimbalis was the physical manifestation 

of that landscape, when he stood in the central square of Athens "like 

one of the gigantic stone lions at the entrance to the ruins of Mycenae." 

Under his eagle's gaze, a journey to Greece would now necessarily 

include the list of new poets, while it would avoid the usual notable 

sights. Thus, Bernard Spencer in his poem "Spring Wind" remembers 

not scattered columns in some landscape, but "thoughtful Seferis, smil

ing, playing with a string of beads." Meanwhile, john Waller is not vis

iting the museums, but wants to hear Katsimbalis "calling the cocks." 

And when john Lehmann came to Greece, Katsimbalis himself took 

him to various places where he stood inside a gunboat "like an archaic 

statue ... howling at the waves and the wind." With Katsimbalis as his 

guide, Lehmann avoided a trip to heroic Marathon and the Byronic jour

ney in his poem "Road to Rhamnous" (1946): 

The road we took appeared to have brought us beyond the 

map 
Somewhere past Marathon. 

The new topography of Greece was being drawn by Katsimbalis and 

its most significant sites were not the "mournful remains," but the wine

filled tavernas and the poets of Attica. 
john Lehmann, long before he met Valaoritis or Katsimbalis, wanted 

to visit that other Greece and was predisposed to be enamored of it. In 

1939, the year Durrell and Miller joined the circle of Ta Nea Grammata 
in Athens, another colleague of Katsimbalis was in England and met 

Lehmann. Demetrios Kapetanakis had studied philosophy at Heidel

berg and wrote articles in Athenian journals about poetry and art. In 

1939 he received a fellowship from the British Council to study English 

literature at Cambridge and with surprising speed became the "favorite" 

of Edith Sitwell and friend of john Lehmann. Between Kapetanakis and 

Lehmann there developed a familiarity which was so profound and per

haps as significant for Greek literature as was that between Miller and 

Katsimbalis. Lehmann remembers that it was Kapetanakis "who first 

introduced me to the great accomplishments of modern Greek poetry," 

who spoke to him of names that later were the most important in arts 
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and letters. Most significant however was that the journal of Lehmann 
Penguin New Writing (like Ta Nea Grammata in Athens, all things con
sidered) was, by far, the most successful of that decade with one hun
dred thousand subscribers, and Lehmann found Kapetanakis "ready to 
throw himself into whatever literary task." 

If there was an English double of Katsimbalis in the 1940s in Lon
don, not only in terms of literary influence, but probably also in terms 
of temperament, it was Lehmann. His classmates at Eton were George 
Orwell and Cyril Connolly (publisher of Horizon, the rival journal to 
New Writing). At Cambridge he was friends with E. M. Forster, Stephen 
Spender, Cecil Day Lewis, Robin Spencer and W H. Auden. Immedi
ately upon his graduation, Lehmann went to work at Hogarth Press, 
which was under the direction of Leonard and Virginia Woolf, and was 
soon publishing the most important literary journal in London, New 
Signatures, in which all the known poets of Auden's generation pub
lished their work. In 1935 New Signatures had evolved into New Writ
ing, and Lehmann was continually seeking new talent and causes 
worthy of support. Among that left-leaning generation of English writ
ers, interest had turned from Civil War Spain to the Czechs and to the 
Greeks, who in 1940 had already been subjugated and threatened by 
fascism. An early contribution of Kapetanakis to Lehmann's journal, the 
article "The Greeks are Human Beings" in 1942, was the first extended 
presentation and support in England of the difficult position of contem
porary Greece. In the issue that contained that article, Lehmann also 
published a partial translation of Seferis' Mythistorema translated by 
Kapetanakis. Already, therefore, since the end of 1941, not long after the 
time when Durrell and Spencer had begun to develop their friendship 
with Valaoritis and to express their interest in Greece, Kapetanakis had 
made Greek poetry known in the heart of literary London. 

IV 

The next step in the effort to "transplant" Greek literature to England 
would be grafting of the Valaoritis-Spencer offshoot to the Kapetanakis
Lehmann "root." Kapetanakis, after a long struggle with leukemia, died 
in March of 1944, leaving Lehmann crushed with grief over the loss of 
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a friend "distinguished by a rare integrity of thought and sentiments." 
The loss proved to be a strong source of inspiration for Lehmann. He 
wrote in his diary that Kapetanakis "has left a bit of honey within me, 
with which I can be nourished ... as if it were still possible for me to 
work and to create in his love." That summer, Lehmann sought ways of 
funding a memorial to Kapetanakis and had approached the Greek com
munity of London for support. In his memoirs, Lehmann remembers a 
meeting at the Savoy Hotel in July 1944 to discuss the memorial to 
Kapetanakis with "the Greek Minister ... and a man with big brown 
eyes behind arched eyebrows: a real egghead." Seferis lived in Cairo with 
the Greek government in exile for the duration of the war, but he was 
obliged to make a brief trip to London from the 14th to the 24th of July; 
while German rockets fell continually. It was Seferis' first meeting with 
Lehmann. One month later, at the end of August 1944, Nanos Valaori
tis reached Cairo after an adventurous escape from occupied Greece and 
a difficult trip via Smyrna, Aleppo and Beirut. When Valaoritis met 
Seferis in Cairo he was given two options: either to return to Greece or 
to go to London as liaison between Greek and English writers. Valaori
tis appeared willing to take on the mission and Seferis brought him into 
contact with Lehmann, Connolly and the other writers that he had met 
at the conference on Kapetanakis in London that summer. The timing 
was impeccable. The relationship that Kapetanakis had cultivated 
between Lehmann and Greece would now be continued by the newly
arrived Valaoritis. The English publisher could then complete a "great 
personal obligation: to continue the translation of the Greek poet 
[Seferis] with whom Demetrios had made me acquainted." 

At that point, in 1945, the letters ofValaoritis begin. The charm ema
nating from Valaoritis' letters is entirely different from that of 
Kapetanakis. At age eighteen, he had found himself in Katsimbalis' cir
cle in Athens. Later he would join Andre Breton's group of hyperrealists 
in Paris during the 1950s. Now, at age twenty-three, he was accepted 
enthusiastically into the literary circle of Lehmann's New Writing. 

John Lehmann gave a cocktail party in my honor, where he intro
duced me as something unheard of, a Greek poet who had 
escaped the Nazis ... My collaboration was immediately sought 
for Penguin New Writing ... Stephen Spender approached me as 
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did other writers, Cyril Connolly, Louis MacNeice, William 

Plomer, to invite me for lunch ... 

With the warm reception from these "new friends," who noticed his 

physical resemblance to Eliot, Valaoritis may have again felt the opti

mism and dynamism of 1939, since he was now once more at the cen

ter of a leading and increasingly developing literary movement. He kept 

his "mentor" informed at every stage of his progress: plans for antholo

gies, new translations, worries over the post-war literary landscape 

inside and outside of England. 
Yet, despite his distinguished place in the heart of this select com

pany, Valaoritis confessed: "I miss the voices of friends in Athens." Far 

from the Greek "movement" that continued its activity in Athens, 

Valaoritis found the atmosphere of foggy London "demoralisante," and 

his new acquaintances "entirely ignorant" with regard to modem Greek 

literature beyond the myth around Seferis. The younger writers he met 

appeared to him to be full of pride and often indifferent to artists and 

developments abroad. To correct their mistaken impression, Valaoritis 

accepted Connolly's proposal that he write an "Introduction to Greek 

Poetry" for the 1946 issue of Horizon, a pioneering article which situ

ated the accomplishments of his Greek colleagues within the contem

porary European context. Then, as he received random proposals for 

translations over several months, Valaoritis wrote to Seferis on Decem

ber 10, 1945, describing a dinner with T. S. Eliot at the home of Spender. 

Durrell had already spoken to Eliot about Seferis and the Old Possum 

appeared pleased with the idea that he had been translated into Greek. 

But at the end of the letter Valaoritis refers, for the first time, to an ear

lier, apparently offhand, comment by Lehmann: "to publish a Seferis in 

English." That was the first mention of the collection The King of Asine 

and Other Poems, which Lehmann hoped to include in the first catalog 

of his new publishing enterprise, the publishing house john Lehmann 

Ltd. (1946). Although the book was published with some delay in 1948, 

the first plans for the translation of Seferis began on that afternoon at 

the end of 1945. 
Timing once again played a decisive role. In january 1946, Bernard 

Spencer happened to be in London, awaiting appointment to a new 

position in the British Council. Spencer and Valaoritis worked together 
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during their lunch-break "at a pub on Oxford Street, half-way between 
the [Greek] Embassy and the British Council." A first draft of the trans
lations was already finished in june 1946, but the shortage of paper in 
post-war London delayed publication of the book for more than a year. 
Meanwhile, Valaoritis occupied himself with other plans. He found 
work with the BBC and married an English woman, Anne Firth. He 
became a father and began to study English literature while he was 
working at the BBC, adapting theatrical works with Michael Kakoyian
nis, who at the time was also working at the BBC. But the literary tide 
was rising and in 1948 Valaoritis took heart from the successes of that 
very significant year in the publication of Greek literature in England. 
The year began with an article in Life and Letters written by Kenneth 
Young, titled "An Introduction to Greek Poetry." The following year 
ended with a second essay by Kenneth Young in the same journal, titled 
"The Contemporary Greek Influence on English Letters," in which the 
author made it clear that England had, at last, "discovered" Greece. The 
news of this impressive reversal of English opinion inspired Valaoritis' 
comment to Katsimbalis, that it was the first time the idea of a Greek 
influence on English literature seemed logical and "the first time that 
they wrote 'that way round.'" That year deserves closer study, using the 
letters of Valaoritis as guide. 

It began with a great explosion. In his second letter that year, 
Valaoritis refers to the publication of Young's first article along with the 
publication of Seferis' Kichle translated by Rex Warner and an article by 
Warner on Seferis in Lehmann's new journal Orpheus. Valaoritis con
cludes, "I observe that spontaneous interest by the English [in Greek lit
erature] is leaping out on all sides." In early May, at a reading of 
Kathleen Raine's poetry, another translation of Kichle, better than 
Warner's, was read by the young Phillip Sherrard. But the surprise was 
even greater when Sherrard read his own poetry to the group: "it was 
entirely Seferic." After the "ties" of Sherrard to Seferis were revealed, it 
was Auden's turn, who according to Valaoritis, "Cavafy-ized" strongly 
in his latest poem ("Lament for a Lawgiver"). That provoked the 
remark: "The wall is crumbling, Yiorgo, falling. The seed has been sown 
beyond our borders." 

Indeed, Seferis was working energetically toward that goal, with 
essays such as "C. P. Cavafy, T. S. Eliot: Parallels," whose translation into 
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English Valaoritis had arranged earlier the same year and was now turn

ing over to Lehmann for publication. Already in April, Valaoritis had 

received and translated the contribution of Seferis for the very success

ful volume of essays in honor of Eliot which Tambimuttu published in 

1948 (T 5. Eliot: A Symposium), an essay that already had many admir

ers and later was recognized as one of the best in the collection. In May, 

The King of Asine finally appeared and was followed by critical essays by 

Kathleen Raine, Edith Sitwell, Derek Patmore, Hugh Gordon Porteus, 

Robin Fletcher, Roy Fuller, and others. Lehmann was overjoyed and 

maintained that no other book he had published in the two-year life of 

his publishing house, John Lehmann Ltd., had had such a reception. 

Even Eliot responded in a brief note, thanking Seferis for the book he 

had sent him, which had received so many "positive reviews." Then, in 

order to add more impetus to Anglo-Hellenic relations, Katsimbalis 

arrived in London in mid-October and immediately took the three pub

lishers to his favorite London taverna, spreading Greek cheer to all 

around him. The year 1948 could be considered the most "philhellenic" 

year of the 20th century in London. The leading figures were Durrell, 

Katsimbalis, Rex Warner, Maurice Bowra, Kathleen Raine and 

Lehmann, whose idea to publish a translation of Zorba (published in 

1952) was probably inspired by the very presence of Katsimbalis in Lon

don. The Colossus had a mission: "He tangles with everyone, returning 

blow for blow. Nothing frightens him. He fights for his cause. He gets 

behind the line of his enemies. He wears them down. He proselytizes, 

he wins them over, he outwits them and then rubs his hands, thinking 

about the terrain he gained the previous day, the fortress he pillaged, the 

ambush he laid." And then, on November 5th, Valaoritis wrote to Seferis 

the news of Eliot's Nobel Prize, which had been announced just the day 

before, and would link the fate of the two great poets even more closely. 

In March of 1949, after eighteen reviews of Seferis' poetry (one of them 

in the Sunday Times), Valaoritis wrote: "So now that your fame has 

reached the Maori of the Pacific and the Aborigines of Australia, what 

else is left?" Seferis' two essays and the summer success of The King of 

Asine, which coincided with Eliot's Nobel Prize, contributed to making 

1948 the golden year for Greek and English poetry, for Seferis and Eliot. 

Katsimbalis made up his mind to take advantage of the simultane

ous successes of Seferis and Eliot, zealously gathered up the reviews of 
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The King of Asine and published them in Greek in the Anglo-Hellenic 
Review. That same year he published a volume of essays dedicated to the 
Nobel Prize-winning Eliot. In the end, it would be clear that this year 
was the most productive in Katsimbalis' campaign on behalf of Seferis; 
before the decade was out, with so many translators of his work such as 
Rex Warner, Rae Dalven, Philip Sherrard and Kimon Friar, Seferis 
would complain not about the lack, but about the excessive interest of 
foreigners in his work. Later Valaoritis would rightly argue that it was 
Seferis who had managed to breach the dam of language that had kept 
the Greeks in isolation for centuries: 'The wall is crumbling, Yiorgo, 
falling. The seed has been sown beyond our borders." And noting Sike
lianos' failure to win the Nobel Prize, Valaoritis wrote prophetically, to 
Katsimbalis: "I fear that Seferis will not be able to avoid it." 

v 

Overall, it was a memorable year for Greek poetry, for consecration of 
the generation of the thirties, for the circle of Ta Nea Grammata and for 
Seferis. Equally interesting are the ever increasing references to the 
members of the next generation, individuals such as Philip Sherrard, 
Yiorgos Savvidis and Zisimos Lorentzatos. Neophytes in I948, those 
individuals would comprise the new powers in Greek poetry and criti
cism during the ensuing decades. Lorentzatos' essay on Solomos in 
194 7 appeared to Valaoritis to be the only significant critical effort made 
by a Greek writer in many years. Meanwhile, Yiorgos Savvidis, then a 
nineteen-year-old student at Cambridge, had started sending Katsim
balis his own contributions for the Anglo-Hellenic Review. Philip Sher
rard, considered to be the most promising Anglophone ally, had 
translated Cavafy and Seferis and was writing about modern Greek lit
erature with broader knowledge than any other foreign critic. Beginning 
in 1948, Valaoritis' letters describe the first hesitant steps of this post-Ta 

Nea Grammata generation. 
Valaoritis however had already perceived in 1948 the danger of stag

nation that threatened this group of critics and had remarked that the 
creative activities of his generation could be hindered by the successes 
of the previous generation. Valaoritis feared that they would turn sim-
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ply into descendants who preserve and admire the work of their fathers. 
He wrote to Katsimbalis: "We are entering the era of parody, of imitat
ing imitation, of repetition and barrenness." Continually regretting the 
absence of a new journal which, like Ta Nea Grammata, could bring 
together the new powers and form them into a new movement, he 
wrote: "When will we publish a progressive journal?" That would 
become the constant epode in Valaoritis' letters for the next fifteen 
years. 

Following the efforts he made for the translation of Seferis, Valaori
tis' activities in London decreased. The closing of Lehmann's New Writ
ing gave him the impression that the opportunities in England were on 
the verge of being exhausted. In one of his last letters to Seferis from 
London he admits: "For the time being we are 'perplexed' like men after 
a naval battle." Later, in Paris in 1956, with his second wife and the new 
circle of friends (the group of Andre Breton) he still feels a nostalgia for 
Ta Nea Grammata and is still convinced that "in Athens everything 
could change-from black to white-with a well organized journal." 
The newer writers appeared to be "entirely without direction" and 
Valaoritis, at age thirty-five, felt a responsibility as "the last one in a story 
that must be continued. But only one instrument can set the standard 
and the criteria ... " Already in 1954 Savvidis had been recruited by Kat
simbalis and had been placed at the head of the Anglo-Hellenic Review. 
Lorentzatos, meanwhile, had become a good friend of Sherrard (whose 
collection of essays about Greek literature, The Marble Threshing Floor, 

had been published in 1956) and would later distance himself from the 
poetry and modernism of Seferis with his essay "The Lost Center," 
which was published in the collection of essays in honor of Seferis in 
1961. But the advancement of Savvidis as the sole publisher and 
guardian of the work of the 30s generation, and the rumors that he was 
preparing to launch his own literary review in 1962, drove Valaoritis to 
decisive activity. He wrote to Seferis: "Because our powers are few, and 
we have suffered a terrible dissolution during the last ten or fifteen 
years, I think that a meeting must take place at some point, on publish

ing the journal that we all desire, that is, one of high-level quality." Oth
ers, as well, shared Valaoritis' nostalgia for Ta Nea Grammata and his 
concern about the benumbed development of Greek literature after 
Seferis. Greece needed a new journal, like Ta Nea Grammata: "The 
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impact of that journal drove things diffused in the atmosphere onto a 
definite path." Without it, according to Valaoritis, the newer generation 
would have floundered with no particular goal. The two oldest "lead
ers" of Greek letters, Katsimbalis and Seferis, remained rather distant 
from Valaoritis' new plan, whose very title (Pali [=Again]), was a wish 
for repeating the success of Ta Nea Grammata in Greece in the 1930s. 
Pali began publication as the result of an apparently fateful coincidence 
in 1963, the year Seferis received the Nobel Prize for Literature. One 
generation had already completed its cycle, from the creative decade of 
the 30s, through its international recognition in 1948 and finally its 
"consecration" in 1963. Valaoritis, however, and his generation were 
still searching for their own path. 

Translated by Theony Condos 
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INTERVIEW WITH NANOS VALAORITIS 

BY APOSTOLOS ATHANASSAKIS 

Apostolos Athanassakis: This will be a discussion about Nanos' poetry. 
We want this discussion to be published in The Charioteer, in New York. 
Nanos, it occurred to me that what we are doing here is more of a dis
cussion than an interview. I am very curious as to when you took your 
first steps into poetry and literature in general. 

Nanos Valaoritis: Basically, I started to write in school when I was twelve, 
because my teacher, I. M. Panayotopoulos, a writer himself, encouraged 
me. At the age of fourteen I discovered Cavafy in a book exhibit in Athens 
in I935. The edition contained the main body of his poetry-I54 poems 
edited by Segopoulos. I had grown up with Palamas, Valaoritis, Solomos, 
with 1821 as the point of patriotic reference. But we did not relate to this 
poetry any more, even though Palamas said that the youth should think 
about the miracle of 1821. We had other worries, and, when I started 
reading, right there on the spot certain poems of Cavafy, I was very 
impressed by the fact that they were psychological, and they related to 
other topics, strange topics, symbolic topics. This set me on fire to write 
poetry. By fourteen, I had been reading English and French poetry, the 
Symbolists, Baudelaire, and many others. I had an excellent tutor from 
the French School in Athens. I also read a lot of English books from a 
young age. My family was Anglophile and Francophile, and we had a 
library with many books of English and French literature. I had started 
reading Proust when I was fourteen. When I was sixteen, I was reading 
the modernist review Ta Nea Grammata and discovering our modern 
poets, Seferis, Elytis, Antoniou, Drivas. 

A: What years are we talking about? 

N: We are talking about the years 1936, I938. 

A: Oh, this is really surprising for me. I was not even born! I was born 
in 1938. I want to return to the flow of our discussion. I think that my 

27 
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own contact with poetry was folk song. As you know, folk song was very 
much alive in Epiros. Nanos, did you know the folk songs? 

N: I read the anthology put together by Politis. I discovered that Seferis 
was very much aware of the tradition of the folk song and especially of 
its power in elliptic expression. I started understanding the demotic 
poetry through Seferis, not through Valaoritis. Yes indeed, there are 
these marvelous and strange images we find in folk song. Through 
Seferis, I started understanding its epigrammatic terseness and its allu
sions. Some of the songs of the klephtes and of the Armataloi are no 
longer easy to understand. Their references are now obscure. And then 
we come to the dirges ... 

A: Yes, we come to the dirges. 

N: At that time, I discovered the Moirologia of Triphylia, which are from 
among the most beautiful. Their music is exquisite, and their language 
is very clear. I discovered the dirges of Triphylia not only as linguistic 
expression but also as an amazing poetic conception; for example, in 
one dirge there are women who weep, and their tears flow down to 
Hades so that the dead may drink and quench their thirst. 

A: Nanos, I am very eager to read these dirges, some time later after our 
conversation tonight. But of course, I want to talk about Epirotan dirges 
and the dirges of Mani and of Crete. 

N: Sure! Cretan poetry-not just the epic poetry of Erotokritos, but 
especially the cycle of Acritic ballads which have been preserved by oral 
tradition. 

A: Let us return to our point. So, the poetic springboard for you was the 
poetry of Cavafy. So it was through Seferis that you came to know 
demotic poetry. This is very interesting. 

N: We are an anomalous literary society. We have not evolved in a reg
ular way. My generation, the generation of the thirties and forties, did 
not begin with demotic song. The poets of the nineteenth century did 
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so very clearly, although they produced variations. In the twentieth cen
tury we didn't begin like Crystallis who was a personal prolongation of 
the demotic ballads. 

A: Perhaps in our discussion, there is an exception. And if you wish, we 
may discuss this later. Ritsos-does he not have an immediate connec
tion with the demotic song? He seems to have such a direct connection 
with the language of the dirges and the folk song. Or am I wrong? 

N: I think that all modem Greek poetry comes out of Greek demotic 
poetry one way or another. A Greek poet who has not read Greek 
demotic poetry is not worthy of his name. It is our classical formation. 
The first poems by Ritsos had a closer connection with the poems of 
Karyotakis. They were done in classical meter and rhyme, and they were 
mostly short poems. He followed the reverse course: first he discovered 
the Neo-Symbolists, and then he rediscovered the language and style of 
demotic poetry. 

A: You said, Nanos, that Seferis draws on our demotic poetry in a very 
different way. 

N: We are not talking about traditional klephtic and demotic poems. His 
early poem 0 Erotikos Logos is in the style of Erotokritos. This poem is 
connected with the demotic tradition, but by way of the so-called Pure 
poetry. However, this is not true of his poem Sterna. There his poetry 
becomes more modernist. Even in his Erotikos Logos, there is a lot of 
Paul Valery, and there is more of that in Sterna. He departs from demotic 
song, more towards Solomos. His compass changes, but he has not yet 
entered Modernism. His verse is still traditional. He departs from tradi
tionalism in the poem Mythistorema. In this poem, he makes a break 
with tradition. His style resembles that of the choral odes of Aeschylus 
and is more related to this ancient mode. His verse is no longer strict 
meter and rhyme, no longer the fifteen-syllable beat. 

A: So then, this meaningful contact with Seferis' poetry took place when 
you were eighteen years old? 
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N: Oh no, it happened earlier. It happened when I was sixteen. I discov
ered some poems of his, which were published in Ta Nea Grammata. I 
also read a lengthy article by Andreas Karandonis interpreting Seferis' 
Mythistorema, which had been published a couple of years earlier in 200 
copies. Not all 200 copies were soldt Karandonis, the publisher of Ta 
Nea Grammata, paved my way to the Modernist poetic climate. And it 
was through Seferis' introduction to his translation of the Waste Land in 
the same magazine that we discovered Eliot. Ta Nea Grammata played 
an important role in the poetic development of my generation 

A: Did you yourself start to publish poetry in Ta Nea Grammata? 

N: Yes, when I was eighteen years old. 

A: Are we then talking about 1939? 

N: Yes, we are talking about 1939. I finished school in I939. Andreas 
Kambas, a young poet two years older than me, and I called Karando
nis and made an appointment to meet him. He very kindly received us, 
and we showed him specimens of our poetry. He said he was very inter
ested, and he asked us to come meet him at Loumidis the following day. 
On that day we met Seferis, Elytis, Katsimbalis, and Gatsos at noon. 

A: What was Loumidis then? 

N: It was a coffee shop, and people just stood, took coffee or drinks, 
and discussed things. I imagined Seferis very different from what he 
turned out to be. I imagined him to be a tall, thin, blond man with a 
Romantic air about him. Instead, I stood before this Eastern-type per
son, of thirty-nine, already beginning to go bald; he had a round figure 
and face. Elytis also was very different from the way I imagined him. 
He was a younger man, just a little under thirty. They received us in a 
very cordial manner and with some surprise, I thought. It seems that 
we were received so warmly because we were the first young poets to 
approach them. I think that older writers and intellectuals had 
approached them but not the young. The New Symbolists like Ritsos 
had approached them, but not the younger people. They accepted our 
poems for publication immediately. 
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A: Tell me, give me details about this historical meeting. 

N: Well, the strongest recollection is how impressed I was by the differ
ence of the literary persona of the poets and their appearance and pres
ence in the real world. I was eighteen years old, Cam bas was twenty, but 
at age eighteen I had a strongly Romantic idea about what a poet ought 
to look like. We also met Gatsos there. He had an aura of mystery about 
him, a very interesting face: a man of few words, an Arcadian, and he 
spoke only when I was with him. He knew a great deal, he had read 
Sartre, he had read everybody. And Elytis was the same way. These two 
were maniacs. They had looked up everything under the sun, every new 
book. 

A: About Gatsos ... we talked a little about him. Tell me. 

N: Yes, Gatsos had this mysterious aura about him. Even though he 
came from the countryside, he impressed me by his immense knowl
edge-how much he knew about philosophy, about Kafka, about Euro
pean literature in general. He made amazing observations. He was a very 
unusual man. I understand very well why he and Elytis got along so 
well. Because under the direction ofKatsimbalis, these two-when Kat
simbalis was away-did all the high level editorial work for Ta Nea 
Grammata. 

A: We're talking about I 939, before the Occupation. Was there anything 
published in Ta Nea Grammata that the dictatorship ofMetaxas objected 
to? 

N: There was censorship but not of the review, which was purely liter
ary. All the Communist publications were forbidden, but Communist 
writings circulated illegally and we had formed groups which studied 
Marxism. From the age of fourteen or fifteen, we were forced to be mem
bers of the EON, the youth organization of the government of Metaxas. 
It was really because of all this repression that all of us became so inter
ested in Marxism. We read all the revolutionary books we could find; 
we anxiously followed the civil war in Spain. Every night we listened to 
the radio. There was a book which was our bible: Seven Red Sundays by 
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Ramon Sender, a Spanish writer. This side of life did not concern the 
poets we had met. We were much more politicized because as students 
we experienced the repression of the dictatorship. And we were angry. 

A: Nanos, I want to relate a little story to you. When I was fourteen years 
old, I attended the Gymnasium in Arta. I was a voracious reader. And 
yet, I knew nothing about Kazantzazis. His books were forbidden as 
Marxist-oriented, and they did not circulate in Greece. Something 
funny happened. It was Father Chrysostomos, now of blessed memory, 
who introduced the books by Kazantzakis to his flock of fourteen and 
fifteen year old students. This was Father Chrysostomos who later 
became Bishop ofNea Smyrna. It's always interesting that in conditions 
of repression man seeks escapes and always finds them. 

N: However, this repression did not prevent us from having lectures on 
Modernism and relevant poetry. We loved Modernism; we did not like 
dogmatic, sloganised poetry. 

A: Nanos, you spoke of leftist and revolutionary poetry. I want to tell 
you that I came in contact with this kind of poetry when I was a child, 
and I learned a few songs by heart. Here is an example: 

We want neither armies nor fleets of ships; 
We do not want saints bearing swords. 
We'll take the swords and forge sickles 
For workers to harvest the crops. 

N: These songs must have circulated after the Occupation. 

A: I remember that I heard these songs in 1944, toward the end of the 
war and the beginning of the Civil War. Nanos, may we now return to 
that historical day when you met the great poets? Did you have the 
opportunity to talk to any one of them? Did you have a chance to talk 
to Seferis? 

N: Many times. I gave him my poems, and he gave me his comments. 
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A: You were very lucky. 

N: A letter he wrote me later containing comments on my early poetry; 
alas, has been lost. I remember these comments he sent me about my 
first collection of Greek poems, which was published in London. Seferis 
then was a different man, and so were all the other poets. You know, we 
are not talking about Seferis, the Nobel Prize winner. They had no idea 
that they had a future in literature. They were people who had a great 
and pure enthusiasm for poetry. This was obvious, and it never crossed 
their minds that some day they would be translated into other lan
guages. This was an alien thought to them at that time. Of course, this 
did happen eventually. Their demeanor and their attitudes toward one 
another and toward literature of course played a role in what eventually 
happened. It is a paradox that we are talking about war and occupation, 
but for poetry this was El Dorado. Three years later we all met at the 
home of the Surrealist poet Andreas Embirikos. I can't remember the 
name of the street. Somewhat earlier, we also used to meet at a restau
rant called Vassilis on Voukourestiou Street. At noon all kinds of people 
gathered there-Ghikas, Tsarouchis, Embirikos, and others of this cir
cle. I usually ate at home, so I would go there and sit at a table and talk 
to someone. There I met Embirikos. During the Occupation we went to 
his house as I said every Thursday and read our poetry. And later at 
Loumidis I was introduced to the Surrealist poet Nikos Engonopoulos. 
Engonopoulos was quite a character. That night he teased Elytis and 
Gatsos a lot. After Engonopoulos left, Gatsos and Elytis said to me that 
he was an extreme Surrealist. 

A: Nanos, when did you meet Katsimbalis? 

N: I met him on that same day I met all the others. They went there at 
noon, every day. Katsimbalis was the leader, the publisher of the review. 
Karandonis brought him the poems we had given him, and he decided 
to publish them. 

A: Tell me something about Katsimbalis, something I can publish. Your 
own memories ... 
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N: Katsimbalis loved to give speeches, and he loved to lace up his 

speeches with anecdotes which he would compose on the spot. When 

I say he produced these anecdotes, I mean he had a whole repertoire. 

One of them had to do with a ship that was torpedoed by the Germans 

in 1914, how he himself survived this calamity, and how he got into a 

boat with this naked lady. They were helping her get into the boat prop

erly, but she did not want to lift her leg to get into the boat. So some gal

lant seaman lifted her up and got her decently into the boat. And many 

such anecdotes like this. Then they were picked up by a hospital-ship 

that took him to Egypt, where he became acquainted with an Egyptian 

lady and starts a relationship with her. On the first night they would 

normally sleep together, he felt that there was something strange on the 

bed-and it was a huge lizard ... one of those huge lizards that live on 

the Nile! He would tell such tall stories all the time, one after the other, 

and he would narrate them with such flair as though they were true 

events. Another time he said he was on a boat again, and they were get

ting close to the island of Syra. The captain was at a loss how to steer 

the ship into the harbor on account of a great storm, but he [Katsim

balis] grabbed the wheel of the rudder and steered the ship safely to 

port. Gatsos was present when he was telling this story. At one point 

Katsimbalis appealed to Gatsos to testify the truth of the story, since he 

was present. When the audience left, Gatsos reproached Katsimbalis for 

telling people such lies. "But did you not say you were there?" riposted 

Katsimbalis. He was a mythic narrator, inexhaustible. I can tell you that 

his stories ran into the hundreds. Some people tried to tape them, but 

whenever he had a feeling that someone was taping him, he dried up. 

For him, it was purely his relationship with the listener. 

A: Ahh, I see. All this has a lot to do with oral poetry. Nanos, you talked 

about what happened in 1939. We could write volumes here, but we are 

limited by our topic of conversation. You see, after 1939, the war came. 

We are now in the forties. What happened after that? '40, '41, '42, '43 

... I know that you went to England in 1944. 

N: Yes, I was in Athens until1944. I did not move away from Greece, 

and it was in Athens that I met English poets: Lawrence Durrell and 

Bernard Spencer along with Henry Miller. 
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A: So this was where? You met them during the Occupation. 

N: No, I didn't. It was in 1940/1941. I became friends with all of them. 
Especially with Bernard Spencer. He was a very amicable man. He was 
a poet of the generation of the thirties, the generation of Auden, and he 
had been published in the review New Verse, the journal Geoffrey Grieg
son published in London. They both stood for something that interested 
me very much, that is, what was going on with poetry in England. The 
British Council was very active then, and they had a beautiful library. 
Durrell had loaned me some of his books, and I discovered Auden and 
Spender. They introduced me to modern English poetry. I was seeking 
information. I wanted to know how they were related to the others and 
T. S. Eliot. And, of course, I was very intrigued by Eliot. So when finally 
the Germans came, these contacts were interrupted. Before that time, 
we frequented the various coffee shops in Athens, especially the ones 
around Syntagma on Stadiou. 

A: Nanos, please, I want to ask you something. Let me ask you, did the 
Germans not bother the British who lived here? Did they have diplo
matic immunity? 

N: Ah, you must understand that at the beginning of the war in 1940, 
Greece was formally at war with Italy There was no German army here; 
the Germans only had their embassy We fought against the Italians. The 
British were our allies. When the Germans invaded, they left of course. 
And then some of them probably went to Crete. There was the Battle of 
Crete, and Seferis was there. And my friend Kambas, who wrote a beau
tiful piece called The Woman of Crete. They went to Egypt on warships, 
some of them on small Greek boats. It was an unbelievable exodus. I 
chose not to leave. I wanted to stay here close to my family, friends and 
my mother. 

A: Nanos, a parenthesis. Was Leigh Fermor here in Athens then? 

N: Yes, he was here. He was here in 1941 when the Germans invaded. 
He would show up at this restaurant Vassilis where Tsarouchis and 
Embirikos would come. There I saw him for the first time, bandaged 
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with a head injury. He belonged to the retreating British forces. Eventu

ally all of them left. And I stayed through the German bombardments. 

The Battle of Crete was huge. During the Occupation I involved myself 

in student organizations. Then at some point strife arose between these 

student organizations. Then eventually came the conflict between the 

Right and the Left. It was a tragic affair. Shortly before, I left in 1944, 

when it was obvious that there would be a civil war. There was a grow

ing polarity. I do not want to get into details-they belong to another 

occasion. In 1944, times were very difficult. I went through a grave 

depression. My mother was very anxious. She arranged for me to leave 

for Egypt. With twenty-five others I left Attica in a small boat. It was a 

beautiful experience, but it took us a week to cross the Aegean to Turkey. 

We reached Tinos in a bay below Pyrgos, the village of the sculptor 

Chalepas. Finally we made it to Smyrna. I stayed there for a week with 

relatives. And then I got on a train for refugees ... you can't imagine 

what that was like. The interesting thing was that they all communi

cated through some sort of Greek lingua franca. We got to Syria, and we 

stayed there for a month in a British refugee camp. The problem was 

that I had no passport. My passport had not arrived yet from Cairo, 

where I was expected. The authorities were preparing to put us on a 

train and take us to the Negev desert to another camp. At that time the 

Greeks were not very popular with the British due to the three insurrec

tions of exiled units of the Greek army in Egypt. There on the train (this 

was a train for animals, wagons which transport horses and so forth) we 

stopped at Tripoli, the station for Beirut. And then a young girl, who was 

traveling with us, said to me that her uncle, who had met her on the 

train, told her that a passport had arrived for me at the Greek Embassy 

of Beirut. She told me her uncle could get me out of this train. The man 

turned out to be a Greek jew, like the girl. We took a taxi, and he said 

something to the guard, who waved us on. I found myself free in the city 

of Beirut after three years of Occupation in Greece. Once more I saw 

books, books about poetry and famous poets. And I found out that the 

French were in Northern Africa and were publishing reviews and books. 

The next day I got money from the Embassy and waited in Beirut for 

three days to get an Egyptian visa. I took a taxi and then a train through 

Palestine to Cairo, where I met everyone. I met Alexander Xydis, 

Bernard Spencer, George Seferis; I did not meet Durrell, who was in 
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Alexandria. I went to Alexandria for a day. I walked around and saw the 
Greek cafes. Seferis asked me whether I wanted to return with the Gov
ernment to Greece or go to England, in order to be a sort of liaison 
between the English poets and the Greek poets. Seferis, in a short visit 
to London, had met Cyril Connolly, editor of Horizon Magazine and 
john Lehmann of New Writing. Seferis gave me letters of recommenda
tion. He said I could become a liaison between British and Greek mod
ern poets. This is what happened, and I stayed in England for nine years. 

A: Were you married then? 

N: After three years in England I married my first wife, from whom I was 
divorced eight years later. We had a son. I stayed in England three years 
past 1949, the year I was called up to the Greek army. I didn't want to 
have such a rough landing in Greece. I must add here that my wife and 
a friend of hers took our son to France, to Antibes, and it seems that he 
fell off the boat and drowned at the age of five. This sent me into an 
awful depression. At that time I was serving in the army. According to a 
new law, we could pay off the rest of our service. This I did, and so I was 
dismissed after eight months of service. I decided not to return to Eng
land, but to go to Paris instead. I had very little money, maybe 100 dol
lars a month. It was enough to survive on in France where I met my 
present wife, Marie, an American painter. She had come to France with 
a friend of hers, Paalen, a German Surrealist painter who had left for 
Mexico, and she was alone in Paris when I met her. She invited me to 
an opening of a collective show where she had a painting. And it was at 
this show that I met Breton and Peret and some of his followers and 
admirers. It was a repeat of what happened at Athens in 1939, when I 
also met everybody in a cafe at noon. 

A: So this was a very important day. 

N: Yes, it was. Such a thing could never have been done by chance ... 
it happened as if it had been arranged. For six years after that day, I was 
in close contact with Breton and his friends, his family, his daughter, his 
son-in-law, etc. This went on until 1960, when I came back to Greece, 
and that was when Katerina, my daughter, was born. I was back in 
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Athens, and I spent time preparing for the publication of the journal 
Pali. I had recruited Embirikos, Engonopoulos and Nicolas Calas. Gat
sos and Elytis were not so willing to collaborate. I found, however, 
younger people. I found Georgos Makris, Alexandros Schinas (an 
experimental prose writer), and Mando Aravantinou (a poet). It was 
actually difficult to even get them to work with me. But one day I just 
became tired of exhorting them to collaborate, and I met some other 
young people: Panos Koutrouboussis, Tasos Denegris, Dimitris 
Poulikakos, Nikos Stangos, and Eva Mylona. They were enthusiastic 
and had a lot of energy. They accepted to collaborate with me to publish 
this journal. So it was with these young people and with economic assis
tance by others that the journal started in I963. It continued to appear 
until the Junta took over. I then stopped it because I did not want the 
journal to be published under censorship. I waited for one year under 
the Junta, and after a few months I met an American poet by accident 
on the street. He said to me, "You are a friend of Sinclair Beiliss," a South 
African poet. His name was Bob Peterson, a Californian poet, who later 
introduced me to a poet/professor from San Francisco State University, 
James Schevill, who directed the Poetry Center and who asked me if I 
would like to be invited as a visiting professor for a year. 

A: What about the Center? 

N: The SFS Poetry Center was well known then. It had invited many 
famous poets, for example, Dylan Thomas, W H. Auden, etc. However, 
they invited me to stay and teach, not just to give a poetry reading. 
They knew that things were difficult in Greece. I told them that I had 
a family Marie owned a house in Oakland, a house that was not very 
close to San Francisco State. In 1968, we moved into this house. I left 
a little earlier for fear that the Junta might prevent me from leaving. 
And so Marie stayed in Athens for three months. I spent those three 
months in Paris. I found myself among the intellectuals, poets, and stu
dents who were demonstrating at that time. In Paris I met for the first 
time the Americans who had taught at San Francisco State and who 
were very friendly, among them Edouard Roditi. He was a cosmopoli
tan poet with Surrealist tendencies, of]ewish origin from Constantino
ple. When Marie arrived with the children in August, we left from Brest 
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by means of a ship with three thousand students and many professors, 
all of whom were returning to the States. It was amazing. The students 
staged a convention of the Democratic Party. It was so well done with 
speeches, straw hats, etc. The extreme right candidate Wallace was a 
political strong man. They imitated him and others so successfully It 
was an unusual mixture of political and artistic dialog. One of the 
teachers, a woman, asked me to present a subject. This was a huge boat. 
They even had a large amphitheater. I suggested a lecture on modern 
art. They had all the necessary slides, and I lectured on modern art and 
its origins. It was my first lecture. Our boat reached New York nine days 
later. We went through a hurricane, and we saw whales. This was a 
unique journey, and it is not done any longer. In New York, we stayed 
four days in the famous Chelsea hotel. There we met my friend Nico
las Calas, the New York Greek Surrealist art critic and poet. We knew 
each other from the fifties in Europe. We got on a plane and eventually 
reached Oakland. 

A: Could we return to England? England was an important place for 
you. In the introduction to the book of your correspondence with 
George Seferis 1945-48, Avi Sharon mentions many important details. 
But would you have any special details about this time that was a land
mark in your life? 

N: It was a time when I was like one cast adrift. I was working in the 
Greek Embassy, but they fired me when the right-wing Tsaldaris gov
ernment came to power in 1946, after the Papandreou government fell. 
It was then that I married Anne Firth, my first wife. In the meantime, I 
had been to Paris for two summers. And there I met many of my Greek 
friends. They had gone to Paris after 1944 and the December Events. 
There were many artists and painters. Axelos and Kyrou were there. 
Kyrou had come to know the Surrealists way before I did. There was also 
Matzi Hadzilazarou, ex-wife of Embirikos. I liked Paris so much after 
London, and I had decided that I would do anything to move to Paris. 
But things were difficult; I didn't have the money to do that. I depended 
on my job. After my marriage, I worked freelance. I worked for the BBC 
for various departments. At that time I met Kakoyannis, and our friend
ship extended over many years. And then I met my friends Spencer and 
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Durrell again. I came to know Spender, Eliot, Louis MacNeice. I met all 
the intelligentsia of London. 

A: Oh, I have a book with me ... a book well known to all of us. It is in 
my bag. Perhaps this book will bring memories back to you. 

N: Ah, The Four Quartets. I came to know them at that time in London. 
They were unknown to me and my friends when I was in Greece. These 
were Eliot's latest poems. They had not been translated into Greek yet. 
And I do remember that Seferis, who knew some of these poems, said 
that he could not follow Eliot after The Waste Land. There were many 
Christian and mystical elements in them which were alien to him. I 
came to know Eliot when Spender invited us to dinner one evening. At 
some point when our discussion had lapsed-there were others there: 
Spender's wife, his brother, and a Frenchman-Spender asked Eliot if he 
didn't think that my nose was very much like his. Eliot looked at me, 
puzzled, and said, "Perhaps." Then he said to me, "You are the second 
Greek I have ever met." And I asked him, "Who was the first?" He said, 
"The King of Greece." "In that case, I am the first, for the Greek King 
does not have a drop of Greek blood!" Eliot was probably teasing me. 
We left together, Eliot and I, heading back home on the Underground. 
We talked a little about Byzantium and Greek poetry When I had to get 
out, he said "Alas, we must part." I described all this in a letter to Seferis. 

A: I really don't know where to begin now. I have some questions. I want 
to talk about Surrealism, which was unknown to me. I didn't know any
thing about Surrealism when I was young. 

N: These things I am talking about happened when I was twenty-three 
years old. 

A: Sometimes it is difficult to recollect when we did get to know some
thing, but the question is there. When did you get to know Surrealism? 

N: It began with Elytis and Gatsos. They were the ones who gave me 
information. I had read Surrealist poems translated into Greek in the 
review Ta Nea Grammata, but I was not so knowledgeable. I knew the 
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French Symbolists, I knew Baudelaire and his forerunners ... Rim baud, 
for example. But Gatsos and Elytis expanded my knowledge about 
French Symbolism. We used to go to Kaufmann's bookstore to buy 
books. I did have some knowledge, though. I knew a lot about Surreal
ism already from the time of the Occupation. Embirikos introduced us 
to it. I belonged to a group of poets who were friends of Surrealism. We 
discussed about how such poems were written and about automatic 
writing; it was part of our lives. Let us not forget that at that time Elytis 
was writing in Ta Nea Grammata, defending Surrealism against the 
Communists, who were advocating Social Realism and kept on saying 
that the Surrealists were a movement of bourgeois dandies and city 
slickers. The articles Elytis wrote at that time were very interesting. 
Embirikos also inspired many discussions. I was very well informed 
when I went to London and Paris. In London I met a few Surrealists. 
There were few in London at that time. You see, Surrealism had not 
taken root in England. There I met Mesens, a Belgian poet, who owned 
a gallery in London. He was a character and had a great sense of humor. 
I met him again at Breton's atelier later in Paris, but I had forgotten who 
he was. He started talking to me, and he kept on saying to me, "How 
could you have forgotten me? You used to see me almost every day ... " 
But he wouldn't tell me where or who he was. He did this on purpose, 
and he started saying to Breton, "This man is a friend of Durrell, who is 
a friend of Pound, who is a Fascist." It was as though he wanted to slan
der me. And I tried very hard to remember who he was. All of a sudden, 
the memory came back, and I said to him, "You are Mesens. Of course 
I know you!" It was terrible; I could not remember who he was for a 
long time. And Breton was laughing all the time, because he was enjoy
ing this. Mesens was very amiable and moreover a great wit. To make 
up for teasing me, he turned to me and said, "You see this gentleman 
here?" pointing at Breton, "He's the greatest Fascist of all!" Now, Breton 
would never tolerate such a remark from anyone else, but he did from 
Mesens, who had been joking and was teasing both me and him. I had 
all of these contacts. You can imagine this leap from London, where 
most men ofliterature were against Surrealism-I mean the well-known 
poets, the people who considered Yeats crazy because he wrote this 
book, 'The Vision," dictated by his wife who heard voices. You see, the 
English were very pragmatic, and they admired facts. Actually, it is the 
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French who are rationalists, and the English are empiricists. MacNeice 
used to say to me, "Yeats has written a lot of nonsense. He is a great poet, 
but as long as he believes in such things, what are we to make of him?" 
I defended him. I tried to argue that this is the Celtic spirit, which is 
metaphysical and mystical. MacNeice was a Classical scholar. He had 
studied Ancient Greek; he had translated Aeschylus. He was not very 
open-minded. He, too, was Irish, from Northern Ireland. However that 
may be, I had many friends in London. In fact, MacNeice used to give 
me jobs for the BBC. MacNeice, a friend of Auden and Spender, was of 
the same generation as they He was a very congenial and friendly man, 
despite all the objections he raised about Yeats. The fact is that Surreal
ism had not taken root in England. Cyril Connolly would sometimes 
publish articles which were related to Surrealism. He published an arti
cle by me, presenting four Greek Surrealist poets and Seferis. I had not 
included either Antoniou or Matsas or any other of the Greek Modernist 
poets. 

A: A question. Modernism seems to me to be a broader term which sub
sumes Surrealism. 

N: Surrealism is surely a branch of Modernism. You see, for us here in 
Greece there are principally two branches of Modernism. On the one 
hand, we have the Anglo-Saxon Modernism which begins with Pound 
and Eliot. I'm also including here the generation of Auden and Dylan 
Thomas, and of]oyce and Beckett as well, who did not have any direct 
connection with Surrealism-they had their own eccentricities, their 
own metaphysical beliefs. They were very different but not unrelated. 
For us in Europe, the various poetic currents had come through differ
ent pathways. In Greece, there were those who did not accept Surreal
ism as a theory and a practice. Among them were Seferis, Papatsonis, 
Matsas, Antoniou, Kavadias, and Ritsos. Later, Ritsos, supported by 
Aragon, came to adopt elements of Surrealism. He did this, however, 
quite late in his poetic career. We adopted Surrealism much earlier. 
When I met the younger people around Breton, I knew as much about 
Surrealism as some of them. Even though I must say that they also 
taught me many things I could not have come to know in Athens. 
Things I could have learned only from the very initiated poets, like 
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Calas and Embirikos, who had early on connected themselves with the 
movement in Paris. I had been prepared in terms of theory and aesthet
ics. This experience was extremely important for me, because it raised 
my morale. The Surrealists had not lost the idea that the spirit, even 
when it is defeated in action, is invincible in its own autonomy and that 
ideas do not vanish just because they cannot be applied. 

A: These are beautiful ideas. 

N: It was Breton and Peret who taught me this. They, too, had been dis
appointed, very early, with Communism's ideas about art and literature. 
Breton had turned to the Utopians and especially to Charles Fourier. He 
thought of him very highly. Because he was a Utopian poet, he was not 
a dry ideologist like so many others. He had strange ideas. Breton liked 
him very much. The astonishing thing is that in New York, visiting the 
public library, he discovered the collected works of Fourier and wrote a 
long poem about him. After all the atrocities and slaughters that we 
lived through during the Civil War, the French Surrealists helped me so 
very much to overcome my state of depression. I did not want to hear a 
word about politicians and politics. They gave me the courage to abide 
by my ideas, the sort of courage that never dies. You see, we should not 
connect our principles so very much with what happens around us. You 
must live according to your principles, even if life does not support 
them. This was a wonderful uplift for me. The second phase of my 
poetry began with all of this. 

A: So far, we have not talked about form at all. 

N: Well, let us talk about form a little bit. The French poets descend 
from the twelve-syllable line. Everybody came out of that, much as we 
came out of the fifteen-syllable line. There is no problem with that. That 
is form. We must recognize the power of form. The question is how we 
interpret that power and how we apply it. Rimbaud said something 
which is so right. It's like fishing in deep waters, and, if you bring out of 
the water something formless, you let it be formless. But if it does have 
a form, then you give it a form. He left this question open, namely, that 
it could be an either/or. In my study of the technical side of poetry, I have 
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come to the following conclusion. Seferis has more prose in his poetry 
than Elytis and Embirikos. Their verse is more poetic, more classical. In 
Embirikos' verse we see shifts from the eleven- to the twelve- to the thir
teen-syllable line. In his poetry, we recognize the classical iamb. Of 
course, this is the main meter of modern Greek poetry. There had been 
experiments with anapaests and other meters, but the iamb dominates 
modern poetry, even in the so-called free verse, which, after all, is not 
so free. It is just anisosyllabic. It is all about syllables. Also, in free verse 
there is no rhyme. Here is the problem which we see in the poetry of 
those who follow Seferis' style, but do not have his poetic talent, his 
sharpness of perception, and his depth of understanding. Their poems 
are pale and flat. They do not have the cohesion which Seferis succeeds 
in giving his verse. He comes off as being difficult; but, in fact, the Sur
realists are more conservative within the bounds of Greek poetry than 
the Anglo-American Modernists. They are simply into a different type 
of versification. That is the case with Elytis, especially in the poems of 
Helios 0 Protos. In these poems, he is much closer to demotic Greek 
poetry! We can observe how he works with this traditional material and 
how he also rejuvenates it at the same time. His verse is not mechanical 
as the sugar-sweet verses of Palamas might have been. Elytis' verses have 
a lyrical, yet refreshing leanness to them. You see, I do not think that 
Surrealist poetry is based on the dogma of automatic writing. Automatic 
writing was an experiment which took place in 1922, 1923, and was the 
result of certain collaboration among Surrealist poets. In the first man
ifesto of Surrealism such appended texts were samples of automatic 
writing. They are very lyrical, very beautiful. Breton talked about this, 
and he said that, when we learned from such experiments where the 
source of our poetry is, there was no need to repeat them. From that 
moment on, we could write in any manner that suited us as poets. Each 
poet could compose in his own way. That is why there is such a great 
difference among Surrealist poets. Neither Peret nor Breton nor Eluard 
nor Aragon-not one of them is like the other. All of them share certain 
similarities up to a point ... that is, all of them share the rejection of a 
classicizing way of composition. This is especially true of poetic formu
las. It is the poetic formulas that can make poetry boring, a cliche. That 
was also the problem in the nineteenth century. Today's problem is anar
chy, which has to do with the abuse of language. So today's problem is 



Interview with Nanos Valaoritis 45 

exactly the opposite of yesterday's problem. Now the question is: should 
we go back to classical poetry? What should we do? In our time, those 

who write poetry do not concern themselves with technical problems at 
all. They write, and they think that they express themselves when in fact 

they express a secondary variation of superior prototypes. They have no 
personality of their own. Those who stand out one can identify imme

diately, because they don't repeat prototypes of language which had 

achieved greater heights in the past. 

A: Oh, I see this. I see that what dominates the writing of poetry now is 

the idea that spontaneity is supreme. Namely that, if we feel impelled to 
express something, that something is ipso facto worthy of poetic recog
nition. It is interesting to me that professional musicians cannot hold 

their ground if they do what some of the contemporary poets do. Let us 

return to our topic. Could we now revisit your career in America and 
your teaching at San Francisco State University? 

N: It was a unique experience. Yes, I did teach at San Francisco State, 
and at the same time I was taught a lot. The sort of experience I had at 

San Francisco State can only take place in America. I received the invi
tation to teach there even though I was not an academic by profession. 

They looked at my writings, at my list of accomplishments in literature, 
and my close relations with English and French poets-the modern 
poets, of course. This position was not in Hellenic Studies, but in Com
parative Literature and Creative Writing, which in fact fit exactly what 

I was and what I could do. This position gave me the opportunity to 

develop my ideas and my knowledge, and also to organize them and 
thus be able to transmit them. I did this for twenty-five years; that is a 
long time. I was very conscientious, very devoted to my work. I pre
pared very carefully and tried to do everything I should do. All this con
cerns the lectures I gave. When it came to creative writing, I had a lot of 
experience. You see, I had learned from the way in which our elders 

taught us. In Europe, especially in circles operating outside academia, 
older poets taught the younger ones. This was the case with Andre Bre
ton also, who talked about how Valery had taught him with his friend

ship. He also mentioned Apollinaire. You see, this was a system in 

Europe. In Greece, poets like Seferis, Elytis, and Gatsos, who were older 
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than we were, helped us. Embirikos, too, of course, helped. Such rela
tionships in America were rarer. However, they existed and were more 
intense in New York, where older and younger poets and authors could 
meet and get to know one another. Ginsberg told me this-also Harold 
Norse, when he talked about his relations with William Carlos 
Williams. Frequently this relationship was by correspondence. This was 
the case with my relationship with Seferis. It was the relationship of a 
younger poet with a poet who was twenty years older. I had no problem 
whatever in tutoring students. They brought me their writings, and I 
discussed what they wrote with them and tried to give them direction. 
I did this according to what I saw in their papers. I did not impose upon 
them the rules which I would follow. I wanted to bring out for them and 
emphasize what I considered worthy and strong in their expression. In 
other words, I wanted to cultivate and encourage their gifts. I founded 
a laboratory for the writing of theatrical plays. This did not exist within 
the area of Creative Writing; there only existed instruction on the the
ater in the Department of Drama. Essentially, I founded a sub-field of 
Creative Writing within the area of dramatic art. I taught them how to 
write short plays and how to read them and discuss them among them
selves. So they themselves came to constitute an audience for each 
other. You see, drama is a public kind of writing. We did not have the 
problems which existed in some other departments, namely, complexi
ties that stem from personal relationships in classes. In these situations, 
students reacted with impatience when they were criticized. So, classes 
given in creative writing were not so successful. I decided not to offer 
classes in creative writing, but rather to receive students in my office 
one-by-one. I did this after my lectures, in specific office hours. It was 
individual instruction. It was called Directed Writing. It was an amaz
ing system, very profitable for the students. So, the whole business of 
creative writing was off to a good start. When I taught Comparative Lit
erature, I offered a very substantial class, an introduction to Surrealism. 
I started with Dada and Futurism and with the beginnings of all this in 
Europe. It was a very successful class. It took place during the Vietnam 
War. The students were in a rebellious mood, and what I taught fit their 
mood. No one else was teaching such things. So, my first year was a 
great success with the students. In my second year there, I continued 
introducing topics of European modernist literature, especially prose 
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writers and poets of the nineteenth century. I would teach them one-by
one in some sort of logical sequence within the semester system. Then 
I took bolder leaps, and I started teaching French theory, the Nouveau 
Roman, experimental novels and the linguistic theory that constituted 
their underpinnings. I taught the Russian Formalists, Structuralism, 
and Derrida's Deconstruction. I also taught jacques Lacan's version of 
structural psychoanalysis, Foucault, Barthes, and the myth-centered 
structural anthropology of Claude Levi-Strauss. All this was a first, 
because all these ideas had not yet reached the West Coast of the U.S. 
There were professors who succeeded me in teaching these literary 
movements. The classes on creative writing in the area of drama had a 
two-tier system. There was an undergraduate course and a graduate 
course. Graduate students brought to me complete theatrical plays 
which they had composed under guidance given to them by their own 
Department of Dramatic Art. I could not suggest radical changes, so I 
offered commentary. It was different with undergraduate students, who 
were new to this, and I could really direct their writing. I taught at the 
graduate level for many years until one of my own students succeeded 
me. When that happened, I confined myself to undergraduate teaching. 
This made things easier for me. I had wearied of teaching at both levels. 
My days were very busy On the whole, I must say that the program was 
designed to avoid pressuring the teachers, although the teaching load 
was somewhat heavier than in some other universities. Yes, we worked 
hard, but it was not a bad system. For me, the problem was that I had 
to commute and ride buses and street cars to get to my office. 

A: How far did you live from San Francisco State? 

N: Oh, it took me anywhere from an hour to an hour and a half to reach 
my office. I had to wake up at daybreak. Later, I learned how to drive 
and things were easier: it took me only three-quarters of an hour to get 
to my office. It took me time to cross the Bay Bridge. It was fourteen 
kilometers long! Sometimes it took me half-an-hour to cross it. If there 
was a lot of traffic, it would take people one hour to cross the bridge, 
and it was even worse when I would drive back because of all the traf
fic. However, I did get used to this, and I did it for many years without 
any serious consequences to my health, without any accidents. I found 
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myself in a near-accident situation a couple of times. Both times, it was 
a black woman who helped; the police paid no attention. The whole 
experience at San Francisco State was positive in every way. The best 
thing was the quality of the students I taught. American students are so 
open. They accept new things with enthusiasm, with readiness of spirit. 
They are not dose-minded like the Europeans. European students tend 
to freeze somewhat after the age of eighteen. Already at that young age, 
they seem to have their own ideas and their own theories. Of course, 
there are exceptions, but most Europeans fit this description. 

A: This is true. I have frequently observed how Greek students here in 
Greece have their own views and ideas, and that they are not very recep
tive. They have very tight boundaries. What kind of books did you 
select? 

N: The list of books I taught was very large, more than a hundred books. 
Comparative Literature is very international-the compass is large-so 
it subsumes as many literatures as it can. For example, I taught some 
Japanese and some Chinese literature. I taught Indian literature, the 
Indian epics. I took some leaps again, and I taught Plato as literature and 
I also taught Freud as literature. 

A: Nanos, I want to ask you. Did you have any contact with Scandina
vian literature? 

N: Not so much. I taught one Scandinavian author, Knud Hamson, and 
his book, The Mysteries. I read him from when I was very young. His 
novel Hunger made a great impression on me. I read it when I was an 
adolescent, no more than fourteen. And I recall how Henry Miller said 
that Knud Hamson exerted a great influence on him in his early stage of 
writing. It seems that Knud Hamson had this sort of influence on young 
authors. Of course, I knew Ibsen and Strindberg. I did not teach 
Bergman, because he was more a director in film than in the theater. But 
I did teach Strindberg and Ibsen. Some of my students had chosen these 
playwrights as their special authors. I knew Strindberg's work from very 
early; and Ibsen later. 
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A: I want to ask you about other Greeks at that time in California. 

N: At San Francisco State, there was only Thanasis Maskaleris. There 
were also certain Cypriot ladies who taught Modem Greek. 

A: Another question, Nanos. Did you have any close connection with 
Greek-American writers? 

N: I knew Senator Petris, who was a very cultured man, a very likable 
man. I received journals from other universities that made me aware of 
Greeks elsewhere. Most Greeks were in the sciences, not in the human
ities. 

A: This is still the case everywhere, including the University of Califor
nia at Santa Barbara, where there are seven professors in the sciences. 
Elsewhere, there is just a handful of Greeks in the humanities. Most of 
them were born outside the United States. 

N: Well you are one of those few, and it is interesting how you and I met 
early on, you know, when I went to California. I admired your books on 
Hesiod, the Homeric Hymns, and the Orphic Hymns. I like your work 
very much. 

A: Well, Nanos, we are be coming to the end of our interview here. What 
would you like to say to me and to our readers about your poetic jour
ney? 

N: My journey was a jagged line. It began with poetry When I was in 
England, I kept on writing poetry in Greek and used English only for 
articles. In a way, that was the simple and straight path. However, when 
I came back to Greece, I had a problem. I could no longer write. I had a 
writer's block. Let me go back to poetry now, because it was poetry that 
I could not write. My first collection of poems was published in I947, 
then followed the second one in 1958. In both collections, I published 
mostly older poems, poems which I had composed around 1940, 1941, 
1944. After my sojourn in France, the six years that I spent with Surre
alist poets, I returned to Greece in 1960. Then in 1961 I woke up one 
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morning and I said to myself, "What have I done? I have done nothing. 

Forty-one years have gone by, and I have accomplished so little." I had 

an existential crisis. It was precisely at that time that I composed a long 

poem automatically ... it just came to me. Its title, To Thauma (The Mir

acle). It was published in Pali. I dedicated this poem to Nicolas Calas. 

With the composition of this poem, the fountain of Greek poetry began 

to gush. 

A: You must have thought about this. What was it that rekindled your 

passion in poetry? 

N: It was the existential question that came to me, "What have I done 

up to now? I'm forty-one years old, and I have published two little col

lections of poetry. Forty years, what have I done? Have I misspent my 

life, or has anything happened and I do not know it?" That morning, I 

came to know myself. Yes, the fountain started flowing again, and I 

started writing in Greek again with great ease. So during the sixties I 

wrote a lot of poetry, a lot of disciplined verse. It was exactly between 

I960 and I967. This was a very creative period. I was the editor of Pali. 

I was very busy So, whereas I did write a lot of poetry, I did not publish 

most of it. I had not published another book until I went to America, 

where some of my poetry was published in English translation. I must 

explain, for the sake of accuracy, that some of the poems had been writ

ten in Greek and translated, while others had been written directly in 

English. This was necessary because my students wanted to know my 

work; so there was need for English versions. At that time, I also started 

writing directly in English because my work was received very well. I 

was especially encouraged by George Hitchcock, who published the 

journal Kayak. Hitchcock also owned and ran a small publishing house, 

and he welcomed and published my poetry. The fact that my poetry was 

published in his journal encouraged me very much, and that is why I 

started to write in English. For thirty years after that, the work I com

posed in English was substantial. There are five books of it. This does 

not mean that I had abandoned Greek literature. I kept on writing in 

Greek as well. It was not necessary for me to be in Greece to write in 

Greek. I also wrote in French, and some of my work was published in 

France. There were small anthologies published at that time. So I did 
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write in English and then in French, but when I decided to return to 
Greece, I also made the choice to write in Greek only. I think all these 
languages enriched my knowledge of Greek. I am now at my most pro
ductive stage; I am writing a lot of poetry and I have recently finished 
two novels. I do consider my novels a part of my poetic work. I make 
no distinction between these novels and my poetry. 

A: We're now on the subject of your own poetry these days. 

N: I am working on four different collections of poetry, and I try to per
fect them. One of these collections is now with a publisher. You know, 
actually it is almost two collections of poetry that will be published by 
Angyra. The title of this work is The Reopened Box of Pandora. Hesiod, 
again you see. 

A: Nanos, I think people will find what you have said very interesting. 
As we are coming to the end of our interview, I would like to record a 
message from you to Greek poets, to those poets who are ambitious and 
who want to get somewhere. 

N: Would you wish me to speak to those who write in Greek only or to 
those who write also in English? And we have a few of them in Amer
ica. 

A: To both of them, please. 

N: I believe that one needs a great amount of preparation to write poetry. 
By this I mean that the person must cultivate himself first and to read a 
lot, to be well-informed, and to follow what is going on in the current 
flow of time. One must follow new poetic movements because these are 
the living manifestations of poetry that take place now. Those who cut 
themselves off from this ongoing reality lose touch with the world as it 
is. This idea of being in constant touch with the present does not mean 
that you should not be in touch with your own tradition and, in fact, 
with many other traditions and languages and national literatures. The 
awareness of other languages and other traditions helps poets and writ
ers in general not to fall prey to the folly that what they write is 
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absolutely unique. The very young poets now think that, as they write, 
they express something entirely new and unique. The fact is that they, 
too, are following traditional literature one way or another. Traditional 
literature is reflected in their work, and frequently they do not know it. 
Self-knowledge-that is, "knowing one's self'-can result only from 
hard work. The young poet must know that, as the ancients said, there 
is nothing new under the sun. What I am saying to you now is a very 
serious warning. I do not mean that new things are not born. The ten
dency among young poets now is to imitate prototypes unconsciously 
and then to draw the hasty conclusion that they have created them. I 
emphasize self-knowledge and constant self-criticism, but not to the 
point that this mental activity stifles creativity. I'm very aware that crit
icism can dry up the wellsprings of creativity. The intervention of criti
cism must be very cautious. There is nothing original about what I am 
saying here. Many great poets have said this: Eliot, Pound, and others, 
who gave advice on how a poem should be written. Automatic compo
sition is genuine and powerful; it is something that comes to you. Some
times you are just sitting there, and words and then phrases come to 
you. By themselves, they are nothing; you must work on them. Work 
and more work is always needed. A poem is not born just like that. 
Sometimes-and these are rare times-the whole thing comes to you. 
That is like putting your finger on a vein to feel the pulse of writing. This 
sort of contact with the stream of poetry is bound to stop at some 
moment, so you must be prepared to take the leap into other things. 
When a poet works on his poems repeatedly; this activity resembles the 
exercise that is necessary for mastering, let's say, piano playing. It does
n't have to be creative, to correct, to complete, to reduce, to reject. All 
this is part of the practice. In connection with this, I think that being 
informed and knowing foreign languages is of key importance. Of 
course, you can write poetry without being well-informed and without 
knowing foreign languages, but your field of vision will be more lim
ited. It will unavoidably be narrower. In Greece, most of our best poets 
knew at least two foreign languages. This is very important. Then I 
come back to my point that tradition is very important. This faith intra
dition does not mean that we must imitate old prototypes. It means that 
we should be highly selective and that we should filter them through 
our own criteria. This is work which accepts the past critically because 
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we shouldn't accept the past just because it is the past. Those who do 
that become simple imitators. You become a conservative practitioner 
who cannot get anywhere. 

A: What about the Anglophone Greek poets? 

N: Two or three of them stand out. There is Eleni Sikelianos and another 
one, whose name, alas, I cannot remember. Then there is Samaras. And 
there are surely others. Some are very capable; they have great sensitiv
ity when it comes to language. They follow American prototypes. They 
are at the moment a step higher than our young poets in Greece at this 
time who are not willing to be taught. The Anglophone Greek poets 
have been taught, so the difference is immediately perceptible. When I 
speak of the importance of willingness to be taught, I do not mean that 
it alone can make you a great poet. I mean that it can prevent you from 
making fundamental errors. The fact that there are three or four Anglo
phone Greek poets is very important. I myself wrote in English. I stress 
the fact that if one writes poetry in a language other than his, he-or 
she, for that matter-must have close ties with poets for whom that lan
guage is their native language. I was friends with several English poets, 
then I had friends among the American poets. First, I came to know the 
poets of the Beat Generation and others in California, where there was 
a Modernist and a Surrealist movement. All of these poets nurtured me; 
they were the framework of my creative activity. We should not ignore 
such things, even when we choose our very own way of writing. 

A: Nanos, what would you say about translating some of these poets 
into Greek? 

N: I intend to publish some young American poets, especially those 
who are part of new movements that are language-centered. Some of 
them were my students. They set themselves apart from Neo-Surreal
ist poets and created their own school. They are closer to European the
ories, including Post -Structuralism. This movement is very interesting. 
They write poems which they consider to be closer to music and to 
abstract art. Sometimes, their poems are like the first Surrealist auto
matic compositions, but in fact they are conscious compositions. On 
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purpose they write in a poetic language which is different from the cur
rent one. They have their own theory, they have developed their own 
ideas about their forerunners like Zukovski, Gertrude Stein, Emily 
Dickinson, and there are many women in this movement. At the next 
event we shall present a poem by Lynn Hejinian. Quite a lengthy poem, 
translated in Greek by Theofanis Melas. She was the priestess of the 
language-centered movement in California. She has written a beautiful 
piece of prose called My Life. I would like to have all of it translated into 
Greek. The language she uses in this poem is so meaningful. She is now 
teaching at UC Berkeley. 

A: Oh, I look forward to meeting her some day. 

N: You should. She wrote me a warm letter. You see, we feature many 
women poets in our Anthology of Modem Greek Poetry by Talisman 
House Publishers. She asked me whether this was my personal choice 
or the culture that determined it. I said that it was the culture, but per
sonal choice played a role as well. This made quite an impression on her. 

A: Clearly her work should be translated, and we do have Greeks who 
are translators. 

N: Yes we do. One of our very good translators is Theofanis Melas, who 
lives in Denmark. He is very well informed. He wrote a very good piece 
on Language Poets. He often comes to Greece, and then we also have 
other translators who do very good work. I also can translate American 
poets. 

A: Well, then, I wonder whether we can put together an anthology of 
American poets which would be published right here in Athens. There 
should be a team of translators, at least four or five people, because 
translation can be very time consuming. 

N: That is true. But we have friends and collaborators who will do this. 
These are people who contribute to our journal I Nea Synteleia (The New 
End of Time). Already we have translated Dylan Thomas. I did that in 
collaboration with a young woman, Rania Mousouli. We published this 
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slender volume of his poetry. Then on the other side of the volume, 
upside-down, there is a Brazilian poet Andrade, translated by Andreas 
Pagoulatos, my collaborator. In the forthcoming issue of our journal, we 
shall have a piece by my French translator who is a poet, a piece of prose 
entitled Lao-Tse in Constantinople, a strange text. The chronology does 
not match here, but that is beside the point; we are in the world of the 
paradox. Then there will be a piece by a Romanian poet, Gherasim Luca, 
who wrote in French, an avant-garde poet. I came to know him in Paris. 
He was a very likable man. He was my guest at Oakland when the Poli
phonix Festival had a symposium in San Francisco. 

A: Nanos, the day after tomorrow I am leaving for Epiros. What should 
I do? Should I take everything with me? On january 8th (2006), I am 
coming back to Athens and then I am leaving on the 9th. Well, eventu
ally we will cut and stitch together and produce a text. In your poem, 
Astegos, you refer to the Runner of Omonia. What is this? 

N: This is a statue made of sheets of glass by the Greek sculptor Varot
sos. This statue is now across from the Hilton hotel. 

A: So it was transported. 

N: Yes, it was. 

A: Nanos, look, because I am leaving the day after tomorrow, I want to 
sum up what has to be done. We are in a position to choose from your 
correspondence. I will see our publisher in New York and ask him for 
an extension. 

N: Who is the publisher? 

A: The publisher is Leandros Papathanasiou. 

N: What is the name of the publishing house? 

A: Pella Publishing Company, Inc. Today is the 29th of December of 
2005. We have recorded our conversation. Nanos, I thank you. 





NANOS VALAORITIS 

THE GREAT HOMELESS ONE 

57 



58 ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

I Αστεγος ο Πρώτος ανακηρύχθηκε Βασιλιάς από τις λεγεώνες των 

Αστέγων που μαζεύτηκαν στ' Αλαμανικά πεδία ΑΣΤΕΓΙΑΣ, όπως 

μετονομάστηκε το Μπέρκλεϋ, όπου στο «Πάρκο του Λαού» περ

ιμένει κόσμος τώρα να χρίσει τον Πρώτο I Αστεγο Ρήγα: 

I Αστεγος ο Πρώτος (ο Μέγας) που 

ίδρυσε τη δυναστεία των Αστέγων 

ανακηρύχθηκε Βασιλιάς στο Στάδιο 

απ' τις λεγεώνες των Αστέγων 

που επέστρεφαν απ' τα Αλαμανικά 

πεδία-όπου κατήγαγον μια νίκη 

περιφανή-στην Αμυνόμενη Στρατιά 

των Στεγασμένων-που πολέμησαν 

στον Υπέρτατο αγώνα 

υπέρ στεγών και κεραμιδιών 

όμως οι Άστεγοι-μετά 

την περιφανή τους νίκη 

αποποιήθηκαν την προσφορά 

για Στέγαση-Εμείς είμαστε 

οι Υπερήφανοι Άστεγοι 

δεν δεχόμαστε πάνω απ' το 

κεφάλι μας στέγη (μεταξύ μας 

την αποφεύγουμε σαν το διάολο) 

μόνο με τέντες αντέχουμε να πλαγιάζουμε 

με τις παλλακίδες μας τις Άστεγες 

από τη φύση μας νομάδες 

και περιπλανώμενοι. 

Ο ΔΩΔΕΚΑΛΟΓΟΣ ΤΟΥ ΆΣΤΕΓΟΥ 

1. Κάθομαι εδώ σε μια γωνιά του δρόμου 
και παρακολουθώ τι γίνεται 

ένα ζευγάρι αγγίζεται περιπαθώς 

καθισμένοι σ' έναν πάγκο 

τους κοιτάζει λαίμαργα μια γυναίκα 
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Homeless the First was proclaimed king by the legions of the Homeless 
who gathered on the Alamanic battlefields of Homelessness, as Berkeley 
was dubbed. A crowd is waiting at People's Park to crown the first 
Homeless king. 

Homeless the First (The Great) who 
founded the dynasty of the Homeless 
was proclaimed king in the Stadium 
by the legions of the homeless 
returning from the Alamanic battlefields
where they achieved an illustrious victory 
over the defending Army 
of the Homed-who fought 
in the supreme struggle 
over roofs and roof tiles 
but the Homeless-after 
their illustrious victory 
declined the offer 
of shelter-We are 
the proud Homeless 
we do not accept a roof 
over our heads (between us 
we avoid it like the devil) 
we will lie only under tents 
with our Homeless concubines 
nomads by our nature 
and wanderers. 

DODECALOGUE OF THE HOMELESS ONE 

1. I sit here at a comer of the street 
and watch the goings on 
a couple is touching passionately 
sitting on a bench 
a woman watches them hungrily-
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κοντόχοντρη-καθισμένη σ' ένα άλλο παγκάκι 

δεν μπορεί να ξεκολλήσει τα μάτια της 

απ' το ζευγάρι που αμέριμνα φιλιέται. 

Θα βάζει τον εαυτό της στη θέση τους 

θα νιώθει την ηδονή και των δύο 

και θα τρίβει τα μπούτια της κρυφά-

όταν πέρασαν μπροστά της θα βρισκόταν 

στο αμήν να χύσει-ενώ εγώ ο αδιάφορος 

γελάω και δεν συλλογίζομαι παρά μονάχα 

πώς θα γεμίσω την κοιλιά μου-πολύ λιγότερο 

πως θα την αδειάσω-Αν ήμουνα ο Αϊνστάιν 

θά 'χα κιόλας μετατρέψει το χρόνο σε χρήμα 
και το χώρο-σε κρεβάτι για να κοιμηθώ. 

2. Ορίζω ολόκληρο τον ορίζοντα 
έχω τη δυνατότητα να κοιτάζω 

τον έναστρο ουρανό τις νύχτες 

είμαι ένα σκουλήκι του δρόμου 

μια γάτα των κεραμιδιών 

ένας σκύλος χωρίς κολάρο 

κατουράω όπου βρω-τρώω ό,τι βρεθεί 

δεν φοβάμαι τις κακοκαιρίες 

μέρα νύχτα τριγυρνάω πάνω κάτω 

σ' όλες τις γειτονιές είμαι το φάντασμα 

της καλοπέρασης-η κακιά συνείδηση 

των καλώς εχόντων. 

3. Δεν θέλω λεφτά, συμπόνια, λύπη 
δεν θέλω περιφρόνηση-μάλλον 

επιθυμώ να προκαλώ την αηδία 

να με σιχαίνονται και να με αποφεύγουν 

να κάνω οτιδήποτε να με ξεφορτωθούν 

τους εκνευρίζει το θέαμα της aπλυσιάς 

τα βρώμικα ρούχα που φοράω 
η μυρωδιά που aποπέμπω 

είμαι ένας aποδιοπομπαίος τράγος 

το περίσσευμα του καπιταλιστικού θαύματος 
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a short, fat woman sitting on another bench 
she cannot take her eyes off 
the couple that is kissing, carefree. 
She must be putting herself in their place 
feeling the pleasure of both 
and rubbing her thighs secretly-
when they passed by in front of her she must have been 
at climax-while I, indifferent, 
laugh and wonder only 
how I will fill my belly-much less 
how I will empty it-If I was Einstein 
I would already have changed time into money 
and space into a bed I could sleep on. 

2. The whole horizon is mine 
I can look 
at the starry sky at night 
I am a street-worm 
a cat of the rooftops 
a collarless dog 
I piss wherever-eat whatever I find 
I'm not afraid of bad weather 
day and night I wander up and down 
among all the neighborhoods I am the ghost 
of high living-the bad conscience 
of those who are comfortable. 

3. I don't want money, compassion, pity 
I don't want contempt-rather 
I prefer to evoke disgust 
I want to be repulsive and avoided 
to do whatever I can so that they get rid of me 
the sight of dirtiness angers them 
the grimy clothes I wear 
the smell I exude 
I am a scapegoat 
the dregs of the capitalistic miracle 

61 
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το σκουπίδι της πλουτοκρατίας 

το φαρμακερό μανιτάρι του πλεονάσματος 

με τρέφουν για να κοιμηθούν ήσυχοι 
τις νύχτες χωρίς εφιάλ τες και κακά 
προμηνύματα-όταν και αν 

γκρεμιστεί το οικοδόμημα θα'ναι 
όλοι σαν εμένα-μα εγώ θα 

επιζήσω-έτσι κωλοπετσωμένος 

που είμαι-οι aχαμνοί θα χαθούνε. 

4. Δεν έχω μίσος για κανένα-δεν 
είμαι επαναστάτης-είμαι μια περίπτωση 
ένα σύμmωμα-μια κακή σύμπτωση
όταν μ' έδιωξε η τελευταία νοικοκυρά μου 
δεν είχα πού να πάω-ήμουν aπένταρος 

έμεινα στο δρόμο με μια βαλίτσα 

κανένας δεν είχε χώρο να με βολέψει 
ούτε για μια νύχτα-τα άσυλα 

ήταν γεμάτα-δεν με δεχόντουσαν 
η πρώτη νύχτα ήταν δύσκολη 

όμως το ξημέρωμα ήταν ωραίο 

έκανα γυμναστική στο πεζοδρόμιο 

στο συσσίτιο των απόρων μου δώσαν 

ένα πιάτο φαt-δεν έμοιαζα ακόμα 
άστεγος-και με κοίταζαν με υποψία 

μια γυναίκα μου 'κλεισε το μάτι 

πίσω από μια παράγκα σμίξαμε 

αυτό το σπίτι, αυτό το κρεβάτι 

ο Θεός να με γλιτώσει απ' το κρύο. 

5. Κανένας δεν μου δίνει δουλειά
έχω τα χάλια μου-βρέχει

χιονίζει-φυσάει-δεν έχω 

μέρος να ζεσταθώ-προχτές 

βρήκα έναν σκύλο αδέσποτο 

του 'πα «θες να γίνω τ' αφεντικό σου;» 

κούνησε την ουρά του, έσκυψε 



The Great Homeless One 

the trash of plutocracy 
the poison mushroom of excess 
they nourish me so they can sleep easy 
at night without nightmares and bad 
vibes-if and when 
the structure crumbles they will 
all be like me-but I will 
survive-street-smart as 
I am-the lean ones will perish. 

4. I feel hatred toward no one-1 am not 
a revolutionary-! am a circumstance 
a coincidence-a bad coincidence-
when my last landlady turned me out 
I had nowhere to go-1 was penniless 
I was left in the street with a suitcase 
no one had space for me 
even for one night-the shelters 
were full-they didn't take me in 
the first night was difficult 
but the dawn was lovely 
I did my exercises on the sidewalk 
at the soup kitchen they gave me 
a plate of food-I didn't look 
homeless yet-and they looked at me with suspicion 
a woman winked at me 
we made love behind a lean-to 
this house, this bed 
God save me from the cold. 

5. No one will give me work
I'm in bad shape-in rain 
snow wind I have no 
place to warm myself-the other day 
I found a stray dog 
I said to him "Want me to be your master?" 
he wagged his tail, bowed 

63 



64 ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

το κεφάλι του και μου 'γλειψε το παπούτσι 
εντάξει φίλε-θα κάνουμε παρέα 

βρήκα ένα λουρί και τον έδεσα 
μαζί ζεσταθήκαμε κείνη τη νύχτα 

την επόμενη μέρα τον έλυσα 

να τρέξει-μού 'φερε έναν άλλο σκύλο 
με τους δύο αυτούς δεν έχω ανάγκη 
από κουβέρτα-όταν βρέχει 

χιονίζει, φυσάει και βροντάει. 

Ζαρώνουμε κι οι τρεις σε μια γωνιά. 

6. Περνούσα προχτές από ένα καφενείο 
στα τραπεζάκια καθόταν πολύς κόσμος 
στην ύπαιθρο κάτω από ένα δέντρο 
κι από μια τέντα-και πίναν ποτά 

κουβεντιάζοντας με φίλους και φίλες-περνούσα 
ένα μεσημεριανό φάντασμα-και 
ξαφνικά το μάτι μου συναντήθηκε 
με το μάτι μιας ωραίας κοπέλας 

με πράσινα μάτια, που καθόταν μόνη 
μ' ένα ποτήρι λεμονάδα που το ρουφούσε 
μ' ένα καλαμάκι-με διπλωμένα 
πόδια, η φούστα της άφηνε 
να φανούν οι μηροί ψηλά 

προκλητική παρουσία 

-το μεσημέρι-για ένα 

κλάσμα του δευτερολέmου πίστεψα πως 

αναγνώρισα μια παλιά μου φιλενάδα 
ήταν λάθος; Δεν ξέρω. 'Αρπαξα ένα τριαντάφυλλο 
απ' το καλάθι μιας ανθοπώλησσας 

και το άφησα στο τραπέζι της 

έγινε σάλος-η ανθοπώλις φώναξε 

κλέφτης-δεν με πλήρωσε-με πήραν 
το κατόπιν πέντ' έξι μαντράχαλοι 

μου 'παν ή πληρώνεις το κορίτσι 

ή τρως ξύλο από μας-τούς έδειξα 

τις άδειες τσέπες μου-γέλασαν 



The Great Homeless One 

his head and licked my shoe 
all right friend-we'll stick together 
I found a leash and put it on him 
we kept each other warm that night 
the next day I unleashed him 
to let him run-he brought me another dog 
with these two I don't need 
a blanket-whether it rains 
snows blows or thunders. 
All three of us squeeze into a corner. 

6. The other day I passed by a cafe 
lots of people were sitting at little tables 
outdoors under a tree 
and an awning-having drinks 
talking with boyfriends and girlfriends-I passed by 
a noontime ghost-and 
suddenly I meet the eyes 
of a beautiful girl 
with green eyes who was sitting alone 
sipping a glass of lemonade 
through a straw-her legs 
crossed, her skirt left 
her thighs visible high up 
an inviting presence 
-at noon-for a 
fraction of a second I thought 
I recognized an old girlfriend 
was I wrong? I don't know. I grabbed a rose 
from the basket of a flower seller 
and put it on her table 
all hell broke loose-the flower seller shouted 
thief-he didn't pay me-then 
five or six big guys grabbed me 
they said you pay the girl 
or get beat up by us-I showed them 
my empty pockets-they laughed 
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να-πάρε κακομοίρη Ντον Ζουάν 

κάτι να πληρώσεις τ' ανέφικτα όνειρά σου 

λίγο ξέραν την αλήθεια-πως κάποτε 

εγω κι εκείνη σε μια κλίνη 

αγαπημένοι μέχρι θανάτου-χωρίσαμε 

ήταν το δράμα της ζωής μου-ποτέ 

δεν θα σε ξεχάσω μου 'πε δακρύζοντας 

κι έφυγε μ' έναν άλλον-για κείνη 

κατάντησα σήμερα έτσι απ' το πιοτό 

κι' απ' την κατάθλιψη-εχω γίνει ράκος 

ένα φάντασμα τα μεσημέρια τριγυρνάω 

στις πλmείες με τα καφενεία και 

ανατριχιάζουν όσοι με βλέπουν κι ας 

μην τ' ομολογούνε ... 

7. Μια μέρα με σταμάτησε στο δρόμο 
ένας νεαρός με γυαλιά-με όψη 

συμπαθητική-δεν έμοιαζε δημοσιογράφος 

κι όμως ήταν-είστε άστεγος μου κάνει 

δεν είναι έτσι-κατοικείτε στους δρόμους 

και στα οικόπεδα όπου σας κρατάνε 

συντροφιά και ζέστη τα σκυλιά σας 

κουβαλάτε το κρεβάτι σας στον ώμο σας 

μη σας το κλέψουν άλλοι άστεγοι-έτσι 

βαρυφορτωμένος-φοράτε παλτό το καλοκαίρι 

δεν είναι έτσι-μοιάζετε με φαντάρο 

σε πορεία εκστρατείας-ένας αιώνιος 

πεζοπόρος-το πολύ να σας πάρει 

ένα ασθενοφόρο-ή μια κλούβα 

της αστυνομίας-αν πάθετε κάτι 

και σας περιμαζέψουν. Λοιπόν σας 

προσφέρω κρεβάτι κι άσυλο τζάμπα 

και ντους για να πλυθεί τε 

μια αλλαξιά ρούχα-έναν κουρέα 

να φτιάξει γένια και μαλλιά 

θα σας πάω σ' ένα ιατρείο να σας 

εξετάσουν για τυχόν καμιά αρρώστια 



The Great Homeless One 

here-you miserable Donjuan take 
something to pay for your impossible dreams 
little did they know the truth-that once 
she and I on a couch 
lovers to the death-separated 
it was the drama of my life-never 
will I forget you she told me tearfully 
and she left with another-for her sake 
I ended up like this from alcohol 
and depression-! have become a rag 
a ghost, I wander at midday 
in the squares with the cafes and 
all who see me shudder 
even if they won't admit it ... 

7. One day a young man with glasses-and a kind face 
stopped me on the street 
he didn't look like a reporter 
but he was-you're homeless he says to me 
isn't that right-you live in the streets 
and empty lots where 
your dogs keep you company and warmth 
you carry your bed on your back 
so other homeless ones won't steal it-thus 
loaded down-you wear a coat in summer 
isn't that right-you look like a recruit 
on a training march-an eternal 
foot soldier-at best an ambulance 
will pick you up-or a police paddy wagon 
if something happens to you 
and you are picked up. So I 
offer you bed and shelter for free 
and a shower to wash yourself 
a change of clothes-a barber 
to trim your hair and beard 
I will take you to a clinic 
to be examined for illness 
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κι ως μόνο αντάλλαγμα θέλω να μου πείτε 

την ιστορία της ζωής σας-δάκρυσα 

και του απάντησα-την ιστορία 

της ζωής θα την έχεις τζάμπα 

τ' άλλα όλα δεν τα χρειάζομαι

καλά είμαι όπως είμαι-δεν 

θέλω κανένας ν' αναμιχθεί με τη ζωή μου

είναι δικιά μου-μου ανήκει-αν θέλω 

να την πετάξω στα σκουπίδια. 

8. Είστε το αίσχος των δρόμων της 
πρωτεύουσας-ο πρώτος άστεγος

μας δυσφημίζετε-κανένας δεν 

πρόκειται να καθίσει στο ίδιο τραπέζι 

μ' εσάς-έχετε καταντήσει ένα 

άχθος αρούρης-δεν ντρέπεστε λιγάκι 

να κυκλοφορείτε έτσι; Όλοι σας 

φοβούνται και σας αποφεύγουν-προκαλείτε 

αηδία-ακόμα κι ο Θεός σας έχει 

εγκαταλείψει-είστε ακαταλόγιστος 

τον άκουγα με σκυμμένο κεφάλι 

κάποτε, άρχισα, ήμουνα σαν εσάς-

ένα παλικάρι με αυτοπεποίθηση 

αισιοδοξία κι ενεργητικότητα 

δεν φοβόμουνα τίποτα-κανέναν 

αγωνιζόμουνα για το δίκαιο-

για κείνο που μου φαινόταν δίκαιο

είχα φίλους, φιλενάδες, οικογένεια 

και μια δουλειά που μ' έτρεφε 

και μου 'δίνε ένα μικρό περιθώριο 

να κινηθώ-να πάω σε θέατρο 

ή σε κινηματογράφο-η καμιά 

εκδρομή εκτός πόλεως με τη φίλη μου

μια μέρα έγινε τ' ανεπανόρθωτο: 

βρισκόμαστε d ένα έρημο μέρος 
μακριά από κατοικίες και aπολαμβάναμε 

τη θέα-όταν τέσσερα χέρια μας έπιασαν 



The Great Homeless One 

and in exchange I only want you to tell me 
the story of your life-I wept 
and replied-you can have 
my life story for free 
all the rest I don't need
l'm fine as I am-I don't 
want anyone interfering in my life
it's mine-it belongs to me-if I want 
to throw it away. 

8. You are the disgrace of the streets 
of the capital-the first homeless one
you give us a bad name-no one 
will sit at the same table 
with you-you have become 
the loathing of the land-aren't you a bit ashamed 
to go around looking like that? Everyone 
is afraid of you and avoids you-you evoke 
disgust-even God has 
abandoned you-you don't count 
I listened to him with bowed head 
once, I began, I was like you-
a clean-cut young man, self-confident 
optimistic, a doer 
I feared nothing and no one 
I fought for justice-
or what I thought was justice
! had friends, girlfriends, family 
and a job that fed me 
and gave me a small surplus 
to move about-to go to the theater 
or the movies-or 
out of town with my girlfriend
one day the irreversible happened: 
we were in a deserted place 
far away from houses, admiring 
the view-when four arms grabbed us 
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από πίσω και μας έριξαν στο χώμα 

εμένα μου δέσανε τα μάτια-οι φωνές 

της καθώς τη βιάζανε μου 'σκισαν 

τα σωθικά-όταν μας άφησαν 

οι δυο προσωπιδοφόροι-

εκείνη σε ελεεινή κατάσταση- εγώ 

μια μάζα αγανάκτησης και ενοχής 

για μήνες λύσσαξα να τους βρω 

εκείνη δεν συνήλθε ποτέ-έπαθε 

αλλεπάλληλους νευρικούς κλονισμούς 

την τρέχαμε στα ψυχιmρεία 

η οικογένειά της μου 'ριχνε όλο 

το φταίξιμο-σαν να την είχα βιάσει εγώ 

δεν μπορέσαμε ποτέ πια να σμίξουμε 

χωρίς να παρεμβληθούν οι δολοφόνοι 

της αγάπης μας-σιγά σιγά κι εγώ 

άρχισα να καταρρέω-έψαχνα στις 

πιο εξαθλιωμένες γειτονιές να βρω 

τους βιαστές-στάθηκε αδύνατο-

μόνο ίσως κάποτε κάποια φωνή 

που άκουσα σε κάποιο κέντρο 

έμοιαζε μ' αυτήν του ενός-

δεν είχα άλλο τεκμήριο-

εκείνοι με γνωρίζανε και θα 

μπορούσαν ανά πάσα στιγμή 

να μ' εξοντώσουν-έπρεπε 

να προσέχω-άρχισα να μεταμφιέζομαι 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

κι αυτό που βλέπεις τώρα-μια μεταμφίεση είναι

δεν θα ησυχάσω όπως η θάλασσα 

ώσπου να τους βρω-ο συνομιλητής μου 
έγραφε-είχε μείνει άναυδος-

τόσο μεγάλη εντύπωση του 'κανε 

η ιστορία μου--που ήταν εντελώς 

ψεύτικη-τίποτα απ' όλα αυτά 

δεν είχε συμβεί-

ήταν το διαβατήριό μου προς τους ανθρώπους 

κι αυτό πλαστογραφημένο. 



The Great Homeless One 

from behind and threw us to the ground 
they blindfolded me-her screams 
while they were raping her tore 
my insides-when 
the two masked men left 
she was in deplorable shape-! 
was a mass of outrage and guilt 
for months I looked for them doggedly 
she never recovered-she had 
recurring nervous breakdowns 
we were always running to psychiatric clinics 
her family laid all the blame 
on me-as if I was the one who raped her 
we were never again able to make love 
without the intrusion of the assassins 
of our love-bit by bit I too 
started to go downhill-! would search in the 
most run-down neighborhoods to find 
the rapists-it was impossible-
only a voice perhaps sometimes 
that I heard somewhere 
resembled the voice of one of them-
1 had no other evidence-
they knew who I was and could 
have wiped me out 
at any moment-! had 
to be careful-! started to disguise myself 
and what you see now-
is a disguise-! will be restless like the sea 
until I find them-my interlocutor 
was writing-he was speechless-
such a great impression 
did my story-which was entirely 
made up-have on him 
nothing of all that had happened
it was my passport to mankind 
and that too was phony. 

71 



72 

9. Οι μέρες περνούσαν κι είχα πια 
συνηθίσει στην καινούργια μου ζωή. 

Είχα γίνει σαν την πέτρα σκληρός 

τίποτα δεν μ' άγγιζε-η βρώμα 

έμοιαζε με τα στρείδια και τα φύκια 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

που μαζεύονται στα ναυάγια των πλοίων 

όταν μείνουν πολύ καιρό στο βυθό 

ήμουνα πια στο βυθό της aνθρωπότητας 

και κανένα βίντσι δεν θα μπορούσε 

να με ανασύρει και να με αναστατώσει 

δεν φανταζόμουνα ποτέ πως θα γινόμουνα 

από ευαίσθητος νέος ένα τέτοιο 

σκληρό καρύδι-αμετανόητος 

πεισματάρης-αμετακίνητος 

στον τρόπο της ζωής μο~πως 

όταν κάποτε έπεσε από τη χάρη 

του Θεού ο Εωσφόρος κάτι τέτοιο 

του συνέβηκε και περιβλήθηκε 

το κακό σαν φρούριο-ενώ 

υπήρξε κάποτε καλός-μόνη 

του αμαρτία η αλαζονική υπεροψία 

έτσι χι εγώ-ο τρόπος της ζωής μου 

ήταν μια διαμαρτυρία εναντίον 

της αγνότητας, της ομορφιάς και 

αθωότητας-και το μεγαλύτερο 

μίσος μου στράφηκε στην ωραία 

φίλη κάποιου διάσημου φίλου μου 
που πρόσφατα είχε πεθάνει-

με διαβολικό πείσμα ήθελα 

να την ταπεινώσω-να την εξευτελίσω 

να τη φέρω στο σημείο να 

γονατίσει μπροστά μου 

και να μου ζητήσει έλεος. 

10. Πως όμως θα κατόρθωνα έναν τέτοιο 
άθλο στα χάλια μου; θα 'πρεπε 

να καθαριστώ, να πλυθώ, να αλλάξω 



The Great Homeless One 

9. The days passed and by now I had 
eased into my new life. 
I had become hard as a rock 
nothing touched me-the dirt 
was like barnacles and seaweed 
that grow on shipwrecks 
that remain underwater for a long time 
I was now in the depths of mankind 
and no winch would be able 
to pull me up and upset me 
I never imagined that I would go 
from a sensitive young man to such 
a hard nut-unrepentant 
stubborn-immovable 
in my way of life-like Eosphoros 
when he fell from God's 
grace once something similar 
must have happened to him and he covered himself 
with evil as a bulwark-although 
he was once good-his only 
sin was arrogant contemptuousness 
it was the same with me-my way of life 
was a protest against 
purity beauty and innocence
and my greatest 
hatred was aimed at the beautiful 
girlfriend of a famous friend of mine 
who had recently died-
with a diabolical perversity I wanted to 
humble her-to humiliate her 
to bring her to the point where she would 
kneel before me 
and beg for mercy. 

10. But how could I accomplish such 
a feat in my wretched state? I would have to 
clean up, wash, change 
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τα ρούχα μου-να γίνω ευπρόσωπος 

για να την πλησιάσω---αλλιώς 

θα 'ταν από μακριά-συνέλαβα 

λοιπόν ένα διαβολικό σχέδιο-

για να εκδικηθώ την καλοσύνη

έπρεπε ν' αποκτήσω έναν συνέταιρο 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

έναν σύντροφο στο έγκλημα που ετοίμαζα 
και διάλεξα το μόνο άνθρωπο που 

μου 'χε δείξει συμπάθεια-και 

που τον είχα κοροϊδέψει τόσο κυνικά 

το συμπαθητικό εκείνο παιδί 

που έτσι αθώος που ήταν θα πίστευε 

ό,τι του έλεγα: του διηγήθηκα 

μια ιστορία πως αυτή η κοπέλα 

αντί να βοηθήσει το φίλο της στα τελευταία 

χρόνια της ζωής του-τον φαρμάκωσε 

και μ' έναν ερωμένο της με τον οποίο

μένανε συνεχώς-τον έκαναν να πιστεύει 

σε ομοιοπαθητικά φάρμακα θαυματουργά 

που θα γιάτρευαν όλες τις aρρώστιες του 

και σιγά σιγά τον υπονόμευαν 

ώσπου τον βάλανε να κάνει μια 

διαθήκη όπου τ' άφηνε όλα 

σ' αυτήν. Μια τέτοια ιστορία 

δύσκολο να επιβεβαιωθεί από πηγές 

έκανε μεγάλη εντύπωση στον άπειρο 

νέο και όταν κάποτε την συνάντησε 

της πήρε μια συνέντευξη 

όπου ρωτούσε πλάγια για να επικυρώσει 

τις ιστορίες μου-εκείνη 

έπεσε στη φάκα και τον ερωτεύθηκε 

όταν λοmόν του σύστησε ομοιοπαθητικά 

φάρμακα για πονοκέφαλο-βρήκε 

αρκετή επιβεβαίωση των όσων 
του 'χα πει ν' αντιδράσει 

και την τυράννησε όσο μπορούσε 

ώσπου διέκοψε μαζί της-εκείνη 



The Great Homeless One 

my clothes-become presentable 
to approach her-otherwise 
it would have to be from afar-so I came up with 
a diabolical plan-
to wreak my revenge on goodness
! had to find an accomplice 
a partner in the crime I was plotting 
and I picked the only person who 
had shown me compassion-and 
whom I had tricked so cynically 
that likeable young fellow 
who was naive enough to believe 
whatever I told him: I recounted 
a story about how that girl 
instead of helping her friend during 
the last years of his life-poisoned him 
in complicity with a lover of hers with whom 
they often stayed-they convinced him 
to take some miraculous homeopathic drugs 
that would cure all his ailments 
and bit by bit they wore him down 
until they got him to make 
a will in which he left everything 
to her. Such a story 
is difficult to check first hand 
it made a deep impression on the naive 
young man and when he met her once 
he interviewed her 
and asked some leading questions to confirm 
my stories-she 
took the bait and fell in love with him 
and so when she recommended some homeopathic 
medicine for a headache-he found 
sufficient confirmation of what 
I had told him-to react 
and he tyrannized her as much as he could 
then left her-she 
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ξετρελαμένη και μη μπορώντας 

να εξηγήσει τη διαγωγή του 

τον κυνηγούσε μέρα νύχτα κι όσο 

εκείνη τον αποζητούσε τόσο 

την ταπείνωνε και την εξευτέλιζε 

ώσπου στο τέλος αποπειράθηκε 

ν' αυτοκτονήσει κι όταν την συνέφεραν 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

ήταν πια περίπτωση για ψυχιατρικές κλινικές ... 
Είχα καταστρέψει 

Εναν άγγελο. 

11. Υπάρχει όμως και μια άλλη πλευρά 
της υπόθεσης: ο νέος δημοσιογράφος 
πράγματι τα έφτιαξε μαζί της 

και με τα χρήματα που 'χε κληρονομήσει 

έφυγαν και έζησαν σ' ένα μικρό χωριό στη Νότιο Γαλλία, 

ώσπου εκείνη συνάντησε τον Πικάσο. 

Και άφησε το φίλο της για έναν 

Διάσημο-η σχέση διήρκεσε τρεις 

Μήνες-όμως-στο τέλος εκείνος επέστρεψε 

και μου τα διηγήθηκε. Η δαιμονική 

μηχανή μου είχε aστοχήσει. 

12. Είμαι ο Διγενής Ακρίτας 
της Αστροφεγγιάς 

με ανάθρεψαν οι κρύες νύχτες-τα νυχτέρια 

τα υπαίθρια που πουλάνε λουκάνικα 

και σαγανάκια, κεφτέδες και κεμπάμπ. 

Εκείνα μ' έθρεψαν και με τρέφουν-ό,τι αφήνουν 

πίσω τους οι πελάτες-τα καταβροχθίζω 

είτε βρέχει είτε χιονίζει είτε φυσάει 

παγωμένος βοριάς και υγρός νοτιάς 

εγώ εκεί-ξενυχτάω δίπλα σ' αυτά 

γιατί είναι η ώρα που περνάνε οι νταλίκες 

και μου ρίχνουν ένα σάντουιτς οι οδηγοί 

αν είμαι, τυχερός-γιατί αυτά τα γομάρια 

πιστέψτε με έχουν πονετική καρδιά 



The Great Homeless One 

frantic and unable 
to explain his behavior 
pursued him day and night and the more 
she pursued him, the more 
he humbled and humiliated her 
until finally she tried 
to kill herself and by the time they revived her 
she was a psychiatric case ... 
I had destroyed 
an angel. 

11. But there is another side 
to the story: the young journalist 
really hooked up with her 
and with the money she inherited 
they went to live in a small village in the south of France 
until she met Picasso. 
And she left her lover for a 
famous man-the relationship lasted for three 
months-but-in the end he came back 
and told me the story. My diabolical 
machinations had missed the mark. 

12. I am the Digenis Akritas 
of Starlight 
nourished by the cold nights-the open air 
night stands that sell sausages and fried cheese 
and meatballs and kebab. 
Those kept me alive and feed me-whatever the 
customers leave behind-! devour 
in rain, snow, freezing north 
wind and damp south wind 
I'm there-spend my nights next to them 
because it's the time when the delivery trucks come by 
and the drivers throw me a sandwich 
if I'm lucky-because those assholes 
believe me have a soft heart 
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κάτω απ' το σκληρό εκείνο περίβλημα 
που κάθε άλλη λέξη είναι: μαλακία 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

για κοίτα, τον μαλάκα, νομίζει πως οδηγεί 
θα τον κάνω λιώμα τον μαλάκα 

αν μου κάνει κι άλλες μαλακίες 

δεν έχουν το θεό τους οι χοντρομαλάκες 
σαν αυτόν-αγόρασαν ένα αυτοκίνητο 

και νομίζουν πως οι δρόμοι τους ανήκουν 

στους μαλακισμένους-ενώ εμείς 

κ.τ.λ., κ. τ .λ ο εσαεί μαλάκιος λόγος 
ξεχύνεται απ' το λαρύγγι του-κι όταν 

με βλεπει έτσι στα χάλια μου, μου κάνει 
κι εσύ τι θέλεις εδώ βρε μαλάκα 

δεν πας σπίτι να κάτσεις; Τούτο είναι 
το σπίτι μου-Κύριε-κι εγώ ο δούλος σου 
το κατοικώ-τα περάσματα, τα σταυροδρόμια 
οι μακρινές στάσεις για βενζίνη, λάδι 

και φαt-ενα το γοργό και χάριν έχει 
ένα καλό χέσιμο-καμιά μαλακία-
κι αν βρεθεί και καμιά πουτάνα 

στα όρθια πίσω απ' το βενζινάδικο 

ή τα σταντ-σε κανένα θάμνο 

αν υπάρχει. Κι εσύ βρε μαλάκα 

τι θέλεις; Φαγητό; Να πάρε-

και μου δίνει ένα τεράστιο σάντουιτς 

με ψητό τυρί, μουστάρδα και λάχανο 
μαρούλι, ντομάτα-φάε ρε πούστη 

μη σου γαμήσω τον κώλο-που μου 
κάθεσαι άεργος και σε λένε κι άσπιτο 
και σε πονάνε τες νύχτες οι θείτσες 

όταν σε θυμούνται γιατί έχεις θείες 
δεν είναι έτσι, βρε καραγκιόζη. 

Ν α σε πάρει ο διάολος, να πλαντάξει. 

Τη βαράς καμιά φορά-ή σου 'χει 
ζαρώσει απ' την πείνα-δεν βλέπω 
και πολύ κρέας επάνω σου 

μάλλον σκελετός, δεν είναι έτσι;-
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under that hard cover 
whose every other word is: asshole 
look at that asshole, he thinks he's driving 
I'll flatten that asshole 
if he bugs me anymore 
those fat assholes like him think they're hot stuff
they buy a car 
and think the streets belong to them
assholes while we 
etc. etc. the eternal asshole words 
flow from his mouth-and when he sees me 
in my pitiful condition, he says 
what are you doing here, asshole 
why don't you go home? This is 
my home-Sir-and I your servant 
live here-the passages, crosswalks 
the long stops for gas, oil 
and food-a quickie 
a good shit-a jerk-off 
and if there's a whore 
standing up behind the gas station 
or the store-under a bush 
if there's one around. And you asshole 
what do you want? Food? Here 
and he gives me a huge sandwich 
with grilled cheese mustard and 
lettuce tomato-eat bugger, 
or I'll fuck your ass-you 
sit around without work and they call you house-less 
and the aunties take pity on you at night 
when they remember you because you have aunties 
isn't that right, you fool. 
The Devil take you and burst. 
Do you use it sometimes-or has it 
withered from hunger-! don't see 
a lot of meat on you 
more like a skeleton, right?-
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κι εγώ να τρώω το σάντουιτς 

ξέροντας πως σε λίγο μόλις φύγει 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

θα το ξεράσω-δεν χωράει το στομάχι μου 

πάρε λίγα μπισκότα, ξερά κι αυτά 

δεν θέλω να τον aπογοητεύσω πως 

η χειρονομία του πήγε στράφι-

κάτι τέτοια πληγώνουν αυτούς τους μαντράχαλους 

και μπορεί να σε σπάσουν στο ξύλο 

μόνο και μόνο για να μη φανούνε 

λιγότερο άντρες στα μάτια των συναδέλφων. 

13. Και τώρα με παίρνουν οι Νεφέλες 
όχι η Μαρία του Έψιλον, ξεχνάω 

τ' όνομά του-ούτε του Άλφα του Αρ ... Αρ ... πές το ντε 
που ξεχνάω ολοένα ονόματα-κι ας 

ήταν στενός και κολλητός-και 

μ' ανεβάζουν (οι Νεφέλες) στα ουράνια 

με πάνε στο θεό έτσι ρακένδυτο 

κι ο θεός με ρωτάει-με φωνή βροντερή

Τι θες παιδί μου από μένα, που δεν το 

βρίσκεις εκεί κάτω-και έδειξε με το 

δάχτυλό του μια αβυσσαλέα τρύπα 

και στο βάθος ένας που καθόταν 

και ζεσταινόταν σε μια μικρή φωτιά 

τον βλέπεις αυτόν, τον έχω φαλίρει 

γιατί με τις κάρτες τώρα όλοι ψωνίζουν 

στον αέρα-ποιος πάει εκεί κάτω-

μόνο και μόνο για να σκαρφαλώσει πάλι 

με κόπο και λαχάνιασμα και καβγάδες 

λοmόν μεγάλε μου λεβέντη εδώ 

δεν θα βρεις δάνειο για σπίτι 

ούτε αυτός ο μαλάκας εκεί κάτω 

έχει δεκάρα να σου δώσει: άνθρακες 

οι θησαυροί: ξύπνησα απ' αυτό το όνειρο 

και με κλέβανε κάτι aχρείοι 

αλήτες που συχνάζουν στα μπαρ, πίνουν 

και παίζουν συνέχεια λοταρίες, ζάρια 



The Great Homeless One 

and I'm eating the sandwich 
knowing that in a minute, after he leaves 
I'll throw it up-my stomach isn't big enough 
take a few cookies, they're dry 
I don't want to disappoint him 
that his gesture was useless-
things like that are hurtful to those brutes 
and they could beat you up 
so they won't appear 
less manly in the eyes of their buddies. 

13. And now I am caught up by Nephele 
and not Maria Nephele E ... I forget 
his name and the name of A. Ar ... Ar ... what is it 
I'm always forgetting names-even though 
he was my close friend and bosom buddy-and 
the Clouds raise me to the heavens 
they take me before God in my ragged condition 
and God asks me-in a thunderous voice-
what do you want from me my child that you don't 
find down there-and he pointed 
to an abysmal hole 
and a man who was sitting in the depths 
warming himself by a small fire 
do you see him, I have made him bankrupt 
because now everyone shops with credit cards 
in the air-who goes down there-
just so he can climb up again 
struggling, out of breath, fighting 
so my big young man here 
you won't find a loan for a house 
nor does that asshole down there 
have a dime to give you: wealth 
is hot coals: I woke from that dream 
and I was being robbed by some good-for-nothing thieves 
vagrants who hang out in bars, drinking 
and endlessly playing the numbers-lotteries, dice 
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ό,τι θέλεις-γι' αυτό και τα βάζουν με τις 

πουτάνες που τους συντηρούν-μου 'χανε 

κλέψει ούτε λίγο ούτε πολύ το ρολόι της τσέπης 

ένα άλλο τον χεριού-την πυξίδα μου 

ένα τρανζιστοράκι, το φακό μου για να 

διαβάζω, τον αναπτήρα, ένα μαχαίρι 

ελβετικό με 16 λάμες-τα τσέκια μου 
-έχω λογαριασμό στην τράπεζα, αμ, 

τι νομίζατε-πως είμαι κανένας 

οπισθοδρομικός ζητιάνος-την πένα 

μου-τα κλειδιά μου (του χρηματοκιβωτίου 

στην τράπεζα και των πρώην διαμερισμάτων 

-καμάρες κυρίως-όπου έμενα)-ακόμα 

κι ένα σημειωματάριο και την ταυτότητά μου 

και τώρα τι θα γίνω χωρίς ταυτότητα. 

Αν με πιάσουν οι μπασκίνες-θα πάω μέσα 

ώσπου να βρούνε στο Δήμο Κουνουπίτσας 

το πιστοποιητικό γεννήσεως στο μητρώο αρρένων 

και κατόπιν το απολυτήριο στρατού-

το ποινικό μητρώο (λευκό), το 

πιστοποιητικό δη μ ότου (ανεύρετο) 

το πιστοποιητικό γάμου-παντρεμένος 

τρεις φορές-τη δεύτερη φορά δίγαμος 

κι έτσι γίνονται τρεις-θα το βρούνε 

κι αυτό και θα με στείλουν στον παπά 

να μ' εξομολογήσει και να μου 

ψάλλει τον εξάψαλμο-πως ο αγαθός 

θεούλης εκεί επάνω που φροντίζει για όλα 

θα με βάλει στο καθαρτήριο πρώτα 

για να με πλύνουν και κατόπιν στην 

κόλαση για να με ψήσουν κι όταν 

ψηθώ καλά καλά να με καταβροχθίσουν 

οι αιμοβόροι δαίμονες που τρώνε τις ψυχές 

ευτυχώς-δεν θα μπορέσουν να με καθαρίσουν 

κι έτσι θα μείνω πιστός σαν υπηρέτης 

πτωχομεταμοντέρνος, ο Άστεγος, ο μεταφορικός 

Νους υγιής εν σώματι ... λυγρώ. 



The Great Homeless One 

you name it-that's why they're always squabbling with the 
whores who support them-they had 
stolen no less than my pocket watch 
a wrist watch-my compass 
a small transistor, the magnifying glass I used 
for reading, lighter, a Swiss knife 
with sixteen blades-my checkbook 
-I have a bank account 
did you think I was some kind 
of backward beggar-my pen 
-my keys (to my deposit box 
at the bank and previous apartments 
-rooms mostly-where I lived)-and even 
a note pad and my identification 
-and now what will become of me without i.d. 
If the cops nab me-I'll be in jail 
till they find my birth certificate in the record of 
male births of the township of Kounoupitsa 
and then my military discharge papers
criminal record (blank), the 
certificate of residence (lost) 
the marriage certificate-married 
three times-a bigamist the second time 
that makes three-they'll discover 
that too and send me for confession to the priest 
who will read me the riot act-how the good 
God up there who looks after everything 
will first put me in Purgatory 
to cleanse me and then in 
hell to bum and when 
I am well-done the bloodthirsty demons 
that eat souls will devour me 
fortunately-they won't be able to cleanse me 
and so I will remain as a faithful 
poor, post-modem servant 
the Homeless One, the metaphorical 
sound Mind in a ... sorry body. 
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14. Ύστερα από τη συνάντησή μου με τους Λυσσαλέους 
ανάνηψα-και θυμήθηκα το: Νίψον 

ανομήματα μη μόναν όψιν 

στην Αγία Σοφία-που λέγεται απαράλλαχτο 

και ανάποδα-παλινδρόμιον θαρρώ είναι ο όρος 

της ονομασίας του--Ναι είμαι, είπε, πολύ κατατοπισμένος 

Άστεγος-ένας καλά πληροφορημένος αλήτης, 

παμπόνηρος ζητιάνος, 

Ας είναι καλά ο Καρκαβίτσας-αιωνία του η μνήμη 

που μας τον πρωτοπεριέγραψε-αυτός κι ο Όμηρος 

στο Περίφημο εκείνο-αλλά πού σήμερα 

οι μνηστήρες να μας ρίξουν κανένα κόκαλο 

και καμιά σαρδέλα ... τότε δεν είχαν σαρδέλες 
τουλάχιστον σε κουτιά-μόνο ό,τι ψάρευαν 

οι ψαράδες και σήμερα αγωνίζεσαι να υπάρξεις 

όχι μόνο στις συνειδήσεις των άλλων, αλλά 

κι ανάμεσα σε δυο μυλόπετρες που σε συντρίβουν. 

Εκείνο τον καιρό έτυχε να φύγω από την πόλη 

για να πάω στην ύπαιθρο-οι ρόδες 

με πήγαν στην κατεύθυνση του χωριού Χ απ' όπου 

καταγόμουνα, παρόλο που η οικογένειά μου είχε 

μετοικήσει 

από πολλά χρόνια στην πρωτεύουσα. Όταν έφτασα 

στην πλατεία του χωριού κάθισα σ' ένα τραπεζάκι 

στο καφενείο και παράγγειλα ένα γλυκό του 

κουταλιού κι ένα καφεδάκι. Άρχισαν σιγά σιγά 

να 'ρχονται οι θαμώνες και ένας δυο έπιασαν 

κουβέντα. Τους είπα ποιος ήμουνα ότι ήρθα 

εδώ για λίγη αλλαγή. Άρχισαν να με ρωτάνε 

τι έκανα στην πόλη, αν ζούσε ακόμα ο πατέρας 

μου και άλλες τέτοιες ερωτήσεις. Σε λίγο 

είδα ότι ρίχνανε ματιές ο ένας στον άλλον 

μιλώντας με υπονοούμενα. Ένας σηκώθηκε 

και ψιθύρισε κάτι d έναν άλλον. Τελικά 
ο ένας μου 'πε: θα 'ταν μεγάλη τιμή μας να' ρθεις 

στο σπίτι για φαί. Ένας άλλος κι εγώ 

σε προσκαλώ να μείνεις-όσο θέλεις-κι ένας τρίτος 
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14. After my encounter with the rabid ones 
'1 resurfaced-and remembered the palindrome-! 
think that's what it's called-in the Hagia Sophia: wash off 
your sins, not just your face 
which reads the same backward or forward-yes, he said, I 

am a well-read 
Homeless One-a well-informed bum, a scheming 

beggar, 
thanks to Karkavitsas-eternal be his memory 
who first described him-he and Homer (in that well-

known book)-but today 
the suitors won't even throw us a bone 
and a sardine ... back then they didn't have sardines 
at least canned ones-just what the fishermen caught 
and today you struggle to exist 
not just in the conscience of others but 
also between the two millstones that are crushing you. 
At that time I happened to leave town 
for the countryside-the wheels 
took me in the direction of village X where 
I was born although my family moved 
to the capital not long after. When I arrived 
at the village square I sat down at a table 
in the cafe and ordered a sweet and coffee. 
Slowly the locals started coming and one or two 
struck up a conversation. I told them who I was and that I 

came 
here for a change of pace. They started to ask me 
what I did in the city, whether my father was still 

living 
and such. In a while 
I noticed they were exchanging glances with one another 
and talking with loaded words. One of them got up 
and whispered something to another man. Finally 
that one said to me: you would honor us by coming 
to the house for dinner. Another one chimed in I, too, 
invite you to stay-as long as you like-and a third 
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πρόσφερε να με πάει όπου θέλω με 

τ' αυτοκίνητό του. Τους ευχαρίστησα και τους 

είπα ότι προτιμώ να κοιμάμαι στην 

ύπαιθρο-Γιατί, με ρωτήσανε. Και 

τους είπα: Κάποτε βρισκόμουνα σ' ένα πλοίο σε 

μια φουρτούνα-το βαπόρι κινδύνευε να βουλιάξει 

έκανα τάμα στον Άη-Νικόλα-να μην κοιμηθώ 

σε δωμάτιο σε κρεβάτι για δέκα χρόνια 

το τάμα το άκουσε ο 'Α γιος και η θύελλα 

απομακρύνθηκε, μακρινές βροντές και αστραπές. 

Έγινε γαλήνη άπ' άκρον σ' άκρον-όλοι 

οι επιβάτες γονατιστοί ευχαριστούσαν 

την Παναγία-μόνο εγώ είχα τάξει 

στον Άγιο Νικόλα χαι εισακούσθηκα 

γι' αυτό κοιμάμαι πάντα έξω-έχω ένα 

σλίπινγκ μπαγκ και mτεύομαι στις 

παράγκες και τα πρατήρια που πουλάνε 

λουκάνικα, σουβλάκια, σάντουιτς και μπύρα 

Γι' αυτό σας ευχαριστώ θερμά για την πρόσκληση. 

Μόλις περάσουν τα δέκα χρόνια-έχω 

ακόμα πέντε-θα ξανάρθω και 

μετά χαράς να με φιλέψετε και να με φιλοξενήσετε. 

Δεν φανταζόμουνα ποτέ τι τεράστια εντύπωση 

προξένησε στο ακροατήριό μου η δήλωσή 

μου αυτή-μόνο που δεν μου φίλησαν τα πόδια 

Αυτός είναι, είπαν, δεν χωράει αμφιβολία 

είναι ο ευεργέτης μας-αυτός σίγουρα-

ποιος, ποιος, ρώτησα με απορία-ξέρεις, 

μου λένε, και μην κάνεις τον κουτό-για 

μέρες κανένας δεν μου 'λεγε ποιος νόμιζαν 

πως ήμουνα. Ώσπου ένα σούρουπο μια τσούπρα 

που την λέγανε Σμαρώ μου 'φερε ένα καλάθι 

με σύκα και σταφύλια. Πάρε, μου λέει, άγιε 

άνθρωπέ μας, που έσωσες το χωριό μας απ' την πείνα 

και τη φτώχια. Τι έκανα-την ρωτάω-

μην κάνεις πως δεν ξέρεις, μου λέει-Ποιος 

μας έστειλε επιταγές στο δήμαρχο και 
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offered to take me wherever I wanted to go in 
his car. I thanked them and 
said I preferred to sleep in the 
open-why they asked. And 
I told them: Once I was on a ship 
in a storm-the ship was in danger of sinking 
I made a vow to Saint Nicholas-that I would not sleep 
on a bed in a room for ten years 
the Saint heard my vow and the storm 
subsided into distant thunder and lightning. 
the sea was calm to the horizon-all 
the passengers were on their knees thanking 
the Virgin Mary-only I had made a vow 
to Saint Nicholas and it was heard 
that's why I always sleep in the open-1 have a 
sleeping bag and I eat at the stands and stores where they 

sell 
hot dogs, souvlaki, sandwiches and beer 
that's why I thank you warmly for the invitation. 
When the ten years have passed-I have 
five to go-1'11 come back and 
gladly accept your offer of food and hospitality 
I could never have imagined the huge impression 
that declaration of mine made on my audience 
-they nearly kissed my feet 
he's the one, they said, there is no doubt 
he's our benefactor-surely it's he 
who, who, I asked, wondering-you know 
they say, and don't play the fool-for 
days no one would tell me who they thought 
I was. Until one evening a young girl 
named Smaro brought me a basket 
with figs and grapes. Take them, she says, our saintly 
man, who saved our village from starvation 
and poverty What did I do-l ask her-
don't pretend you don't know she says-who 
sent checks to the mayor and 
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μοιραζόταν τα πλούτη του με μας τους απόρους. 

Καλά, της λέω, και δεν είχε όνομα στην 

επιταγή; Ήταν χωρίς όνομα, μου κάνει. 

Γι' αυτό κι εσύ δεν θέλεις να δεχτείς ποιος είσαι. 

Από μετριοφροσύνη, έτσι μας είπε ο παπάς 

και να σ' αφήσουμε ήσυχο μην τυχόν και 

σταματήσουν οι επιταγές. Δεν θα το κάνεις 

καλέ μου άνθρωπε-άσε με να σ' αγκαλιάσω 

να σε φιλήσω-Αμήν χρόνια τώρα καμιά 

γυναίκα δεν είχε καταδεχτεί να με πλησιάσει 

καν-όχι να μ' αγκαλιάσει και να με φιλήσει 

με πάθος κι ευγνωμοσύνη-έλα, μου κάνει 

να σου δώσω ένα δώρο-και με πήρε από ένα 

μονοπάτι σ' ένα απόμερο μέρος-ξάπλωσε 

μου λέει να σε ζεστάνω εγώ-είχαν 

πιάσει κάτι λίγες ψύχρες: Κι από ζέσταμα 

στο τέλος έγινε το πονηρό σε περίπτυξη 

γεμάτη πάθος και πόθο και ηδονή. 

Αύριο, μου κάνει, ξανά εδώ-μη 

μας δούνε-έλα μόνος σου-και θα 'ρθω 

χωρίς άλλο-την επόμενη το βράδυ 

δεν ήρθε-ούτε και τις επόμενες νύχτες 

κατέληξα να στήσω στο δάσος εκεί 

το στέκι μου-ερχόντουσαν αγρίμια 

και με μύριζαν-και φεύγανε 

αλεπούδες, νυφίτσες, φίδια, σκαντζόχοιροι 

και aσβοί-κανένα δεν με πείραζε-

έχω καταντήσει ο 'Α γιος Φραγκίσκος 

της Ασίζης. Ξαφνιχά ένα βράδυ 

ήρθε η Σμαρώ λαχανιασμένη-

οι επιταγές σταμάτησαν-ψιθύρισε. 

Φύγε γρήγορα γιατί θα σε σκοτώσουν. 

Σε γυρεύουν παντο~εν είσαι εσύ 

ο ευεργέτης, αφού ήσουν εδώ όλο 

τον καιρό-κάποιο λάθος έγινε

εντάξει, της λέω, θα φύγω απόψε κιόλας 

όχι πριν-μου 'πε-μου δώσεις ακόμα 
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shared his wealth with us poor folks. 
All right, I say to her, wasn't there a name on 
the check? There was no name, she says 
that's why you won't admit who you are 
out of humility; that's what the priest told us 
and to leave you alone so that the checks 
don't stop. You wouldn't do that my good man-let me hug 

you 
and kiss you-amen. For years no woman was willing to 

come near 
me-let alone hug and kiss me 
with passion and gratitude-come she says 
let me give you a gift-and she took me on a 
deserted path to an out-of-the-way place-lie down 
she says and I'll keep you warm 
it had started to turn chilly: And from warmth 
in the end the act was performed in an embrace 
full of passion and desire and pleasure. 
Tomorrow, she says, here again-don't let them 
see us-come alone-and I'll come 
for sure-the following night 
she didn't come-nor the following nights 
I ended up camping out there 
in the forest-wild animals would come and sniff me-and 

leave 
foxes, weasels, snakes, porcupines 
and badgers-none of them bothered me
l have become Saint Francis 
of Assissi. Suddenly one night 
Smaro arrived panting-
the checks stopped-she whispered. 
leave quickly or they'll kill you. 
They're looking for you everywhere-you're not 
the benefactor since you were here the whole 
time-there's been some mistake-
all right, I say to her, I'll leave tonight 
not before you give me one more 
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μια αγκαλίτσα. Με αγωνία σμίξαμε 

μην τυχόν και έρθει κανένας 

κι έτσι όπως ήμουν άρον άρον 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

έφύγα κατρακυλώντας στη βουνοπλαγιά 
ώσπου έφτασα στη δημοσιά. Εκεί 
σταμάτησε ένα φορτηγό και με πήρε. 

Πάντα ταξίδευα πίσω να μη 

στεναχωριούνται οι οδηγοί από τη βρόμα μου. 

15. Αδύνατον να ξεχάσω τη Σμαρώ 
και τις κρύες νύχτες τη φανταζόμουνα 

να με ζεσταίνει. Μόνο εκείνη δεν 

με σιχάθήκε-από μακριά κιόλας-

της είχα στήσει ένα αγαλματάκι μέσα μου 

κι έτσι έζησα από παρεξήγηση σε παρεξήγηση 

από ψέμα σε ψέμα όπως ο 'Ιρος 

κι ο Οδυσσέας όταν έκανε τον φτωχό 

ήταν μια κατάσταση που δεν μπορούσε 

να διαρκέσει-και τελείωσε μια μέρα 

όταν τυχαία συνάντησα τον αδελφό μου 
που 'χε μεταναστέψει στην Αμερική-ήμασταν 
δίδυμοι και μοιάζαμε aπαράλλαχτοι. 
Δυσκολεύτηκε στην αρχή να με αναγνωρίσει 

όμως όταν σιγουρεύτηκε απ' όσα του είπα 
με διάταξε να καθαριστώ, να πλυθώ 

να πετάξω τα κουρέλια μου, θα μου αγόραζε 
όλα αυτός και θα μ' έπαιρνε μαζί του 

στη χώρα των μεγάλων ευκαιριών όπου 

μπορείς να πλουτίσεις χωρίς να χαλάσεις 

τη ζαχαρένια σου. Τουλάχιστον έτσι λέγανε. 
Τι βρήκα εκεί είναι άλλη υπόθεση. 

Αλλά εδώ τελειώνει ο Δωδεκάλογος του Άστεγου 
Μέρος πρώτο. Στο δεύτερο μέρος θα διηγηθώ 
γνωριμία μου με τα τεράστια δίκτυα 

των Άστεγων όλων των Φυλών κι εθνικοτήτων 
στο Ελντοράντο, δηλαδή στην Καλιφόρνια και 

πιο συγκεκριμένα στη Μέκκα των Αστέγων 

την Πανεπιστημιακή πόλη του Μπέρκλεϋ. 
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embrace-she says-We made love worried 
that someone might find us 
and so I left in a hurry 
tumbling down the hillside 
until I reached the highway. There 
a truck picked me up. 
I always ride in back so that 
my stench won't bother the drivers. 

15. Impossible to forget Smaro 
and on cold nights I imagined her 
warming me. Only she was not 
disgusted by me-from far away-
1 had erected a little statue of her inside me 
and so I lived from one misunderstanding to another 
from lie to lie, like Iros 
and Odysseus when he pretended to be a beggar 
it was a situation that could not 
last-and it ended one day 
when I happened to meet my brother, 
who had emigrated to America-we were 
twins and looked exactly alike. 
He had trouble recognizing me at first 
but when he was convinced by what I told him 
he ordered me to clean up, wash 
throw away my rags, he would buy me 
new clothes and take me with him 
to the land of grand opportunities where 
you can get rich without 
much effort. At least that's what they said. 
What I found there was something else. 
But here ends the Dodecalogue of the Homeless One 
Part One. In the second part I will relate 
my acquaintance with the huge network 
of the Homeless of all races and ethnicities 
in Eldorado, that is in California and 
more exactly, in the Mecca of the Homeless 
the university town of Berkeley. 
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16. ΑΣΤΕΓΟΣ ΜΕΤ ΑΞΥ ΑΛΛΩΝ 

Παρ' όλα τα λεφτά του αδελφού μου-είχε 
κάνει περιουσία ως εργολάβος-δεν 

μπορούσα να υποφέρω τον τρόπο 

της ζωής τους-ήταν τελείως ψεύτικος. 

Η ομογένεια και κουραφέξαλα-
Δεν σήμαιναν τίποτα για μένα-

Δεν ήξερα καν γιατί είχα γεννηθεί 
Κατά πρώτο λόγο-κι από γονείς 

Έλλήνες-που με κάναν Έλληνα, 

χωρίς κανένας να με ρωτήσει τι ήθελα 
να 'μαι. Γιατί όχι Κάφρος ή Εσκιμώος
τι διαφορά θα 'χε αν έγραφα αυτά 
που γράφω καφρικά ή εσκιμωικά 

και μάλιστα πολλοί Κάφροι μένουν 
στην ύπαιθρο για μήνες-το ίδιο 

κι οι Εσκιμώοι που κυνηγάνε 

φώκιες όλο το εικοσιτετράωρο 

χωρίς ανάπαυλα. Τί σημαίνει Έλληνας 

ή Καππαδόκης-ψηλός ή κοντός 

ξανθός ή μελαχρινός-όλα είναι μια 

σύμπτωση συχνά διαβολική για να 
υποφέρεις μαρτύρια-όταν σε ρίξει 
ο Λαχνός της Μοίρας σε μια εξαθλι
ωμένη περίσταση, στην καθίζηση 

που έπαθα-ως άπορος άστεγος αλήτης 
πως θα μ' έβρισκαν ο Περικλής ή ο Πλάτωνας 
τα χάλια μου δεν θα τα 'χουν ξαναδεί 

γιατί όταν ήσουν άεργος σε βάζανε 
στα κάτεργα ή στα ορυχεία-ή δούλο σε 

αγρόκτημα-Δεν υπήρχαν τότε 

άστεγοι-παρά μονάχα οι όμοιοί σου 
οι κυνικοί φιλόσοφοι που το 'καν αν 

από πεποίθηση-να ζούνε σαν σκυλιά 

σε βαρέλια όπως ο Διογένης-κι από 

την ελεημοσύνη των συμπολιτών τους 
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16. HOMELESS AMONG OTHERS 

Despite my brother's money-he had 
made a fortune as a contractor-! 
couldn't bear their lifestyle-
it was totally artificial. 
The Greek community and such nonsense-that 
meant nothing to me-
l didn't know why I was born 
first of all-and from Greek 
parents-which made me a Greek, 
without anyone asking me what I wanted 
to be. Why not a Xhoza or an Eskimo 
what difference would it make if I wrote what 
I'm writing in Xhoza or Eskimo-
and in fact many Xhozas live 
in the open for months-and so do 
the Eskimos who hunt 
seals for twenty-four hours 
without a break. What does Greek 
or Cappadocian mean-tall or short 
blond or dark-haired-everything is 
a sometimes diabolical coincidence 
to make you suffer martyrdom-when 
the lot of Fate casts you into a miserable 
circumstance, in the isolated state 
I found myself-an impoverished homeless vagabond 
how would Pericles or Plato have found me 
they would never have seen my wretched state before 
because when you were without work-they would put 
you in the galleys or the mines-or on some farm 
as a slave-there were no homeless 
then-only those like you 
the Cynic philosophers who lived that way 
out of conviction-living like dogs 
in barrels like Diogenes-and from 
the charity of their fellow-citizens 
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που γελούσαν μ' αυτά τα προσβλητικά που 
τους έλεγαν-αυτός κι ο Περεγρίνος. 
Μη νομίζετε πως επειδή είμαι άστεγος 

δεν έχω διαβάσει τους κλασικούς μου. 
Μόνο για τις τραγωδίες μη με ρωτάτε. 
Τις μισώ-ιδίως τους Οιδίποδες και τη Μήδεια 
και τις Βάκχες του Ευρmίδη-και όλα 

τα δράματα του Αισχύλου-παρόλο 
που στις Ευμενίδες και στον Ορέστη του Ευρmίδη 
αναγνωρίζω τον εαυτό μου γιατί κι εμένα 
με κυνηγάει μια κατάρα-το εγώ μου 
η ύβρις μου-ο ναρκισσισμός μου-
η μανία μου να μη βρίσκω πουθενά 
τον εαυτό μου και ας νιώθω ανώτερος από τους άλλους 
κι έτσι πέφτω στα νύχια των Ερινύων 
όμως άμα κάτσω να το καλοσκεφτώ 

τίποτα το συγκεκριμένο δεν με κυνηγάει 
είναι τόσο αφηρημένο και γενικευμένο 

αυτό το συναίσθημα, που δεν περιγράφεται. 
Έτσι την έπαθε κι ο Πενθεύς με τον Διόνυσο-
παρόλο που δεν έχω καμιά συμπάθεια 
γι' αυτό το πρόσωπο το τόσο στενοκέφαλο 
κι αλύγιστο-και την ηθικολογία του 
κι όμως αυτά τα έργα έχουν παρεξηγηθεί. 
Δεν έχουμε εδώ μόνο «ψυχολογία» προσώπων, 
αλλά μάλλον μια σύγκρουση των δύο 
πλευρών του σύμπαντος. Το αρσενικό 
και το θηλυκό-στη μεγαλύτερή τους 

διάσταση και υπέρβαση κι υπερβολή 
όσο πιο μεγάλες γίνονται οι γυναίκες τόσο 
πιο αλύγιστα ντουβάρια οι άντρες 
βλέπω από την οπτική γωνία που βρίσκομαι 
πολύ καθαρά τους δύο ξένους κόσμους 
του άντρα και της γυναίκας που δεν 
συμβιβάζονται-με τίποτα-η νύχτα 

και η μέρα-δεν ανοητολογούνε μόνο 
οι τραγικοί χωρίς συνείδηση κι ευθύνη 
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who laughed at the insults 
hurled their way-he and Peregrinus. 
Don't think that because I am homeless 
I haven't read my classics. 
But don't ask me about the tragedies. 
I despise them-especially the Oedipus plays and the Medea 
and the Bacchae of Euripides-and all 
the plays of Aeschylus-despite the fact 
that in the Eumenides and the Orestes of Euripides 
I recognize myself-because I too 
am pursued by a curse-my ego 
my hubris-my narcissism-
my passion for not finding myself anywhere 
while I feel superior to everyone else 
and so I fall into the claws of the Erinyes 
yet if I think about it 
nothing in particular is pursuing me 
that feeling cannot be described 
so abstract and generalized is it. 
That's what happened to Pentheus with Dionysus
despite the fact that I have no sympathy 
for that narrow-minded 
and unbending character-nor for his moralizing 
and yet those plays have been misunderstood. 
We find there not only a "psychology" of characters, 
but also the clash of the two 
facets of the universe. The male 
and the female-in their largest 
dimension and excess and hyperbole 
the larger the women become the 
more inflexible blockheads the men are 
from my angle of vision I see 
very clearly the two foreign worlds 
of man and woman that cannot be 
reconciled-at any cost-night 
and day-the playwrights not only write foolishness 
without conscience or accountability 
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όπως έλεγε ο Πλάτωνας-αλλά παίζουν 

το δράμα του κόσμου όπως το 'χαν 

συγκροτήσει στους μύθους τους οι Έλληνες

είναι σύμβολα ενεργειών-σκοτεινά 
ή φωτεινά-διαυγή η τυφλωμένα-

μα τι να σ' τα λέω τα ξέρεις αυτά 

κι ας μην τα μολογάς-σ' τα 'πανε 
μα δεν τ' άκουγες-όταν οι ποιητές σου 

έκλεβαν τα μυστικά των Ελευσίνιων Μυστηρίων
Βέβαια κέρδισε η αντρική πλευρά 
με τον Πλάτωνα και τον Χριστιανισμό
όμως ακούστηκαν άλλες φωνές 

π.χ. του πλατωνικού Αριστοφάνη 

που βάζει λόγια στο στόμα του έναν μύθο 

φιλοσοφικό-στο Συμπόσιο-για τους 
Ανθρώπους αυγά με δυο φάτσες, τέσσερα πόδια και χέρια 
η ρομαντική αναζήτηση του έτερου ημίσεως 
αρχίζει ακριβώς εδώ-εγώ λοιπόν 
ο Άστεγος περιπλανώμενος έφερα 
τη σοφία του Σολομώντος και του Πλάτωνα 

στους λαούς του Φαρ Ουέστ κι έζησα 

ανάμεσα στους καουμπόηδες και τους 
Ινδιάνους που με ακούγανε με ανοιχτό 

το στόμα και με σεβασμό. 

17. Στ' αλήθεια είμαι ένας Ινδιάνος των πόλεων 
όπως είχαν ονομάσει οι Ιταλοί τις ομάδες 

των επαναστατημένων νέων-οι Πανκ 

οι μπητ, οι χίπης, οι ράπερς, αυτοί που 

κεντάνε το δέρμα τους με τατουάζ και τρυπάνε τις μύτες 
και τα χείλια τους-αυτοί που τους είχε 

ονομάσει ο ποιητής δανδήδες, εστέτ κι αγρίους 
κι ο φιλόσοφος τα κατάλοιπα 

τ' απορρίμματα της βιομηχανικής κοινωνίας 

τους συμπονάω γιατί η ανταρσία τους 

είναι ξώφαλτση-δεν πάει πιο μέσα-

πρέπει να εσωτερικευθεί για να αποκτήσει 
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as Plato used to say-they replay 
the world-drama as it was 
described by the Greeks in their myths
they are symbols of energy-dark 
or light-transparent or obscure-
but why am I telling you-you know that 
though you won't admit it-they told you 
but you wouldn't listen-when your poets 
were stealing the secrets of the Eleusinian Mysteries
of course the male side won out 
with Plato and Christianity-
but other voices were heard 
e.g., Plato's Aristophanes 
who recounts a philosophical 
myth-in the Symposium-about 
the egg-people with two faces, four feet and hands 
the romantic search for the other half 
begins precisely here-and so I 
the wandering Homeless One brought 
the wisdom of Solomon and of Plato 
to the people of the Far West and lived 
among the cowboys and 
Indians who listened to me respectfully and 
with open mouth. 

17. In truth, I'm an American Indian of the cities 
as the Italians call the groups 
of rebellious young people-punks 
beats, hippies, rappers, those who 
embroider their skin with tattoos and pierce their noses 
and their lips-those that 
the poet called dandies, esthetes, and rebels 
and that the philosopher called the remains 
the trash of the industrial society 
I feel for them because their rebellion 
is superficial-it doesn't go any deeper
it needs to be internalized to acquire 
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ένα σώμα-μια στερεότητα-μια διάσταση. 

Βλέπω στα ντοκιμαντέρ, ταινίες 

τους άγριους να κοιτάνε φιλάρεσκα το φακό 

ξέρουν ότι τους βλέπουμε και παίζουν πια 

για μας-τους ξένους-τους Ευρωπαίους 

τις τελετουργίες τους-έχουμε εισβάλει 

σαν ένας τρίτος ανάμεσα d αυτούς 
και στους θεούς τους-η πονηριά τους 

δεν έχει όρια-θα κάνουν ό,τι τους πούμε 

είναι κι αυτοί μέρος της μεγάλης συν

ομοταξίας της άστεγης ποίησης των εθνών

που προορίζεται για τον κάλαθο των αχρήστων 

Συγγνώμη, κύριε, μπορώ να δοκιμάσω 

το καπέλο σας-είναι τόσο όμορφο-

να δούμε αν μου πάει-τι λες εσύ 

... μου-να το πάρουμε-
και του δίνω πέντε δολάρια-κι απο

μακρύνομαι. Α ν με κυνηγήσει 

θα γίνει σκάνδαλο-θα επέμβει 

η αστυνομία και μπορεί το αγριεμένο 

πλήθος να κάνει κομμάτια τον Δρομέα 

της Πλατείας Ομονοίας-Διαμαρτύρομαι 

είμαι ντυμένος άψογα ώστε το καπέλο 

να μου πάει καλύτερα παρά στον ιδιοκτήτη του 

που δεν είναι παρά ένας κοινός τουρίστας 

αν φωνάξει, θα φωνάξουμε κι εμείς πιο δυνατά

και θα πούμε πως το βρήκαμε στο δρόμο 

τον είδαμε να το μαζεύει-η ομορφιά 

του καπέλου ήταν σαν του Πατρόκλου ή του Αχιλλέα 

όμως ας μην παρεκβαίνω 

ο Αδελφός μου Αλβέρτος καθ' όλα επιτυχημένος 

κομψός-άνετος-με παρέλαβε-με έβαλε 

να πλυθώ, ν 'αλλάξω ρούχα, να γίνω άνθρωπος, 

όμως μέσα μου κατοικούσε μια ψυχή άστεγου. 

Θα σε πάω, μου 'πε, στην Μέκκα των Αστέγων. 

Εκεί θα βρεις τους πιο προχωρημένους 

Άστεγους του κόσμου-έχουν ασύρματα τηλέφωνα 
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a body-a substance-a dimension. 
I see in the documentaries and the movies 
the rebels looking complacently into the camera 
they know that we see them and are now going through 

their rituals 
for us-the foreigners-the Europeans 
we have inserted ourselves as a third party between them 
and their gods-their cunning 
has no bounds-they will do whatever we tell them 
they too are part of the great class-
ification of the homeless poetry of nations
which is bound for the trash bin 
excuse me, sir, may I try on 
your hat-it's so beautiful-
let's see if it fits me-what do you think 
... er-we'll take it-
and I give him five dollars-and I begin 
to leave. If he chases me 
there will be a scene-the police will intervene 
and maybe the angry 
crowd will hack to pieces the Runner 
of Omonia Square-I protest 
I am well-dressed and the hat 
looks better on me than on its owner 
who is only a common tourist 
if he protests, we will protest more loudly 
and say that we found it in the street 
we saw him picking it up-the beauty 
of the hat was like that of Patroclus or of Achilles
but let me not digress 
my brother Albert entirely successful 
chic-comfortable-took charge of me-made me 
wash, change clothes, become human, 
but inside me lived the soul of a homeless one. 
I will take you, he said, to the Mecca of the Homeless. 
there you will find the most advanced 
homeless in the world-they have wireless phones 
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γκόμενες, σκύλους, μαριχουάνα, φαγητό 

άφθονο και καλό, είναι άρχοντες του δρόμου. 

πολλοί έχουν ευγενικές φυσιογνωμίες 

τα κορίτσια είναι συχνά νέα και νόστιμα 

οι νέγροι μοιάζουν με αριστοκράτες 

δεν ενοχλούν κανέναν-έχουν ένα 

πάρκο-το λεγόμενο του Λαού-

όπου παίζουν βόλεϊ, ξαπλώνονται, 

κοιμούνται, ακούνε συναυλίες-

και τους δίνουν ρούχα κι άλλα aχρείαστα 

είναι ευγενικοί, δεν απεργούνε 

και μάλιστα ένας απ' αυτούς 

τριγυρνούσε γυμνός και τον φωτο 

γράφιζαν-δύο γυναίκες κάθονται 

στα καφενεία γυμνές-

είχαν κάτι χέρια υπέροχα 

σαν της Αφροδίτης της Μήλου 

(τα 'χαμε βρει στα σκουπίδια) 

τρέξαμε πάλι απ' τον' Α ννα 

στον Καϊάφα-τα δείξαμε 

σε κορυφαίους επιστήμονες 

aρχαιολόγους-όλοι φάνηκαν άκρως επιφυλακτικοί 

δεν ήθελαν καθόλου 11 

να μας εμπιστευτούν-

άνθρωποι του δρόμου εμείς 

εκείνοι του γραφείου 

της θεάς τα χέρια 

τους φαίνονταν ύποπτα 

σε τέτοια χέρια όπως τα 

δικά μας-κάποια απάτη 

υπάρχει εδώ ασφαλώς 

τη μυρίζουνε από μακριά 

θέλουν να μας μπλέξουν 

σε μιαν αμφίβολη δουλειά 

μακριά από τέτοιους 

μην τους εμπιστεύεστε 

είναι εξώλης και προώλης 
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mistresses, dogs, marijuana, plenty of 
good food, they are the kings of the street. 
Many of them have noble features 
the girls are often young and good-looking 
the blacks look like aristocrats 
they don't bother anyone-they have 
a park-called People's Park-
where they play volleyball, stretch out, 
sleep, listen to concerts-
and people give them clothes and other unnecessary things 
they are polite, they don't go on strike 
and in fact one of them 
went around naked and was photo
graphed-two women sit 
in the coffee shops naked-
they had beautiful hands 
like those of the Venus de Milo 
(we found them in the trash) 
we ran repeatedly from Annas 
to Caiaphas-we showed them 
to top experts 
archaeologists-all of them seemed 
very circumspect 
they had no confidence in us
we were street people 
they were office people 
the goddess's hands 
seemed suspect 
in hands such as 
ours-some deception 
was surely afoot here 
they smelled it from afar 
they want to involve us 
in some doubtful business 
keep away from such types 
don't have faith in them 
they are a thoroughly bad lot 
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πνεύματα δαιμονικά 

που θέλουν να μας βουλιάξουν. 

Μόλις φτάσεις θα σε μπάσουν στα κυκλώματα 

των Αστέγων των Ηνωμένων Πολιτειών. 

Έχουν συγκροτήσει μια Ένωση Αστέγων 
όπου διεκδικούνε στέγες-αλλά όχι 

τα εξαθλιωμένα κτίρια που τους προσφέρουν. 

Πολλοί είναι μορφωμένοι-έχουν πτυχία 

ακόμα και διδακτορικά-κι όμως δεν 

δέχονται να εργαστούν-είναι πιστοί 

στη φιλοσοφία του πλανόδιου, του νομάδα 

είναι οι απόγονοι του ομηρικού Ίρου. 

Και τα 'χουν σχετικά καλά με την 

Αστυνομία του Μπέρκλεϋ-έχουν 

ιατρική περίθαλψη τζάμπα-

και πάμφθηνα εστιατόρια και 

πιτσαρίες-έχουν χιούμορ-μάλιστα 

-σημαντικό-ανακατεύονται 

με τους φοιτητές και συχνά δεν διαφέρουνε 

πολύ στο ντύσιμο και στην όψη-

ένας απ' αυτούς μοιάζει με ορθόδοξο 

καλόγερο. Ήξερα πως άμα 

θα 'φτανα στο Ελντοράντο αυτό 

των Αστέγων θ 'απογοητευόμουνα 

όχι γιατί αυτά που μου 'λεγε δεν 

ήταν σωστά-ίσως λίγο υπερβολικά 

αλλά όχι και τόσο-αλλά γιατί 

μια εμπειρία είναι πάντοτε 

απογοητευτική, όπως π.χ. 

το πρώτο γαμήσι με πουτάνα 

έκανα χρόνια να συνέλθω-μια 

τέτοια ευδαιμονία αστεγοσύνης 

ασφαλώς θα 'χει και τις αρνητικές 

της πλευρές-δίχως άλλο. 

Και τι γίνεται όταν βρέχει-η πανσέληνος 

είναι σπάνια-ο καιρός σχεδόν παντελώς 

χωρίς προβλήματα-ούτε καταιγίδες ούτε 
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diabolical spirits 
that want to bring us down. 
When you get there they will take you into the networks 
of the Homeless of the United States. 
They have organized a Union of the Homeless 
which demands housing-but not 
the wretched buildings they are being offered. 
Many are educated-they have diplomas 
even doctorates-and yet they will not 
accept to work-they are faithful 
to the philosophy of the wanderer, the nomad 
they are descendants of the Homeric Iros. 
And they are on relatively good terms with the 
Berkeley police-they have 
free health care 
and cheap restaurants and 
pizza parlors-they have a sense of humor-in fact 
a good sense of humor-they mix 
with the students and often don't look too different 
in dress or appearance-
one of them looks like an Orthodox 
monk. I knew that when 
I reached that Eldorado 
of the Homeless I would be disappointed 
not because what he was telling me was 
untrue-perhaps a bit exaggerated 
but not too much-but because 
an experience is always 
disappointing, as e.g. 
the first coupling with a prostitute 
it took me years to get over it-such 
a pleasure in homelessness 
will surely have its negative 
side-without a doubt. 
And what happens when it rains-the full moon 
is rare-the weather is almost entirely 
unproblematic-neither storms nor 
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σίφουνες-ούτε παγωνιές-είναι 

το Ελντοράντο του κλίματος: Τίποτα 
δεν συγκρίνεται με το ήπιο κλίμα 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

τόσο που γίνεται-αργά ή γρήγορα-βαρετό. 
Και ποτέ δεν βροντάει ούτε αστράφτει. 

Οι λέξεις μάλιστα αστραπή, βροντή, 
είναι άγνωστες στον τοπικό πληθυσμό. 

Όσο για τ' αρνητικά-σ' αφήνω να 
τ' ανακαλύψεις μόνος σου. 

Πήγαμε-εγώ τρίτη θέση στο πλοίο-

αυτός πρώτη-φτάσαμε στη Νέα Υόρκη 
Άγαλμα Ελευθερίας-ουρανοξύστες 

ζέστη τρομερή-καλοκαίρι-Αύγουστος 
πήραμε από κει αμέσως το τραίνο 

κάναμε μια βδομάδα να φτάσουμε 
στην Καλιφόρνια. Ο Αλβέρτος ήθελε 

να δεί το τοπίο-τρώγαμε 

στο βαγόνι -ρεστοράν-ο Αλβέρτος 
μου 'χε δώσει λεφτά τα 'χα d ένα πορτο
φόλι στην κωλότσεπή μου 
μαζί με το διαβατήριο-

αυτά που συνέβηκαν δεν θα τα 

πιστέψετε. Στο τραίνο μού κλέψανε 
το πορτοφόλι μαζί με το διαβατήριο 
ήμουνα όχι μόνο άστεγος, αλλά και 

άπατρις. Ευτυχώς στα τραίνα εδώ 

δεν ζητάνε ταυτότητες-όμως 

όταν δηλώσαμε την κλοπή 

στους αστυνομικούς μας κοίταξαν 

με καχυποψία-πως ήμασταν 

λαθρεπιβάτες-είχα χάσει και 

τα εισιτήρια-αλλά και παράνομοι. 

Κι όμως ο Αλβέρτος είχε τα χαρτιά του 
αλλά εμένα, που του έμοιαζα, με 

παίρναν για λαθραίο παρείσακτο. 
Με συλλάβανε λοιπόν για να 

βεβαιωθούν ποιος ήμουνα. 
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cyclones-no ice-it's 
the Eldorado of weather: Nothing 
can compare with the temperate climate 
to the point where-sooner or later-it becomes boring. 
And there's never thunder or lightning. 
In fact the words thunder, lightning 
are unknown to the locals. 
As for the negatives-! leave you 
to discover them for yourself. 
We went-1 traveled in third class on the ship
he traveled in first-we reached New York 
Statue of Liberty-skyscrapers 
awful heat-summer-August 
we took the train directly from there 
it took us a week to reach 
California. Albert wanted 
to see the country-we ate 
in the dining car-Albert 
had given me money-! had it in a 
wallet in my hip pocket 
together with my passport-
you won't believe what happened. 
On the train my wallet 
and my passport were stolen 
I was not only homeless but 
without a country Fortunately on the trains here 
they don't ask for identification-but when we 
reported the theft 
to the police they looked at us 
suspiciously-were we 
non-paying passengers-! had lost 
our tickets as well-and illegals. 
And yet Albert had his papers 
but I, who resembled him, was 
taken for an illegal intruder. 
so they arrested me to 
make certain of my identity: 
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Με βάλανε σ' ένα βαγόνι κλούβα 

όπου είχαν κι άλλους κατάδικους 

που τους μετέφεραν για δίκες 

κι ένα δυο για εκτέλεση 

σ' άλλη πολιτεία: d ένα 
σταθμό μια γυναίκα που γύρευε 

αυτόν που τη βίασε-ανάμεσα 

στους κρατούμενους-με υπέδειξε. 

Αυτός είναι. Είμαι σίγουρη. 

Από κείνη τη στιγμή με πήγαν 

σε μια φυλακή στην πόλη 

του σταθμού. Ο Αλβέρτος 

ο δυστυχής κατέβηκε σ' αυτόν 

και μάταια ζητούσε να πληρώσει 

τα «λύτρα» για αποφυλάκιση. 

Με πέρασαν από άλλες γυναίκες. 

Όλες με «αναγνώρισαν» ως βιαστή τους. 

Έγινα ο καταζητούμενος-

στη δίκη-μαϊμου ο Αλβέρτος 

ζήτησε να επέμβει το προξενείο 

εκείνο ήταν 2.000 μίλια μακριά 
όσο για την Πρεσβεία-έπλεναν 

τα χέρια τους. Δεν είχα πιστοποιητικό 

γεννήσεως και για να βγει 

θα 'παιρνε μήνες. 

Η καταδίκη μου ήταν σίγουρη. 

Ο Αλβέρτος βρήκε ένα δικηγόρο 

που για υπέρογκο ποσό υποσχέθηκε 

να με αθωώσει. Έχω αθωώσει πέντε 

σήριαλ δολοφόνους, δήλωνε 

με υπερηφάνεια, για κάποια αμοιβή 

βέβαια. Αλλά ο δικαστής είναι 

ξάδελφός μου-και αυτός κάποια 

μικρή αμοιβή. Θα μ' έβγαζε 

περίπτωση λανθασμένης ταυτότητας. 

Γιατί στο μεταξύ οι γυναίκες 

είχαν υποδείξει έξι άλλους βιαστές τους, 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 
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They put me in a jail-car 
where there were other prisoners 
who were being transported for trial 
and one or two for execution 
in another state: at one 
station a woman who was looking for 
the man who raped her-among 
the prisoners-fingered me. 
He's the one. I'm certain. 
From that moment they took me 
to jail in the city 
where the station was. Albert 
poor soul got off the train 
and vainly tried to pay 
bail to get me out. 
They had many women look at me. 
All of them "recognized" me as the rapist. 
I was in demand-
at the monkey-trial Albert 
asked the consulate to intervene 
it was 2,000 miles away 
as for the Embassy, they washed 
their hands of it. I had no birth 
certificate and it would take months 
to get one. 
My conviction was certain. 
Albert found a lawyer 
who for a huge sum promised 
to have me acquitted. He had had five 
serial killers acquitted, he confirmed 
proudly, for a certain sum 
of course. But the judge is 
my cousin-and he too needs a 
small payment. He would have me acquitted 
as a case of mistaken identity 
Because in the meantime the women 
had identified six other men as their rapists, 
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πράγμα που δημιούργησε ορισμένες 
αμφιβολίες στα δικαστικά όργανα. 
Ακόμα και στον δριμύτατο εισαγγελέα. 

Ο δικηγόρος είπε ψέματα στον Αλβέρτο 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

για τον δικαστή και του πήρε 2.000 δολάρια 
τζάμπα και βερεσέ. Γλιτώσαμε 

απ' τα δόντια της μυλόπετρας. 

Αλλά μόλις: Μόλις φτάσαμε 

στο Ώκλαντ μας παρέλαβε 

μια γραμματέας του Αλβέρτου 

η οποία μόλις με είδε ανέκραξε: 

Θεέ μου, τι ομοιότητα. Θα με γελούσες 
εύκολα πως είσαι ο Αλβέρτος. 
Όμως εγώ δεν ήθελα να την γελάσω. 

επειδή κατάλαβα πως ήταν η φιλενάδα 

του Αλβέρτου. Αμέσως πήγαμε 

στο Μπέρκλεϋ-όπου εγγράφηκα 

στο συσσίτιο και στην Ένωση 

Αστέγων. Ενόσω καθόμαστε 

στο γραφείο του χτύπησε το τηλέφωνο. 

Είναι για σένα, μου 'πε ο αδελφός μου 
Εμπρός, ναι, είμαι ο Αστεγος 

ο Έλληνας. Μάλιστα. Χαίρω πολύ. 

Ευχαριστώ. Ραντεβού αύριο 

στη γωνία των δρόμων: Ποιος 
ο Νικίας Παντελής. Ναι. 

Είμαι ο Ζήσιμος Παντελής. 

Ο 'Έλλην Άστεγος υπ' aριθμ. 1. Πρώτος 
σ' όλα. Τ όνομά σας; Ανεύρετος. 

Με φωνάζουν Ά ντυ-Τασόπουλος. 

Η ωραιότατη Τουλίδα Τασόπουλος 

συγγενής σας; Εξαδέλφη. 

Τι επαγγέλεσθε; Πώς είπατε; 

Φτιάχνετε βιδωτή άνθρωπο
διαφήμιση-ναι, βοηθώ τους άστεγους 
μ' ένα βιδωτό ανάρπαστο-πώς 

είναι αυτόματο-και στρίβει 
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a fact that raised certain 
doubts among the judicial agents. 
Even in the tough prosecutor. 
The lawyer lied to Albert 
about the judge and took the 2,000 dollars 
for nothing. We escaped 
from the jaws of the millstone. 
But just barely: as soon as we reached 
Oakland we were met 
by a secretary of Albert's 
who when she saw me cried: 
my God, what a resemblance. You could have easily 
fooled me as Albert. 
But I had no desire to fool her. 
Because I perceived that she was Albert's 
girlfriend. We immediately went 
to Berkeley-where I enrolled 
in the soup-kitchen and the Union 
of the Homeless. While we were sitting 
in his office the telephone rang. 
It's for you, my brother said 
hello, yes, I am the Homeless 
Greek. Yes. How do you do. 
Thank you. Meeting tomorrow 
at the intersection: who 
Nikias Pantelis. Yes. 
I am Zisimos Pantelis. 
The Homeless Greek number l. First 
in all things. Your name? Anevretos. 
They call me Andy-Tassopoulos. 
The lovely Toulida Tassopoulos 
is your relative? A cousin. 
What kind of work do you do? What was that? 
You make crazy 
ads for people-yes I help the homeless 
with a collapsible product that's in high demand-yes 
it's automatic-and it turns 
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σκύβει και κρατάει μια τρόμπα 

όσοι περνάνε λογοδοτούνε: μας δίνουν 

ενίσχυση-ανάλογα με τι θέλουν 

πως διαφημίζουμε; είμαι 

κατευθυνόμενος: είστε 

ο Πρώτος 'Αστεγος Έλληνας 

από τότε: Απ' την Αρχαιότητα 

απ' τον Διογένη τον Κυνικό 

που ζούσε σ' ένα βαρέλι. Καλώς ήρθατε 

στη μεγάλη μας πρωτεύουσα 
το Μπέρκλεϋ-Σαν Φρανσίσκο. 

Ο Αλβέρτος με πήγε σ' ένα εστιατόριο 
που λεγόταν Ο ΙΠΠΟΙΙΟΤΑΜΟΣ 

εκεί φάγαμε χάμπουργκερ με παγωτό. 

Ήρθε κι η Δέλια η φιλενάδα του 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

που μου 'κανε γόνατο d όλη τη διάρκεια 
του γεύματος. Όταν aποχαιρετιστήκαμε 
πάρε τον κράββατόν σου και περπάτει 
μου κάνει έτσι για πλάκα-ίσως μια μέρα 
θα το μοιραστούμε αυτό-και μου δείχνει 

το σλίπιγκ μπαγκ. Ο Αλβέρτος 
είχε πλουτίσει ως δικηγόρος υπερασπί
ζοντας τις μεγάλες επιχειρήσεις εναντίον 
των δυσαρεστημένων πελατών. 

Η Δέλια ήταν κι αυτή νομικός 

και πήγαινε για δικηγορίνα. 

Έχω μια αδελφή-δίδυμη-την Ερατώ. 
Θέλω να την γνωρίσεις. Θα σου κανονίσω 

ένα ραντεβού--ο Αλβέρτος έμοιαζε 
να διασκεδάζει με όλα αυτά. Η Ερατώ 
μου τηλεφώνησε-ο Αλβέρτος μου 'χε 

δώσει ένα κινητό τηλέφωνο-και 

μου 'δωσε ραντεβού d ένα πάρκο. 
Είδα να πλησιάζει μια άλλη εκδοχή 
της Δέλιας-πιο, πως να το πω, 

εκκεντρική-με άλλου είδους 

φορέματα-πολύ πιο ωραία 
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bends over and holds a pump 
everyone who passes by comments on it: they help 
us-according to what they want 
and how we advertise: I take 
orders: you are 
the First Homeless Greek 
since then: since Antiquity 
since Diogenes the Cynic 
who lived in a barrel. Welcome 
to our great capital 
Berkeley-San Francisco. 
Albert took me to a restaurant 
named THE HIPPOPOTAMUS 
there we ate hamburgers and ice cream. 
His girlfriend Delia came too 
and was rubbing my knees the whole time 
we were eating. When we said goodbye 
pick up your bed and walk 
he said, joking-perhaps one day 
we will share that-pointing 
to my sleeping bag. Albert 
had become rich as a lawyer defending 
large corporations against 
unhappy consumers. 
Delia too was in the profession 
and was studying to be a lawyer. 
I have a sister-twin-Erato. 
I want you to meet her. I will arrange 
a meeting-Albert seemed 
amused with that. Erato 
called me-Albert had given me 
a mobile phone-and 
gave me a date in a park. 
I saw another version 
of Delia approaching-more, how shall I say it, 
eccentric-with another type 
of dress-much nicer 
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αλλά και λίγο παλιομοδίτικα 
φορούσε γυαλιά-η φωνή της ήταν ίδια με της Δέλιας, αλλά 
πιο βαθιά. Ήμουνα περίεργος. 
Θα 'σαι ο Αλβέρτος Παντελής. 

Ο αδελφός σου σου μοιάζει, 

όπως δυο σταγόνες νερό, 

όπως δυο Κινέζοι-δυο 

μαύρες γάτες τη νύχτα. 

Γέλασα. Ναι, της λέω, 

είμαστε απ' το ίδιο αυγό 

Αυγαδέλφια-πανομοιότυποι. 

Ναι, μου λέει-τι θέλεις να κάνουμε; 
Να πάμε περίπατο-

περπατήσαμε αρκετά-ώσπου 

φτάσαμε σ' έναν λόφο με άγριο 

δάσος-δεν φοβάσαι, της λέω. 

Τι να φοβηθώ-εδώ είναι 
μια χαρά-και δυο τρομάρες 

τα ελληνικά της ήταν τέλεια. 

Είμαι Αγγλίδα, μου λέει. 

Είμαι παντρεμένη μ 'έναν Αλβανό. 

Μπα, της λέω, η πρώην μου 

ήταν κι αυτή αλβανικής καταγωγής. 
Σκληρά κουμάσια είμαστε. 

Και πολύ νευρωτικά-γέλασε 

Αγαπώ πολύ τα νεύρα μου. 

Εγώ κι η αδελφή μου είμαστε 

πολύ διαφορετικές κι όμως 

αγαπιόμαστε-εγώ είμαι κοσμική 

εκείνη είναι σοβαρή, εγώ επmόλαιη 
εκείνη κλείνεται και διαβάζει 

εμένα μ' αρέσει να βγαίνω-

γράφω και ζωγραφίζω-θέλεις 

να σου διαβάσω ένα ποίημα 
που έγραψα για τους 'Άστεγους 

ευχαριστώ, αργότερα-όχι, τώρα! ... 
είπε με πείσμα-άκουσε: 
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but kind of outmoded 
she wore glasses-her voice was 
the same as Delia's, but 
deeper. I was curious. 
You must be Albert Pantelis. 
Your brother looks like you, 
like two drops of water, 
like two Chinamen-two 
black cats at night. 
I laughed. Yes, I told her, 
we are from the same egg 
egg-brothers-identical. 
Yes, she said-what do you want to do? 
Let's go for a walk-
we walked pretty far-until 
we reached a hill with a dense 
forest-aren't you afraid I said to her 
why should I be afraid? It's fabulous here
her Greek was perfect. 
I am English, she tells me. 
I am married to an Albanian. 
Really, I say, my former wife 
was also of Albanian descent. 
We are a tough lot. 
And very neurotic-she laughed 
I love my nerves very much. 
My sister and I are 
very different and yet 
we love one another-! am outgoing 
she is serious, I am flighty 
she sits inside and reads 
I like to go out-
I write and paint-do you want 
me to read you a poem 
that I wrote about the Homeless 
thanks, later-no, now! ... 
she said stubbornly-listen: 
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«Άστεγοι του κόσμου ενωθείτε 

κάντε μια μεγάλη σκεπή 

που θα σας στεγάσει όλους 

και αφήστε τους στεγασμένους 

να λένε-είναι όλοι φοβισμένοι 

ότι μπορεί να καταλήξουν όπως 

εσείς -μουσικοσυνθέτες του δρόμου 

θάρρος, ενωθείτε, formez vos bataillons 
ξεσπιτωμένοι του κόσμου 

όλοι σας τρέμουνε και σας φοβούνται 

είστε τα φαντάσματα της πτώσης 

και του χαλασμού του Κυρίου 

οι Προφήτες του Ισραήλ 

έτσι ρακένδυτοι κήρυξαν 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

την αλήθεια-πιάστε την απ' την ουρά και δεν θα σας 

ξεφύγει». 

Όταν τέλειωσε χαμογέλασε 

και με κοίταξε ερωτηματικά. 

«Είναι αποτυχία, δεν είναι έτσι;

δεν καταφέρνω να κάνω τίποτα 

που να στέκεται στα πόδια του 

ούτε μια σταγόνα δημιουργκότητας 

θέλω να πεθάνω»-και άρχισε 

να κλαίει-την πήρα στην 

αγκαλιά μου-και την φίλησα 

δεν πειράζει, της λέω ... 
«Δε θέλω τίποτα παραπάνω 

από αυτά που έχω-είμαι 

μια καταραμένη: 

αν θες θα 'ρθω μαζί σου 

να πάμε όπου θέλεις 

έχω αρκετά χρήματα ... » 
είπα μέσα μου-ας μην 

μου συμβεί πάλι το ίδιο που μου 

συνέβηκε με την άλλη. 

Δυο ύποπτοι σταμάτησαν 

μ' ένα αυτοκίνητο λίγο πιο κάτω 
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"Homeless of the world unite 
make a huge roof 
that will cover all of you 
and pay no attention to those who have shelter
they're all afraid 
of ending up like 
you-composers of the streets 
courage, unite, formez vos bataillons 
homeless of the world 
everyone trembles before you and fears you 
you are the ghosts of the fall 
and the wrath of the Lord 
the Prophets of Israel 
proclaimed the truth 
dressed in rags-grab the truth 
by the tail and it won't 
get away from you." 
When she finished, she smiled 
and looked at me questioningly. 
"It's a failure, isn't it?-
I can't manage to do anything 
that stands on its own 
not an ounce of creativity 
I want to die"-and she started 
to cry-I took her in 
my arms-and kissed her 
it doesn't matter, I tell her ... 
"I want nothing beyond what I have-I am 
a cursed woman: 
if you want I'll come with you 
we'll go wherever you want 
I have enough money ... " 
I thought to myself-let it 
not be like what happened to me 
with the other one. 
Two suspicious types stopped 
in a car a bit further 
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κοντά στο δικό μας-«βιαστές ... » 
είπα μέσα μου. Ήταν δύο 

νεαροί, φαίνονταν μόλις 16-17 ετών 
είχαν ένα σήμα στο πουκάμισό τους 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

«Μη φοβάσαι», μου λέει, «είναι δασοφύλακες. 

Πάμε όμως καλύτερα στο σπίτι 

να σου δείξω τη ζωγραφική μου 

θα σ' αρέσει, είμαι βέβαιη». 

Πήγαμε σπίτι της και είδα 

τη ζωγραφική της. Δεν ήταν 

διόλου άσχημα τα έργα της. 

Πουλάς, της λέω. Σε φίλους μόνο-

δεν χρειάζομαι λεφτά-ο μπαμπάς 

είναι πάμπλουτος-έχει δισεκατομμύρια. 

Μου δίνει ό,τι θέλω, ό,τι χρειαστώ. 

Χτύπησε το τηλέφωνο. Μιλούσε πολλή 

ώρα με κάποιον. Επέστρεψε 

κάπως ταραγμένη. Ο πατέρας 

μου λέει, χρεωκόπησε: Είμαστε φτωχοί. 

Τι θα κάνω τώρα; «Έλα μαζί μου. 

Σου μένουν τίποτα χρήματα; 

Α ν σου μένουν θ' αγοράσουμε 

μια μοτοσικλέτα και θα πάμε 

να τριγυρίσουμε τις ΗΠΑ». 

Γέλασε-γιατί όχι;-«Είσαι τόσο 

τρελός όσο είμαι κι εγώ-έλα τώρα 

να κάνουμε έρωτα»-οτο κρεβάτι 

βρήκα μιαν άλλη γυναίκα 

μου θύμιζε τη Δέλια-αλλά 

μια διαφορετική Δέλια 

της λέω-«Είσαι αυτή που νομίζω;» 

«Ποια»,μου κάνει-σαν να ξυπνάει 

από βαθύ ύπνο-«όχι, μου λέει 

είμαι η Ερατώ, έχω πολλούς εραστές 

και αγαπάω τη μουσική. 

Είμαι ξετρελαμένη με τη μουσική». 

Τα έργα της δεν ήταν άσχημα. 



The Great Homeless One 

from ours-"rapists ... " 
I said to myself. They were two 
young guys, looked to be about 16-17 years old 
they had an emblem on their shirts 
"Don't be afraid," she said, "they are forest rangers. 
But we'd better go to my place 
so I can show you my artwork 
you'lllike it, I'm sure." 
We went to her house and I saw 
her artwork. It wasn't 
at all bad. 
Do you sell, I ask. Only to friends
! don't need the money-Daddy 
is very wealthy-he has billions. 
He gives me whatever I want or need. 
The phone rang. She talked for a long 
time with someone. She returned 
somewhat shaken. Father 
she tells me went bankrupt. We are poor. 
What will I do now? "Come with me. 
Do you have any money left? 
If you do we'll buy 
a motorcycle and tour 
the USA." 
She laughed-why not?-"You are as 
crazy as I am-come now 
let's make love" -in bed 
I found another woman 
she reminded me of Delia-but 
a different Delia 
I say to her-"Are you who I think you are?" 
"Who" she says-as if waking 
from a deep sleep-"no, she says 
I am Erato, I have many lovers 
and I love music. 
I am mad about music." 
Her artwork was not bad. 
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Αλλά φαινόταν σαν πολύ καλές 

απομιμήσεις άλλων. Τεχνικά άρτιες 

μα χωρίς ψυχή. 

Την επόμενη μέρα βρεθήκαμε 

με τον Αλβέρτο. Μου 'χε πει 

ότι ήταν καλή πιανίστρια 

κι ότι είχε δώσει ρεσιτάλ 

στο 'Άλμπερτ Χωλλ στο Λονδίνο. 

Μου φάνηκε περίεργο το όνομα 

'Άλμπερτ, Αλβέρτος, Αδαλμπέρτος, 

βαρβαρικά ονόματα-ο αδελφός μου 

είχε άλλα γούστα από μένα. 

Του 'πα για τη μοτοσικλέτα

Γέλασε-«δεν την κατάλαβες, 

μου 'πε-ήταν η Δέλια-της 

αρέσει να παίζει ρόλους. 

Σου 'πε για τον πλούσιο πατέρα. 

Το τηλεφώνημα το 'κανα εγώ 

να δω πώς πηγαίνατε. 

Δεν έχει πατέρα. Ό,τι βγάζει 

το βγάζει απ' το γραφείο. 

Σε κορόιδεψε. Όμως κοροϊδεύει 

και τον εαυτό της»-

«Έχει άλλες προσωπικότητες;» 

«Όχι», μου λέει, «αυτές τις δύο». 

εκείνη κι η δίδυμη αδελφή της 

«Πού το ξέρεις;»-«Βγαίνει στα μπαρ» 

«Ναι-αλλά εκεί κάνει την παρθένα

Και γίνεται η Δέλια με λίγο παραπάνω 

μπογιά». «Μ' αυτή είναι μια τρίτη 

προσωπικότητα», του λέω. «Έχεις 

δίκιο,» μου λέει, «δεν το 'χα σκεφτεί. 

Της αρέσει ιδίως ένα μπαρ απέναντι 

απ' το City Lights. Εκεί συναντάει 
διάφορους πότες και βρίζει τους εκδότες. 

Έχει μια μανία με την ποίηση»-

«Μα, του λέω, μου διάβασε ένα ποίημα.» 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 



The Great Homeless One 

But her works looked like very good 
imitations of others. Technically good 
but lifeless. 
The following day we were 
with Albert. She had told me 
that she was a good pianist 
and had given a recital 
at Albert Hall in London. 
The name seemed strange to me 
Albert, Albertus, Adalbert, 
barbaric names-my brother's 
tastes were different from mine. 
I told him about the motorcycle
he laughed-"don't you get it 
he said-it was Delia-she 
likes to play roles. 
She told you about the rich father. 
The phone call was from me 
to see how you were doing. 
She doesn't have a father. What money she makes 
she makes working in the office. 
She fooled you. But she fools 
herself as well"-
"Does she have other personalities?" 
"No" he says, "just those two," 
she and her twin sister 
"How do you know that?"-"she cruises the bars" 
"Yes-and also acts like a virgin-
and she becomes Delia with a bit more 
makeup." "But that's a third 
personality" I say to him. "You're 
right," he says, "I hadn't considered that. 
She especially likes a bar across 
from City Lights. There she meets 
various drinkers and insults the editors. 
She has this thing about poetry"-
"But, I say, she read me a poem." 
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«Βλέπεις-είναι ουσιαστικά η ίδια 

και το ψευδώνυμό της Ερατώ 

δεν είναι παρά ένα κάλυμμα 

επειδή γράφει ποιήματα.» 

Έμεινα κάπως αμήχανος. Του λέω 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

«Δεν σ' ενδιαφέρει που τη διαθέτεις έτσι;» 

« Όχι, μου λέει-μ' ενοχλεί ως ερωμένη 
ως γραμματέας είναι τέλεια, πολύ 

τακτική στη δουλειά της-ένα 

θαύμα ιδέσθαι: έχει ιδιοτροπίες 

αλλά δεν μ' ενδιαφέρουν εφόσον 
κάνει τη δουλειά της»-έμεινα 

λιγάκι-παφ-δεν ήξερα τι να πω. 
Παραμυθολογία επ' άπειρον. 

Του 'πα, <ψα ξέρεις, έχει ταλέντο.» 
«Σου διάβασε τίποτα;» «Ναι, ένα 

ποίημα για τους άστεγους-

παρμένο από το Μανιφέστο του Μαρξ.» 
Μου λέει, «Όλα τα πράματά της 

είναι κλεμμένα-μα είναι πιστή 

και ταχτική στη δουλειά της.» 

Plus ς;a change, σκεφτηκα, plus 
c'est la meme chose. What a life! 
Μου 'ρθαν ξαφνικά όλα τα κλισέ 

στο μυαλό. Είπα: φεύγω φεύγω. 

Γεια σου. Δεν έχω καιρό να χάνω. 
Τι τον κάνεις τον καιρό σου;

Σκέφτομαι-του λέω-Από Διογένης 

Περεγρίνος ο Περιπλανώμενος. 

Από Έλληνας-Ελληνορωμαίος. 

Είμαστε κι εμείς της μόδας-

μοδίστρες, μου λέει-δεν σκοτίζομαι. 
Είχε στα μάτια του δυο σήματα δολαρίων. 

Ήταν μια μικρή άτυχη παρένθεση 
δική μου ή δίκιά του άσχετο. 

Στο συσσίτιο στο Μπέρκλεϋ 
ο διπλανός μου ήταν ένας πρώην 



The Great Homeless One 

"You see-she is essentially the same person 
and her pseudonym of Erato 
is only a cover 
because she writes poetry" 
I was somehow befuddled. I tell him 
"Doesn't it bother you to share her like that?" 
"No, he says-it bothers me as a lover 
but she is a perfect secretary, very 
consistent in her work-a 
marvel to behold: she has some quirks 
but they don't bother me as long as 
she does her work"-I was 
a bit astounded-didn't know what to say. 
Storytelling ad infinitum. 
I said to him "but you know, she has talent." 
"Did she read you something?" "Yes, a 
poem about the homeless 
based on Marx's Manifesto." 
He tells me, "All her stuff 
is plagiarized-but she is faithful 
and consistent in her work." 
I thought: plus c,;a change, plus 
c'est la meme chose. What a life! 
Suddenly all the cliches came 
to my mind. I said: I'm leaving. I'm out of here. 
Goodbye. I have no time to lose. 
What do you do with your time?-
I think-I tell him-From Diogenes 
to Peregrinus the Wanderer. 
From Greek to-Greco-Roman. 
We are up to date too-
modernists, he says-I don't care. 
He had two dollar signs in his eyes. 
It was a small unfortunate parenthesis 
mine or his-that's irrelevant. 
At the soup-kitchen in Berkeley 
the man next to me was a former 
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Πέρσης διπλωμάτης-του παλαιού 

καθεστώτος. Καταντήσαμε 

στο δρόμο-δεν έχουμε πια τίποτα 

καιμαςκυνηγάνε-καλάτου 

λέω-δεν έχετε οργάνωση εμιγκρέδων; 

Γέλασε. Ναι, όλοι πλούσιοι. 

Εμείς οι φτωχοί είμαστε απο

κομμένοι. Θα σε συστήσω 

και σ' άλλους «δικούς» μας-έλα 

και θα σε μπάσω στον κύκλο-

ξέρεις ότι είμαι ελληνικής καταγωγής 

όχι Έλληνας βέβαια, Αμερικανός 

ναι, αλλά χωρίς ταυτότητα 

θες ταυτότητα-διάλεξε-δύο 

δολάρια η μία: και μου 'βγαλε 

ένα μάτσο ταυτότητες. 

Ειδικευόμαστε σε τέτοια-

Βρες έναν που να σου πάει 

τ' όνομα και η φωτογραφία. 

Βρήκα έναν ιδιαίτερα μουχλιασμένο 

που λεγόταν Μαμαδάκης Μέραρχος 

πολύ νεότερος-ημερομηνία 1964-
τον διάλεξα γιατί ήταν εγώ 

σε άλλη δεκαετία-κάποιος φουκαράς 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

που 'χε τελείως aποσβολωθεί στην εποχή του. 

Έτσι πέθανε ο Νικήτας Παναγιώτης. 

τ ώρα είσαι λαθρομετανάστης-

Πρόσεξε μη σε πιάσουν οι αρχές 

και σ' aπελάσουν-στο Μεξικό. 

Α ν δεν έχεις εθνικότητα 

θα σε κάνουν Μεξικανό ... 
Πήγαμε λίγο παραπέρα στο Άλσος 

του κοινού πολίτη-κι εκεί 

μου σύστησε κι άλλους «διπλωμάτες» 

ο Γιούρι Ίβάνοβιτς, Ρώσος 

κατάσκοπος του Ψυχρού Πολέμου 

(για τους Αμερικανούς) τώρα με τις 



The Great Homeless One 

Persian diplomat-of the old 
regime. We are in the 
street-we have nothing any more 
and they are still after us-all right I say 
to him-don't you have an organization of emigres? 
He laughed. Yes. They're all rich. 
We poor ones are cut 
off. I will introduce you 
to others like us-come 
and I'll get you into the circle-
did you know that I am of Greek origin 
not a Greek of course, an American 
yes, but without identity 
do you want identification-pick one-two 
dollars a piece-and he showed me 
a pack identification cards. 
We specialize in such things 
pick someone whose 
name and photo match you. 
I found a particularly moldy one 
with the name Merarhos Mamadakis 
much younger-dated 1964-
I picked him because it was me 
in another ten years-some poor devil 
who had been totally fossilized by his times. 
And so it was that Nikitas Panagiotis died. 
Now you are an illegal immigrant-
Careful that they don't pick you up 
and deport you-to Mexico. 
If you don't have a citizenship 
they make you a Mexican ... 
We went a bit further on to the Grove 
of the Common Man-and there 
he introduced me to other "diplomats" 
Yuri Ivanovich, Russian 
spy (for the Americans) 
during the Cold War now 
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οικονομίες τις κρατικές έχασε 

τη δουλειά του στη ΣΙΑ όπου 

ήταν αρχειοφύλακας σε μη 

απόκρυφα. Ο Σαλέμ Ίντρα

Πακιστανός ινδουιστής που 

εκδιώχθηκε από μια επανάσταση 

Σεν-Χου-Φοθ, πρώην 

Καμποτζιανός αντιπρόσωπος 

έχασε τη δουλειά του με τους 

Χμερ Ρουζ-και τους Βιετναμέζους. 

Τώρα κάνει αιτήσεις στον ΟΗΕ 

και στο βραβείο Νόμπελ Ειρήνης. 

Όλοι οι φίλοι μας είναι διπλωμάτες 

που κατέληξαν στους δρόμους γιατί 

υπηρέτησαν aτυχείς υποθέσεις 

και λάθος κυρίους-καλύτερα 

λοιπόν οι προδότες που προτίμησαν 

την ελευθερία-όπως λέγονται 

ευφημιστικά-φαντάσματα μιας 

πικραμένης αλήθειας-να τοι 

όλοι-κοίταξέ τους τώρα να ζεσταίνουν 

τα χέρια τους στη φωτιά μας στο 

κέντρο των' Άστεγων του Μπέρκλεϋ 

περασμένες δόξες που δύουν 

σιγά σιγά από τη μνήμη όλων 

κανένας πια δεν φαντάζεται 

τι οργανώνει το μέλλον ερήμην μας 

Αφγανοί, Τ αϊλανδέζοι, Βιρμανέζοι 

Ίνδονήσιοι-και άλλοι πολλοί-

Είσαι ο Πρώτος Έλληνας. 

«Αλήθεια, πώς πάνε οι άστεγοι 

στην Αθήνα-έχουν νερό να πιούνε 

φα1 να φάνε-έχουν περίθαλψη 
υγείας-φροντίδα-άσυλα προσωρινά

έχουν εφημερίδες-ποιητές; 

Ένωση-είναι οργανωμένοι; 

« Τίποτ' απ' όλα αυτά εγώ 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 



The Great Homeless One 

with the government cutbacks he lost 
his job at the CIA where 
he was the keeper of non-classified 
documents. Salem Intra
Pakistani Hinduist who 
was banished by the 
Sen-Hou-Foth revolution 
a former Cambodian representative 
lost his job with the 
Khmer Rouge-and the Vietnamese. 
Now he is sending appeals to the U.N. 
and to the Nobel Peace Prize Committee. 
All our friends are diplomats 
who ended up on the streets because 
they served the wrong masters 
in unfortunate circumstances-better 
off are the traitors-as they are called 
euphemistically-who preferred 
freedom-ghosts of a 
bitter truth-there they all 
are-look at them now warming 
their hands in our fire at 
the Homeless center of Berkeley 
past glory that is disappearing 
slowly from everyone's memory 
no one any longer imagines 
what the future holds in store for us
Afghans, Thais, Burmese, 
Indonesians-and many others-
You are the first Greek. 
"Now, how are the homeless in Athens 
doing-do they have water to drink 
food to eat-do they have health 
care-aid-temporary shelters-
do they have newspapers-poets? 
A union-are they organized?" 
"None of all that-1 
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θα 'μαι ο δεύτερος άστεγος 

σ' όλη τη χώρα-υπάρχουν βέβαια 

νομάδες, γύφτοι, Σαρακατσαναίοι 
αλλά δεν είναι πλήθος μεγάλο 

στις πόλεις δεν τους βλέπεις-

μόνο οι πλάνη τες αλήτες και ζητιάνοι». 
«Τί κουβαλάς σ' αυτό το κάσονι; 

Είναι βαρύ-καθ' οδόν μου 

τ' άφησε σ' ένα μοτέλ 

μια ξένη-που κοιμήθηκα 

μαζί της-τέτοια ηδονή 
δεν είχε ποτέ νοιώσει 

με καμιά γυναίκα-

ήταν μάγισσα σωστή 

ολόκληρο το κορμί της 
ανέδιδε έρωτα-λίγο ακόμη 

και θα την έλεγα θεά». 

Άνοιξέ μας να δούμε-

Δεν είναι τίποτα-δύο 

σπασμένα μπράτσα 
και δύο χέρια-το ένα 

βαστάει ένα μήλο. 
τί λες-και τι να 'ναι; 

Αναρωτιέμαι αν είναι 

Τα Χαμένα Χέρια 

της Αφροδίτης της Μήλου-

Γιατί όχι; Μα, πώς ξαναβρέθηκαν εδώ; 

Είναι αλήθεια αρχαία;-

Η μήπως είναι απομιμήσεις; 
Μαζεύτηκαν όλοι γύρω 
και τα εξετάζανε-

θα 'ταν καμία νταρντάνα 

είπε ο Πέρσης-κι ο Αβησσυνός 

κούνησε το κεφάλι του

«Αληθινά γκόμενα» είπε ένας 

Μαλτέζος ναυτικός που ήξερε 
λίγα ελληνικά-όλοι επικροτήσανε 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 



The Great Homeless One 

must be the second homeless man 
in the whole country-there are of course 
vagabonds, gypsies, nomads 
but they are not many 
you don't see them in cities-
only wandering thieves and beggars." 
"What are you carrying around in that box? 
It's heavy-on the road 
it was left at a motel for me by 
a woman-a stranger that I slept 
with-he had never enjoyed 
such pleasure 
with any woman-
she was a true sorceress 
her whole body 
exuded eros-a bit longer 
and I would have called her a goddess." 
Open it so we can see-
it's nothing-two 
broken arms 
and two hands-one 
holding an apple. 
Really-and what is it 
I wonder whether they are 
the Lost Arms 
of Venus de Milo-
Why not? But how could they emerge here? 
Are they really ancient?-
Or are they an imitation?-
They all gathered round 
and examined them-
must have been a looker 
said the Persian-and the Ethiopian 
nodded-
" Really a broad" said a 
Maltese sailor who knew 
some Greek-everyone agreed 
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Α real brοad-είπε ένας μαύρος 
κι όλοι φώναζαν-ας γιορτάσουμε
αύριο θα τα πάμε στο μουσείο-

να δούμε τι θα μας πούνε. 
Στο Μουσείο: 

Χτυπήσαμε εγώ και δυο Άγγλοι 
την πόρτα του γραφείου-Μια 
κοπέλα απάντησε-δεν δίνουμε 
ελεημοσύνη σε άστεγους ή πλανόδιους 

πηγαίνετε να βρείτε δουλειά. 
«Δεν ήρθαμε γι' αυτό, miss, της 
λέει ο προϊστάμενός μας-

πρώην δικηγόρος-ανακάλυψα 
με ποινικό μητρώο-αλλά για 
να δείξουμε σε κάποιον αυτά-
ποιος είναι ο ειδικός αρχαιολόγος;» 

Τα κοίταξε λίγο έκπληκτη. 
Πού τα βρήκατε; Τα κλέψατε;
Αυτά είναι λαθραία αρχαία 
και θα σας διώξουν οι αρχές 
ως aρχαιοκάπηλους-πηγαίνετε 

καλύτερα σ' έναν dealer 
έναν έμπορο-και καλή τύχη. 
'Αφού τρέξαμε ολόκληρη μέρα 
Απ' τον Άννα στον Καϊάφα 

μας στείλαν στο Πανεπιστήμιο. 

Εκεί δύο γυαλάκηδες 

τα κοίταξαν καλά καλά-είναι 

ψεύτικα, μας είπαν-ανα

παλαιωμένα-να φαίνονται 

αρχαία, Δεν μας ενδιαφέρουν. 

ΤΕΛΕΙΑ ΚΑΙ ΠΑ Υ ΛΑ 

Ο ΘΕΟΣ ΕΙΝΑΙ ΜΕΓ ΑΛΟΣ 

ΦΤΟΥ ΚΙ ΑΠ'ΤΗΝ ΑΡΧΗ 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 
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A real broad-said a black man 
and everyone shouted-let's celebrate
tomorrow we will go to the museum 
and see what they tell us. 
At the museum: 
two Englishmen and I 
knocked on the door of the office-A 
girl answered-we don't give 
handouts to homeless or vagrants 
go find work. 
"We didn't come for that, Miss, our 
leader said to her-
a former lawyer-! learned he 
had a criminal record-but 
to show someone these-
who is the curator of archaeology?" 
She looked at them a bit surprised. 
Where did you find them? Did you steal them?
These are illegal antiquities 
and the authorities will prosecute you 
as thieves of antiquities-you'd better go 
to a dealer-
a merchant-and good luck. 
After we ran all day 
from Annas to Caiaphas 
they sent us to the University. 
There two guys with glasses 
examined them carefully-they're 
forgeries, they told us-made 
to look ancient. 
We're not interested. 

PERIOD. 
GOD IS GREAT. 
HERE WE GO AGAIN 
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ΠΡΟΛΟΓΟΣ ΕΠΙΛΟΓΟΣ 

Η ιστορία που θα διαβάσετε 
δεν έχει τέλος ούτε αρχή 
είναι όπως το σύμπαν ζήτημα χρόνου 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

να τελειώσει για πάντα για να ξαναρχίσει 

το πρόσωπο που εικονίζεται δεν είναι 

φανταστικό αλλά ούτε και αληθινό 
οι περιπέτειές του δεν συνέβησαν 
μες στον εγκέφαλο του αλλά ούτε 
και στην εξωτερική πραγματικότητα 
δεν είχε ποτέ δίδυμο αδελφό 
ούτε διαμέρισμα που έχασε 
εξαιτίας μιας φιλενάδας-όλα 
έγιναν απρόοπτα όπως στο σινεμά 
οι συναντήσεις και οι χωρισμοί 
σε μιαν ώρα και μισή-
η ταινία δεν διήρκεσε πολύ 
όσο πρόλαβε ο αναγνώστης 
να διαβάσει-ανήκει μόνο 
στον κόσμο της γραφής-μα να 
που κι αυτός ανήκει στον 
κόσμο τον καθημερινό 
δεν πήγε ποτέ στις Ηνωμένες 
Πολιτείες ούτε κατέληξε στο 
Μπέρκλευ-, τη Μέκκα των Αστέγων. 
Ζει πολύ άνετα σε πολυτελές 
ξενοδοχείο στο Λαγονήσι 
είναι εκατομμυριούχος 
αλλά υποφέρει από φοβίες 
δεν βγαίνει ποτέ απ' το δωμάτιό του 

είναι ο δυστυχέστερος των ανθρώπων 
προσοχή λοιπόν αναγνώστες μου 
μην παίρνετε τίποτα κυριολεκτικά 
αυτές οι μελαγχολικές και κωμικοτραγικές 
σελίδες έχουν σκοπό 
να σας ψυχαγωγήσουν-με 
έλεος και συμπόνια-
ο Θεός είναι πολύς 
φτου κι απ' την αρχή-ουφ 

ΤΕΛ ΟΣ 
ΕΠΠΕΛΟΥΣ 



The Great Homeless One 

PROLOGUE/EPILOGUE 

The story you will read 
has no end or beginning 
it is like the universe a matter of time 
it ends so that it can start again 
the personage drawn here is not 
imaginary, but neither is he real 
his adventures did not occur 
in his head nor 
in external reality 
he never had a twin brother 
or an apartment that he lost 
because of a girlfriend-everything 
happened unexpectedly like in the movies 
meetings and separations 
in an hour and a half-
the film didn't last long 
just as long as it took the reader 
to read-it belongs solely 
to the world of writing-but then 
that world belongs to the 
everyday world 
he never went to the United 
States nor did he end up in 
Berkeley-the Mecca of the Homeless. 
He lives very comfortably in a fancy 
hotel on Lagonissi 
he is a millionaire 
but suffers from phobias 
he never goes out of his room 
he is the unhappiest of men 
so be careful my readers 
do not take anything literally 
these melancholy and comic-tragic 
pages have the purpose 
of entertaining you-with 
mercy and compassion 
God is great 
here we go again-oof 

THE END 
FINALLY 

Translated by Theony Condos 
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PAN DAIMONIUM 

(Excerpts) 

UNTITLED 

For many years I have pursued a poem 
Which regularly escapes me 
It's a funny little poem 
About nothing at all 
If I remember well 
Such as those written today 
And cleverly crafted to say nothing 
Yet this little poem became a hole 
In my life: a small black hole 
Out of which poured nothingness 
And-invaded me, slowly 
With its deadly darkness 
While I stood there steadfast 
Holding on for dear life 
To the sinking twilight 
And now it's too late 
To remember anything 
About this empty spot 
This grain of something greater 
Than anything in the universe. 
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THE BIRTH OF SECOND SIGHT 

With great difficulty I manage to get out of my skin 
After some hair-raising moments everything goes smoothly 
My arm is now fully disengaged and I lift myself literally 
Out of myself by deftly inserting my liberated finger 
Between my shoulder and the lining beneath the muscle 
I pull and push and slowly but surely it slides out 
The opening is now big enough for the head 
A quick tug is all it takes and I am out 
What an amazing purity of consciousness 
What an experience to see the world 
Without the self's enveloping atmosphere 
Everything is trembling with transparent colour 
Women's thoughts are readable as the daily paper 
The minds of little children contain untold marvels 
The men magnificent like painted savages 
The trees a patch of liquid green flowing 
Into the earth's hands holding the sky's vessel 
I am squeezing the rest of me out 
At last I am free of myself as I have never been before 
Now I can see who was this other me I heard so much 

about 
A pure structure of thoughts sensations and emotions 
Built inside a body of words with intervals 
As vast as the stars of a galaxy 
Against the blackness of eternal silence 



Pan Daimonium 

TRANQUILITY 

Mechanical skies reverberate 
Ending phrases may reverse 
The weather becomes fair 
Lighter as the days go by 
Wax on candles melts the snow 
Background figures light up suddenly 
No less than all hands on the seconds 
To sink is no big ergo sum 
When empty fill up quickly 
Remind me of whose speaking 
Towards some other sunset 
To begin with write carefully 
Lay the paper on the ground 
"Sorry," was written on the tombstone 
Here lies what belies-in what 
Principally nothing matters 
Make it seem less obvious 
Obscurely related comes first 
Many stories don't end here 
Only the beginning counts 
Attempts to show are absolutely nil 
I'm not easily fooled by listening 
Earlier describes without judging 
Pass on the information 
I, isn't the faintest idea 
Roaring rests its head on its lap 
Pillow handles itself deftly 

Hair-raising is not only dreamt of 
Passively watching those for whom 
Merely a flicker of a smile lights up 
Read on read on before it's dark 
While smiling lips don't ask for more 
And thunder is overheard obliquely. 
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EXPERIMENT 

Searching for my own books in the future ... 
In the unsmiling corridor of the huge library 
The endless rows of small books stored 
Stacked to the ceiling all 
In alphabetical order. In these 
I am searching for myself in vain. 
Nowhere to be found my works in writing; 
Now even in the heads of those who read 
All night with shaded lamps shivering in over-coats 
I suffer from the chill of not being anywhere near 
Where they who matter to me are ... 
Through endless libraries I wander seeking 
Searching, following the trail of letters, of tears 
In the fabric of appearances 
Subjects, format, dates; no living 
Creature inhabits those dismal vistas 
Stretching towards nowhere known 
No form agreeable to the eye appears 
Behind walls and walls of books 
One day they will be set on fire. It happened before. 
Only a few sentences will remain on living lips 
Maybe a word or two of what was written 
With fear and trembling with hopes and expectation 
That in the future they'll inhabit 
The eyes the breasts the mind the bodies 
Of innumerable future explanations 
Who will dream of me and wish I were there 
To answer live questions about protocol I wish I were 
Among them aware of what for them I suffered 
How I wrote about this great commotion, this 
Sound of nothing tearing the skin off 
The face of things. 
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EVERY NIGHT I DREAM 

Every night I dream of great poetry 
Quite different from mine 
Or what I will ever write 
And yet-every night I dream 
Of this very different poetry 
Composed of lines so solid 
So dense and grainy 
They could have been made of granite 
I ask myself-what is their subject 
What do they say these marvelous lines 
Which to behold-will leave you aghast 
They'll take your breath away 
But-however-in any case-I'm sorry to say 
Impossible to guess what it's all about 
And I have tried and tried, believe me, 
And puzzled over these lines 
Day after day-and in the night 
They keep on coming back 
With new earthshaking and tremendous 
Messages-of great import 
That everyone should hear 
But not a single word remains 
When I open my eyes-they're gone 
They vanish in pure daylight 
These huge edifices-those titanic 
Workings of each night. 
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GOD'S DOG 

(Excerpt) 

BY NANOS VALAORITIS 

It was summer and he felt trapped. When he realized that he had 
nowhere to go, he started taking endless walks in the great room of the 
house. A difficult family situation. His wife always exasperated, aggres
sive and often enough unjust ... from exhaustion. And his nerves shat
tered by the tension. His mistress, even though attractive, didn't help the 
situation, since he didn't see her very often and they didn't live together. 

The thrill of the unknown had never temped him. He preferred to 
look at the pyramids in photographs rather than at the actual carved 
stones. He shuddered at the consequences of a voyage, the discomfort, 
the confusion of waiting in stations. That's the way things were, no real 
voyage attracted him, with the exception of a hopeless flight forward as 
a final solution. When you experience the harshness of conjugal life and 
you search at the same time for another love, you have two equally cat
astrophic situations. A perfect dead end. So, then, go away, if you can, 
by making a bodiless voyage. He had read a book on how to carry out 
such a venture. You make yourself comfortable in an easy chair and you 
think about abandoning your body, and suddenly, bam, you're on the 
outside ... Pandora's box opens and the spirit slips out free, flying 
toward the other world contained in this one. 

And the book falls from his hands. A sudden change as though in a 
dream. 

He was drinking tea in a London tearoom while looking at the 
passers-by through the window. "I didn't know literature had undone so 
many," he whispered thoughtfully, wondering who in the world all 
those unknown geniuses could be. 

The tendency to flee. "Flight," a bad word, condemned according to 
all ethical norms, political and psychological philosophies, but which in 
the end I considered the only solution, on condition that I'd have some
where to escape to. Even our dreams are sullied by the everyday What 
else do we dream of, but our women, our lovers, our wives, our friends, 
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who seem to be frowning, the worn out lovers on those suspicious, 
filthy and empty roads, in fragmented cities, those with vistas of enor
mous, grey buildings as in a surrealistic painting-as in those mysteri
ous pictures of the psycho-photographers. Why should the inner world 
be so melancholy, so frightfully boring, so solitary? Still why should 
erotic dreams take place in an atmosphere of deep depression or regrets 
reminiscent of scenes of everyday life? If our inner images consist only 
of such things, then where is the wonderful world of dreams? Isn't it 
possible that those endless and torturous ramblings aren't even a little 
better than the external world? No matter where you look, you can't 
escape. Inner is no better than external realism. That in regard to the 
expression "the flight into dreams." 

Suddenly an idea came to me. Break it into little pieces, or a collage, 
and transform it into something different. There must be some combi
nation from within which the "wonderful" will be revealed. But what 
could the "wonderful" possibly be? A gestalt, a mathematical matrix? 
Where could one find it? The heavy drugs of yesterday are the sleeping 
pills of tomorrow. A little experience in the world of the wonderful will 
convince anyone that it doesn't take up much space. It's a one-way road 
that becomes as monotonous as any other artificial paradise. Consider 
the "paradises" that were once in fashion in the 19th century 

As paradoxical as it might sound, the imaginary experience can be 
as weighty, nightmarish and full of agony as any other authentic expe
rience. But, then, what is the truly authentic? Could it be something that 
operates on all levels? Even the most wonderful way of existence can 
become oppressive, even though once it was something new. 

There's no chance that anyone can escape into the new. All the doors 
are shut and bolted. There's no way of escaping from that trap. Some
thing miraculously combined with the monotonous could become the 
perfect explosive. Daily life a little changed, a slightly different optical 
angle, and, all at once, a new world appears ... 

The "call of the wild" is heard again. A sled, barking dogs, and we set 
out for the winter carnival, the woods, the frozen rivers, the wild land
scapes, the little villages of huts. Every time he heard the "Welcome of 
the Wolf," he raised his eyebrows and his hand touched the muscle of his 
imagination, which constricts, reacting automatically to the stimulus. 
(Military marches echoed.) The ringing bells of the sleighs in the court-
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yard and the fresh air buzzed in his ears. His nostrils trembled in antici
pation. Outside it began to get dark. He put on his Russian fur coat and 
settled himself near the fire. And the team sets off ... for Sebastopol and 
the River Don by the Sea of Azov. En route to Sugar Boat Ridge the trem
bling lights of Sebastopol shone from afar. The little lanterns bounced as 
the dogs pulled on the ganglines. Half asleep, Galousha, the musher with 
long white hair and drooping grey moustaches, whipped the dogs. Eyes, 
like the brownish-green eyes of the lynx, shone in the dark. Teeth, all 
new, shone in the phosphorescent air. The sounds of a distant guitar, the 
wind playing the trees like musical instruments. Arriving at Sebastopol, 
he thinks of beautiful women back at the half-frozen forest. The door 
opens. The sound of lively conversation comes from the bar. Many peo
ple were drinking borscht, vodka, raki and souet. A sturdy waitress in 
braids and glasses, just like Lady Godiva, approaches. The myth of the 
female Interrogator who is also a stripper is widespread among Russian 
men and women. Their sorrowful eyes come to life when someone men
tions her. She's become a true heroine, a myth. 

Outside a terrible wind rages. He climbs the stairs to the bedroom. 
The blonde with the braids guides him. 
They sit on the floor and look at each other. 
"Well," she says, "what do you want?" 
"What do you want?" he responds. 
"Didn't you know that is the entrance to NUWABA? 
"No, I didn't know it. What does it mean?" 
(She yawns ... ) "Network of Unknown Writers and Brilliant 

Artists," she explains wearily. 
"You sleepy?" he asked in simplified English, using Chomsky's 

transformational grammar as the basis for mutual misunderstanding. 
"No, thank you," she answers. 'Tm ready to burst from drinking 

borscht. I'd like to sleep in the wardrobe, if you don't mind." 
I take her up to the wardrobe. She squats on the floor and pisses. A 

long little streamlet starts to flow toward the bed. I tried to obstruct the 
flow with a cloth, but it was already running down the steps ... Sergei, 
the young violinist, struggled for some time, but the torrent finally car
ried him off and he drowned as he tried to swim around the wreckage 
of chairs, tables, mirrors from the bar. Tanya emerged naked from the 
wardrobe. 
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"And now let's start working," she said. She dragged the body of her 
beloved from the water and laid it on the table. I should have plugged 
my ears with wax .. so I wouldn't hear all that nonsense. A slight motion 
of the head showed me what I had to do. I obeyed like a beaten dog. By 
chance I pressed on the wooden room divider and it opened noisily. I 
peered into the darkness, took a deep breath and entered. Without 
knowing for sure, I divined that this was the secret entrance to The Net
work of Unknown Writers and Brilliant Artists. And before I realized 
what was happening, some people stopped me, then led me to a cold, 
damp cell labeled "Rejection." And this is where my story really begins: 
In the beginning a discrete knocking on the wall is heard. A hand opens 
a cement slab. I seize the slab and pull on it. It opens a little more. Some
one watches me closely. It's Trudy Borger Papadaki ... 

"Shhh ... " she says, as her hand drew me nearer. "Shhh ... "she 
hissed like a snake and she whispered in my mouth, "Welcome to 
Tanais. You'll get to know it with me. I have been designated your guide. 
(PUT ME IN YOUR POCKET.) This place is so crammed with people 
you can't breathe and it covers the entire earth. The most deceptive, 
insignificant parts belong here ... With me you'll get to know them in 
every detail." She is whispering into my mouth again: "Shhh ... Shhh 
... Your mystical number is 3114 314. Your new password is Peanut But
ter. You'll be known as the Unique One." And, sighing repeatedly, she 
slips her tongue into my mouth. "So much time has gone by ... from 
here on we'll be together. Be patient. Wait and you'll see ... Now, please, 
close the slab. Lie down. Mr. Peanut Butter ... You are the Unique One, 
number 3114314. Yes?" She was talking to me with her tongue in my 
mouth! Just as footsteps were heard in the hallway, I hastily closed the 
slab. A key entered the lock. My bed was a bit messy. I lay down quickly 
to hide my messiness. Then Trudy started talking-as though they were 
my thoughts. 

"There is no doubt that the earth is concave, because, otherwise, the 
vast system of communicating vases, belonging to those who know how 
to find their way consciously anywhere in the world, could not become 
reality if and only if we met somewhere. It's not necessary for anyone to 
have more than one number, a code and a title. He can disappear from 
the earth in one form and return in another somewhere else. For exam
ple, an old Chinese man in Singapore or a young black woman in Braz-
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zaville ... with a curly-haired dog in Bucharest or with a little tiger at 
Vladivostok. The variations are endless, and contain abstract ideas. The 
system of underground transformations is symmetrical and possibly 
inexhaustible. I will analyze a few of these categories. For example, 
height is changed into taste. As they're accustomed to saying, the taller 
the tastier. Color takes on a tone of truthfulness or falsehood. Politeness 
is an automobile rally. The winner is usually a very tough type. Re isn't 
just a musical note, but also a speech." And she continued, "The trans
formations become ever more complex as more elements are added. The 
symmetry becomes less obvious and the connections more chaotic. 
Apparently, but only apparently, the disorder reveals the absolute order 
that resembles a crystal. My thoughts are scattered over a large meadow 
... I see the entire field, which is filled with cells of the Network of 
Unknown Writers and Brilliant Artists (NUWABA), who were interned 
there by the PR, that is, by the Publishers' Readership. I saw the cells with 
the emasculated giants groaning and banging their terrible heads against 
the wall of outrageous naivete. They were of impressive construction, 
medieval, like the dungeons of fortresses. The sound of chains accompa
nied their movements, while the PR wandered in the hallway, some with 
enormous steps like the fearful ON EMAN, others slowly, at their leisure, 
like EARL GETTY. DIGIORGIO, the BRASILIERO, kept coming push
ing a little cart with useless manuscripts. The prisoners let out a power
ful "ououou" when ON EMAN and EARL GETTY appeared with the 
terrible LIN OK: threats were heard from the loudspeakers and silence 
fell over the huge prison. Something was cooking. Of course there would 
be a conference with the five most powerful, to take new measures. And 
indeed something was being prepared: they decided to outlaw poetry. 
EARL GETTY put forth some objections. But they found no support. ON 
EMAN vainly furrowed his brows. Nothing changed. The wretched had 
the final word. The decision was booed down. The audience rolled on 
the floor laughing hysterically. Mainly, those who jeered were the Medi
ocrities, who had been published, and the Best Sellers, like DORK 
MIOUYEN and many others." 

And the vision faded away. Could it have been a dream or a combi
nation of "reports"? It was difficult for him to believe that Trudy had 
become one with his flesh and was behaving strangely. She pointed her 
thumb up when she agreed and down when she disagreed. 
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More footsteps in the hallway and the key in the lock. Another con
tainer with torn up manuscripts ... a terrible sight-crumbs the rich 
would throw to the poor to seduce them ... the door opened. A young 
man entered. 

"You will be transferred to another clinic," he says smiling. "Please 
prepare to get on the transporter." 

It was a beautiful, chilly morning and the bright rays of the sun 
shone among the frozen trees. As soon as the young man left ... (their 
treatment of me was appropriate for a prisoner and they locked me in 
the paddy wagon handcuffed.) My guide suddenly took off his hat and 
loosed his long, black hair; he was a she. ''I'm Trudy. I dyed my hair 
black," she said, "and now you are free once again." 

She opened the paddy wagon and freed him from the handcuffs. It 
started raining. Suddenly the entire sky started melting, up and down 
disappeared. A real nightmare! 

The atmosphere damp and dark. I realized that my "guide" was 
nothing more than a large, cut head located behind me, secured to a 
gadget that I couldn't make out very well. Close by howling wolves 
stalked us. We hurried to get out of the impasse. The sled driver was my 
old friend, the blind Michael Strogoff. The horror of that mythical 
evening is indescribable. (Those of us who have read jules Verne's mas
terpiece know that it was nothing more than a hoax.) The night was 
weighted down with tragedies. After a certain hesitation we continued 
northward toward the solitary tundra. Now and then a blue bird popped 
out of an invisible bush. 

"Where are we supposed to be going?" I asked my guide. 
"You'll see," she answered enigmatically. 
Up to that point there were glaciers everywhere around us. More and 

more my guide's head separated from her body. This slowed us down 
excessively. In the end we were obliged to drag it behind us with ropes. 

"Now we're exactly over the area where all the geniuses are com
pletely frozen and remain here forever until somebody thaws them out. 
But that happens only once every two thousand years when this zone 
overheats and the earth shifts on its axis." 

I couldn't stand to hear more. Even though we had already slowed 
down and were advancing with difficulty, a discrete crack beneath the 
surface of the ice forced us to hurry to reach our destination. Another 
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louder crack and we found ourselves before an abyss. We prepared to 
spend the night here. The next morning a hot air balloon flew overhead. 
We waved our arms so they would see us. "I don't think we can land," 
said the captain. "We're very heavy" Soon we learned that this frozen 
waste had been transformed once again into tundra, and some scientists 
in hats were examining the case of an unusually large crystalline mass, 
perhaps a new Universe. As we tried to determine what exactly this phe
nomenon was, the area was once again transformed into desert. A little 
later we met some alleged savages, who worshipped a hand. I had seen 
the exact same hand that first night of my incarceration. (It was clear 
that we had met a GESTALT, the womb of that which we had been try
ing to discover and which no one, not even ourselves, knew.) 

And here a pause in the narration that will permit me to ask forgive
ness for all these digressions. The reader will remember that when the 
journey to the North began, it was possible to have added a few more 
episodes, such as the meeting with Dorian Gray, the hunting customs of 
Artemis on Rhodes, a marvelous book, and so forth and so on, but 
there's no room for such accounts, except for some commentaries that 
will underline the meaning of the presence of the Soul and the Brutal 
Reality and the North Pole, where their connection had been abolished 
by the Bolsheviks, a thing that, without the two of them (Soul and Bru
tal Reality) being responsible, became the reason for the paranoid, crim
inal Code of Exclusive Editions of Mediocrities to be drawn up. That's 
when Evil Intentions and Thoughts became punishable offences, thus 
placing the Fantastic right in the middle of Reality: (A reality that had 
never been doubted as such by formal philosophy: It had simply been 
demoted without explanation.) The Network of Unknown Writers and 
Brilliant Artists (NUWABA) can function freely under the cover of real
ity: The secret circulation of manuscripts was a guarantee of the system's 
survival, until the final abolition of official editions. 

He lived in a small brown house in a suburb with his wives and six 
children. During this time he's on vacation, in the hope that he will write 
his masterpiece. (Those three, unquestionably important, months, dur
ing which it is understood that he will not work and that he could "be 
himself," he usually wasted his time with trifles and quarrels over mean
ingless points.) The music, books and voyages did nothing by them
selves. His rusty imagination didn't start up right away ... rnnn, rnnn 
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... Almost hysterical, he bit the lips of everyday life. The scenes repeated 

themselves. Always the same ones. Always the same story one way or 

another: mutual recriminations, clashes, disagreements, indignation, 

irritation, laziness, dissatisfaction, inability to find pleasure in anything, 

with the rare exception of a light book now and then, in other words, 

close to a conventional hell from which it is impossible to get away by 

conventional means-automobile, boat, train or airplane. None of 

those conventional means helped. One way or another you'd unavoid

ably end up in the same unacceptable situation, however things were, 

whether it had to do with this town or with a distant paradisiacal island. 

The artificiality and ephemeral nature of escape made him abandon 

whatever contingency plans he had for that summer. He decided to run 

away to some imaginary areas, which, it seems, were accessible only to 

tourists of the imagination and hadn't yet been flooded by foreigners. 

The croaking of a frog in the night made him jump as he does when 

the alarm goes off. The two worlds constituted a unique coin. As soon 

as he flipped it, the other side appeared. 

Didn't I mention the croaking of the frog before? It had finally stopped 

a little while back. It hesitated, a moment, at the threshold. Then again, a 

gentle croaking, a soft froggish sound. I have to write my masterpiece this 

summer, he thought looking at his watch. Nineteen valuable days had 

already passed without his having done something worthwhile. He'd 

made some rough notes, but they weren't enough. He waited anxiously 

until a knock at the door forced him to welcome an unexpected guest, an 

almost human ... frog dressed in the suit of a businessman. 

"May I come in?" 
"Please." 
"Am I disturbing you?" 
"Anything but!" 
"Mmm ... What a beautiful space, better even than a little lake!" 

"Little lake?" 
"Yes, I live there." 
"You live in a little lake?" 

"Didn't you know where we live? Don't act like I'm not a frog. I know 

you're doing it out of politeness. However, it's out of fashion. I'm proud 

to be a frog and I wouldn't dare call myself a frogman or use some other 

euphemism. A simple "frog" suffices. Thank you!" 
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"Do you prefer tea or coffee?" 
"Tea, please. One leaf is enough ... Thank you." 
"What kind of work do you do, sir?" 
"I'm a reader for the company 'Vourla.' " 
"What exactly is it that you do?" 
"I read the material submited for publication." 
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"I understand. Then you're a reader. Do you work for some pub
lisher, eh?" 

"Yes." 
"Do you reject many masterpieces?" 
"Those that are assumed to be." 
"Do you receive angry letters?" 
"Piles ... pyramids ... mountains." 
"From angry frogs?" 
"No, from angry people!" 
"How is it you speak like a human?" 
"I learned to talk when I was little. A princess fell in love with me 

and made me her pet. She taught me how to talk." 
"Well then fairy tales become reality!" 
"Sometimes ... " 
"Mr. Fryniks, how do you intend to pass the summer?" 
"Singing for my food." 
"Who feeds you?" 
'The Vourla Company ... " 
"With what?" 
"With little flies ... there, do you see my tongue?" 
The frog shakes out his tongue and bites down on a gnat ... The 

gnat gets away from him and angered starts growing, keeps growing and 
threatening me. Yes, me, who was sitting comfortably with my Siamese 
cat, Tiglath-Pilesir, my French wine, Chateau neuf du Pape! 

"Drink a little," I said to the gnat. 
Buzzing indignantly, she refused. 
"Who do you think I am? I'm not at all like this gentleman here who 

is satisfied with a single tea leaf." The gnat seemed huge against me and 
she started laughing. "You thought I was an insignificant nothing. Isn't 
that what you thought? There's the devil to pay for it, my friend. The 
world isn't just size or intelligence. We have a dimension of our own that 
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makes us amazing. Think of the microorganisms we gigantic gnats eat. 

We're the terror of that world you consider so tiny you're incapable of con

ceiving of it by any means. Soon, however, you will be reborn in the shape 

of a gnat. And Mr. Frog over here (he changed his name to Frynix to Hel

lenize it!), ah, my foot-Mr. Frog over here will EAT YOU then ... " 

She said it and it happened: I shrank and the old frog loomed huge 

on the horizon. You couldn't see anything behind him. It was as if I had 

Mount Elburz in front of me. Suddenly a very slender bridge leaped out 

from the mountain and began to drag me inside at an unbelievable 

speed. I vainly flapped my wings to escape. I was trapped on the huge 

tongue and soon I was nearing his mouth, which resembled a cave. 

Another fraction of a second (which seemed to me at least an hour) and 

it would be too late: he would have swallowed me. I would have been 

inside that stupid Frog, who claimed he reads manuscripts for a so

called Vourla Company, or something like that, probably some crummy 

company ... and he had started looking down on me even in my usual 

form. I'm not squeamish, but now that I'm sure there's no possibility for 

me to escape: I have to cross the hairy bridge of Mount Elburz, from 

which souls must pass to go to Paradise or fall into Hell. I didn't dare 

look down because I have vertigo and I didn't dare look ahead at the 

approaching darkness because it resembled a fast train, almost ready to 

run over me. Some ancient enemy who watched my certain destruction 

with malicious pride had tied me to the tracks. The enormous mouth 

was approaching and ... now begins my real story 

* * * 

The scene takes place in a private office; the old alchemist is sleep

ing. However the light in his office, where two people are talking, is lit. 

What might they be talking about? We can observe them from afar. 

They move, they lean over and show things to each other. They move 

their lips, their heads come together, but there is no sound. She is a 

beautiful redhead and he is grey-haired. 
"What a beautiful manuscript!" 
"Do whatever you want with me!" 
"What do you mean?" 
"Whatever you want." 
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"Whatever I want?" 
"The day is coming to an end." 
"We don't have time." 
"There are many possibilities." 
"Don't you like to write?" 
"It depends on what ... " 
"Are the church bells ringing?" 
"From afar." 
"Is the air buzzing?" 
"In the wind-mmm ... " 
"It's cold inside." 
"Outside it's warm." 
"What luck!" 
"The air-conditioning is working." 
"Do you love me?" 
"Do you hate me?" 
"Neither one nor the other!" 
"Why not?" 
"Because that's the way it's got to be. Does it have to?" 
"There's no because! It smells good." 
"Do I please you?" 
"No." 
"What?" 
"Because, that's how it has to be." 
"In order to justify your gestures." 
"And your opinions?" 
"That's it, the night is over." 
"Let's hurry then." 
"It's almost early morning." 
"Love me." 
"Embrace me." 
"Kiss me." 
"Eat me." 
"Lick me." 
"Kill me." 
"Enter me." 
"Wrap me." 
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"I am your bookmark." 
"I am your letter." 
"I beg you, control yourself." 
"Write everything on a piece of paper." 
"And then tear it to pieces." 
"Swallow it." 
"Spit on it." 
"And wipe yourself with it." 
"Stop being so proud." 
"Stop getting on my nerves." 
"I can't take it anymore." 
"I spoke abruptly on purpose." 
"Forget all your expectations." 
''I'm sinking." 
''I'm thinking." 
"What?" 
"Nothing!" 
"C'mon now ... " 
''I'm not ready yet." 
"When will you be?" 
"Soon." 
"This afternoon today?" 
"Maybe tomorrow." 
"And again tomorrow." 
"And again tomorrow." 

* * * 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Suddenly the door opens and two men come in. The beautiful red
head is in my arms. "Who is he?" they ask. "He's not the same one as 
yesterday." "Who is she? She doesn't resemble the one from yesterday." 
"The same one. The other one." "They call her Esther," I whispered 
weakly. "Do you want her identification card?" They laugh a rough 
laugh, typical of those who know people better even than their own 
identities. "Look at yourselves in the mirror." Indeed we looked at our
selves ... what a surprise, what a surprise! Both of us were black. "It's 
a trick of the mirror," I shouted. "It's a trick. I'm an alien. I'm a foreigner. 
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Please, telephone the Moravian Embassy." Their laughter became hys
terical. "How is it possible that you're Moravian with such curly and 
discolored hair?" (They strongly emphasized the prefix dis.) "And who 
is she?" "Why do you ask?" They call her Esther," I stammered. "She's 
the daughter of Fraternelli, the alchemist." The two men looked at 
each other silently and meaningfully. So he did things like that! He 
opened a brothel for intellectual tourists! "My poor friend, you've been 
soundly tricked. And there's no one to blame but you and your naivete. 
We, the president's men, take the best care we can to protect fools like 
you from swindlers. And what is our reward? A miserable salary." The 
instant they reached for their pistols, I grabbed my wallet. "Not here, 
friend ... come with us. You have to see the inspector. And, in the mean
time, tie her up." 

And thus, they tied up Esther. She looked black in the window. In 
reality, however, she was as white as the paper on which I'm writing this 
story. How did they set up this hoax and for what reason? The police are 
so careful when it comes to swindles and crimes. Yes, the police, that 
satanic organization, so close to that which it is supposed to be fighting. 
Very interesting, I thought. Perhaps this time I'll find the real entrance to 
the renowned NUWABA, where all the useless nobodies seek revenge 
against geniuses, like myself, trying to write a masterpiece based on the 
experiences of their summer vacations. On the way to the central build
ings, I asked one of them if they were going to take me to NUWABA, 
but both of them became mysteriously silent. How did I get mixed up 
in this affair? Maybe because of panic. When I learned that the govern
ment of a totalitarian establishment was looking for me everywhere, I 
took a plane to Moravia. Why did I do it? Those Moravians are black! 
And that all of a sudden made me remember that I had probably gotten 
on the wrong plane and I'm now in Liberia, or somewhere near there! 
In the name of God, I hope I'm not in Uganda. I remembered a dream 
where I was walking with some blacks. One of them spoke French and 
told me that he was of mixed blood. We were going in the direction of 
a large building when I crossed paths with my former wife, who looked 
at us disdainfully, as if she wanted to say-so, now you're keeping com
pany with him. I was the bad company of her lover! That fact angered 
me so much, that I continued speaking French with the mulatto man, 
while the woman passed by us with a scornful look. In any case she 
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didn't give me any leeway to behave differently. I still remember his last 
phrase in French. "Even the beaches," he said, "on their islands are 
black." It was as though the dream was repeating itself ... While the 
two black policemen were transferring him; he remembered the other 
dream because they passed a gallery. 

Inside the gallery he saw his mistress working as a cleaning lady. He 
dared ask his escorts to permit him to go into the neighboring bookstore 
under the pretext that he wanted to find a book. The policemen, instead 
of refusing politely, answered with a single word, NO. But he ran to visit 
the gallery of his dream, and he saw her surrounded by brooms, vacuum 
cleaners, and dust rags. When she saw him, the shock was so powerful 
that she fell in a heap on the floor. He lifted her up, took her tenderly in 
~m~~~~~~~~~~~.&~~~ 
that he was drinking her tears ... and woke up agitated. They'd had a 
spat earlier and decided to keep apart for a while, until her disposition 
changed. The dream might have been provoked by that actual event. 
When they reached the police station, he asked permission to phone a 
friend with pull for help. The voice on the phone was noncommittal. 
Who was he? Later he remembered, in his other life, he had a dream 
about a phone call to a friend of his, a distinguished poet, A. G., who 
asked if he were visible today. And he laughed for some time, perhaps 
longer than necessary, over that absurd joke. 

The response on the phone was cold and formal. We'll send a worker 
to take care of it. It was from the Embassy, not Moravian Embassy as he 
had thought, but something worse, the Ugandan Embassy. That meant 
certain death. The Moravians wouldn't hesitate to drop him into the 
hands of the Ugandans. He thought about fleeing ... 

I was climbing down the wall of the Presidential Palace, when, from 
a window, was heard, "Fool, where are you going? One way or another 
the president wants to see you. He's heard about you." It was the black 
Esther, but her hair was red. Only her skin was dyed. It was too late. The 
guards captured me and, bayonets at my back, took me to the president. 

"We caught him while he was trying to escape," the guards said. 
I did a miserable job of trying to justify myself, but the officials 

attacked me with such vehemence that I couldn't utter a word. 
"There was some mistake." I murmured to justify myself. 
"MISTAKE?" growled the president. "I haven't used that word since 
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I assumed power in Moravia. These days people are executed for far 
lesser offences. Do you hear me? BLIND HIM." 

They dragged me away howling. 
"No, don't, don't do it ... I'll never be able to be an art critic if you 

do that." However, I shouted in vain. The executioner, a cold, white man 
with green eyes and a protruding, grey beard, took out my eyes with a 
crowbar. It happened quickly without my feeling any pain. Suddenly a 
velvet darkness enveloped me. I was prepared to experience the ulti
mate darkness ... The land of the blind ... when: 

"President Ourarage grants you your life, but he has stolen your 
light; now he'll light his cigar with it. A miracle. Can you hear the peo
ple cheering for your light? He lit his cigarette with the flame of the light 
in your eyes." 

When the shouting died down, I began thinking about the fate of 
Tireseias. Surely Hera would have pulled off something like that against 
me, because I'm a man. She blinded him because he said women feel ten 
times the pleasure a man does! I confused him with another myth. I 
imagined I had met three women. One, armed to the teeth, with an auto
matic and a beret, offered me a glorious revolution and victory in sports 
(Athe). The other, with the sturdy arms of a housewife, white with soft 
skin, plump as freshly baked bread-blonde and tall, offered me all the 
comforts of home, with money, power, glory and ... a career. If I picked 
her (Iro). Finally, the third and last ... a slender, elegant girl with curly 
black hair underneath a mauve cap. She was wearing a very fine shirt by 
Maguire that matched her coat. She promised me that I'd have good luck 
in love! (Aphro.) To my misfortune, I picked her ... and whatever hap
pens to me from here on will be the result of that bad choice. My sen
sual nature had triumphed over my ambitions. I was condemned to fail 
at everything except love. I awakened abruptly from my reverie, a blind 
beggar at a street corner with a few coins in his metal box. I had seen 
that beggar many times with his stick and his tin box, but now I was he. 
Could I possibly have had a fate worse than death? 

I felt a gentle tap on my shoulder. It was Dr. D. 
"Are you Dr. Delta?" 
"How did you know?" 
"It's quite elementary! I see," I said, "Now I am like Tireseias. I see 

us, you and me, as if I were seeing myself from within your eyes." 
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"Wonderful," shouted the doctor. "As a matter of fact it was difficult 
to find you, but I finally found you. Those sons of a bitch wouldn't reveal 
where you were unless I gave them a very large sum of money. The story 
of President Ourarage, who lit his cigarette with the flame of your eyes, 
has spread all over the world. You are famous now. People believe that 
you managed that victory with ESP (Extra Sensory Perception). What
ever you ask of me you'll have it now. All the publishers will fall at your 
feet. Even those who had doubts now believe in your accomplishment!" 

"Do you have any manuscripts?" The employee of a large group of 
New York publishers asked me. "They offer the highest compensation 
for the writing of a book." 

"But how am I going to write it?" 
"They will provide you with an electronic typewriter cum tape 

recorder-a recent invention. All you have to do is dictate." 
Of course I'll write a book for you. My full name is Dr. Deondoren

sky-Preobinsky-Balasoff and I am at your disposition. 
"As if a name like that were ever possible! Where did you get it?" 
"I inherited it," he whispered. "Shh ... Everyone believes it's fake 

and that my real name is Doctor D. But, on the contrary, it is valid. Usu
ally I sign Dr. D.P.R. I intend to give you my elixir that was named after 
me ... Dysfunctional Parabolic Rose. You'll see. We're talking about a 
fearsome experience." 

"Let's go now, because I fear that LAC will follow us soon ... " 
"What is LAC?" 
"It's the League of the Agricultural Confederation. It's a cover for the 

secret services of Moravia and of Uganda since they merged." 
"They merged?" 
"Yes!" 
"The horror! C'mon let's get away from here ... before general 

Nimano lays his hands on me." 
"Why? Are you an undesirable?" 
''I'm his worst enemy." 
"You don't say. I didn't know it. Why didn't you tell anyone?" 
"Whom?" 
"Good question!" 

* * * 
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The automobile waiting for me took off like lightning and before I 
knew it, we found ourselves at the airport ... The sound of heels, pass
ports, all seemed counterfeit and the jet took off. Or at least that's how 
it seemed. 

As it was, I was approaching the mouth of the frog that resembled 
Mount Elburz. At the same moment the frog-mountain appeared in 
front of the jet and swallowed it in its violent breath. 

"What happened?" I asked the person next to me. 
"Nothing, it's the fault of the carburetor." 
"Which carburetor?" 
"The one in the jet's engine. It's plugged up." 
"Are we falling?" 
"As far as I can see, we're falling into the void." 
"Can you feel the pull?" 
"Yes, I feel it ... to be exact, the safety belt is pulling me back." 

"That's it ... heaviness, inertia, call it what you like." 
While we were talking, two of my fantasies met. A body hit the air

plane, opened a hole, and landed in the seat in front of me. Naturally no 
one saw it, but suddenly I felt our bodies merging, the dead man's with 
mine. And suddenly, a miracle! I could see again ... and I found myself 
at home once more, sitting in the grey rocking chair with my book, my 
cat, Tiglath-Pilesir, asleep on my knees, and of course with my inspira
tion, the bottle of French wine, Chateauneuf du Pape, next to me on the 
side table. In the meantime, in the garden ... 

* * * 

In spite of it all we were taken in by the previous ending. In reality 
(as they say), the airplane picked up speed toward the man just as he 
was sliding into the mouth of the frog, for a fateful rendezvous with 
Space. Yes, with Space, not Time. On the one hand, the two occurrences 
were in some strange way incompatible enough for Time, but, on the 
other hand, they were well enough coordinated between them in Space. 
A mystery only Dr. Einstein could solve, if, of course, he himself were 
living and saw it with his own eyes. There was no way to avoid the fate
ful encounter that would destroy the man and the airplane. Except for 
some miracle. But since life itself is a miracle, the existence of the indi-
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vidual is a miracle (not always pleasant); he could hope for yet 
another-which appeared almost immediately, in the form of a flying 
saucer. Number: X2BSGGTL8XX#. 

Since history is fragmentary, we can attach it to some other very 
interesting pieces that E.A.P and Barrows had the gentle kindness to 
offer. 

Our hero, worn out by the complaints, the accusations and the end
less nagging of his wife, went to his mistress and found her in a very 
good mood. He vainly pretended not to notice, but, to his misfortune, 
she was determined and decided to show it to him in every possible way. 

"I don't see you often enough," she told him. 
"But yesterday you said that we see each other too often." 
"Yesterday was yesterday! Today is today!" 
"What's the difference?" 
"I reconsidered it. What does it mean if we see each other so infre-

quently?" 
"Fine. Do you want to break up?" 
"What?" 
"You said it as though you don't care at all." 
"I've known it for a long time. It was my fault for believing that you 

loved me ... " 
"But you told me we should break up. Or were you suggesting that 

we should ... " 
"What do you want me to do?" 
"Cry and beat your chest ... " 
"Hmm, hmm, hmm ... " 
"You're joking with me. Since you aren't looking at me at all ... " 
"I can't think when I'm looking you in the eyes. I can't concentrate." 
"You're getting on my nerves." 
''I'm getting on your nerves?" 
"Yes." 
"Then let's break up." 
Yes, let's break up." 
"Half a minute! Wait!" 
"Aman, already; let's go! I can't take anymore." 
"When all is said and done, what was it I said when I started this dis

cussion?" 
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"You said something?" 
"I only said I don't like ... and the conversation continued with 

something like, 'Ah, well,' in that particular instance, forgive me-l did
n't mean it that way." 

"Are you going to phone me? Maybe you'd prefer me to call." 
"In the end, do you want me to want to want you?" 
"What are we talking about finally?" she said somewhat despair

ingly. Here's what we're talking about! What does she want? And what 
does he want? What is the wife asking for? As Freud said, "Mein Gott 
... " I only want you to write your masterpiece, which you've been writ
ing from moment to moment ... isn't that so? 

What will happen if I drop everything and lose my desire to write 
that masterpiece, because of two females, you two, who, instead of help
ing me, are doing whatever you can to obstruct mel But I proclaim: Noth
ing will stop me, even if I have to eat my words a hundred times ... as 
long as I have a pen, paper and one hand, I shall continue. 

Why don't you use a typewriter? That's another problem that I have 
to solve. Nobody can read my writing-because of that it's better that I 
start typing, otherwise ... Also, among other things, my old friend, your 
back hurts. Whom do you think I see the moment I turn my head? Who 
else says things like that, but my old friend ... the beggar. 'Tm going to 
suggest a solution for you," she said. Then she whispered it in my ear. 

In the meantime, I am still blind-1 was waiting in the corner just 
in case somebody came-l looked into the darkness with the eyes of my 
soul, when suddenly a familiar voice. 

"Hmm ... " 
"Yes ... " 
'Tm Esther. Don't look now." 
"In any case I can't see." 
"Don't tell me, you're blind?" 
"Yes." 
'Tll come by to pick you up in a minute. Wait ... I won't be late." 
And now follow the adventures of a blind man in the Kingdom of 

Love. 
The unexpected visitor seemed almost visible to the naked eye. She 

got up ... then she spoke, after she learned the language. And then what 
happened? The myth of the stripper Interrogator-made the rounds of 
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the inmates of the Network of Unknown Writers and Brilliant Artists 
(NUWABA). The waves broke on the shores of the Sea of Azov, small, 
blunt waves, while two figures ran carefree the length of the homes that 
I glimpsed to the east. From the low clouds that promised rain poured 
a livid color, which washed the entire landscape with a revealing clarity. 
There's always one further away, regardless of how far one has come 
traveling east or west. He'll arrive at a place, always further in the West, 
where a mystery dwells behind the mountains, where a few people are 
discussing and thinking about the subject, while we here wonder what 
they might resemble. A calm, distant people, without suspicions and 
doubts, washed in all the candor of our false life ... and, furthermore, 
another horizon stretches out and another West is born from the ashes 
of it own East ... and it whirls until it becomes dizzy and worn out. I'll 
lie down to rest, perhaps in order to die ... kneeling in front of the holi
est of bushes: the burning bush of our desires. The entrance to that 
world without shamans. I'd like to erase from memory the previous 
tasteless fragments because they're clearly oratorical. I implore you be 
patient with the eternal student of writing, who is provoked by the 
seductive phrase of an age. Those, with the stern faces and powerful 
bodies, pass each other in the hallway, without a single, hasty glance of 
recognition. The well-known myth of the Female Interrogator who 
would undress them to sign a confession circulates among them. 
Another vision leapt over the Mountain of Uncertainty; a very different 
horizon, with endless meadows and burning, late afternoon desires 
beneath the poplars. People always learned the first word that came to 
them ... and from them regularly came the following phrases without 
following any order ... the same thing happens with the lightning 
flashes that permit you to see for a few seconds and later you have to 
guess what the next one will be like. The undertaking is enormous, big
ger even than the ass and the single eye of a female Cyclops, who has a 
prick as well as a cunt. She didn't even imagine that she would become 
the goddess of an ephemeral population in the endless burning mead
ows, there where the burning emotions are countless and no mother is 
offended by the harassment and the sexual undertakings of her descen
dants who make up her life. The Great, once distant Unheard Of, 
approached and everybody talked about the Oedipal scene of mother 
and son, when they met in the darkened interrogation room, far from 
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indiscreet eyes. The son, unaware of her, and she, his mother, unaware 
of him. The terrific striptease Interrogator ... Whose legend ... 

Translated by E.D. Karampetsos 





AN ALPHABET FOR THE DEAF AND DUMB 

CROW-TALK 

In far away Afghanistan, 
I left my bones, aman aman, 

To whiten in the lowlands of Herat, 
And on them sit three Crows 

And say among themselves "Whose we wonder 
Craw Craw could these have been-these so well

Whitened bones of an unknown 
Fighter or chance visitor who found 

An unjust death in battles there, between 
The Taliban and the Tajiks, 

They say he was struck by a stray ... 
And as you now the strays are like 

Erratic thoughts that fly 
Right and left like us when 

We search for recently dead bodies to eat 
A little fresh meat to nibble on 

Alas, alas, Craw Craw, my friend and brother 
How has our life become so boring 

With the peace that threatens 
To cut off our food-

And where will we now find booty from the dead?" ... 
"You are right, Craw Craw Crakovitz, how unfair 

What is happening in the world today 
And is depriving us, Crakovitz, of our source 

Of food on the battlefields ... 
You tell us, Crakovitz, you who crossed 

Endless plains from Krakovo 
To Baluchistan, so you could find 
New battles here in Afghanistan 

Like those in the World War 
On the gunpowder-smoked 

Steppes of Russia and Ukraine 
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Remember what terrific banquets we made 
Of Germans, Russians, Rumanians 

Italians, Georgians, Spaniards 
Who left their hides on the vast 

Expanses, now old man we've been reduced to 

The tiny environs of Central Asia. 
So long, old man, who lived with wisdom and prudence 

For over a hundred years ... may you reach a thousand." 

Translated by Yanoula Athanassakis 



An Alphabet for the Deaf and Dumb 

FOR WHOM 

For whom do the clouds run 
For whom do the birds fly 

For whom do the cars brake 
For whom do the sails flap 

For whom do the children grow 
For whom do opposites meet 

For whom do they yell down shame 
For whom does the bell toll 

For whom do the windows open 
For whom do the doors close 
For whom do the women bow 
For whom do young girls smile 

About whom do the papers write 
For whom are marches carried out 

For whom do they burn flags 
For whom does the bell toll 

For whom do the skies open 
For whom do they celebrate on earth 

For whom do the street-urchins while away their time 
For whom do the beauties primp 
For whom do the trains change 
For whom do the waves rise up 

For whom do the mountains snow 
For whom does the bell toll 
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For whom do the kites fly 
For whom do the passersby cry 

For whom do the habitues whisper 
For whom do the dancing girls brush their hair 

For whom do the boats whistle 
For whom do teenagers go out of their minds 

For whom do we die out of love 
For whom does the bell toll 

FOR NOBODY 

California, 3.12.1990 
Athens, December 2001 

Translated by Yanoula Athanassakis 



THE DESCENT OF THE M 

THE MONSTER OF HISTORY 

Our ancestors like the seaweed on a seashore. 
The strongest have long since disappeared. 

Tomorrow my children will be older than I am. 
It doesn't matter. Someday you will catch me at a race 
Where we are playing with time. Tomorrow we'll see. 

Tomorrow we'll see a lot. Tomorrow we'll carve 
Into the rock a new Palladium. A new Pallakis. 

A new Propontis with her princely islands. 
Tomorrow we'll build a Temple to Yesterday. Someday 

Speaking a language we don't understand 
(obviously for those who know how to speak) 

I see up close the relics of dark urges 
The remains of a ravaged sensitivity 

The distance is great from the total void 
Even greater is the alienation from our fulfillment 

I have no idea what awaits us tomorrow 
This everyday present doesn't interest me in the least 

My dependence on the past has expired for some time now 
And the future-mouth of a dark cave that sucks me in, 

Big solace the journey from Before to Nowhere. 
But we'll talk for certain later on Down there. 

Translated by Yanoula Athanassakis 
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PREFABRICATED FACES 

I have a big weakness 
For smoky surroundings 
For suspect atmospheres 
For the "Lit Darknesses" 

THE CHARIOTEER 

that concentrate periphrastically 
what I am made of 

Violences that progress to works 
Words that remained suspended 

(And of course very palpable 
From everyone's writing). 

Nothing better exists 
Than the crash of lightning 

And than the flight of the cranes 
With a pleasing zig-zag 

At the time of return 
From faraway wars 

-And "whoever was there in time saw the Lord"
In our afternoon sun 

In sandy Pylos 
Where the mysterious 

Victims of the sacrifice from the day before bathe 
And a downpour occurred 
And we escaped to a cave 

Where the beautiful one hid. 

And much emotion was left over 
In the humming coffee shop's 
Interior-where the old man 
Sits and smokes the hooka 
Thinking of the pothouses 
That he knew in his youth 

Aprill984 

Translated by Yanoula Athanassakis 



EXCERPTS FROM VALAORITIS-SEFERIS 
CORRESPONDENCE 

Kydathenaion 9A 
May 7, 1947 

My Dear Nanos, 
Your letter-about Cavafy-reached me yesterday I also received 

the jenkins lecture. The paper you sent me is the one thing I never 
received-it must be shipwrecked somewhere, as you say-pity 
because I needed it: since the time of exile, I have made a habit of keep
ing all my notes in that paper. That's how it goes. 

I'm glad you are publishing, at last. I wish you good luck. My poem, 
which I baptized "Kichle," has been published; I will send it to you at 
first opportunity Rex did a very good translation. He will be coming to 
England in about two weeks. I hope you will see him; he is a good friend 
and an able writer. Last Friday we opened the Theophilos exhibit (at the 
Institute). It's the first public exhibition of this very important artist. I 
gave the inaugural speech. I was very moved. I imagined that poor fous
tanella-wearing man, if he were living, among such a crowd. And I 
thought bitterly that perhaps it was better that he was not living. A man 
discovered by our generation. 

I was very interested in your letter about Cavafy First because it is 
the first time I have seen a critical piece written by you, and second 
because I find your criticism on this work of mine to be most interesting. 

Upon first reading, I would like you to write me in greater detail. For 
example, I don't see in your text the connection between Cavafy and 
Kafka. Nor do I see it in the works of the latter that I am familiar with. 
I would be very interested if you could elaborate on that point. With 
regard to joyce, the big difference is that one is a poet and the other a 
prose writer, and also that joyce is using an ancient myth (I mean 
Odysseus), while Cavafy elicits emotional overtones from history in a 
manner that sometimes is very close to Eliot's juxtaposing of verses. But 
we could discuss these matters if you would explain your views to me 
more clearly 

167 
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With regard to my study, I am afraid that you somehow misunder
stood my intent. I don't remember writing that I was comparing two 
poets with a high-handed act of personal emotion. At the same time, 
parallelism does not simply mean a comparison of two points. It also 
entails defining the distance that separates them. That is what interested 
me in defining Cavafy's place in the modern European tradition, and I 
tried to examine the comparison with Eliot [from that perspective] 
because we cannot base literary criticism on emotion. And the essence 
is this, that Cavafy, starting from another place with other internal and 
external elements, gives the poetic expression of a wasteland. 

TC 

London 
March 1, 1948 
48 Paulton's Square 
S.W3 

Dear Yiorgos, 
The body has arrived and I respond to you with the present flare 

from the other end of Europe. Here, too, people go about their lives 
without even looking at one another. When I crossed Turkey I did not 
go through Ankara. But the humorous description you give me in your 
letter is a rare spark of joy on a horizon that remains dark. Nothing 
could have amused me more than the image of the worm that looks at 
its rear end. Today my wife returns to her job at the B.B. C, and I become 
the nanny of my son, little Constantine. But it's calm now that the fat 
nanny has left-she filled our flat to the point where I could hardly 
breathe. I am working continually and systematically on English litera
ture, I write essays every week, which my Tutor corrects, and I am ben
efiting greatly from the detailed examination of the various poets that 
are part of my program. I am now working on the famous Wordsworth. 
It's interesting to note that even in his day people despaired of the polit
ical situation in Europe. This very uneven poet is nevertheless an impor
tant figure of Romanticism because of his influence and his example. 
Mavrokordatos, on the occasion of the 150th anniversary of Solomos's 
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birth, has written an article comparing the two poets. I don't think that 
they display the same care and devotion to their art, nor the same force 
of character. However there are other elements such as the return to 
nature, patriotism, and other external points that are characteristic of 
their time. Wordsworth, too, has written a "Mad Mother." Do you sup
pose that Solomos knew him? There is no evidence of it. On April 8, 
which Polylas has noted as the birthday of our great poet, to celebrate 
here, in a friend's home, with a small gathering of Englishmen and 
Greeks who appreciate his importance, and to toast him. In the mean
time, Jenkins and Scott-Kilvert have an article for the B.B.C.; another 
Englishman, Kenneth Young, an article in Comhill, the journal of Peter 
Quennel, and Politis has articles for the B.B.C. and the "Anglo-Greek." 
The latter came to see me with his notes. We talked for a long time, and 
he was the first to tell me about the Athenian, that you mentioned and 
he described the meeting. A comforting sign. It's unbelievable how 
much a man, especially a poet, needs love in order to live. I see the same 
in myself. The smallest indication [of love] wherever it comes from, 
gives me wings. It's one of the rare coins of our time. To return to the 
subject of Solomos and Greek literature, I note that spontaneous inter
est wells up on all sides among the English. The other day I met a very 
likeable young Englishman with a Greek wife, Philip Sherrard, at the 
home of the poet Kathleen Raine, where he read us a translation of 
"Kichle," which I am sending you. At several points it is better and more 
beautiful than Warner's [translation], except for some errors which I 
noted, and the part about the Radio that he changed almost completely. 
He had sent it to Lehmann, who returned it to him with some regret, as 
he already had Warner's work. It appears that he liked it. This young 
man is a fervent admirer of yours. He wants to write his Ph.D. disserta
tion on your poetry at the University of London, under the direction of 
Jenkins. He is hoping to receive a fellowship to do that. He has trans
lated many other poems of yours very well. His reading of "Kichle" 
impressed all who were there, among them Rupert Doone, who had pro
duced the works of Auden. What impressed me most, however, was 
when he read a poem that he himself had written. It was entirely 
"Seferic" and in fact the Seferis of the "Mythistorima." If one day he 
becomes a well-known poet, your observation about the influence of 
the Greeks on the West, in your article on Cavafy-Eliot, will no longer 
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hold. And yours will be the honor of having broken the impassable bar
rier between us and them. And speaking of barriers, a recent letter from 
Alekos Xydis, announced that someone else had broken an impassable 
barrier from the other side. Our Odysseus has departed for France. 
Xydis says it in writing. (I could not believe my eyes!) I have not had 
word from him for a long time, but I can bring him here for a week or 
two, I have found him a flat and money from the B.B.C. where he can 
give talks; I wrote to Robert Leveque in Paris, asking if he had seen him 
there. Leveque answered that he had no idea. Elytis has mysteriously 
disappeared and no one knows where he is. Did you see [the issue of ] 
"Orpheus" that included "Kichle," with Warner's introduction? Surely 
Lehmann has sent it along. Edith Sitwell paid me many compliments on 
the poems of Elytis that I translated. Your book should appear at any 
time. I have no news from Lehmann. The Cavafy-Eliot article was trans
lated by Kazantzis. Scott-Kilvert is now translating the passages from 
Cavafy, which should be finished shortly. I will keep you posted. Tam
bimuttu from Poetry London asked me for your address so that he can 
write to you. He wants an article from you about Eliot for a volume he 
is editing on Eliot with articles by different individuals. Xydis writes me 
the news from Athens, mourning your departure. Gatsos, he says, is 
always at Loumidis' surrounded by women, wasting his time. The mys
tery of the silence of that dear friend of mine is one I cannot solve. The 
only thing I have received from him was a card about two years ago. He 
is an enigmatic character. That, too, is like the poems he has been nurs
ing for years. I understand him and feel for him. Each of us has to deal 
with his own struggles, real or imaginary. And to fill out the news, Ken
neth Young, whom I mentioned before, wrote an article about our 
poetry. He begins with the folksongs, Digenis, Solomos, Palamas, 
Cavafy, Sikelianos, and goes to you, Elytis, Pantelakis. He mentions 
Rotas and Apostolakis. On the whole, the article is good, despite the 
errors. I wrote him, without having met him, because there were some 
things that irritated me. He had Palamas as a contemporary of Solomos; 
he said the Ionian School was unaware of the folksongs, and that those 
writing in heavy demotic borrowed words from foreign languages! 
Regarding yourself, he says that you translated your own poems, and 
criticizes you for using free verse. Foolishness! He says that Elytis was 
Cretan, and he has a very unjust and ill-willed paragraph about you. 
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Today when I met him, I realized that the motivation came from leftist 
forces or enemies. However he confessed to his errors, and I believe that 
he is well-intentioned. I will try to find out more. If you want, I can send 
you the journal, or rather, I will send it to you soon. Nevertheless, it is 
a sign of interest. He, too, has a Greek wife, from Thessaloniki, who 
helped him with the translations. He has a few lines from a poem of 
yours, "Denial" ("and we changed our life".) 

Nothing was written about my poems, according to Xydis. Although 
I know it does not matter, and that I did not expect anything, the silence 
worries me. Unfortunately, we have no journal of our own. Patience. 
Linos Politis is now at Oxford. As he told me before he left, he met 
Laourdas here one day. His first words were to criticize him because he 
wrote about and Elytis in his article, and he started to bad-mouth both 
of you. Knowing what a worm he is, when I saw him prior to that 
episode, did not even get up to greet him. And Politis was exasperated. 
"Did you quarrel with him?" he asked. "Why should I quarrel," I said. 
"Better that you should quarrel," he said to me, "because that will put 
an end to the matter." That's what I will do when I go to Oxford. And 
with that I leave you and await your letter. 

TC 

All my love, 
Nanos 

London 
March 15, I948 
48 Paulton's Square 
S.W3 

My Dear Yiorgos, 
I received your letter in four days. The speed of communication is 

amazing: as you see, I have filled half your request because I cannot find 
"Life + Letters." I think it's out of print. If I come across a volume, I will 
send it to you. I wrote a note about "Kichle;" it was nothing great, but 
it was broadcast a while ago. I can't find it at the moment. If I find it, I 
will send it along. I see that Elytis went to the social centers first: not a 



172 THE CHARIOTEER 

bad idea. The climate is good and the girls are plentiful. Pity you don't 
have his address, as I could bring him here. I have arranged for housing 
and a stipend, if he needs them, and he can give talks on the B.B.C. In 
any case, he will not starve. As a consolation, I am sending you an old 
talk we gave with Spencer: I don't know whether I have already sent it 
to you. If most people in our country insist on wearing blinders, we 
must ourselves fill the gap. Tambimuttu told me that he wrote you. 
What do you say? There was some talk about the old article, the intro
duction to Eliot, which is good. But perhaps you want to put forward a 
more up to date view. The article on Cavafy-Eliot is finished. Kazantzis 
is waiting for Scott-Kilvert to finish the translations and it will be given 
to Lehmann. I have not heard about the book. But it should be out any
time. I think that Lehmann was foolish to publish Warner's introduc
tion in Orpheus. Normally, that is not done. He is a miserly man, despite 
the fact that he helps us. I prefer Connolly, despite his cynicism. He has 
more character. If Lehmann does not accept Cavafy, we'll give it to Con
nolly. Xydis sent me photographs ofKapralos's work, which I will try to 
publish. It is a significant body of work. I also received Mavroides's 
"Mirrors" but have not read it yet. I hope that you will soon be carefree, 
moved in so that you can work on whatever you want. I, despite the fact 
that I have time, relatively speaking, and am writing a few poems, am 
going through a period of doubt and anxiety; inspiration is lacking and 
it is a struggle to express what is not ready to be expressed. I will send 
you shortly my latest work, so that you can give me your opinion. What 
I miss most of all is contact with people who understand. I learned that 
the Athens Radio station announced the appearance of my book. But I 
don't know what they said. As you say, it's not important, but it's a good 
thing. 

I was re-reading Plutarch in recent days. No writer is more evoca
tive. He is one of the few who have the power to comfort us about the 
chaos of contemporary life. With what wisdom and perseverance he 
confronted the reversals and humbling of Hellenism at the time when it 
was at its height and its previous accomplishments so great. But he 
belonged to the great generation of Greek letters, which ruled the world 
in his day. That knowledge was enough to give him the pride and self
confidence, and even the impartiality that characterizes him, toward 
those who conquered the Greeks. He did not mince his words concern-
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ing the shortcomings of his compatriots. Try to talk that way today. To 
voice the bitter truth. You're done in. They will attack you like wolves, 
not because you spoke or wrote, but because they have your scent, like 
wild animals. They cannot endure truth, as Makriyiannis would say. 
Let's not kid ourselves. Even today, like yesterday, we are citizens of 
Rome. All else is excuses and pretext. They didn't love Rome in those 
days, and we don't love it today. But there is no choice. It's either Rome 
or the barbarians and a new Dark Age, perhaps worse than the previous 
one. I think it's time to take a break, to read a recent poem by Auden, 
"Lament for a Lawgiver," which appeared in Horizon, which I bought 
today along with your Orpheus. Auden is becoming more and more like 
Cavafy. You know that he translated the "Barbarians" and has surely has 
read the other poems. The wall is creaking, Yiorgos, it is falling. The seed 
has been sown beyond our borders . 

. . . Who will dust 
The cobwebbed Kingdoms now? 
For our lawgiver lies below his people, 
Even his previous poem in Horizon, "The Fall of Rome," has the 

same tone, somewhat more ironic. Perhaps you have read it. 
This latest poem certainly shows many influences: metaphysical 

poets, Dryden, Eliot, the Elizabethans, English folksongs, and Auden 
behind it all. I don't know if I am right. I also see Cavafy in the "foreign 
language." And it's not the first time. I see him in Durrell and in Spencer. 
He's in the air. His time has come. Like never before. The English, in par
ticular, are ready to receive him, as he displays that linguistic rational
ism, which they have always possessed, even in their most Romantic 
period, I mean intellectualism, that all the contemporary poets from 
Eliot on down possess to a high degree. The French, however strange it 
may seem, were always more Romantic in their poetry, and the opposite 
in all else. Our world has validated Cavafy, as all great poets have always 
been validated by events. 

TC 

Goodbye for now. With much love, 
Nanos 
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London 16.2.48 

My Dear Yiorgos, 
One day after getting your letter, I fell victim to that terrible Italian 

flu, my wife and I, both with a temperature of 40 and for more than three 
days. I never felt so bad in my life. It passed, thank God. Both of us 
recovered at the same time. I'm still in bed where I am writing to you, 
and with the least cause my nose runs. Forget about it. Your poor poet 
is a wreck. Cry for him. Where are his brave acts of yesteryear, he who 
used to cross mountains with a single leap, who used to throw himself 
into the waters of the Spetsopoula or the Madoura, who caught fish with 
a rifle and birds with a hook, and hares by hand. That's what I was like, 
a brave lad, stout-hearted, I wandered over the stony crags naked, bare
footed, with only a straw hat over my head. Some day I shall sing my 
gallantry, the free and intrepid life I lived with the elements, which today 
is the most valuable capital at my disposal, my most precious treasure. 
(No animal was ever afraid of me. Dogs, foxes, octopi, geese, ducks, 
owls, snakes, goats, squirrels, and all the others, they always showed me 
the greatest love and friendship, even when I devoured them, those that 
were edible. The poor beasts; they were my faithful companions at my 
side and in my stomach. Perhaps you think me hard. I know. I'm heart
less. But would you believe me if I said I ate them out of love. Well, it's 
true. I always killed and ate my beloved animals out oflove. I was never 
an animal lover.) 

The above passage is taken from the Memoirs of the Hunter Kilidi. Un 
passage classique! Quai? 

Babylonia saved me at the worst moment. Because of the fever, I had 
difficulty opening it when it came. Afterwards, however, I read it. I think 
the prologue is first class. Finally we're beginning to create serious crit
ical works. We're trying to understand an era, to give life to it. And the 
work is important. Thank you for sending it to me. Now, as soon as I get 
out, I'll send you a package of Eliot. Write me if you also want Yeats's A 
Vision. His magical theory Yeats's character reminds me of Palamas. I 
don't know if their poetry is similar. 

In the meantime I'm waiting to eat a wonderful pilaf made with 
chicken broth to console me for the terrible suffering from the epidemic 
disease from which I suffered so much. On Thursday, the night before I 
fell ill, we went with the Scott-Kilverts and Del Renzio to the Viewells 
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Bal Masque that lasts all night. It was a true dance of the Incorrigibles 
that we once held. I've never seen so many gays together, half-naked, 
shameless dancing together rubbing against one another. An unforget
table spectacle. And the costumes! 

Not a word from the Lehmann-Seferises. They realized I wasn't get
ting started and stopped kidding around. I don't know what they've 
arranged between them. I don't think Orpheus has come out yet; wher
ever he may be we'll see him (returning from Hades) emerging, just like 
Karaghioz's great serpent from his cave. You didn't write me how Perma
nence was received in Athens. And one more question: That Nea Estia 
again. Who's that Kostas Str. Papaioanou who wrote that beautiful arti
cle on Plato? As for the essay you ask about I got it more than half-writ
ten, all I have to do is broaden it and polish it: a beautiful (For the future 
I have in mind another beautiful subject: How often do we encounter 
the letter, lower case and upper and under what pretext, in Solomos!) 
crucial subject. The use of mixed language [puristic and demotic] in 
poetry from Kalvos to this day is a new perspective to a subject which 
has raised the most important questions: the mystery oflinguistic inter
linking. Could it be an artificial attempt or does it express the collision 
of two incompatible worlds, in a synthetic repulsion! It's questions like 
this and others that I'm trying to answer, in relation to our older and 
most recent poetry. I don't think you would object to such research. 
There you are, my dear Yiorgos, and you'll hear from me again soon. 
Well, are all of our contemporary scribblers eunuchs? Who in the hell 
castrated them en masse? Once we were a virile nation, and if we didn't 
do anything else, at least we fucked. Now there's not even a finger up 
the ass. What is this evil? You have to send me the diagnosis for the 
plague immediately, so I can arrange to send you the proper medicines 
from here, and recommend a company or society to aid the declining 
sexual robustness in support of our own people, co-religionists, those 
who speak the same language, compatriots, colleagues, scholars, the 
parascholars, and hyposcholars, of all categories, types, and diseases. 
I'm certain that the big businessmen and shipowners present here will 
offer their support willingly. 

Sincerely, 
Nanos 

EDK 
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48 Paulton's Sq. 
S.W3 
London 
12.8.48 

Dear Yiorgos, 

THE CHARIOTEER 

I received the book by Lorenzatos that you sent me and I thank you 
most warmly. I'm reading it slowly from the beginning after having 
already glanced over the various parts. Finally someone who has some
thing to say, a critical work that can stand next to the most important 
foreign ones, where I don't have the unpleasant feeling that it concerns 
only us. With such a book we realize how isolated we are from the east 
and the west, how byzantine! How much we lack a comprehensive and 
courageous confrontation with our problems, a position that doesn't 
take refuge in a thousand meaningless sides, that won't be provincial. 
And finally I was weary that only Seferis could write. It's certainly evi
dent that from him come forth traces of his style, and that Lorenzatos 
starts out with his suggestions. But that's not a problem. The same thing 
happened with Eliot in England. Moreover his essays are usually so 
dense, that they leave room for analysis and exhaustive elaboration. If 
you know him please pass on my warmest congratulations. 

I saw the first published review of the "The King of Asine" in the 
Spectator, by Woodehouse whom I suspect you know. It's very favorable, 
and many others are expected. The News Chronicle mentioned the book 
for its editorial attention. I'm awaiting reviews in Time + Tide, New 
Statesman, Listener, Times Lit. Revue, Poetry Revue and Poetry London. If 
by chance you can't find them in Athens, I can send them to you. That's 
it for now. I'm going to try to sell "The King" to America, which would 
be most beneficial and profitable and for the dissemination of his work. 
I haven't heard from Elytis these last weeks. I hope we'll see him here 
soon. Greetings to everyone. Stay well, 

Nanos 

EDK 
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London 
26.7.48 

Dear Yiorgos, 

177 

Thank you for the Cavafy biography. I read it while waiting in line 
at the podiatrist's clinic, where I had been going for a nail that's been 
bothering me. It's very interesting and a work like this was needed. 
Cavafy's note about the books he read and the selections from the arti
cles are excellent. They should be published in their entirety someday. 
I feel something is missing from the biography: the instinct and the cre
ative energy to recreate the form of a person. There's a lot of sensitivity 
but little sharpness penetrates it, and the critical sections are infantile. 
Wherever he informs, he succeeds. Wherever he attempts criticism, he 
fails. In any case Peri Kava.fi is a valuable offering and fills in many 
blanks. It's strange that even after this defense, I feel Cavafy needs yet 
another defense. Not everything has come to light yet, nor has the last 
word been spoken. You'll be happy to see the review of George [Seferis] 
in the Sunday Times. Let the critics who act so smart see them. It would 
be worthwhile to attach it in big letters to the windows of the bookstores 
frequented by the illiterate literati. Both of George's articles, "Cavafy
Eliot" and "Eliot" (a new one), by Messers Tambimutto, Lehmann. The 
two men's comments were most favorable. 

Be well, 
Nanos 

P.S. I'm adding the review from the Literary Times. I just received it. Yet 
another triumph. 

EDK 
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48 Paulton's Sq. 
S.W3 
London 
12.8.48 

Dear Yiorgos, 

THE CHARIOTEER 

I just received your letter. I see some anxiety about the reviews. How 

much more you'd worry if you knew that Lehmann has many more that 

he's not letting me see until next week, even though I pressured him 

because I was afraid the issues would run out. As for the translators you 

shouldn't have any complaints. Sherrard is my friend, a first rate lad and 

he really did translate "Kichle" before Warner's translation was pub

lished. From the way you speak, I believe you haven't seen it. Because 

in spite of the mistakes,-which are natural as he's a foreigner and with

out help,-it's better than Warner's, who has others translate every word 

for him so he can write it down. Aside from that he's made a first class 

translation of "Last Stop," which Seferis had an opportunity to see and 

correct, and that was given with the article you know about, to Horizon. 

I don't know if there's a response, because he's in Italy now and I haven't 

seen him for some time. It's unnecessary to tell you that Lehmann also 

liked Sherrard's "Kichle" better, but it was too late because he had 

already accepted Warner's. Can't you think of something good to say 

about the "The King of Asine," or isn't it in your heart? Only complaints. 

Let's leave the compliments to the foreigners though. Would a Greek 

praise a Greek? Better that the world go to ruin. I know Waller. Young 

too (he was published in Life and Letters). I wrote him a letter pointing 

out one of his many errors. I read Derek's review. As far as I know it has 

not been published yet. Nor the one by Scott-Kilvert in the New States

man. Kathleen Raine wrote one for Poetry London. Yesterday Horizon 

sent me the draft of an article about Cavafy by Liddell, which will be 

part of the series Studies in Genius. It seems they were worried about the 

five translated poems, which, in truth, are rendered very poorly I dis

cussed that subject with Auden, who's now staying at our house. He, 

too, agreed about the translations. I was impressed by how well he knew 

Cavafy He read him all in the French translation. He's very impressed 

by him. He says, "One feels even from a translation that it is the real 

thing." With the help of some woman in America, he translated the 
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"Barbarians," "Demetrios Soter" and others. Perhaps, however, you 
have some objections to Auden translating Greek poems. How dare the 
rascal humiliate the Greek muse thus! 

It's with pleasure I hear you're coming. You have no excuse to put it 
off and a change of air will do you good. Athens is magical, but decep
tive. Don't let her keep you bound in her nets, as once Omphale kept 
Hercules. Greetings to all, 

Nanos 

EDK 

22.7.50 

Dear Yiorgos, 
I haven't had news of you in ages, for God's sake. Your silence could

n't be more long lasting and more systematic than if you belonged to a 
battalion of hesyhast monks! We have little news but it's substantial. 
He's coming. Finally Sosos is coming here. Unbelievable but true. Sosos
arrives in England in September-now he's in Spain, from where I 
received a card from him-from Toledo. Literary activity here is vestigial. 
Many friends come by, there are conversations-glasses of beer are 
downed, but nothing else happens. I have many concurrent plans-but 
my primary concern is to make a buck. I think I've finally succeeded in 
putting together an important program about Cavafy for the Third Pro
gramme-thanks to the girls. Laurence Durrell is expected here from 
Italy from moment to moment-Spencer (Bernard) is here. I met an Ital
ian admirer of his-Mrs. Roberti. What's the great Seferis up to? Not a 
word. Is he going or not going to Rome? What's MacN eice up to? What's 
up with the Anglohellenic? Didn't you send me Kriaras's book about 
that poet? What's Gatsos up to? I made you dizzy, my friend-but it's 
your fault for not speaking. I know that you're overwhelmed. I know 
you can't find a moment to breathe. I know you've done away with the 
little glass of wine at the taverna and conversation at Apotou's, at Ikaros 
or Loumidis. I know they're plotting to bring you down. I know what 
sorry state we're in. But from you I know nothing. So write to me. The 
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other day a good friend of mine had tea with our great poet Eliot. The 

conversation turned to Seferis. One of those present-the prefect of 

Thessaloniki, Athanassiadis-Novas-stated-they are copying you Mr. 

Eliot. I disagree stated Eliot. I admire Seferis especially, he had his own 

persona long before he came in contact with me. He's imitating you, Mr. 

Eliot. You're wrong. Here the conversation stopped. Among other things 

Eliot said he admires Cavafy. Those are interesting words because they 

concern us. Paddy Lee Fermor and joan Raynor are coming to Greece, 

including Sherrard. Zan Fielding spoke about Solomos and Palamas on 

the Third Programme for twenty minutes. Zan Fielding. Does that inter

est you? Should I send you the talk? Well speak and don't hush! Wake 

up, Colossus!Be well, 

Nanos 

EDK 

51 Upper Brook st. 
17 March 1962 

My dear Nanos, 
It's a few days since I received your last letter, I couldn't answer you 

because I suffer from terrible rheumatic pains that keep me motionless, 

it's been two-three days that they give me frequent breaks, it's during one 

of those that I write to you about your letter that I arrived today, the fes

tively decorated one. I was happy that your wish for a journal became 

real finally, and I was even happier that Empirikos and Elytis will have 

the strongest voice opinion in its direction. I wish it every success and 

prosperity. 
Now as far as myself I'd like to explain to you a few things that I'm 

afraid I didn't explain with enough clarity in my previous letters. You 

see that you and Empirikos and Elytis, you have all the time to devote 

yourselves exclusively to literature. My life was different, I always tried 

to save up what time I could to write what I wrote, and when I think 

about it, the last years was unbearably difficult, without counting my 

health problems, which this year have made half a man of me. When I 
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can, I hope to not delay very much, I want to first focus and to pick up 
my broken pieces, then I'll see what I will still be able to give. Until then 
I don't want to make literary appearances, nor contribute to journals or 
other events. The Apocalypse needs another reading that I can't do now, 
I haven't translated the Agamemnon. But the point is that before I start 
to publish again, I need to concentrate and to focus. I wouldn't want, 
Nanos, for you to be discouraged by my rejection-it comes out of the 
conditions of my life. 

As far as Lacarriere it's not clear from what you write whether he 
himself wants to work with you. If he wanted to he should show you 
his poems as well as one letter where I wrote to him about my opinion 
about them, that is about those poems which do not hold their own, or 
can't have meaning for the French audience. Anyhow if you see him 
again tell him that he must let me know if he'll be coming to London, 
so that the right moment can be found, otherwise, either for reasons of 
health or of work I may be totally useless to him. 

So long 
and a good beginning 
Yiorgos. 

YA 
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DAY TRIPPERS* 

BY PENELOPE KARAGEORGE 

Zoe sat by the phone, writhing and uncomfortable, even with the air 
conditioner on, because it was Saturday, Memorial Day weekend in New 
York City, and she had not made a plan for the holiday She was at loose 
ends, except for intending to clean out her bureau drawers, and write 
the film script that would avail her of the opportunity to become rich, 
famous, and have a life outside of Talking magazine, where she worked 
as director of publicity 

A hype artist, and good at her job. 
Ironic, pushing talk of celebrities and sitting alone, paralyzed, while 

the whole world went to the beach, made love, and gorged on buttery 
lobster and crisp, savory hot dogs. 

She should call somebody, but at this hour, it smacked of despera
tion. She wanted to escape. She wanted somebody to love her. She 
wanted to confess, to spit out all her horrible feelings, like a lady poet, 
Sylvia Plath, or Anne Sexton, two fierce, funny women who ended up 
by sticking their heads in the oven, Sexton after splitting from her hus
band and attempting to meet guys through ads in The New York Review 
of Books, Plath after being rebuffed by her husband, the womanizing 
poet Ted Hughes. 

The horror, the horror. 
The phone rang. 

It was Harry, her long-time associate from the Greek College Grad
uates Club, a tall, raw-boned, shambling, divorced high-school history 
teacher, one of the perennial Greek-American bachelors. Zoe had 
worked with Harry on various committees. 

Harry did not sound at all tentative, but jumped right in. 
"What are you doing?" Harry asked. 
"Crawling up the walls." 
"And after that?" 

*We are pleased to present the following piece in its entirety -The Editors 
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"I might take in a movie." 
"And sit in the dark, half-empty theatre with the other creeps." 
"What I like most about you, Harry, is your forthrightness." 
"I don't kid myself. That kind of stuff on a national holiday weekend 

is a downer, and you know it. On these occasions, it's important to be 
out, facing the world. So forget some drivel movie because there's noth
ing playing that you, an intelligent woman would want to see. You like 
art, don't you?" 

"Love art." 
"How would you like to drive up to Hartford? The Atheneum 

Museum is having a special show of Italian painters." 
"Isn't the author Mark Twain's house in Hartford?" 
"I think it is." 
"Maybe we can stop by there, too." 
"If we have time, why not?" 
Zoe hesitated. 
"So, Zoe?" 
"Sounds wonderful," Zoe said. 
"Great," Harry said. "Now I feel better. Now I'm doing something. 

Now I have something to plan the weekend around." 

They arranged for Zoe to meet Harry in Astoria, where he lived. He 
would wait for her in his car at the subway stop. As Zoe walked to the 
subway, she caught glimpses of herself in plate glass windows: black 
pants, white blouse, black shades, black hair. The streets were so quiet 
she felt as if she should tip-toe. No work crowds. No jackhammers. No 
car crashes. Mentally, she ran through how she would spend the rest of 
the weekend, and it began to look less formidable. On Sunday, there 
would be church, followed by the coffee hour. An afternoon walk 
through the Greenwich Village art fair. She would save the Times cross
word puzzle for Sunday night. Then she would gaze at the tube, catch 
a Sopranos re-run, in between reading the paper. On Monday she would 
get down to work on that screenplay Maybe by then it would be possi
ble to sit at the computer and think. 

Harry did not get out of the car to greet her, but sat with his seat belt 
on, map in hand. Zoe pulled open the car door and sat down next to 
Harry 
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Harry wore a red shirt with a crocodile insignia and white pants. 
There was a tiny spot on the pants, and Harry was not fat, but had a 
small belly, which could be construed by some as charming, but which 
bothered Harry. He had a long, craggy face, a prominent nose, jug ears, 
and brown hair that he parted on the side and combed flat, accentuat
ing the shape of his large head. 

"Put on your seat belt," Harry said. 
"I don't like seat belts." Zoe buckled herself in. 
"It's for your own good. And I don't want to pay a fine if you're 

caught not wearing it." Harry watched the road. "By the way, this is 
Dutch treat." 

"Of course." Zoe had grown up believing that the man should pay, 
and had not come to take a feminist's delight in divvying up. "Going to 
the Atheneum with you, I'm more than happy to pay my share. It makes 
me feel free. In fact, I would like to contribute to the gas." 

"No problem. I gassed up before we left." 

"I like that we're sharing on this trip, Harry, but it does annoy me if 
a man asks me out to dinner, let's say, and then suggests that we each 
pay our own way" 

"Of course," Harry said. "Because there's the possibility of sex. Din
ner, and then sex. And if you're going to comply, you feel that you 
shouldn't have to pay" 

"Isn't that a rather crude analysis of the situation?" The sun beat 
hotly through the car window. 

"It's the truth. I'm an up front person. You know that. Always have 
been, and at this stage of the game, I believe life is too short-what's left 
of it-to waste time on lies." 

"You are merely middle-aged." 
"I don't fool myself. Like I tell my kids, if we were living a hundred 

years ago, I probably wouldn't be alive any more. I think God for antibi
otics and doctors." 

"I would make love to a man ifl wanted to, if I was attracted to him 
and cared for him. It would not be contingent on his paying or not pay
ing. I am not a whore or a semi-whore. Do you pay for janice when you 
go out with her?" 

"Always. Otherwise she wouldn't go." 
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"Are you still in love with her?" 
"I would marry her in a minute." 
"How long have you been going out with her?" 

THE CHARIOTEER 

"On and off, for ten years, and I knew her for years before that." 
"She's not that far from the big four-oh, and never been married, and 

seems happy with you. And comfortable. And she's Greek and you're 
Greek and have all that ethnic thing in common. What's her problem?" 

"Strange as it sounds," Harry said, "It's because she's skinny and 
blond. She's been struggling for years to get this thin, and couldn't face 
a wedding where she couldn't walk down the aisle with a prince. You 
know what she gave me for my birthday? A book on men's style. Me. 
The original K-Mart man." 

"That's insensitive," Zoe said. 
"Wishful thinking on her part. What the hell. I think she has this 

residual desire to be married to a WASP. A genuine White Anglo-Saxon 
Protestant. And have an American name. If she married me, she'd just 
be exchanging one ethnic tag for another." 

"I was married to a WASP," Zoe said. 
'That's right," Harry said. "What was his name? Caldwell. If you 

don't mind my saying so, that's a ridiculous first name. I mean it's awk
ward. Why do WASPS do that? Does it make them feel superior?" 

"It's simply a way of keeping family continuity." 
"We Greeks do it much better," Harry said. "We give the grandfa

ther's name to the first son, etcetera, and the grandmother's to the 
daughter. WASPS. They no longer rule." 

"Do you believe it?" 
"No." 
Zoe could imagine Harry dressed in a robe and strolling through the 

ancient Athenian agora, perhaps in the company of Aristophanes or 
some other scathing and satiric wit who insisted on piercing pomposity. 

They cruised along. 
"What are you thinking so hard about?" Harry asked. 
''I'm hesitant to say." 

"Speak." 
''I'm trying to imagine what it would be like to be married to you." 
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"Why?" Harry sounded annoyed. 
"It's something I always consider when I'm with a man. I can't help 

it, trying to imagine the whole situation, like trips that we would take. 
Our lives. Getting to know your children. Making love with you." 

"We would never be married," Harry said decisively. "There's no 
chemistry. No mystique." 

"Thanks a bunch, Harry." 
"I relate to you like, like-a cousin." 
"I didn't say that I wanted to marry you. In truth, you are not my 

type at all. just for starters, my husband was a Princeton graduate. Not 
that it really matters that you graduated from New Paltz State College." 

"Does that make me a bad person? They have a superior liberal arts 
program." 

"It's just a game I play with myself. Like trying on shoes." 
"Not to worry," Harry said. "Women." 
"And it could never work for me and you. You have a cat." 
"Poseidon. I love him. I named him that because he drinks from the 

toilet bowl." 
"I thought only dogs did that." 
"Poseidon is special." 
"Our wonderful Greek heritage. I could use a cup of coffee." 
"I'll look for a diner." 
"Do you think the whole world is at the beach today?" 
"Yes, except for you and me, who are pursuing art rather than sun 

burns, which makes us different, and to my mind, superior. Besides, I 
don't like the beach. I find it boring." 

Five miles later, Harry pulled into the Neptune Diner, a large, stone 
and glass structure set back from the road. The substantial parking lot 
was packed with cars. 

"Looks like this is where the action is." Harry undid his seat belt. 
"More day trippers like us." Zoe checked her lipstick in a compact 

mirror and reapplied a coat. 
"I've never seen you without lipstick." 
"And you never will. I feel naked without it." 
They went into the crowded, bustling diner and found seats at the 

counter, comfortable red leather stools with backs. Zoe looked around. 
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The place was filled with families with kids, and a variety of older cou
ples, neatly dressed, the men in khaki pants, pastel shirts, windbreak
ers, and caps, and the women in flowered blouses, pants and cardigans, 
their white hair curled. 

The red-haired waitress with a birthmark on her right cheek offered 
them menus. 

''I'll have coffee and an English muffin, butter on the side, please," 
Zoe said. 

"Coffee and a corn muffin." Harry put the menu down. "Lightly 
toasted, but not burned, with butter on the muffin." 

"Sorry. We're all out of corn muffins," the waitress said. "We've been 
real busy today what with the holiday and everyone on the road." 

"Wish you had the day off?" Harry asked. 
"Sure. But I have a kid to support. I need the tips." The waitress 

winked at Harry, causing her birthmark to move flirtatiously. 
"What do you recommend in place of a corn muffin?" Harry asked. 
"The apple turnover is a specialty of the house." 
"Give me a turnover and coffee." 
Harry's huge, flaky turnover filled half of a dinner plate. While he 

consumed it and Zoe ate her English muffin, he pulled out a map and 
consulted it. 

"There's the home of an art collector near here," Harry said. "He was 
an old New England millionaire who loved the Impressionists. The 
house is open to the public, like a mini museum. Do you want to stop 
there?" 

"Sure." 
"What's wrong?" Harry asked. 
"Nothing." Zoe buttered a fragment of muffin. 
"You look tragic." 
''I'm Greek. It goes with the territory." 
"Okay. I said I wouldn't want to marry you, but that doesn't mean 

that another man wouldn't want to marry you. You're smart, and you 
have T & A. I just happen to like skinny blondes. Don't let me bug you." 

"T & A." Zoe managed a wan smile. "That's not it." 
"What is it?" 
"It's the old people, so many of them, and so brave, running around 
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in their pastel clothes, taking their pills. I look at them and I think isn't 

it great that they're up and doing things, but they're older-older, and it 

hits me in the gut. It's scary." 
"Don't worry about it. When you hit old age, maybe you'll be gaga 

and you won't know the difference." 
"Sure, Harry." 
'Just trying to cheer you up. Have a piece of turnover. It's good, but 

could be heavier on the apples. Lots of crust, like me." Harry broke off 

a piece and chewed. 
Zoe cut a piece of turnover. 
"Delicious," she said. 
"That's the spirit," Harry said. 

"It's better to be an old person in Greece," Zoe said. "Over there, old 

people matter more. They're rooted and a part of life. The younger peo
ple and old people all blend in together. You know, even at parties. 
There's less ageism. You don't have to hang out only with oldies like 

yourself." 
"You're talking families and the village. All that is changing now. 

They're getting just like us." 
"I hope not." 
"It had to happen. Television. McDonalds in Athens. The Gap. Star

bucks. The shepherd is finished. He's an anachronism. People don't stay 

in the village anymore. All the kids go to college and move away for 

good. When the old folks come knocking on the door, they only let 
them stay long enough to book them a permanent room in the old peo
ple's home. The Greeks kick the oldies out of the house, just like us." 

"I don't like it." 
"It's inevitable. You can't fight city hall or globalization." 
Zoe put down her four dollars for the muffin and coffee. "I added in 

for the tax and tip." 
"Most generous," Harry said. "We'll leave the waitress a decent tip." 

He left the money on the counter, paid the cashier and they left the 
diner. 

Harry took out the car keys. More than a few flakes from the 

turnover drifted down his red shirt. 
"Did you enjoy the turnover?" Zoe asked. 
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"Not bad," Harry said. 
"You've got a few crumbs on you." 
"So brush me off," Harry said. "That's what single people who live 

alone do for each other." 

Zoe brushed Harry off, rather awkwardly. "There," she said. "Now 
you're perfect, and the day is perfect. Why, it's absolutely sparkling, and 
not too hot. In fact, too cool for the beach." 

'That's the spirit." Harry said. "Onward to the Impressionists." 
They got into the car, buckled on seat belts and proceeded down the 

country road. 
"I hope I'm not being a pain," Zoe said. 
'Just be yourself." 
"I don't know how to be myself. My mother was always telling me 

to be myself, and Seventeen Magazine. But I never knew exactly what 
that self was. I've always taken my cues from other people. What does 
he or she want me to be?" 

"So you reinvented yourself for every Tom, Dick and Harry who 
came along." 

"You might say that. I wanted to please. That's the Greek thing, to 
please other people. To bring the tray out when company comes. I 
remember my grandmother. As soon as somebody walked in the door, 
she would call to my mother to bring the tray. And the tray always had 
to be perfect, silver with a lace doily on it, and coffee and water and a 
sweet." 

"Do you have a tray, Zoe?" Harry asked. 
"No. I'm an American. What ever happened to that expression, 'rein

venting yourself'? I don't hear it any more." 
"It was a fad. Now it's all 'multi-tasking' and having 'issues.' What 

does that mean? Having issues? I don't get it." 
"I've never been sure. Maybe it means problems. 'I have a problem 

with sex' would translate to 'I have an issue with sex'." 
"Why not just say 'problem'?" 
"Perhaps it's too simple, or doesn't cover the territory. 'Issue' appears 

to be a quasi-shrink term." 

"Ever been shrunk?" 
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"Yes." 
"Helpful?" 
"I don't talk easily about myself." 
"That's your issue." 
"One of them." 
"Why did you go?" 
"Anxiety attacks." 
"Oh." 
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They pulled up in front of the Winters House, a large, white-shin
gled New England mansion that exuded the wealth of its former Yankee 
inhabitants, and an aura of belonging to the lush landscape that sur
rounded it. The house had green shutters, small-paned windows, a 
green door with a brass knocker. The bam next door to the house had 

been remodeled into a reception area. A young, blond woman with a 
pony tail, wearing a Swarthmore College T-shirt, occupied a desk, tak
ing down the names of visitors. 

"It's admission free," she said. "But you must go on a tour with a 
guide. Please put your name down and wait till we collect six people. 

Then Magda will take you around the house." 
Zoe and Harry wrote down their names, and sat on a wooden pew 

to wait. 
"Are you sure we have time for this?" Zoe asked. "How about Mark 

Twain's house in Hartford? Will we make it there and to the museum?" 
'Tm crazy for the Impressionists," Harry said. "We'll wait ten min

utes. If it's longer than that, we'll leave." 
"This house looks like a larger version of my ex-mother-in-law's 

house in Connecticut. It's not far from here." 

"You should feel right at home." 
"I never felt really at home there, more like a fly on the wall. An out

sider, an observer. Not that they weren't lovely and warm and receptive. 
I loved them dearly, and they loved me." 

"What was the problem?" 
"It wasn't a problem, but just me, who I am. My husband had chil

dren from his first marriage. They loved me. So did his mother." 
"Everyone but him." 
"We were close. He was brilliant, but crazy." 
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"My ex-wife was Greek. She was a brilliant nut, too. I fell in love with 
her big breasts and her mind, but underneath it she was a seething mass 
of neuroses. You should see her now. Huge. She piled on weight. She 
reads and eats, eats and reads. My daughter-a beautiful girl-she gets 
into these depressions. I think she inherited it from my wife, the 
depressed gene. What did I know? Why didn't you have your own 
kids?" 

"That was part of the deal. My husband didn't want more children. 
I was the compliant Greek. He was always talking about my Greekness. 
Sometimes that drove me crazy. Because I'm a full-fledged American, 
just like him." 

"Absolutely." 
"I wanted his family to like me, and they did." 
"Why shouldn't they?" 
"Including my brother-in-law, Cabot, the former ambassador to Aus

tralia, considered by many to be a great man. They all went to the best 
schools and wore clothes from Brooks Brothers and L.L. Bean. I dug that 
stuff. It was like stepping inside a movie, or a book. I had always won
dered what that world was really like." 

"Sounds like you got the full dose." 

"I was right in it. Right in there with these upper class WASP intel
lectuals. Caldwell's father saved my life. Did I tell you that? He was a 
doctor, a true scientist, taught at the University of Chicago. He went to 
work for a pharmaceutical house and he was the one who got penicillin 
on the market. It killed him, the effort. He died of a heart attack when 
he was in his fifties. But the penicillin saved my life when I was a kid, 
and I had appendicitis." 

"So you didn't have kids." 
"We drank too much. I don't think a baby would have survived the 

booze." 
"Now?" 
"I don't drink." 
"A.A.?" 
"I stopped on my own." 
"Can you do that?" 
"I did it." 
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"Not even wine?" 
"Not a drop." 
"What do you do for escape?" 
"Scream." 
"You're a sketch." 
"You really think I'm funny?" 
"Sometimes." 
"Droll?" 
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"Not droll. Amusing. Entertaining. Your traumas have become anec
dotal-I get that impression." 

Six people had gathered. Harry and Zoe, with the rest of the group, 
followed Magda, a tiny woman with short white hair, into the house, 
awash with polished antique furniture. Each room had been painted a 
different color to set off the magnificent paintings by Renoir, Utrillo, 
Degas, Matisse and Monet. 

Zoe marched dutifully along, appreciating the pictures, until they 
arrived at a small bedroom upstairs. She was standing in a room that was 
a double for the room that her ex-husband had shared with his brother, 
Quincy, as a kid. Caldwell's mother had preserved it, like a shrine, 
replete with books and pictures, because Quincy, in between Caldwell 
and Cabot in age, had died so young. A gifted mathematician, he had 
graduated from Harvard with honors and then proceeded to dissipate 
away a trust fund by playing championship bridge, being psychoana
lyzed, and drinking himself to death. He had never worked a day in his 
life. 

When Zoe first heard about Quincy, she was saddened and yet 
strangely impressed by the possibility of a lifestyle free of the work ethic. 
At fourteen, she had started waiting on tables and washing dishes in her 
father's restaurant. 

Zoe remembered lying in the perfectly preserved room, on the late 
Quincy's bed, her husband on the opposite bed, conversing like kids, 
even through they were grown-up. At that moment she had yearned 
to be Caldwell's brother or sister, somehow really connected, to be part 
of his skin and flesh, and realizing that's why people have children. 
Zoe could practically smell her mother-in-law's burned, tasteless roast 
lamb, the aroma drifting up the stairs. The lamb was awful, inedible, 
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could only be consumed by putting a ton of mint jelly over it to hide 

the flavor, but she had swallowed it right down, and even asked for 

seconds. 

The room had started to blur. Zoe kept gulping but couldn't breathe. 

They must have turned the air conditioner off to protect the paintings. 

And the windows were closed. 
"Sorry, Harry." Zoe ran down the stairs, out of the house, leaned 

against the barn in the shade. The dread anxiety attacks. She reached 

into her pocketbook, took out a small paper bag, held it to her mouth 

and breathed into it. In and out. Better. Harry came down the steps. 

"You missed the Utrillos in the last room," Harry said. 

Zoe kept breathing into the paper bag. Harry patted her on the 

shoulder. 
"Hey, hey," Harry soothed. "Can I get you something? A cool soda? 

There's a machine." 
Zoe took the paper bag off from her mouth. 

"Thank you, Harry. I'm better." 

Harry kept patting her shoulder. 
"Sure you are. You're with Harry. I'm what's known as a calming, 

reassuring influence." He looked closely at her. "You're naked." 

"What?" 
"The lipstick is off. You look fine without it. Better." 

"You're a nice guy, Harry." Zoe took out her compact and reapplied 

lipstick. 
"Nice? Who wants to be nice? I'm not nice." 

"You're a dangerous man, Harry." 
"That's better. Come on," Harry said. "We have places to go and 

more great art to see. The Italians. Caravaggio, here we come." 

"Do you think it will be crowded?" 

"Could be. It's a major show. But first, let's get a couple of pictures." 

Zoe posed in front of Winters House. Harry snapped her picture, and 

then Zoe took one of Harry. 

"I keep scrapbooks." Harry opened the car door for Zoe. 

"Why?" Zoe was glad to be back on the road. 

"I like the feeling of order, to know exactly where the pictures are, 
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chronologically arranged, not having them tossed in a jumble in a card
board carton." 

"You're a history teacher. You respect the past." 
"Yes." Harry gave a slow nod of his head, touching his chin briefly 

to his chest, where brown hair peeked through the open-necked shirt. 
"Yes, I do." 

"As a kid, I kept scrapbooks because I cared so much about my life, 
valued every second, wanted to hang on to it," Zoe said. "And under
neath each picture, I would write the date in ink and the names, and try 
and write clever things about the people." 

"And now?" 
"I wouldn't dream of keeping a scrapbook." 
"Why not?" 
"Who needs a scrapbook? All those images are stuck in my head, the 

good ones and bad ones. Like to me, that house we were just in felt 
haunted." 

"You over-dramatize." 
"Do you think that the secret to life is growing up with your arms in 

soapy water?" 
"Could be." 
"At least we know the ropes." 
"Meaning?" 
"We share an ethnic subtext. There are things we don't have to dis

cuss. The importance of Godparents. The insanely strong family ties. 
The correct way to cook lamb, with the fat removed, heavy on the gar
lic, bathed in olive oil, lemon and oregano. And the men, God's gift, 
spoiled by their adoring mothers." 

"Don't forget the ladies with their fine moustaches." 
"Puh-leeze." Zoe put her hand to her upper lip." 
Harry laughed. "You had it coming." 
Harry pulled into the parking lot directly in front of the Wadsworth 

Atheneum. They went into the museum. Large and splendid, the 
Atheneum was practically empty 

"It's like the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York before the 
public relations geniuses destroyed it with crowds," Zoe said. 

"How do you want to go around?" Harry asked. 
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''I'd prefer to do the Italians on my own," Zoe said, "because I would 

rather think my own thoughts, not listen to a second opinion , which I 

find intrusive. But, on the other hand, I also enjoy sharing." 
"Why don't we look at the Italians individually, and then meet at the 

American Wing in an hour?" 
After an hour among the putti, bloody crosses, and Madonnas, Zoe 

was happy to see Harry waiting for her in the American Wing, standing 

by the Thomas Cole painting "Mount Etna from Taormina." 

"See," Harry said. "Cole was an exotic. He appreciated Italy" 

They stopped in front of a Winslow Homer painting of a young girl 

in a white dress with a ribbon in her hair, cavorting by a Maine seashore. 
''I'm a sucker for Winslow Homer," Zoe said. "There's a side of me 

that's totally vulnerable to American nostalgia. And yet I know that 

when Homer painted that picture, my own great-grandmother was 

probably feeding a goat, or working in a field, while her father rode 

around on a donkey, supervising. It's like a yearning for a past that does

n't belong to me." 

"Yadda yadda yadda," Harry said. "We had something better. We had 

the gods." 
They moved on to the "modems." 
"When I'm in a new museum and I run into a Picasso, or a Matisse 

or a Van Gogh, it's like I'm being greeted by an old friend," Harry said. 
"That's nice," Zoe said. "That's a nice insight." 
"Thanks, pal," Harry said. 
Finally, they arrived downstairs, at a large courtyard. The surround

ing walls held portraits of bewigged notables and Yankee founding 

fathers. Large tables had been set out in the courtyard. A staff of waiters 

covered the tables with lace cloths and placed an arrangement of white 

roses in the center of each table. 
"What's happening?" Harry asked a stout waiter with a bald head 

and thick black moustache. 
"It's for a wedding," the waiter said. 'This afternoon." 
"It's grand," Harry said. 
"It's a pain," the waiter said. "A wedding in a museum. Give me a 

catering hall any day where you don't have to worry about tripping over 

a statue. Listen, everybody's trying to be fancy Original, they call it." 
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"Yeah," Harry said. "What's wrong with a catering hall?" 
"It lacks style," Zoe sniffed. "It's fashionable now to have wedding 

receptions in off-beat places, and even to get married in foreign coun
tries, or on boats, you know, to get away from the conventional." 

"Where was your wedding reception?" 
"I didn't have one." 
"Nothing?" 

"We went to a Chinese restaurant. Our best man and matron of 
honor-they were China scholars-they spoke to the waiters in Man
darin and they brought us the most beautiful arrangement of fruit and 
sherbet, special for good luck." 

''I'm almost impressed. And the ceremony?" 
"City Hall. The Municipal Building, actually They give you a num

ber, and call it out, and you go in, like in the supermarket. But the cer
emony was lovely, and there was a stained glass window and everything. 
And then you leave by a different door." 

"Like going to the electric chair," Harry grinned. 
"Mnnnnn," Zoe said. "My marriage was far from perfect, and yet it 

was wonderful. I liked being married." 
"Why?" 
"We were special. We had a special relationship. And there were lots 

of things that suited me. Including just the married state. Being able to 
tell people I was married. The first thing another woman would ask me 
when we met was 'Where did you meet your husband?'" 

"Women. For them getting married is fulfilling a social convention." 
"It should be more than that," Zoe said. "What was it to you?" 
"A pain in the butt, followed by alimony and child support." 
"For a guy who puts snapshots in a scrapbook, you're not much of 

a sentimentalist." 
"But I'm big-hearted." 
"Is love just as thrilling as it used to be?" 
"What do you mean?" 

''I'm not in the world of love any more. I'm an outsider, like being 
the high school nerd." 

"Zoe. Zoe. Zoe." 
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"My marriage was important to me," Zoe said. 
"Then why did you split?" 

THE CHARIOTEER 

"My husband adored me," Zoe said. "But he had issues." 
Harry shook his head. "Poor Zoe." 
"''m not looking for sympathy." 
"How about dinner?" Harry said. "Dutch treat, of course. Any pref

erences?" 
"Let's go to a good restaurant," Zoe said. "After all, it's a holiday. And 

maybe we can hit the Mark Twain House." 
"After dinner." 

The sun shone brilliantly on the stone Atheneum and the green lawn 
stretching out in front of it. Zoe took a snapshot of Harry standing in 
front of a statue on the lawn, and then Harry took Zoe's picture. Zoe 
wondered if Harry would put her in a scrapbook. Afterwards they 
walked around the streets near the museum, looking for a restaurant. 

"I like these red brick buildings," Harry said. "They have character." 
"Yes," Zoe said. "It's as if they absorbed the sweat and hope of the 

immigrants who helped build them." 
They walked around some more until they ran into the Goodwin 

Hotel, reeking with turn-of-the-century charm. 
"Ooh," Zoe said. "Let's see if they have a restaurant." 

The hotel lobby proved a hubbub of elegant dressed women, and 
men in black tie. 

''I'll bet they're going to the wedding," Harry said, "the one in the 
museum." 

"Yes. The upper middle class that's achieved and finds itself happy 
with its lot, congratulating their own," Zoe said. "Would you like to get 
to know them?" 

Harry turned to a distinguished, gray-haired man. 
"We just came from the museum," Harry said. "It's a beautiful set

ting for a wedding." 
"Absa-tively. Can't miss." The man looked closer at Harry in his red 

shirt. Zoe had overlooked a few flakes of turnover. "Dropped something 
on your shirt." The man turned away from Harry. 

"Do you feel rebuffed?" Zoe squeezed Harry's arm. 
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"If I were in black tie, he'd be glad to bend my ear," Harry said. "I 
like black tie." Harry looked across the lobby "Zoe, I think that woman 
over there-the looker in the blue dress with the strappy shoes-she's 
trying to get your attention." 

"It's Lara." Zoe moved swiftly across the lobby, Harry trailing behind 
her, as Lara moved towards her. 

Zoe smelled Lara's distinctive Magie Noir perfume before she heard 
her well-modulated voice, an asset in persuading TV producers to book 
authors as guests on their programs, a job Lara held at Pendant Publish
ing before getting married and moving to Boston. 

"Zoe, I don't believe it." Lara embraced Zoe and they air-kissed. 
"What are you doing here, darling?" 

''I'm visiting the museum. With Harry This is Harry Harry, Lara." 

Lara flicked her eyes over Harry. She shook his hand vigorously. 
"Nice to meet you. Congratulations on getting Zoe away from her desk. 
She's such a workaholic." Lara licked her lips. "So effective at whatever 
she undertakes." 

"It's a given." Harry shuffled his feet. 
''I'll tell you what you're doing here, Lara." Zoe wished she had worn 

the white pants suit. She felt as if she had been caught wearing the 
wrong clothes, and with the wrong man. "You're going to a wedding." 

"Exactly" Lara laughed delightedly "Eo's here with me." 
Lara and Zoe had been good friends at Pendant Publishing, fre

quently lunching together and sharing confidences over tuna fish and 
grilled cheese sandwiches. Lara never actually ate but would nibble 
while divulging, for instance, that she had changed her own name from 
Lucinda to the more glamorous tag of Lara, that her first husband was 
a disaster, and that she was desperate to remarry "Some people sit by 
the side of the pool. Others swim," Lara would say Miraculously, after 
a string of still-born relationships, she had clicked with a charming, 
widowed surgeon and married him. 

"You're a legend in your own time, Lara," Zoe said. "The true-life 
Cinderella story" Zoe turned to Harry "Lara met Bo on a budget flight 
from Paris." 

"And my aunt told me I would never meet anybody unless I traveled 
first class," Lara trilled. 
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"Dynamite," Harry said. 
"Speaking of weddings," Lara took Zoe's hand. "Of course you know 

that Caldwell remarried. He stopped by with his new wife, Jane. They 
were in Boston. She's younger. About half his age. I don't think she liked 
me. Do you think she thought I was competition?" Lara smiled her 
amazing smile. 

Lara, Caldwell, and Zoe had worked together at Pendant, where 
Caldwell was an editor. Lara had always believed that Caldwell was half 
in love with her, but Caldwell told Zoe that he had never been interested 
in Lara. Caldwell and Lara and Zoe had remained friends throughout 
Zoe's marriage, and now Lara and Caldwell were still connected. 

Layers and layers. Zoe felt lost in the shuffle of personalities. 
"Remarried." Zoe's face stiffened. "No, I didn't know." 
"Oh." Lara kept smiling. 
"What's she like?" 
"Tiny I'm sure she's perfect." 
"Of course," Zoe said. 
"Caldwell and I did all the talking," Lara said. 
"He's a talker." 
"Jane can have Caldwell," Lara said. "I never would have gotten on 

with all that upper-class WASP stuff, the hard drinking." 
"We always had cocktails before dinner," Zoe said. "I found it civi

lized. Caldwell called it 'deep delay' " 
"Deep delay" Lara laughed uproariously "That's Caldwell. He does 

make me laugh. That novel he wrote, Antic Wine, was amazing. But, of 
course, satire doesn't sell. What are you doing, darling, creatively that 
is?" 

"PR for Talking magazine. And I'm working on a screen play" 
"I've always admired your literary stick-to-it-iveness," Lara said. 

"God knows if I hadn't met Bo, I'd still be kidding myself, fooling with 
pieces of paper and never getting it right. He encouraged me to work on 
my painting. There's going to be a show of my work in September at a 
gallery on Boylston Street. Bo saved my life. When are you coming to 
visit us, Zoe?" 

"Maybe in the fall." 
"That would be lovely, darling. I'll send you an invitation to the 



Day Trippers 201 

gallery opening. I wish Bo was here to say 'Hi' but he's off palavering 
with an old friend." Lara took both of Zoe's hands in hers. "Say, you don't 
feel bad about Caldwell, do you?" 

"Not a bit." 
'The two of you could never have worked it out. You were just a 

neurotic mesh." 

"Actually, Caldwell and I were madly in love. He thought I was ter
ribly funny. I never thought I was funny." 

"Maybe that was the problem." Lara squeezed her hands. "Don't for
get. September. Now I must dash and find that husband of mine. Kiss, 
kiss. Ta, Harry. Bye." 

Harry and Zoe walked across the street to a large restaurant that took 
· its decorating cues from the museum. Colorful mobiles hung from the 

high ceilings. They sat down and gazed at the mammoth menus brought 
by the young waiter who sported bleached blond hair, one gold hoop 
earring, and black tie regalia. 

"Let's order different things and share," Harry said. "And I'll have a 
glass of Chablis." 

''I'll have the same," Zoe said. 
"I thought you couldn't drink." 
"A drop of Chablis is okay, on occasion," Zoe said. 
"So old Caldwell remarried." Harry clinked glasses with Zoe. 
"Did you ever meet him?" Zoe quickly finished the first glass of wine 

and ordered a second. 
"I saw you with him once. His herringbone tweed jacket matched 

his hair." 
"How observant of you." 
"I wasn't overly impressed." 
"You didn't know him." 
"Did you?" 
"We were close." 
"That Lara's a sexy bitch." 
"Oh, shut up." 
''I'm sorry about the ex, Zoe, but that's life. To coin an old cliche, he 

moved on." 
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"How could he marry again? He loved me." Zoe was on her third 
glass of wine. "Caldwell adored me. He said I was the only woman he 
had ever really loved, but he hated being married. He wanted us to get 
a divorce and live together." 

"That's a new twist. The eternal one-night stand." 
"How crude." 
"You're doing the talking." 
"Okay, so I was never really married." 
"You wanted it so badly that you made up the big marriage lie." 
"We had the ceremony and certificate and everything. But the mar-

riage didn't take. It was more like I was Caldwell's mistress." 
"You liked that?" 
"No." She was drunk on three glasses of wine. "He hated marriage, 

but he was obsessed with sex, as if he was scoring with me all the time. 
He viewed me as a wild, sexy Greek. And I'm not that, even though I 
tried to be. It's like he twisted me up, distorted me into something I 
wasn't." 

"You turned him on." 
"He wanted my body and mind-he thought I was witty, absolutely 

hilarious-and yet he left me out. The real me was totally excluded from 
the party" 

"Crazy" 
"I could not be myself, whoever that was." 
"Egotistical bastard." 
"I wanted to be an American and a wife. To serve guests with a sil

ver tray I wanted to belong." 
"To an obsessed sicko? Eat something," Harry said. "The fish tastes 

like lobster." 

"You eat it," Zoe said. "I don't want a fish that tastes like lobster. I 
want the real thing." 

"Making love and feeling left out. Yes, it can be a lonely experience." 
"After a while sex became so awful, not sensual or loving, but just a 

heavy demand. And yet on my wedding day, I can't tell you how joyous 
I felt, like my whole life was opening up-but it turned out to be doors 
slammed in my face." 
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Zoe put her head down on the tablecloth now and sobbed into it, 
blotting her face with the napkin from her lap. "Real love will never hap
pen to me, not now." 

"Maybe. I don't know;" Harry said. "Try that nouvelle thing, the 
souffle." 

The young waiter came over. "Something wrong with the food?" 
"No." Zoe gulped and put her head up. 
''I'll be leaving now," the waiter said. "Going off duty. Wanted to let 

you know. My mother's getting remarried this afternoon, at the 
Atheneum." 

"You're already dressed for the party," Harry said. 
"Exactly," the waiter said. 
Harry handed the waiter a twenty-dollar tip. "Enjoy," Harry said. 
"Thanks." The waiter made a wry face. "Love springs eternal." He 

walked away. 
"Do you want more wine, Zoe?" Harry asked. 
"No." 
"Good." 
"Don't worry. I'm not going to transmogrify into an alcoholic maniac 

right under your nose, and burden you with dragging me off to rehab to 
shake the DT's." 

"Let me treat for desert. Pick anything you want, the flaming crepes. 
Sky's the limit." 

"That's most generous." 
''I'm all heart, right down to my big feet." 

Zoe ordered espresso and lemon gelato. She began to reapply lip
stick, but changed her mind and put the lipstick and hand mirror back 
in her bag. 

"Relationships are weird. Maybe they're like snowflakes, each one 
distinct and impossible to replicate," Zoe said. 

"Yes," Harry said. 
"Is it possible to be close and distant all at once?" 
"Consider the sun. It touches you, even burns your body, and you 

can experience it in all its variations but it remains a zillion light years 
away. And if you did reach it, it would kill you." 
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"I have a friend, a naturist, who claims that older people should take 
their clothes off a lot on public beaches and experience the sun." Zoe 
spooned the silken gelato. 

"Why?" Harry took a large mouthful of chocolate fudge cake. 
"Because their bodies are in better shape than their faces, which 

might be wrinkled, but their bodies are lovely and smooth." 
"The beauties of old flesh," Harry chortled. 

After dinner, Harry and Zoe strolled around the nearby park, admir-
ing the enormous shade trees, and the old-fashioned band stand. 

Harry took out a cigar. "Mind if I smoke this?" 
"Not at all. In fact, I like the pungent aroma of a cigar on occasion." 
They sat on a park bench. Two pre-teen black boys bounced a ball 

back and forth, and an elderly gentleman with a Van Dyke beard walked 
slowly around, leaning on his cane. Harry smoked. 

Then Zoe and Harry walked around the park, and read the inscrip
tions on the statues. 

"It really feels like New England, and not like New York," Zoe said. 

"I could live in Connecticut," Harry said, "but never New jersey." 
"I would prefer the West," Zoe said. "California or Nevada. Las 

Vegas. Tons of neon." 
"Have you ever seen the Barnes Collection in Philadelphia?" Harry 

asked. 
"Never," Zoe said. 
"It's a treasure trove of Impressionist paintings," Harry said. "Maybe 

you'd like to go there sometime." 
"Maybe." 
"It can be done in a day, but that's really pushing things. We'd prob-

ably have to stay overnight." Harry puffed on his cigar. 
"Hmnnn," Zoe said. 
"Who's your favorite Impressionist?" Harry asked. 
"Probably Degas. His ballerinas make me cry." 
''I'm more of a Monet man myself." 
They sat for a while longer in the park, then strolled some more 

before going back to pick up the car. Music from the wedding reception 
drifted out of the Atheneum, Tea for Two. 
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Before leaving Hartford, Harry drove Zoe up to the Mark Twain 

House, which was closed, but Zoe got out of the car and looked in 

through the half-shuttered windows, then quickly got back into the car 

with Harry. 
"Thanks for bringing me, but I really couldn't see anything, stand

ing there on the outside." She buckled her seat belt. "I've always been 

intrigued by the Barnes Collection, and I know a terrific Thai restaurant 

in Philadelphia ... " 
"I prefer Chinese, but what the heck, maybe it's time to try some

thing new." 





BOOK REVIEW 

My Life in the Furnace by Panayotis Tranoulis (Pella Publishing Com
pany; New York: 2005) 

There are probably hundreds of autobiographies written by Greek immi
grants in the U.S. Although some of them have been published for very 
limited circulation by various cultural Greek associations, most of them 
remain unpublished. A few are in the hands of relatives; some have 
become archival material in various libraries. The author describes the 
harsh circumstances of his life when, as an orphaned young child, he did 
hard, physical labor in a brick factory in Nea Makri. He was one of many 
child apprentices and errand boys in this factory. There was such poverty 
at that time that families begged to bring their children to a place where 
most foremen and supervisors treated them in a very rough and fre
quently inhumane way Prostitutes, pimps, thugs, stray dogs, and even 
fatherless little children gathered around the brick factory; the "Fur
nace," to form a hub of activity; a refugee camp unvisited by benevolent 
organizations and forgotten by the authorities. Practically all aspects of 
life centered round the great kiln, the "Furnace," which molders and 
their assistants fed with bricks. In the hell the author calls the "Furnace" 
there are children and grown ups-big, strong men and weak, little 
men-but there are no heroes. Once in a while a compassionate gesture 
or word arises only to be swallowed up by the conspiratorial mediocrity 
of the motley crowd, the mob, which is held together by destitution, by 
the specter of hunger. In some of the chapters of the book, a few people 
could have become fully drawn characters, e.g., Leakos on p. 69, the 
strikers in the chapter 'The Strike", but the matter of fact, terse narrative 
style chosen by Mr. Tranoulis comes with restrictions. The chapter titled 
"The Idol" (pp. 83-88), offers a welcome respite from painful drudgery. 
The author feels love for a pretty neighbor girl, but he never gets to tell 
her about it. Mr. Tranoulis succeeds in producing a coherent record of 
sad recollections, a chronicle of misery that did not crush him as it did 
crush so many others. The strength of his family bonds and his own 
capacity to thrive under adversity must have been enormous. Marjorie 
Chambers has done an excellent job of translating the book. 

-Apostolos N. Athanassakis, Editor 
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