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EDITOR'S PREFACE 

Theodosis Athas was born in Nestorio, in the prefecture of Kastoria, on 

january 14, 1936. He came to America in February of 1954. He was 

eighteen years old when he came to the US. Various details about his life 

in America may not be as significant about his poetry as the first eight

een years of his life in Greece. The present volume, in addition to pub

lishing reprints of his early poetry (Lynnaios: Tragoudia stan kairo tau 

sigan) and the text of the memorial tributes delivered in his honor on 

May 26th, 1974, presents for the first time a translation of his unpub

lished later poetic work titled Fragmenta. It is obvious from the tributes 

delivered in his honor that most Greeks living in the wider New York 

area knew him as their much-loved and admired radio host. This should 

not surprise us. Through his radio program Theodosis Athas reached 

many more people than almost any poet can hope to reach in ordinary 

circumstances of life. However, this issue of The Charioteer is devoted 

to his poetry. Our readers should bear in mind that although his poetry 

was written in New York it is Greece of the Second World War and of 

the tragic civil war that followed it that is reflected in the kernel of his 

poems. Somewhere deep down in the poet's pool of memory there are 

echoes of the aftermath of the war against invading Italian and Ger

mans, then, even more importantly, there are echoes of the cruelties of 

the Greek civil war. How does a child respond to an unexpected knock 

on the door at midnight? What does a child do when members of his 

family, or for that matter, members of his community are arrested, put 

in jail, or shot dead. Others will discover different voices in the poetry 

of Theodosis Athas. The editor of this volume of translations of his 

poetry cannot possibly fail to record these voices from the past of 

Greece. Bitterness, sorrow, and anger surface in his poetry. Everyone will 

recognize inspirations from traditional Greek poetry, especially the 

dirge. It is remarkable that none of the enchantment of the Greek land 

is to be found in the poetry of Theodosis Athas. It is also remarkable that 

the beauty of the women he loved shall never be known by his readers. 

Clearly the poet raises a wall between himself and the people he wants 

to reach. His verse is remarkable for its devotion to the gloomy side of 

life. Indeed, death, undiluted by hope, is a dominant theme. It is a tragic 
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6 THE CHARIOTEER 

coincidence that this cheerless view of life became a self-fulfilling 
prophecy when Theodosis was diagnosed with deadly cancer. It is a 
remarkable feat for anyone to write poetry as he is surrounded by immi
grant culture. There was a lot of life transplanted from Greece to New 
York, especially during the SO's and the 60's. Even though Theodosis 
was open minded and eager to receive the literature of his adoptive 
country, he clearly did not feel at home. His poetry should not be for
gotten. It chronicles the journey of a soul born to trouble. Glimpses of 
peace and salvation do exist in his poetry. The reader is invited to dis
cover them. 



BIOGRAPHY* 

BY VASSILIS FOTOPOULOS 

We have gathered today to honor the memory of a man who loved you 

and whom you loved, who loved us and whom we loved very much. 

We have gathered to remember and to know more closely the man 

and the poet Theodosis Athas. 
This was necessary because the man who was taken from us so 

unexpectedly is little known in the enormity of his talent and of his 

heart. 
Most of you know Theodosis Athas from the radio program that he 

hosted. That was one of his activities. Theodosis was first of all a poet. 

I should have said: he was a poet! 

The group of people that he honored by calling them his friends, 

brought together by his best friend-in Theodosis' judgment-Lean

dros Papathanasiou, has undertaken to present him to you. 

A difficult task, because Theodosis, a spirited man with explosive 

talent, laden with his many virtues, his many anxieties, his desires, can

not be presented in two hours, especially without long-term study. 

Our love for him ensures our good intentions. 

Our love and our good intentions beg your indulgence for whatever 

omissions you note and for whatever errors are made, if they are made. 

Nevertheless, today's gathering is simply the beginning of a future 

effort to explore his life, his work and his inspiration-whatever can 

better elucidate the man and the poet, our friend and your friend, so that 

he can pass accurately and objectively into the memory of those who 

will come, and occupy whatever place he merits in the pantheon of the 

most inspired Greek poetry. 
In that endeavor we ask your help. Whatever you know about him, 

anecdote, episode of his life, verses he sent you, a forgotten letter of his 

in some drawer, please take the trouble to share it with us. 

*The above biography was presented orally on May 26, 1974 at Hunter College in 

New York City, where the friends of Theodosis Athas held a literary memorial to honor 

his memory, It was later published in the book 'Theodosis Athas-A Literary Memorial 

for the Poet," which is included in this volume. 
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8 THE CHARIOTEER 

That will enable us, bit by bit, to re-establish accurately the friend 
who was made to leave us so alone, so quickly. 

We know that Theodosis Athas was born in Nestorion, near Kasto
ria, onjanuary 14, 1936. 

The war forced his family to move to mountainous Kypseli, which 
Theodosis liked to call by its old Vlach name: Pseltskou. 

There he learned his letters. His earliest memories were from there. 
Pseltskou appears again and again in his poetic work as the initial 
stigma. 

Later he writes that at that time he was "a well-behaved bathed 
child." The same is said by those who remember him from that time. 
They tell us that until the age of fourteen he was weak, sickly, hesitant. 
Then he became stronger, became a man! Out of the sickly child sprang 
a hardy and untameable boy, who as a student at the gymnasium in Kas
toria swam night and day in the lake as the leader of a group of his peers, 
who relate with emotion that Theodosis was their protector and even 
shared whatever food or things he had from his well-supplied home. 

From that time he composed verses. 
Many letters to his family are written in verse. Unfortunately we do 

not have any of them. He himself laughed when he remembered those 
verses. 

At that time he also had his first unripe experiences in love. He 
remembers their names: Marina, Violeta. He describes himself at that 
time in one of his last poems: 

The child: looks for the woman 
plays the hero 
imagines that he is admired 
and loved 

he is moved by the idol of himself 
to tears. (it is the only thing 
that really moves him) 

The child is the carrier of 
Love of 
Pity and 
of Fear 
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That River in my Sleep 
Is the Child's 

9 

During that happy period of his life, that most tender age, which, as 
is generally accepted by psychologists, indelibly marks the life and char
acter of a person, Theodosis learned to love Greece. 

The Greece full of popular song, folktale and legend, in which its 
God, the God of love, is resurrected each spring after other-worldly 
mystical, ancient rituals, smelling sweetly of bay-leaf and violets, where 
saints mounted on white and red horses traverse the land from end to 
end and every cliff, every ravine recounts a proud story He will never 
abandon that Greece. He will never betray it. He calls it: 

Greece-my myth! 
my Passion! 

I too am a worm, in your small-souled 
everydayness, 

I envision 
Your Grandeur! 

What and where and when! 

and he carries it with him when as an 18-year-old young man he comes 
to America in February of 1954. 

He lives with his father in Lynn, near Boston. 
He obeys his father, whom he values and respects, enrolling at 

Northwestern University He will become an engineer. So they say! One 
could say, that's it, it's over. His sensitivity will be inundated by formu
las and numbers. 

He will become one more victim of contemporary technology 
And yet. 

From this 
well 

sometimes 
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on summer nights or afternoons 
after the (sudden lovely) rain 

a-
rises the poet 
the Collector of Images. 

Poetry is his only consolation. 

THE CHARIOTEER 

And as his university studies intensify, his environment becomes 
harsher because he is forced to work in order to support himself; he 
notes that "here, there are 365 exact copies of day Zero." To escape from 
the nothingness that surrounds him, he finds refuge increasingly in art. 

His poetry of that period is lyrical, nostalgic. Spiritually he has not 
yet arrived. 

He writes a great deal. He feels the need to test the quality of his 
work. He gathers what he considers the best among his poems and 
sends them to a Greek with immense talent and an international repu
tation, who lived and continues to live in New York, Nikos Spanias. 

The Baudelairian Nikos Spanias, that talented flower of evil, is 
charmed by their freshness, carried away by his talent, and invites him 
to a meeting. He wants to talk with him. 

That meeting, which was a significant one for Theodosis, will be 
recounted for us by Nikos Spanias, who is with us today to honor the 
deceased student who brings honor to him, as well. 

The already recognized moral support provided by Spanias helped 
Theodosis to set to work with new enthusiasm. 

Poems that appear in the amateur column of the National Herald. 
Spanias goes to the newspaper and asks that Theodosis be singled 

out, that they pay greater attention to him. His poetry is transferred to 
the column of recognized poets. That greatly encourages him. He writes 
letters full of questions to his Teacher. He notes his concerns, the tech
nical problems of form. He seeks his advice. Unfortunately, the Gypsy 
Spanias, who traveled through life without baggage, has not saved any 
of those letters. 

Theodosis, on the contrary, has saved every response. I hope that 
when the dust of misunderstanding settles, all of those texts that reflect 
his development will come to light. 
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Poetry becomes so significant for him at this time that he begins to 
think about devoting himself entirely to it. 

He knows how difficult a mistress poetry is. There is a risk that she 
will consume him. He will take that risk. He cannot do otherwise. He is 
marked by the gods. 

The battle with his family begins. 
They love their talented child and-typical Greek parents-they 

will never allow him to leave a secure income and to become a writer of 
songs, long-haired, gaunt, penniless, an outcast of the urban class that 
produced him and claims him. 

Theodosis adores his parents and especially his mother, like a true 
Greek son. 

Yet, in his love, he can cry out: 

you who will never understand 
you, for whom I will remain 

irrevocably Unknown! 
you the totally insensible in your longing 
you the perfectly unfeeling one, in your tenderness 
you who gave birth to me for you and not 
for me. 

In that way he surpasses them, clenches his heart and his teeth and 
announces that when he returns from military service he will abandon 
his studies and devote himself to poetry. 

In 1960, when he is discharged, he remains in New York and in order 
to be close to his Teacher, takes an apartment in the same building at 
201 East l04th Street. In order to pacify his family, he enrolls at Hunter 
College, where we find ourselves this evening, and where he takes 
classes. 

He develops ties with all the Greek writers who are in the city at that 
time: Titelis, Yiannakoulis, Paul Nor, Kappa and others, with whom he 
exchanges opinions, reads poetry, and discusses art far into the night. 
He begins to publish in all the newspapers: Ta Epirotika, The Herald, Arg
onaut. 

At the same time he works whenever he needs to for the necessary 
small sums required to live and to make love. 
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As he says himself, and it is corroborated by his acquaintances, he 
seeks vindication in women. 

For so many years now 
I sought my Salvation 

through Woman. 

His poetry continues to be lyrical. But having acquired perfect Eng
lish, he begins to study and to translate the American poets. 

At that time he began his valuable and unpublished magnum opus 
Av8oA.oyi.a ApeplKavci:>v ITourrwv (Anthology of American Poets), 
which I hope will soon come into our hands thus filling a void in the 
Greek bookcase. 

The more he experiences the anguish of the Metropolis, the New 
Rome, the more familiar he becomes with the global forms of his art. 
Verses such as: 

My flute has spoken! 
and mermaids and nymphs awake 

Cease to exist in his writings. They become: 

Men of pleasure and pain 
demon-possessed 
within them violence rages, storms 
within them wails 
solitude. 

He ceases to seek liberation in easy metaphysical solutions. While ear
lier he writes: 

now he says: 

For liberation my heart vows 
candles to the Virgin 
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I took to the streets and 

walked 

for hours on end 

seeking some 

moving experience 

(I said:) whatever I have (within me) 
must find a counterweight 
in the outer world 

otherwise the balance will tip 
inward and I will fall 
into myself 

l3 

That "outer counterweight" he will find in radio, when in I963 

Petropouleas takes him on as assistant on the program that he himself 

was broadcasting. 
At that time radio was considered an occupation for making a liv

ing. It advertised Greek products to Greek consumers and in between 

the ads, played some music. 
Theodosis saw the potential of the radio as an instrument to shape 

society by teaching the correct form of the language, bracing justified 

pride in the Greek community, developing informed political positions, 

providing news that is purposely ignored by organized interests, dis
cussing problems of his listeners and lovingly proposing solutions. 

Consequently in I965, he decided to create his own program Nm 
Kupa (New Wave), targeting his life and the life of our community. 

In the beginning some laughed, others were suspicious. What does 

a poet want on the radio! 
He works night and day to secure the ads that will support his pro

gram. 
He struggles, suffers. 
Bit by bit, however, he draws attention. The quality of what he offers 

begins to be appreciated. 
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His listeners realize that Theodosis cares for them and respects 
them. Every record is selected with care, every phrase of his is a thought 
directed to man. 

And his listeners love him. 
The program is successful, is lengthened, becomes the biggest Greek 

program in the world in the category of individual responsibility. 
Theodosis, if he was not Theodosis, would have been happy. 
Theodosis has four things that he loves and that are sources of 

anguish: his poetry, his soul, woman, and Greece. 
His poetry never satisfies him. Like a true artist, what he writes today 

he disowns tomorrow. 
He notes: 

I will never say to myself: "Well done!" 
fate allotted me an inadequate self 
I do not measure up to me. 

Those intellectuals who know his writings and his friends pressure 
him to publish his work, despite his protestations. He keeps delaying. 
He wants to keep polishing them. 

Only when his great love, Greece, thrown into the most frightful of 
its recent historical trials, comes under the current dictatorship does 
Theodosis the democrat who loves his homeland, the mother of free
dom and democracy, Theodosis who cries out night and day: 

We are a superb race. 
We are a population of only eight million and we have produced 
four poets among the best of our times, while the Americans have 
only two poets among a population of 230 million. We have five 
authors of international renown and only four million of us can 
read and write, while they have only three who are readable and 
millions who have gone to school. If I enumerate our painters, 
musicians, artists, and also the scientists of worldwide renown, it 
is a logical and statistical error to consider us underdeveloped. 

Only when the true Greece that he loved so, I say, is insulted, hum
bled, because she is not allowed to decide her fate and others impose a 
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government that they want, does the irritation cause him to write and 
circulate the collection of poems generally regarded as his best, written 
by the free thought of a free man about freedom. 

He titles that collection Tpayou61a mov Kmpo TOD myav (Songs 
in the Time of Silence). 

The poem "of the 9," which Panos Boukidis will recite, is from that 
collection. 

They were from a hapless generation 
And it was in the worst year 
And they were 9 all in all 

(9 who set out to find 
what the rocks are singing) 

Outlaws. This and that 
says the letter of the law
the next month they were 8 

(8 who set out to find 
what the thickets are singing) 

Without guns and money 
they look around furtively; talk sharply 
the next month they were 7 

(7 who set out to find 
what the ridges are singing) 

The night is long; until dawn 
they wept silently for Alexi 
and in the morning they were 6 

(6 who set out to find 
what the plains are singing) 
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Ah, why didn't they stay home 
uneasy behind the brambles 
their horses are 5 carcasses 

(5 who set out to find 
what the nights are singing) 

Day and night on guard 
in snow rain and wind-
4 young men who feel old 

( 4 who seek to find 
what the springs are singing 

Love home family
The yearning is a noose 
That tightens three into silence 

(3 who set out to find 
what the veins are singing) 

THE CHARIOTEER 

The village was not to be trusted
hanging on the steeple-
2 know that: 2 were left. 

(2 who set out to find 
what men are singing) 

Comrade I am sick and dying 
comrade I cannot bear the pain, 
comrade I will leave you alone 

( 1 is left to find 
what the world is singing) 

9 with muscle and body 
9 with thirst and passion 
9 with youth and a cause 
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lived what the rocks are singing 
and did not find it 

17 

During this period of severe psychic trial, of deterioration of the val
ues he believed in, as if he is seeking vindication, he falls in love with a 
girl. Catherine. 

Catherine is constructed by the poet himself as the ideal woman. 
So ideal that he does not dare to touch her. Not that she is unwor

thy Catherine has countless graces, a broad education, a warm heart. 
She loves him greatly She lets him talk to her for hours on end and 
answers him tenderly, with love. But she belongs to another race. She 
cannot understand him completely and that makes him unhappy 

All she wants is a warm house and a man she loves and who loves 
her. 

He wants more than that: a companion in his mission-as he refers 
to his work-who will struggle night and day either for poetry or for 
Greece, or for their souls. 

That tender being cannot endure the Storm-tossed and Demon-
plagued man. 

She distances herself from him. 
Theodosis sinks into terrible anguish. 
He cries out: 

How is it possible 
For me to live an entire life 
Without you? 

He no longer sleeps much. He writes very little. 
Only the responsibility he has, as he sees it, toward the public that 

listens to him, allows him to continue his radio program and, working 
at it continuously, he seeks in that way to forget. 

He lengthens it from one and one-half hours each day to four hours. 
The life he imposes on himself is harsh. 
Irregular and few hours of sleep when weariness sets in. Food when

ever and wherever. He is never alone. 
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Solitude is 
for the healthy souls 
the peaceful 

the rest of us 
want company 
and fuss 
we want distraction 

so as not to hear 

the inner voices 

THE CHARIOTEER 

That is for ordinary people. For Theodosis the inner voices are so 
strong that as time passes the anguish increases, reaches a crescendo. 

He writes: 

friends always tire and 
are indifferent 

The People will be transformed, irrefutably 
into a beast 
the Homeland slays 
She Left 

Those afflicting me grew in numbers 

They insist that the anguish is the cause of illness. 
In the hospital Theodosis finds himself face to face with death, 

which has preoccupied him since childhood, and with himself, whom 
he had recently neglected. 

Fighting courageously with death he comes to terms with himself as 
well. He writes his last, still unpublished collection Ta <I>payrKpEVTa 
(The Fragments). 

In those poems are reflected his life, his beliefs, his struggles, his 
loves, his disappointments and his hopes. 

They are his magnum opus. 

They are a great work. 
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With that collection alone, Theodosis would have been vindicated. 
Modern medicine and his strong constitution accomplish the mira

cle. He leaves the hospital completely cured. 
The doctors and the lab tests confirm it. Everyone is happy. But deep 

in his own mind, the shadow of death is real and his life changes. He 
wants it to be more responsible. 

He is now more strict with his work, his friends, his public, his 
poetry. 

He works to establish a community of artists, an institute to help the 
persecuted, and an educational journal. 

In this almost metaphysical excitement, a young girl, attracted by all 
she has heard, approaches him, gets to know him and falls in love with 
him. 

Life smiles on him who loves so greatly and wants to be loved. 
But he is afraid and notes: 

into the wind then 
set sail for the new 
love 

I have a fear: this time 
I won't come out of it 
alive 

When he explains to her that he has no right to have a relationship 
with her because despite what the doctors say, he himself fears that the 
illness may return, she dissolves his fears. She declares her love for him 
and her willingness to share with him whatever fate holds in store. 

He accepts her offer with emotion and unspeakable happiness. 
The girl's family reacts. They reject him. 
He does not understand why they will not allow him to be happy. He 

struggles to win her, and as the obstacles loom larger he becomes more 
insistent. 

He notes that the rejection tramples what he considers the principal 
good: the freedom of an adult being to organize his life in a responsible 
way. 

He overcomes the difficulties with courage; he leads his beloved to 
the altar of his God and makes her his wife. 
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Yes! 

... and then I saw him 
approaching 
his face 
shapeless 

the Frightful One 
The One of dreams 
panic loosed my knees 
I gritted my teeth 

"Show your papers" 
I thought I shouted 

THE CHARIOTEER 

He laughed with his wolf's teeth 
(malignant lymphosarcoma 
Terror in a handful of dirt) 

FULL of Cancer! ! ! 
he said 

Tragic, harsh, inhuman the fate of the chosen one. 
At the peak of happiness unspeakable pain. 
This time everyone knows that all is lost. 
Before the astonished eyes of the wife who hardly had the time to 

know him, the pained eyes of his friends who were with him through
out his many years of struggle, unable now to offer him support, the 
chosen one declines with frightful rapidity. 

Yet despite the fact that the body is failing, the mind remains vibrant. 
He struggles and gives directions for a beautiful life, full of ideals, a life 
with a mission according to the commandments of his Lord and his 
Christ. He struggles; does not stop for a moment. When the unavoid
able end approaches, he asks that they not allow him to fall asleep. He 
wants to see death awake, face to face. 

As if he is Digenis on the mythical threshing floor, wrestling with 
death. 

That body which was buried amidst an extraordinary outpouring of 
love was the dwelling place of a luminous mind that produced a great 
work, of a beautiful soul! 



TRIBUTE OF HONOR TO THEODOSIS ATHAS 

BY NIKOS SPANIAS 

He was blameless. He was irreproachable. He was undefiled. He was 
inimitable; he was incomparable; he was a rising star. He was a cham
pion, he was passionate, he was superb. He was much loved. He was 
handsome in appearance; there was also beauty in his inner wealth. 

Only time reveals the just man, said the ancients-and the true man, 
I dare to add. Further, I dare to add that those two virtues, justice and 
truth, so inextricably connected, are perhaps the most prominent of all 
his many compelling attributes. They are the twin seals, the double 
crowns that for thirty-eight years gave shape to a handsome moral man 
named Theodosis Athas. He was just, and therefore real, and therefore 
free. A sacred trinity of words. 

Indulge me-because I love words-indulge me if I attempt to ana
lyze for you the meaning of the word truth. In any case, the love of the 
word, written or oral, was one of the great passions of our departed 
friend, one of the noble, courageous, useful and beautiful passions, 
because they played such a part in bringing him close to us, making us 
love him so unrepeatably, so strongly, for so long. 

"You shall know the truth and the truth shall make you free," said 
john the Evangelist. The etymological derivation of the word "truth" 
CaM]8rta), which the Dorians pronounced "alatheia," is compound: 
from the privative a and the verb A.av86vw meaning "I err" or "I hide," 
or from the privative a and the verb A.av8avopa1, which means I for
get. So truth is not only the opposite offalsehood (aA.a811To), but also 
that which is unforgettable (GA.rjmo). 

That truth which contains within it what one does not forget; the 
unforgettable, bonded with justice, burned with its blue flame in his 
limpid mind. 

He believed those words strongly, he was troubled by them and with 
them as his guide he attempted, during his very brief but fruitful life, to 
interpret his place in Creation. He made those three words his amulet, 
and with them as guide he came to love ancient Greece, Byzantium 
("our glorious Byzantine civilization" as Cavafy said) and modern 
Greece-the Greece of Solomos who had declared: I know of nothing 

21 



22 THE CHARIOTEER 

other than Freedom and Language, and again: the nation must consider 
national whatever is true. 

In that sense, Theodosis Athas was a patriot. But if he loved his 
homeland, if he worshiped it, the meaning of truth, always shining 
within him, demanded from the homeland that she love her children. 

In the mature years of his life, like a surgeon, he will dissect with the 
sharp lancet of justice and truth all human relationships-his own and 
others'-from his love of women, to his affection and love for the 
mother that bore him. 

Endowed with a wealth of rare qualities-goodwill, faith, courtesy 
and especially good sense, with all that accompanies it: discernment, 
wit, and good judgment-he devoted his superb life to his fellow man, 
to the other. The white taper of his life shone for the other. For the other 
he opened his petals like a hundred-leaved rose. On behalf of the other 
he spoke passionately until his last breath. His life was a search for the 
good of man. And we see him in this way with the eyes of our soul, a 
true Christian, rending the darkness with the endless sparks of his 
mind, exploring human affairs. Thus, his faith and his perseverance, his 
continual searching and his ardent desire for change for the better, 
toward a brighter future, with all the drama that is part of human soci
ety, all those actions of his soul are sealed with the words of the Bible: 
"for scandals must come, but woe to that man through whom the scan
dal comes." just, truthful, free, once he provoked scandals, since they 
were necessary for mankind, he did not hesitate, he did not bow to slan
der, insults, abuse, derision, chastising. Scandals must come ... they 
were necessary, and that was why he did not fear to declare war against 
everything anti-progressive from all those puffed-up and woeful frogs 
that croak and shadow-fight in the marshes ... 

He preferred to be Sisyphos the Stone-roller rather than Sisyphos the 
Fugitive. He preferred to be Prometheus the Fire-setter. He, too, pre
ferred to give speech and fire to the human race at whatever price he had 
to pay "The wise man is not he who knows many things but he who 
knows what is useful." His wrought-silver thoughts, and his amusing 
words, oral and written, his physical attractiveness, his singular but lov
able personality forged a unique being. 

He felt it was imperative that he leave behind something useful on 
the earth that had rewarded him, even with its short-lived hospitality 
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I once mentioned in a memorial speech his ardent missionary char
acter. I want to emphasize here that his mission, that passionate decla
ration of his ideology was a charm: a charm for his friends, for his 
readers, for the thousands upon thousands of his radio audience. Like 
a magician, he would lift an imaginary curtain behind which his follow
ers would see the fascinating world of legend, of history, and of our folk 
traditions. If our late friend was obliged to take in his hands the whip of 
the Blamer in order to make light of human foibles, if he was satirical, 
it was because he was defending justice and truth. Satire is a strange 
flower that sprouts from moral putrefaction and the destruction of the 
environment. In any case, the arrows from his quiver were never poi
soned, they were simply a bit caustic, a bit biting, they created stings and 
projected hints, pierced the skin of superstition, surprised and jolted us 
out of lethargy, to awaken and know ourselves better. Recall how many 
news bulletins and references we found in Theodosis' cheerful, vibrant, 
gleaming, agreeable satires: 

Notices about worship, dress, place names, proverbs, expressions, 
traditions, descriptions of professions, baptismal names, news from life 
at sea, from the farming life, from home and home life, food and drink, 
swear-words, saints, almanacs, the zodiac, games, news about civil law 
and social organization, about popular music, folk-tales, blessings, 
greetings, beliefs, and an inexhaustible harvest, a Wealth of cultural 
facts about the Greek community in America. The malodorous vapors 
of self-interest; the suffocating swamps of egotism; the hollow conceits 
of ancestor-worship; the treadmill of self-conceit; the ignorant defend
ers of language; dry pedantry; journalistic fluency; the loquacity of the 
deceivers of the people-politicians; intransigence; petty crime; the 
trampling of our national language and generally the mob and the chaos 
of life, all those things and more he fought against from his fortress the 
radio. He was Ploughman, Planter, Manager. Ten years ago I had writ
ten about him that his success on the radio-a success without prece
dent-was due to his smoothness of language, a precise language, a 
vocal extension of his mind, a readiness. Now, ten years later, I see how 
lacking and meager my-nevertheless well-intentioned-description 
appears. It was not only his precise language; it was also his generous 
heart, his entire being, the luminous style of the man, the sharing, the 
admixture of beauty. He succeeded in making radio a powerful means 
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of identification with the listener. And if, indeed, his success had no pre
cursor, perhaps it will not have a successor either. Perhaps he will 
remain forever the unique and irreplaceable one. His heart beat with the 
hearts of thousands. Alas, your pampered swallow was carried away by 
Death one year ago. Alas, for I know well that he was for you the magic 
and eloquent bird which morning and evening would flow, sometimes 
with happy, joyful sounds, sometimes with prudent, wise notes into 
your homes. Alas, I know that your day began with his two lips. He was 
your clock; your daily routine. He was your heartbeat. 

The ancient Greeks, who saw life not only in rosy but-more 
likely-in dark colors, believed that often a relentless fate unbearably 
torments mortals; they would say: 

Death is preferable to a tortured life and not being born at all is 
preferable to being born and to suffer. 

You see what point of nihilism they reach when they proclaim: not 
being born. 

However, Goethe and many others maintain that life is beautiful 
whatever it may be, and the gentle Solomos sang: 

Even with a thousand torments 
still life is sweet ... 

Christianity, too, praises life, indeed does not believe in death, even 
as a state and promises a life after death, eternal and blessed. However 
that may be and despite opposing beliefs, pain is something almost pal
pable, agitating just as life itself is palpable and agitating, in greater 
degree. 

Our pain, great and inextinguishable as it is over the death of Theo
dosis, is less than our joy and gratitude for that same life which gave him 
to us and we praise God for that true, unforgettable if you prefer, gift. 
Our late friend himself, with the perceptiveness that characterized him, 
his wisdom, his kindness and his stoicism, reminds us and emphasizes 
our duty, toward both life and death, toward the living and the dead, in 
the following poem. It is a translation by Theodosis Athas of a poem by 
William Carlos Williams, and is translated so masterfully, so well did the 
translator bring it to life in his own language that it belongs equally to 
poet and translator. 



Tribute of Honor to Theodosis Athas 25 

It is titled 'Όδηγείες για κηδείες." Here an indigent, perhaps the 
dead man himself in the poem, is the highest bidder one would say in 
the auction of life, that splintering incongruity with its comical distinc
tions, and he hints in the end that pain alone unites man. Further, the 
dead man in this poem, opposing emotionalism in a comical vein and a 
maddening humor, recommends that we maintain our dignity, that we 
behave in such a way before adversity that we do not cheapen that dig
nity. Listen to that in Theodosis' own words: 

Θα σας διδάξω συμπολίτες μου, 

Πως πρέπει να γίνονται οι κηδείες, γιατί 

(εκτός άν κανείς κοσκινίσει τον κόσμο) 

Εσείς βάζετε κάτω και τους θεατρίνους ... 

Να! Επί κεφαλής μπαίνει η νεκροφόρα 

Αρχίζω μ' ένα σχέδιο για τη νεκροφόρα: 

Για τ' όνομα του Θεού, όχι μαύρη

Ούτε κάν λευκή-και προ πάντων όχι 

Γυαλισμένη. 

Ν α δείχνει μεταχειρισμένη, σα χωριάτικη καρότσα, 

με βαμμένους τροχούς ( φρέσκια μπογιά 
που κοστίζει ελάχιστα) 

Ή και χωρίς τροχούς καθόλου: ένας 

Σκέτος αραμπάς που σέρνεται στο χώμα. 

Έξω και τους γυαλοπίνακες. 

Ακούς εκεί, συμπολίτες μου, γυαλοπίνακες! 

Και γιατί παρακαλώ; Να κυττάζει έξω ο 

Πεθαμένος; 

Ή να βλέπουμε εμείς τι ωραία βολεύτηκε, 

Τα πολλά ή τα λίγα λουλούδια 

Ή τί τέλος πάντων. 

Να τον προφυλάξουμε απ' τη βροχή κι' 

Απ' το χιόνι; 

Γρήγορα θα τον πλακώσουν μεγαλύτερες 

Βροχές: 

Πέτρες και χώματα και τα τοιαύτα. 
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Χωρίς γυαλοπίνακες, λοmόν! 

Και χωρίς επένδυση του εσωτερικού

Ορίστε μας! 

Να λείπουν τα στεφάνια παρακαλώ 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

Και προπαντός τ' άνθη θερμοκηπίου. 
Ένα συνηθισμένο ενθύμιο πάει καλύτερα. 

Κάτι που αγαπούσε και για το οποίο είναι γνωστός. 

Τα παληά του ρούχα, μερικά βιβλία ίσως 
Ή Κύριος είδε τί. 

Αρκετά λοmόν για την νεκροφόρα. 
Προς Θεού όμως μην ξεχάσετε τον αμαξά. 
Το ψηλό καπέλλο δεν χρειάζεται. Μάλιστα, 
Ούτε η θέση του είναι κει πάνω 

Να σέρνει το φίλο μας και να κάνει 

Το κομμάτι του. 

Κάτω! Κάτω! 

Χαμηλά και να μην φαντάζει. 

Προτιμώ να μήν τον έχω «εφ' αμάξης» 
Το παλιοτσιράκι του πεθαμενατζή. 
Δώστε του να κρατά τα χαλινά, 

Να περπmά σεμνά στο πλάι 

Και να μήν φαίνεται. 

Και τώρα δυό λόγια για την αφεντιά σας: 

Ν' ακολουθάτε πεζή όπως κάνουν στον Γ αλλ ία 

(έβδομη τάξη) ή αν έχετε αμάξι, 
χωρίς κουρτίνες. Δείχτε πως δυσκολεύεσθε κομμάτι. 

Ορθοί στη φόρα 
Εκτεθειμένοι στον καιρό οπως και στον πόνο. 

Ή μήπως φανταστήκατε πως μπορείτε 

Να κρύψετε τον πόνο. 
Από ποίονε-από μας; 
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I think that is how the poet and the translator want the "bereaved" 

to behave before pain. Not to hide it but to try to share it equally with 
the indigent ones, the dead, those who have nothing to lose, and thus 

to shut off, for a while, the flow of tears-however sacred and beautiful 

they maybe. 
He was blameless. He was irreproachable. He was undefiled. He was 

inimitable; he was incomparable; he was a rising star. He was a cham
pion, he was passionate, he was superb. He was much loved. He was 
incorruptible, he was impartial, he was antinomical. Antinomical? 

Christ, too, was antinomical. When Christ searches for the soul of 

man, which he calls "the kingdom of God" and finds it in each one of 

us, even in a whore, is not that antinomical? When he prefers an inter
esting sinner to a boring non-sinner, isn't that antinomical? When 

Christ sends them to buy expensive perfumes and they complain about 

the wastefulness and prefer to distribute the money to the poor, He dis
agrees, saying to them, put aside the poor and fulfill my desire because 

I will die soon. Isn't that antinomical? When Peter asks him: 
"Lord, how many times shall my brother sin against me and be for

given? Seven? Jesus said to him; I say to you not seven, but seventy
seven." This immunity from offense, this infinite patience and goodness 
that goes against laws and justice as humans understand them, aren't 
they antinomical? 

We loved and we will love Theodosis. We thank God for giving him 
to us because his passage through life brightened our own future. Made 
each of us a little bit better .... 

As for Theodosis the man, the matter, the corpse, I wish to offer him 
something that he himself suggests in his instructions for a funeral, 

something that he loved and for which he was known: a poem. 

He had read it many years ago, in another time, better or worse than 
this I do not know, printed in a book of mine, when we were both liv
ing on Third Avenue in Spanish Harlem, when he had named the two 
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of us thirdavenueists, and I remember him turning the pages of the book 
with those restless, feverish, sensitive fingers of his. 

The poem is titled: "Prayer of the Poet" and with it I want to mark 
his humble entry into eternity: 

When I have been dead for a number of years 
and the taxis crash in the fog 
exactly as happens today (things 
will not have changed) 
I hope I become a cool 
hand 
on some forehead! 
on the forehead of someone who is singing 
slowly in a car 
crossing the streets of Manhattan 
and looking, as he besieges 
his mind with literature 
at the tall skyscrapers 
in the dense golden fog. 
When I have been dead for a number of years 
And the Greeks are kissing each other 
Being a people 
Warm and Mediterranean 
As they do today 
I hope I become 
The mournful brave thought 
That one carries secretly 
Through the noise of the city 
The pause of a moment in the wind 

That drives us 
Like boys who were lost in a festival. 

And 
I hope 
My humble entry into eternity 
Will be honored on the day of All Saints 
With a simple ornament: 
A handful of grass. 



LYNNAIOS: SONGS ΙΝ ΤΗΕ ΤΙΜΕ OF SILENCE * 

THEODOSIS ATHAS 

αποστροφή1 

μην πας στη νύχτ' αμίλητος στο θάνατο σκυφτός 

σκούζει μανιάζει ο γέροντας όταν η μέρα σβύνει

λυσσά την ώρα που οι τυφλοί σκοτώνουνε το φως 

κι ο γνωστικός που ωνόμασε τη νύχτα δικιοσύνη 

γιατί ποτέ δε λάμψανε τα λόγια του-κι αυτός 

δεν πάει στη νύχτ' αμίλητος στο θάνατο σκυφτός 

κι ο ταπεινός που τόλπισε την πράξη του ν' αφίσει 

να φέγγει σα μετέωρο στη σκοτεινιά- κι αυτός 

λυσσάει την ώρα που οι τυφλοί σκοτώνουνε το φως 

κι ο aνήμερος σαν άδραξε τον ήλιο κι ετραγούδα 

και τραγουδώντας έφτασε στο χείλος της νυχτός

δεν πάει στη νύχτ' αμίλητος στο θάνατο σκυφτός 

κι ο κουρασμένος που κάλει το χάρο στο κατώφλι 

και του γλυκοχαμογελά σα φίλος κι αδερφός

λυσσάει την ώρα που οι τυφλοί σκοτώνουνε το φως 

κι εσύ πατέρα μου ψήλα στη θλιβερή κορφή 

στείλε μου τ' άγριο δάκρυ σου κατάρα μου κι ευχή

μην πας στη νύχτ' αμίλητος στο θάνατο σκυφτός 

λυσσά την ώρα που οι τυφλοί σκοτώνουνε το φως 

*The collection consists of 35 poems; 9 poems are omitted from the translation, as 
their meaning was impossible to render in English. 

1Πάνω σε σχήμα του Ντύλαν Τόμας. The translation of this poem is ση page 220 
below. 

29 



30 

SILENCE 

Light of the sun, light of Vega 
asks me night and day 
but upon my tongue 
there now steps a huge ox 

Blood will run if I reply 
if I keep silent before the light 
my silence will be a lie 
my truth will be mud. 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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LANDSCAPES 

the songs that towered 
like the fires of April: 
ashes on lips 
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children do not speak in the time of silence 

their moons: coffins 
and the firmament: a smooth 
vast mausoleum 

no one looks at the sky in the time of silence 

the bugle call of the sea 
no longer heard 
in the land of Eros 

children do not wake up in the time of silence 

II 

The night is sending 
the archangel of terror 
to patrol the street of dreams 

shut the windows in the time of hatred 

hushed the neighbors 
gather inside houses 
and talk about the snow 

you are not my neighbor in the time of hatred 

footsteps encircle me 
I cannot . . . cannot make it in time 
to wake up ... I am dying. 
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III 

Gravediggers exhume 
the bones of felonies 
from the archives of graves 

THE CHARIOTEER 

with bones build the time of hatred 

the skulls of my poems 
elbow bones, shin bones 
emaciated memories 

only memories speak in the time of silence 

your heart committed a crime 
your mind carries the responsibility 
which will be washed away by the fatherland 

my people, how can you stay in the time of peace. 

IV 

Stubborn grudge, become a trumpet 
so that down here I can break 
the silence of death 

my stubborn grudge you are everything in the time of silence 

hand, start to carve 
a heart and an arrow: 
the end of my silence 

freedom, savage love 
I will set up a trophy 
in a hideous place 

hand rise and become the time of killing 

scream, scream, my good man, in the time of war 
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TIMES I 

What if in our holy night 
another wind 

swept our city-squares clean with the lie of terror, 
extinguished our lights 
with the unfurling of the black flag 
a memory that curdles one's blood? 
Make the hangman a king - grey ink 
(make your friend a dog- make the thug a priest) 
if the seas are drowned and the skies are hanged 
there will still be a tree to offer shelter to the cuckoo bird. 

So what if a cold wind 
blows on April's flowers 

and with snow withers the unborn May? 
What if the jaws of the Aegean open like those of a monster 
and night starts falling in Greece at 3 p.m.? 
Turn judas into Christ and the palm branches of Palm Sunday 

into hay-
turn the cross into a swastika and your crime will be sacred -
some little boy will survive with a heart big as a mountain to 

shout as before into the spring "I salute you". 

So what if a gunshot at dawn 
brings an end to your dream? 
The song written on the wall is folded in half 
and the myth of the phoenix, ashes are scattered into the heart 
of infinity; our hearts howl into the void. 
Turn one into a zero and then repeat zero twice and as you 

compose poetry write an epode for our country 
- in the time of a tomorrow and in the space of a yesterday 
through our stubbornness we lived and we still live despite 

you! 
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TIMES II 

The hawks will swoop 0 the flowers will weep 
the pigs will be eating ·O the songs will speak 
the worms will crawl 0 and the boys will burn 

through time - like candles 
time will force time to pass 

hawks will seize 0 evenings will roll on 
pigs will be sleepy ~~ glances will talk 
worms will crawl ~~ hearts will beat 

hearts will keep time 0 as hammers do 

time will pass 
to prepare for time to pass 

hawks will be hawks ~~ I wish I had hands fit for 
seizing 

pigs will be pigs 0 I wish I had knives for 
slaughter 

worms will be worms 0 I wish I had the soul to scream 
in time 0 freedom! 

Time will prepare 
The time to judge. 
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TIMES III 

The broken hand 
the amputated leg 

will shout long live 
long live Hero des 

rusted up plow 
and then the dead OX 

will shout long live 
long live Hero des 

empty stomachs 
in a cell that is full 

will shout long live 
long live Pilate 

resin (drink it) 
slap (take it) 

they will shout long live 
long live Pilate 

loud speakers titanic 
noise makers explosions 

will shout long live 
long live Iscariot 

the dog and its master 
the child and its mother 

will shout long live 
Caiaphas and Annas 

tombs will open 
earth will be mingled with fire 

and the dead will rise 
to shout long live 
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long live 
long live 

the many 
will cast them 

when 
so very blue 

and 0 Hellas 
your 

Herodes 
Pilate 
long live 
down 

your skies 

THE CHARIOTEER 

will be sundered 
will shine 
Pentecost. 
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PATIENTIA 

Sweetness of April 
and dew 
sweeter than honey and water 
now a drop which is halved 
cut in dry weather 

Patience, patience 
drop by drop I shall drink her 
patience, patience is the name 
of the girl I love 

II 

It is a kiss of May, a bird of May 
more hidden and smaller 
now that a bitterness chirps 
in this most small-hearted time 

Patience, patience 
I shall drink bitterness followed by bitterness 

patience, patience is the name 
of the boy I love 

III 

June flowers and foliage 
July coral in the depths 
a myth divided into two 
in time without a myth 

Patience, patience 
I shall learn to sing of you 
patience, patience 
I shall learn to bridge time 

37 
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IV 

Summer came diminished 
Like a premature child 
I nurture it with yearning 
and I give it patience to drink 

Patience, patience 

THE CHARIOTEER 

so that you may pass time and I may pass time 
too 

this is what humble people call 
life the human way 

v 

Over the abyss and the precipice 
before storm and lightning 
this word I suspend 
I tremble lest it fall 

I tremble lest it begin to weep 
the weeping of all the earth with all the tears of 

the earth? 
(patience, patience) 
the ancient song of wrath 
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BIRDS 

The cloud was coming with a howl 
and the day became a threat; 
and what you might call a wing 

and what you might call a bird 
is the (you know him) a bird that chirps 

a song against the weather. 

The cloud was bringing wind and water 

and held in it lightning like a two-edged sword; 

and that which looks like a wing 

and will very soon come asunder 
is the (you know him) the one who holds a knife 

against the weather. 

How have we been so separated 

by a howling cloud? 
You and I and the (you know who) 

a white wing way on high 
that reaches out to us, a hand-like light, 

against the dark weather. 

But I cannot and you cannot 
(the bird is a myth) 
you are dead and I'm heavy 
and those around us are blind 
the night became a fatherland 
and all of us found our comfort. 
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TREES 

Even their small soul 
dwindled: I wish there were a little bit 
a drop in the sky, a tiny drizzle 
to water the earth. 

I wish wings would blossom and flee 
the way a bird flies -
fear holds the land 
fear prevents flight ... 

and there remain trees and the fate 
like a root in the darkness -
an axe blow some evening 
and an imaginary wail! 
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REBETIKO I 

To Mikis Theodorakis 

Three killers in the loft 
knifed the moon 
(the killers eat and drink 
and have no regard for the costs) 

In a prison cell that is deep and sunless 
three men are guarding the sun 
(the prison guards eat and drink 
and have no regard for the costs) 

Young men in their prisons 
sing of the black earth 
(they remember it full of light 
and they fear not the darkness) 

How do we pass our time 
as we sing of our sorrow and yearning 
(our sorrow lingers ... 
there is no sign of the blossom of freedom) 
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REBETIKO II 

Dusk covers the neighborhood 
lovers walk holding hands 

-the knife has been driven into my back 
and the world became smaller-

my soul you were slurping 
the liveliness of the bouzouki in the distance 

-as you were looking at me 
you grew silent all of a sudden-

my memory is a humming beehive 
my heart is enchanted 

-three petrified people 
have turned time backwards-
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REBETIKO III 

I had a lovely wife 
as refreshing as cool water 
-my God how can I take this? 
handsome men seduced her 
and I no longer have a lady 

I had a sweet little jesus 
beautiful and pure 
-my God how can I take this? 
the jews sold him 
and I no longer have] esus 

I had a country 
an ideal land 
-my God how can I take this? 
the dead have occupied it 
and I no longer have freedom 

And so my soul was left behind 
like an evil soul 
-my God how can I take this? 
my soul is so empty and so small 
that I no longer have a soul. 
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EYES 

My love, they took him 
He was lost-but where? 
Love, the gaze of the guard 
Gulped him down 

THE CHARIOTEER 

(a twenty-two year old boy 
with bright eyes) 

My love, my love, we looked for him, 
We knocked on every door. 
Yet we always tripped 
on the guard's gaze 

(he was twenty-two years old 
he had darkness in his eyes) 

My God, it escaped my attention 
how the two resembled each other. 
Like two sweet blue eyes 
Like two drops of water 

(we saw no eyes, we saw 
the difference in the gaze) 

Now the ways have changed 
and so have the place and the time. 
The difference, sweet eyes, 
Has fever's fury 
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BALLADA 

Thick darkness, midnight 
(mother, dear mother) 
midnight they banged on 
the old front door 

they banged on it and they broke it 
(mother, dear mother) 
they broke it and they caught me 
the king's men. 

They caught me and they took me 
(mother, dear mother) 
they took me and they left 
without saying a word 

they left me locked up 
(mother, dear mother) 
locked up in a jail 
the king's men. 

Thick darkness, midnight 
(mother, dear mother) 
they lifted me and carried me 
to the open sea. 

They carried me and threw me in 
(mother, dear mother) 
it was the kings' men 
that threw me in and drowned me. 
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Plait your snow-white hair 
(mother, dear mother) 

THE CHARIOTEER 

plait it into a ten-fathom-long tress 
then make it into a noose 

and cover it with your black kerchief 
(mother, dear mother) 
the kerchief of grief 
to seal with it the king's fate! 
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MoTHERS 

I have been expecting you for a year 
My son, my dear son 
By my fireless hearth 
holding my distaff 

Black time black day 

Black wind blowing 

Time that has been nailed 
Like my spindle 
into my heart 
savage ventral anger 

Black day black fate 

Black people broke the door 

It is a year since they took you 
And I am alone 
My son and worrying about you 
And my worry about you is my warp 

Black fate black thread 

Black blood of the unjust 

The year has found deserted 
My house my Hades 
Patience is growing long 
Like my weft 

Black blood black house 

Black light of the dawn star 

0 holy mother my whorl 
Has made me dizzy 
Would that my buttress 
Would break its chains 

Black house Black Charon 

Black sky of Yaros 
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GIRLS 

Wearing their black kerchiefs 
And sitting on their whitewashed benches made 

of stone 

They sing and sing 
They watch the clouds 

As they pass 

The obvious they refer to the sun 
And their secrets they entrust to the Pleiades 

They ask for the one they love 
And they count their days 

that pass 

"Once a year send me 
five words so that I can sense your presence" 

they dare not say more 
they only look at the birds 

that pass 

with their pain as their needle 
and desire as their yarn; 

they are knitting and are singing 
it will not be long before he is set free 

(they are waiting ... 
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DIEs NEFAS 

I 

I wish my flute 
(Haidoula, my shepherd girl) 
I wish my flute were a rope 
one my enemy held in his hand 

(I wish my enemies were my friends) 

a rope that could bind me as the sound of my 
flute 

bound my sweet little soul 
I wish I could say that it was my friend 
and my brother who bound me 
(twenty-first of April) 

II 

I wish my bouzouki 
(Lenio, my sweet neighbor girl) 
I wish my bouzouki 
could become a cross 

(so that my friends could crucify me) 

I wish its ivory picks 
would become nails in my heart 
so that death would come to me 
a little lighter 
(twenty-first of April) 
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III 

I wish my guitar were 
(Maritsa, my gypsy girl) 
ah, I wish my guitar were 
the deep grave 

THE CHARIOTEER 

(so that my friends could bury me) 

and I wish that the song which made 
my sweet little heart blossom 
like the flower of Freedom 
would flower on my grave 

(twenty-second of April) 
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CHILD 

@ An imperfect day gave birth to him a forgotten day 
A place deprived of light took him in to raise him 
A little child tiny child with two big eyes 

@A poor house was given to him a house without a tale 
Under the holes of the sky and of the roof tiles 
A child skin and bones with two big eyes. 

@ A teardrop was all he had left and he lost it on his way 
And a voice like a thin thread before locked doors 
A little child begging for a crumb of fairy tale 
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@ Mother, dear mother of Christ take pity on us and make 
His cold day a Sunday and his five roads gardens 
And send your son to him to play ball 

@Before he loses himself in his sobbing and his grief 
And becomes like the unjust irreversible act 
Looking at us a child with two big eyes 
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MooN 

the moon shone when she was born, the girl who lives only 
in the moonlight in the moon's time 

([ a baby lamb on her doorstep a bird on the fireplace 
and next to her cradle a moon, a little moon! 

the moon shone when her mother brought her to be baptized 
and gave her a name taken from the moon: luana! 

([ a baby lamb on her doorstep a bird on the fireplace 
and in her baptismal font a moon, a little moon! 

she sings of the moon cries out with the moon 
and her face is like the moon born of the moon! 

([ a baby lamb on her doorstep a bird on the fireplace 
and through the open window a moon, a little moon! 

in the presence of the moon she bathes before the moon 
she stands 

above the water of the lake and plaits her hair 

([ a baby lamb on her doorstep a bird on the fireplace 
and in her mirror a moon, a little moon! 
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and in the moonlight the girl fell in love and yearned for 
a vague shadow in the moon's disc: the moon boy! 

([ a peach in her garden a flower in the flower-pot 
and deep in her heart a moon, a little moon! 

she calls to him with the moon and the moon spreads 
on her bed an orange virgin sheet 

([ a peach in her garden a flower in the flower-pot 
and in her dream a moon, a little moon! 

a black moon riding black horses and he comes to take her 
the girl seduced by moons to the moon 

([ his hands are serpents round her neck and dragons round 
her breasts 

and the kiss on her lips is the moon's poison! 
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before the moon she was slaughtered ... and our land was filled 
with blood 

of the maiden who was seduced by the moon's lie! 

([ moon of my youth I made you my beacon 
how you hid the view of this world in your light 
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BoY 

hour by hour it grew rosier 
day by day it anointed 
month by month it matured 
year by year it grew more fiery 
her tongue in nature 

the boy is a little bird 

and nature drives it to frenzy 

the boy with 
his briefcase 
(the teacher with the switch) 
wrote on his tablet 
"lib-liberty" 
(in order to catechize him) 

the boy is very young 

and doesn't understand 

II 

eye deepened the eye 
the meaning in a song 
skirt swelled skirt 
and the down darkened 
there on the hilltop in nature 

the boy is a young branch 

and nature drives it to frenzy 

THE CHARIOTEER 

the boy with his blood brother 
(and the executioner with a hood) 
wrote on his palm 
"lib-liberty" 
to frighten him 

the boy is a blank page 

and the laws are written 
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III 

drop by drop she ripened 
a sweetness like a cherry 
inch by inch the boy grew taller 
to reach her 
to touch her lips 

foolish boy don't you hear? 

the laws are written down 

the boy takes out his switchblade 
(Mr. Policeman, look) 
he carves on the willow 
a heart and "LtD" 
(in order to punish him) 

the boy goes with the dead 

where nature does not drive to frenzy 
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EPIGRAM 

whoever has the "no" holds it 
holds it and will proclaim it 
when the moment orders 
that the "no" become action 

but whoever fears 
the "no" sleeps with the "yes" 
and his "yes" keeps him as safe 
as five hundred saints 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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OF THE CADETS 

We studied History 
in the class of the Dead 
All of us were present 
but You-Know-Who was absent. 

The next day again 
in Patriotic Training 
we the dead were all on time 
but You-Know-Who was late. 

The same on the third day 
in Alchemy-there! 
Each one of us at his desk 
but You-Know-Who was nowhere. 

Our Teacher grew angry 
in the class of the Dead. 
He opens the notebook 
and devours He-Knows-Who. 

We call him friend 
and weep that he is not alive; 
but You-Know-Who, how do you know, 
he is not calling us Nazis? 

Because at roll call 
in the class of the Dead 
full of pride 
we shout "present." 

57 



58 THE CHARIOTEER 

SHIPWRECK 

in the sea of the goat 
we sail full steam ahead 
the weather is very Greek 
and Poseidon is friendly 

nothing in sight, consequently 

no reason for an SOS 

after more than a half hour 
there blows a slight timid 
wind rather westerly 
latitude and longitude all right 

no one concerned at all 

no reason for an SOS 

all around the horizon is dim 
below a very moist mass 
above there is only sky 
wherein, of course, is god) 

the sight of the night 

brings to mind an SOS 

winds blow strongly 
the sea has become a mountainous landscape 
we are savagely storm-tossed 
whence widespread vomiting 

if it continues, clearly 

the time for the SOS draws near 

dark night like night 
no light on the bridge 
steam in the boilers? at the half 
and the radio-man is deaf 

I shout loudly: SOS 

you will certainly hear me 

Ship's log 
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CHIMERA 

on an Easter day 
(a very macabre joke) 
beast fell into today 
and devoured the chimera 
that we called tomorrow! 

and if the beasts were tame 
and it was dawning at Lavrion, 
would our lovely chimera 
that tomorrow would be tomorrow 
still be alive today? 
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DELIRIUM 

( ... and so, one day 
as I was thinking about ... 
black Death comes along 
and beats on me! 

I didn't notice him 
approaching 
and my pride 
did not revolt 

I began to fall 
face first toward the ground 
when I heard Ares 
giving an order 

"about face, bugger" 
I turned on my back 
I see a bell-ringer 
raising a swastika 

next to the Parthenon 
I see a minaret 
and a muezzin-Pagona 
wearing her beret at an angle 

I hear marching by 
one two three 
the boys of st george 
the sergeant-major 

I see in Piraeus 
a girl without 
pants, whom in ancient times 
we called homeland 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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even if in my last days 
I desired her greatly 
my vision disappeared 
when I was slapped 

the black sun moved 
was storm-tossed 
but the western world 
could not care less 

flotsam of the horizons 
because on my back 
I counted the rulers' 
curses and slaps 

I could not bear the derision 
and turned to a prone position 
in case there might be in the darkness 
a plank of safety 

but before I close 
my eyes forever 
I hear from the newspapers 
that the authorities 

are closing the exclamations 
of the bordellos 
and opening the black words 
of files 

and they are proclaiming as death 
ruler and archangel 
a simple private, 
Evangelos! 

( 0 0 0 and so, one day 
as I was thinking about 0 0 0 

my old buddy comes 
and beats on me) 
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RETURN 

something is lacking within us 
and cannot be completed 
with nausica and calypso
something is lacking within us 
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we left; and it was like yesterday
years; and it was as if 
we had never left-
we were left as cliffs-seagulls-coasts 

break us up sweetly 
bitter songs 
in your alabaster-white 
little hands, nausica 

something is lacking within me; 
and a yearning 
burns me and I thirst continuously 
and you cannot quench it calypso 

love Greece house earth? 
the word: error-
is a sense-wound 
from an age without earth 

an echo on some ancient coasts 
her call 
suspended in the air of yesterday 
a rock on mythical coasts 

where are you going, ship? nowhere
my soul found 
an excuse to torment me 
the return to nowhere 

and neither there nor here 
myth and passion 
that became the cadence for a dance 
a song for me to sing ... 



THEODOSJS ATHAS 

FRAGMENTA/SPYWAAA 

Sometime in the 70s I Kcmon: TO 70 
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χωρίς γλώσσα 

όλος οργή 

κάτω απο ενα αδέξια πειθαρχημένο 

πρόσωπο 

άγχος ανασφάλεια 

φόβος θανάτου η ταπείνωσης 

και το καλυμένο αρχαίο Τραύμα 

να δηλώνει ανεξιχνίαστα 

την παρουσία του 

ανάγκη για κ αθημερινή μαλακία 

στα33 

και η πυτιρίθρα που με τρελαίνει 

αταξία ζωής 

ενα μαξιλάρι με καρφίτσες 

εγώ 

σ ένα τραπεζάκι του γωνιακού 

3 μετά τα μεσάνυχτα 

και πάνω στην ανοιγμένη εφημερίδα 

χυμένος ένας κόσμος 

για φτύσιμο! 

Θεέ μου, Θεέ μου! 

έφτασες ως εμάς 

σαν 

Επιφώνημα! 
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without a tongue 
all anger 

under a clumsily ordered 
face 

anxiety insecurity 
fear of death or humiliation 

and the concealed ancient Trauma 
inscrutably revealing 
its presence 

need for a daily jerk-off 
at 33 

and dandruff that drives me crazy 

life in disorder 
a pillow with pins 

at a little table in the corner 
3 after midnight 

and on the open newspaper 
a world spilled 

to spit on! 

My God, My God! 
You have come down to us 
as 
an Exclamation! 
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who and where is the Enemy? 

in Solitude and Desperation 
my soul 

THE CHARIOTEER 

you are an apprentice and are wearing out 

who and where is the Enemy? 

you are being consumed 
my soul, in Anger and Pity 

who and where is the Enemy? 

in Freedom and in Love, my soul 
you soar and tremble 
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4 jerk-offs today 
without a real erection 

out of deeper, unknown needs 
anti-depressant drugs! 

why have you abandoned me? 

Negro whores or vampires 
will suck my blood! 

who and where is the Enemy? 

67 



68 THE CHARIOTEER 

(ode to mother) 

0! frightful lady Receptacle of the most painful 
LOVE. Archetype of Love and of 
punishment! 

you who will never understand 
you, for whom I will remain 

irrevocably Unknown! 
you the totally insensible in your longing 
you the absolutely hard-hearted one, in your tenderness 
you who gave birth to me for you and not 
forme 
you who nailed me forever to the Eternal 

Cross of Guilt 
you from whom only my death 

will relieve me 

Greek mother. Tragic, black-clothed figure 
with the stone womb 

you invade the dream of your infant with an 
air of panic 

you cry out the Coming of Disaster 
you cry out the first word of Death 
you inoculate your innocent infant 
with the Terror and Fear of your own night 
you escape from the Tyrant Man 
and move into the soul of your child. 
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Greek Mother 
with the Seal of Curse, you love and seal 
with the wing of a black Crow, you anoint 

and slay 

you tighten, tighten, tighten the noose of Love 

until we are entirely dead for 
the rest of the World 

My God! Who 
who is more free or more courageous 
than the Matricide! 
Hamlet! Orestes ... 

with a backpack, and a staff 
roaming over these fallow plains 

toward evening 
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Πώς έφτασα, έτσι χωρίς να το νοιώσω, δωπέρα 

σε τούτο τ ορόσημο της ηλικίας μου 

ούτε νέος ούτε γέρος 

μόνο με της νιότης τον καϋμό χωρίς ελπίδα 
μόνο με του γερόντου τον πανικό χωρίς τη γνώση 
φιλήδονος μάλλον ή φιλόθεος 
στο φαλακρό τούτο ξέφωτο 

όπου ο σκονισμένος δρόμος 

στρίβει 

Πως έφτασα ως εδώ; 
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How did I arrive, without noticing, here 

at this boundary-marker of my age 

neither a young man, nor an old man 

with only the yearning of youth without hope 

with only the old man's panic without the knowledge 

given to pleasure rather than to God 
on this bald spot 
where the dusty road 
turns 

How did I get here? 

71 



72 

Again like the wounded wolf 
in this cage 

THE CHARIOTEER 

within me the scream grows savage 

the room is empty without her 
cries out 

and my soul whining like 
a puppy 

a thousand moments of happiness 
never taught me 

I always come back to this feeling 

night 
trap 
wound: 

all in all the conscience of a beast 
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0 you Icon of Mythical Age 
return and bring the green voice of health 
to the shaken mind 

0 you Poster of Touristic Enjoyment 
collage of Greek summers 

UNREAL ISLANDS 

moments of foam 
moments of azure 
moments of girls 

dalliances from all parts of the world 
on Hydra 

10 years of touristic fantasy 
reflected on this colored 
print ... 

promising 

the other sense 
the deceptive idealized 

Moment! 

I have always lived where Memory and Desire intersect 

Courage, my soul, courage! 

Believe in Mythology 
Hope in Tourism 

Pray for the green voice of health ... 
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Τούτος ο τόπος δεν προσφέρεται για ποίηση 

μα κι ο άλλος τόπος μόνο με την αναπόληση 
μετουσιώνεται 

Τίποτε: το μόνο 

ποιητικό τοπίο είναι η ψυχή 
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This place is not conducive to poetry 
and the other place, too, takes on substance only 
with recollection 

Nothing: the only 
poetic landscape is the soul. 
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Sleep restless child 
to escape from life 
when it feels sharp 

It's your fault, my soul 
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that you have nothing to glorify 

It's your fault, my soul 
that you don't know how to embrace 

Time like a bed-bug 
moves invisibly 
to the blood 

the World a ball 
of equally long 
macaroni and worms 

whoever remains outside this entanglement 
is a man 
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*In this shaken aeon 
in God's cracked house 
a doggone poet 
barks his unprofitable 
verbs 

chewing at his leash 
and dies alone. 

years later 
a dusty professor 
and a rusty editor 

scatter his bones 
in a thousand colleges 

*This is the poet's own translation 
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Σκέφτομαι το τέρας που λέγεται Λαός 

Πόνος και Βία συνθέτουν την ψυχή του 

Α γνοια και ανάγκη τον κινούν 

Το aπολωλός Βόδι 

Το αιώνιο καματερό 

Σκέφτομαι τους ωραίους νέους 

αυτούς που ονειρεύτηκαν τον εαυτό τους 

με τη μεριά του Καλού, 

τα λυρικά πρόσωπα, 

την ειρηνική πρόκληση των εμματίων τους, 

τα λόγια τους, aνταύγειες 

ενός φωτισμένου μυαλού 

Θε μου! Τί τραγική, ποιητική σπατάλη 

τα πρόσωπα 

τα πνεύματα 

τα ωραία μέλη 

στάχτη σε λήκυθο 

ζυμωμένη με δάκρυα 
άρτυμα της Λήθης 

τίσπατάλη 

για το τέρας που λέγεται Λαός 

Το αιώνιο βόδι 

Το aπολωλός 
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I reflect on the beast called The People 
Pain and violence make up its soul 

Ignorance and need budge it 
The lost ox 
The eternal plough-ox 

I reflect on the handsome young men 
Those who dreamt of themselves 
On the side of Good, 

The lyrical faces 
The peaceful challenge in their eyes, 

Their words, reflections 
Of an enlightened mind 

My God! What a tragic, poetic waste 
The faces 
The spirits 
The beautiful members 

Ashes in a lekythos 
Kneaded with tears 
Seasoning of Lethe 

What a waste 
For the beast called The People 
The eternal ox 

The lost one 
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Some kill out of hunger 
Others kill out of habit 
And the dead man who lies here 
Accuses the One and the Other 

Bread-spectacles-and a bit of fucking 
And a scapegoat for hatred 
Of all unfulfilled desires 
Will make Your People Happy 

THE CHARIOTEER 

The Phantom, the Hangman, the Gorilla 
People hold as sacred the boots 
Of the muleteer Papadopoulos 
My God! We are at the mercy of the Populus 

My soul, you will remain unsatisfied! 
Between darkness and giddiness 
You will wander. In solitude. 
The others live, united by their malice! 
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I desired a summer 
In the morning sea 
Of a joyful day 

Her bare 
Feet 

And the night that was coming ... 
Already completed like a plan of desire 
within me 

Of course nothing is realized 
Precisely ... 

And so I desired one sea-morning 
Expecting 
A night and the girl brimming 
With sweet stroking 
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Απόπειρα να συλληφθεί ενα ποιήμα 

που κυρίως 

αποκαλύπτεται 

σε ωρισμένα βροχερά 

απογεύματα 

Φαίνεται πως έπεσε (πρώτη-καθώς 

βγαίνω απ το σπίτι-

εντύπωση) βροχή 

Μετά τη βροχή 

η γής ανασαίνει όλο δροσιά και δύναμη 

και μεις βγαίνουμε στους αγρούς 

όπου περιδιαβάζει το δειλινό 

σα πλυμένο αγοράκι 

κατεχόμενοι απο 

εκείνο το ωραίο 

συναίσθημα! 

Οταν ανακαλύπτω (βγαίνοντας) 

πως έχει 

κάτι εντός μου 

φυτρώνει 

βρέξει 

ωραίο 

βγήκαμεστουςαγρούςμούσκευαν 

οι γάμπες σου, το δείλι γινότανε 

ένα φρόνιμο πλυμένο παιδάκι 

βγαίναν και οι 

σαλιγγάροι 

τα μανιτάρια 
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Attempt to conceive a poem 
which mostly 

is revealed 
on certain rainy 
afternoons 

It appears (first impression 
as I leave the house) 
that it has rained 

After the rain 

the earth breathes coolness and power 

and we go into the fields 
where the evening strolls 
like a spanking clean little boy 

possessed by 
that beautiful 

feeling! 

When I discover (on my way out) 
that it has 

rained 

something beautiful 
germinates 

inside me 

we went into the fields your legs 
were wet, the evening became 
a well-behaved clean little boy 

and snails 
came out 
mushrooms 
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At first glance 
this day 

gave me 
nothing 

Returning home 
About dusk ... 

In the far west 

THE CHARIOTEER 

The lovely fires of the sun 

And I whose soul gropes for joy 

Felt the poetry of the night 

Returning I felt 

The emotion of existence. 
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From this 
well 

sometimes 

on summer nights or afternoons 
after the (sudden lovely) rain 

arises the poet 
the collector of images 

I was heavily wounded, suffered 
unimaginably! 

I know: those who wounded me 
are not at fault 
(It's no one's fault that I am so weak) 

And yet 
this knowledge is not enough 
for me to forgive 
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I am moved by people in their solitude 

they send messages out of their solitude! 

night the Beginning 

and Night the End 

and in the Endless Void 

alone 

and impermanent 

reflecting light 

the virtuous s t 

a 

s 
r 
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The face of the Century 

imposes poetry of FRAGMENTA 

Spiritually, Man has achieved very little 

emancipation 

Absolute enlightenment does not exist 

even as leavening 

A thousand dragons 
a thousand phantoms 
a thousand witches 

still threaten 
the children ofjapheth 

The sufferings of jeremiah and of jeffers! 

Let the good prevail utter a dirge a dirge 

Greece-my myth! 
my Passion! 

I too am a worm, in your small-souled 

everydayness, 
I envision 

Your Grandeur! 

What and where and when! 
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Ο Τάκης Παπατσώνης έλυσε 

το πρόβλημα του Αλμπέρ Καμύ 

πρέπει να χρησιμοποιήσουμε 

την ικανότητά μας για επιτήδευση 

για να δώσουμε στη σχέση μας 
με τον φυσικό κόσμο 

την αθωότητα και την αμεσότητα 
του πρωτόγονου! 

Η μόνη έξοδο απο το παράλογο 
είναι ο Μύθος 

Πρέπει να ζήσουμε μυθικά 

Χρειαζόμαστε μια Καινότερη διαθήκη 
με ρωμαλέα σύμβολα 

και συμπαγές ριτυαλ 

Η Ελλάδα θα μπορούσε 
να μας σώσει αν μας άφιναν 

να την ανακαλύπταμε! 
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Takis Papatsonis solved 
the problem of Albert Camus 

We must use 
our ability for pretence 

to bestow on our relationship 
with the natural world 

the innocence and immediacy 
of the primitive! 

The only egress from the irrational 
is Myth 

We must live mythically 

We need a Newer testament 
with potent symbols 
and a solid ritual 

Greece could 
be our salvation if we were allowed 
to discover it! 
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I allowed Maria to 
move me 

For so many years now 
I sought my Salvation 

through Woman 
(In order to be saved in this way 

THE CHARIOTEER 

one needs great good fortune,) 
I did not have it. 

I must save myself 
I must love myself 
My Life and my conduct 
Must vindicate me 

Every soul has some support 
without support souls 
roll down into the abyss 
of madness 



Fragments 

0 Pain-
ful 

sense of Ex
is-
tence 

a quick jerk-
off liberates (temp
orarily) my soul 
from vain pur-

and I sur
render 

to sleep 

suits 
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Η Μοναξιά είναι 

για τις υγιείς ψυχές 

τις γαλήνιες 

εμείς οι άλλοι 

θέλομε συντροφιά 

και σαματά 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

θέλουμε τον περισπασμό 

μες στες πολλές συναφιές 

για να μην ακούμε 

τις μέσα φωνές 
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Solitude is 
for the healthy souls 
the peaceful 

the rest of us 
want company 
and it's as if 
we want distraction 
in a multitude of contacts 

so as not to hear 

the inner voices 
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Μέσα μου κατοικούν ένας 

τρελλός 

κι ένα 

ΤΗΕ CHARIOTEER 

παιδί (τους ανακάλυψα τώρα τελευταία) 

ο τρελλός: 

τη ζωή 

που τον μισώ-

πολλές φορές με υποδύεται 

φοβάται 

(πρέπει διαρκώς να κατακτάς-

μου έλεγε προχθές-αλλοιώς διαλύεσαι 

ξανά στο παρελθόν που μένει πάντα 

σ ένα κλίμα Ηττας!) 

(εγώ-μου έλεγε προχθές

τρελλάθηκα όταν κατάλαβα πως 

είναι αδύνατο να κατακτάς συνέχεια 

Το παιδί: γυρεύει τη γυναίκα 

παριστάνει τον ήρωα 

ονειρεύεται πως τον θαυμάζουν 

και τον αγαπούν 

τον συγκινεί το ίνδαλμα του εαυτού του 

μέχρι δακρύων. (Είναι το μόνο πράγμα 

που πραγματικά τον συγκινεί) 

Το παιδί είναι φορέας του 

Ερωτατου 

Οίκτου και 

τουΦόβου 

Εκείνο το Ποτάμι στον Υπνο μου 

είναι του Παιδιού 
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Within me dwell a 
madman 

and a 
child (I discovered them just recently) 

The madman: whom I detest-

Life 

He often takes on my role 
Fears 

(you must win continuously-
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he said to me the other day-otherwise you disintegrate 
again into the past, which always exists 
in an air of Defeat!) 

(I-he said to me the other day
went mad when I realized that 
it's impossible to win continuously) 

The child: looks for the woman 
plays the hero 
imagines that he is admired 
and loved 

he is moved by the idol of himself 
to tears. Cit is the only thing 
that really moves him) 

The child is the carrier of 
Love of 
Pity and 
of Fear 

That River in my Sleep 
Is the Child's 
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I go crazy when I think 
that I can do nothing 
have nothing 
to offer 

THE CHARIOTEER 

(in order to become famous like 0 0 0 ) 

My God! We still need 
to be recognized 

Men of pleasure and pain 
possessed 
within them storms, rages 
violence 
within them loneliness 
screams 

Animals who know only 
need and urge 

and yet 

out of this violent reaction to pain and desire 

came 
their true-beautiful-work! 



Fragments 

This sudden, painful realization: 

I will never say to myself: "Well done!" 

fate allotted me an inadequate self 

I do not measure up to me 

Mainly, 
what stops me is 

fear 

(the fear that I will be defeated: I am incapable 
of accepting the fate of the defeated) 
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"Defense" "day-dream" 

those are key words 
to understanding the shape 
of my life up to today. 

Contributing factors: 

THE CHARIOTEER 

*THE PERILOUS IMAGE OF WOMAN 
THE MEANING-ILLUSION AXIS 

AND 
BABY-DEATH! 

*Words and passages in uppercase were included in English in the manuscript. 

Come, Theodosis Athas, 
stop the ruses 
stop the buggery 
stop the foolishness and the lies 

Tell us the TRUTH! 
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The Compromise 

the cunt 

that kills dignity! 

that never gives us the fulfillment 
we expect 

Until the sudden rain 

came 

(toward evening) 

and I was saved 

Yet during the night 
dreams are shoals 
and the old wound shatters 
like a volcano the painful 
images 

in my sleep the old suffering 
voice in passages where 
an air of panic 
moans 
and sweeps away 

abandonment and solitude of 
the betrayed 

sober) 
(if you can remain 

Every woman in the end 
an embrace of thorns! 

I look in the mirror 
despise the face I see 
bite my lips until they hurt 

"Bugger, learn to live alone-harshly and beautifully!" 
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Mother how to extricate myself 
from the soul-wounds 

A thousand and one soul-wounds 
and two thousand knots 
entwined forms 
the squares of thought 
and the rhombuses of my soul 

The errors and shapes 

THE CHARIOTEER 

become entangled and disentangled 
and my days are a sham 
and my actions pretexts 
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I took to the streets and 

walked 

for hours on end 

seeking some 

moving experience 

(I said:) whatever I have (within me) 

must find a counterweight 
in the outer world 

otherwise the balance will tip 
inward and I will fall 
into myself 

101 



102 THE CHARIOTEER 

I read some Ivan Goll 
In a translation by E. H. Gonatas: 

Ten Thousand Dawns 
Beautiful poetry with the imperial 
symbols of love: my Angel, 
no one knows ... that you are clover 
that the strawberries smell your lips 
that your immortal love is that which 
inspires the world 

I am no longer capable of that kind of poetry: 
such exuberant simplicities 
that enchant and move 
belong to the child-in-us. 

That child I have 
partly slain 
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0 my soul 
shine forth out of your blackness 

I want to speak: 

I do not find 

Away. 

Who and where is the enemy? 
Loaded down with sins 
With whores and 
Pimps 0 my soul 
You flail about in suffering 
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*Οχι-δεν ξεπέρασα την ανάγκη 

να επικοινωνήσω με την αγέλη 

Ο Κόσμος της Σκέψης μου μόνο για μένα 
καθόλου δε με συγκινεί 

Οι Σκέψεις μου θάταν σχεδόν ένας θησαυρός 
aχρείαστες αν μέναν ανεπικοινώνητες 

Ολο τούτο είναι ενα γαύγισμα 
να τραβήξει την προσοχή των άλλων 

Πίσω απ το φτερούγισμα του νου στα ύψη 
Ακούστε απ τα βάθη 

της καρδιάς το κλάμα 

Α ν ήταν για μένα μόνο, 

τι θέλω και γράφω 

θάφτανε να ονειρέυομαι. 

Ενα Εγώ και όλοι οι άλλοι 

πίσω απ αυτό το Εγώ 

Η ποίησή μου 
είναι ένα 

γαύγισμα 

για να τραβήξω την προσοχή σας. 

*This poem was crossed out by the poet in the manuscript. 
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No-I have not overcome the need 
to communicate with the herd 

The World of my Thought only for me 
does not move me in the least 

My Thoughts would almost be a treasure 
not needed if they remained uncommunicated 

All of this is a bark 
to attract the attention of the others 

Behind the soaring of the mind on the heights 
hear from the depths 
the cry of the heart 

If it was for me alone, 
why am I writing 
it would suffice to dream. 

An I and all the others 
behind that I. 

My poetry 
is a 
bark 
to draw your attention. 

lOS 
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Under my skin 
worms frisk 

in each of my pores lies 
an electric wire 
specks of dandruff 
explode like sparks 

madness hangs around me 

I imagine a gigantic machine 
squeezing and wringing me 

then they lay me on cool grass 
under the iodine and the salt 
of the sun 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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Nature 
barbarous Holy Mother 

we return 
violent and criminal 

to find peace in your meaning 

(But the siege is from within.) 

I imagined an erotic 
scene with my soul's 
imaginary 
woman 

(she didn't resemble 
Katherine) 

so you rise again 
0 my lady-soul 
with the mask of eros. 
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Defeat! 
Humiliation! 
Worthlessness! 

In the eyes 
of the Beloved 

Her look 
Pity 
Mockery 

Face of Fear 
and behind it 
Fear of the other: 

Who and where is the Enemy 

THE CHARIOTEER 

The heart knows only Shame and Want 
(I move among men as if in a 
minefield) 
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To become accustomed to the world 
To endure other people 
is too much 

To respect yourself 
(not in ignorance but in knowledge) 

Murder exists 
The murder you committed 
out of malice and postponed 
out of cowardice 

To respect your cowardly and most evil self 
requires high-mindedness 
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Thank you, Muse, 
for these broken bits 

of poetry. 
(The Fragmenta) 
I have finally found my voice! 
From Pseltskou TO NEW YORK 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Improbable migration, a fissure in the coherence of time 
-did you find anything worthwhile in the world 
of your 33 years, Being Ql4-l-36? 

-Poetic splashings 
sudden cool reflections 

kiss of Existence 

(e.g., evening flares 
in the distant sunset) 

Such grains of emotion vindicate 
33 irrational years 
from mother to whore 
from fear to terror 
from Pseltskou TO NEW YORK. 

I am two ends without a middle 
All past and future 
(that sinks bit by bit into the past) 
nostalgia and 
hope (born of nostalgia 
that idealizes that which when it was 
was unacceptable) 
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I am besieged from within 
0 You Green voice of health 
Mythical Springs 

Like arches of Triumph 
Beyond the season-of-Marina-and
of-Violet 

of the Little Dream with the lips 
ending in a vowel dolphin legs 
on school trips to the lake 

Mythical Nights 
Like Byzantium 

Without talking 
under the apple tree 

The heavens 
Gigantic Sieve 

Galaxy like Grains of Sand 

Sirius Stern like Science 
Antares red place of the Guerillas 

And the flesh, too, bound by these 
Stars with a thousand threads 

The Apple they called hope 
We eat it-spit out the seed 
And die 

Ending up in the 
Lunatic Asylum 
in Divorce 
in the politics of the public stain. 
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*Ηβη ... δέη σάρκας ... έκσταση ... βιβλία ... 
νύχτα χλοερή (που η μοναξιά μου επωάζει 

το μύθο Σου, η αφή μου λουλουδιάζει 

στην αφή σου) ... καλοκαίρι ... αμμουδερή 
ροή (αισθητή σχεδόν) του Γαλαξία 

της μηλιάς οι κλώνοι στη φυρή 

χλόη πλέκουνε τον ίσκιο τους στο δίχτυ ... 
Πως Σ' αγαπώ (δε λέγεται) Μα ως ΠΟΤΕ; φοβερή 

Η Σκέψη αυτή 

*This poem was crossed out by the poet in the manuscript. 
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Youth ... apprehension of the flesh ... ecstasy ... books ... 
verdant night (in which my solitude incubates 
your myth, my touch blossoms 
at your touch) ... summer ... sandy 
flow (almost palpable) of the Galaxy ... 

The branches of the apple tree weave their shade 
like a net on the shriveled grass 
How I love You (beyond words)-but until WHEN? Frightful 
That Thought ... 
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I am unclean 
bring me a] ordan 
But one will not be enough 
to cleanse me to cure me 
I am unclean 

THE CHARIOTEER 

unworthy concerning faith 
I have intercourse 
With skeletons and vampires 
I keep company with 
Fake-midwives and card-readers 
I have exchanges and acquaintances 
Among Pimps and false-patriots. 

Like a lantern 
This sudden idea 
Groped my mind: 

"THE 
CHRIST 
COMPLEX" 
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Day-dreaming is forbidden 

I will pass the time 
snacking 
on dry reality. 

I must digest the fact that 
Some things are 

perfected! 

TO HAVE LOST AND FOUND AND LOST AGAIN 

The good( days) and good( evenings) 
The how-are-yous the how-do-you-dos 
The excuse-rues and the my-greetings-to 

Prose of solitude 
Punctuation marks of a waterless day 
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ANGELA DAVIS you have moved me 

Because you have the enchantment of the very rare 
The power of the sudden 
The vibration of an irregular noun 

A thousand Negro whores 
You Revolutionary 

A thousand Negro Maids 
You Amazon 

There she is, the Only Black Woman, there she is 
whiter than Snow White 
How can the black handle of the baking-pan 
and the White Christ-Despot 
touch this Wind 
This lioness of Love 

From within the weakened blood 
of the depraved 
and the frightened ones 
the only Spark 
the only Cry 
More virtuous even than the cypresses 
More daring even than handguns 
More erotic than a Rally 
raises the Flag of Liberty 
early 
In the land of Final Compromise 
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Granddaughter of a maid 
and daughter of a whore 
sister of a pimp 
niece of a preacher 

This Undefiled 
Ebony Force 

draws the ancient Fury 
from the hearts of the duelers, the bards 
and the jesters 

our pain no longer benefits anyone 
my pride is absolute 
when I die cremate me like a Viking King 

I will have slain 10,000 whites 
I will have flooded the asphalt with laments. 

THE GREEKS DO NOT DESERVE THEIR HISTORY 
THE NIGGERS DO NOT DESERVE SUCH A WOMAN. 
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Suddenly a few 
moments of joy 

As if the poetry of life 
touched me 

as in a period of remission 

Again I bend over my soul 
again I hearken 
again I listen 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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A Fever for creativity 

possesses me. 

therefore I desired for myself 

the profession of creator. 

FOR RECOGNITION 

AGAINST ANONYMITY 

I NEED THE WORLD'S AFFIRMATION 

OF ME AND MY WORKS 

Ah! yes 
If I could remain 
calm 

human faces on the 
bus 

ugly 
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The problem is to go 
farther. 

Outside of passion and logic 
Into the world of the other. 

Here is a day-dream. 

I am leading an army 

THE CHARIOTEER 

I am marching against New York 

From the opposite bank of the river 
my artillery is shelling 

the skyscrapers 

I hit targets 

One 

By one 

They col-

lapse 
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Upright reefs one by one 
Rise up 
in my dreams 

The Dictators 

Tito Franco and Papadopoulos 
It was as if 
We had 

Become reconciled-
(for this I was terribly touched) 

I sketch the face 
of my life 

I am blind 

I must comprehend 
(by touching) 

the basic lines 
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Another allusion for the poet: 
--Mr. X 
is traveling on the surface 

(let's say) of the "sea" 

THE CHARIOTEER 

sometimes he ties strings that end 
in balloons 
sometimes he ties strings that end in 
weights 

Air-borne and Submarine 
Mr. Fishbird Piscator 
will be dependent on the length 

of the string 
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I want my child to have as mother 

my loved one 

I want his body to be 
like my imagination 
I want his soul to be 
like her face. 

But the child of my loved one has as father 

my enemy 

who dishonestly appropriated her love 
who enjoys the fruits of her face 

THIS IS THE KINGDOM AND 
NOW IS THE TIME 

And here I am deposed ostracized journeying 
Across this bald hill 
as from afar approaches 

the droning of night 
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" ... in the land of the Gerasines they rent pigs 
to the possessed" said Legion 
calm and indifferent, like one ready to die after 
communion 

and I remembered 

a night in the cemetery the girl 
with the black eye and thighs 
full of pinches what do you expect for ten 
dollars the rising of the dead? Something quick 
said I who walked around all night 
looking for pigs 

" ... when you are clean you die as easily 
as you live" said Legion, like a cypress" 

and I remembered 

Katherine my ancient wound, in her nightgown 
how she followed me to Hades, the darkness 
ended there in her arms, throat 
head in the light, swan in the moonlight, 
and then a little lamb, a hand-fed lamb of God waiting 
for love in the flesh, and I am not able, 
then a mare and plough-ox in an all-male office, 
then a goat chewing and chewing 
her grumbling like a poisonous branch 

three months 
married and not even one night together, the house cannot 
contain him, she would say to David, who listened with a 
compassionate air 'and you are so young and beautiful' 
he would reply with the maturity 
of the divorced-man waiting for her to throw 
off the sheepskin, David the usual unclean spirit 
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... the demon drives us to sin and sin 
to death, said Legion who for sufficient time 
walked naked in deserts and cemeteries 

and I remembered 

a night, black grass like bristles on the back 
of a boar and the girl frost-bitten with cold 
her mug sunk on my belly 
grunting sucking the unclean 
spirits 

while 

outside the guard-rail 
in a parked Cadillac hearse 

waits 

the whore-lord 
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When I vomit my soul 
I will look at her morbidly 
as the tubercular looks at his phlegm 
and as the constipated looks at his shit 

when I take out my heart 
I will toss it into a jar 
to leap like a little fish 
like a dumb little gold fish 

When I take out my brain 
I will put it in my flashlight 
to scratch with its beam 
the pachyderm at Night 

What else awaits 
The ill-begotten being? 
Can it find a drop of courage 
To pull the trigger 
To sublet tomorrow 
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... until one day 
I ceased to 
love her ... 

into the wind then 
set sail for the new 
love 

I have a fear: this time 
I won't come out of it 
alive 

A very cold day 

trumpet of Winter 
this bone-piercing 
cold 

It awakens the Meaning 
of Family 

NO ONE DIVORCES IN WINTER 
because the Wind rules the spaces 
the unfortunate moss dies 
and the wily Wolf lies in wait. 
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Indefinite momentary 
Flight of a bird 

Remained like a pencil-mark 
in the Sky 

How is it possible 
for me to live an entire life 
Without you? 

A moment from the 
flight of a bird 

A pencil-mark 
of coal 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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I am a great Combatant 
alone and unknown 

As if in the War of Some 
History 

One night 
A Little Child 
In the Haunted Forest 

Mommy 
Daddy 
I'm frightened poor thing 

dear jesus 
dear Virgin Mary 
I'll be a good little boy 

I bend over my soul 
as over a well 

The Rooster and the Dog 
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The stubborn whore 
and the Negro Pimp 

I am a cowardly Pig 
I am a piece of dry shit 
My soul is a fork 
My heart is pulp 

They must be discovered 
named 
and opposed 

The inner and outer 

Tyrants. 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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Bit by bit it fades 
Bit by bit is extinguished 
My soul's power for Her 

desolation in my soul 
my God what desolation 
without the meaning and tyranny of love 

LET ME SAY THIS, TOO 

NEVER HAD I POSSESSED 
A GREATER SOUL 

THAN THIS NOW 

TANGLED UP IN HER OWN 

JUNGLES 
CRYING OUT HER DEMONS 

DEMONS 
TREATING 

HER 
SHIT &: GLORY 

TO THE 4 WALLS OF THIS CAGE 

AND TO A LITTLE STRANGER-ME 
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Mid-winter darkness 
In the Street of Sin 
I was afraid of the Pimp 
She was afraid of the Law 

in a store's entrance 
I was not thinking of pleasure 

I was thinking about the drug 
that smelled 
and evoked 

cunt 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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it was lovely 

in the evening like a child 
he played beyond the walls 

(Fouli, litsa) 

the city 
(come, tonight we'll go ... ) 

was ready to turn on its lights 

returning home 
(I felt little trees 

and the Good Neighbor on the Porch) 
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Comfortable Innocent the World that offered itself 
(good evening) 
like a bouquet 

that lovely evening 
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Almost all of us waste 
Our time! 

THE CHARIOTEER 

I gathered up a thousand yearnings 
In the passing of time 
And you my heart became 
The money-box of pain! 



Fragments 

Applause 
applause 

brings me to tears 

Come let us go to sleep 

I said to myself 

to 

dream 

half our life is suspended in there! 

How mindless, in truth are tho 

se Gree 

Arrogant 
like Amazons 

and fuckers 

even of mares 

ks 
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I lay dynamite 
in the bowels of my subconscious. 

I cause awful explosions 
no matter how much my ego protects itself 

from time 
to time 

the stones 
capture it 

flabbiness of old age: 

of 
death 

the kingdom of the Body 
falls 
comically 
warning bells 

the flabbiness of old age shows the comic 
face of 

death 
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When I fall 

I open a trap
door 
and go down 

inside me 

Yes Hello Hello 

asleep 

Hello restless dead man 
Here calling you to the place that calls you 
Madam say cunt 
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Sometimes 

into these 

streets from some darkened 

building emerges 

the black female 

beast 

to devour 

the filthy 

flowers of 

men 

I am a 

Basement: with old junk 

a fold of sick sheep 

a secret conclave 

a rusted money-box 

a music box a pit full of 

snakes 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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Perhaps I must 

go down again 

to the Place of Shadows 

one descent was perhaps 

insufficient: 

behind these verses 

hides 

vanity 

"I SAY PULL DOWN YOUR VANITY" 

BE A MAN, YOU VAIN SONOFABITCH 

YOU MY ASS CREATOR 

BE TRULY A HUMAN-MAN 

SO THAT 

MANHOOD & HUMANITY 

MAY 

SUF 

FICE 
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HowOmuse 
Can I eulogize Stellios 
I would have preferred 
To toss him out 

HowOMuse 
can I praise Nikos 
I would have preferred 
To shit on him 

HowOMuse 
Can I sing the praises of Yiorgos 
I would have preferred 
To flay him 

HowOMuse 
can I celebrate Pagona 
I would have preferred 
To fuck her 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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NOTHING DIES 

SANE 

I THINK AS THE LAST 
INST ANT SUSP 
ENDS THE 
FIN 
AL SPA 
SM 

THERE OCCURS A ... 

MADNESS 
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revenge: 
that's something 
worth 
spending 
the bright essence 
of an honest mind on 

far down the dark deserted 
street the Shadow 

THE CHARIOTEER 

watches me acting upon orders 
of the Regime 
but the Regime will fall and then 

the Shadow, tossing aside the shadowy 
will become a pair of shining eyes 
a mouth that cries out pointing at me 

He was with them ... 

Tremble, solitary wolf. 
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Theodosis Athas: tell us the Truth! 

1. If you were a Black in the American South 
what would you do? 

2. If you were a sodomite in Mani 
what would you do? 

3. An artist among the Greeks of America 
what would you do? 

4. If you were a true Greek 
under the Papadopoulos government 
what would you do? 

where would you find the courage? 
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Lieutenant Calley I shudder 
to think how much I am like you 
shiny exterior 
kept me in obscurity 
something inside me summons 
Lieutenant Calley 

CALLEY'S CRIME 

THE CHARIOTEER 

DONE FOR ALL ETERNITY 
A THRUST OF HATE 
IN THE HEART OF DARKNESS 

AND THE AVERAGE HEART APPROVES 
AND THE GOOD HEART FORGETS 

AND THE DREAMER WHO DREAMT 
OF MAN'S SALVATION 

RAGES 

"God is a rock" 
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Bit by bit the words grow fewer 

Poetry, where are you hiding? 
behind what cloud? 
beneath what rock? 

we are losing now the power 
of devotion 

my poetic Passion 
you have become vapor 

the hands of Neuroses 
have drained you 

I thank you 

Love 

for abandoning me 
because now you will return 
with another face 
so that I can experience you one more time 
as you exist before 
Lost Time 
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I have an awkward 
Wooden tongue 
And I have so much 
To say 

We made it through today 
the results of the medical 
examinations are negative 
the police did not arrest me 
and fortunately in my path 
there were no criminals 
I sinned and broke the law 
but no one 
saw me 
my shame 
and my fears are known 
only to me 

We made it through today! 

Now I am safe in my skin 
in my room 
and I am preparing 
to open the trap-door 
of sleep 

to descend inside myself 
like a fugitive 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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Give them time 
give them enough time 
for the brain to be accustomed 
to their existence 

and everything will appear 
as 
absolutely rational 

So given over to your weaknesses, 
My soul, you do not realize 
Your power 
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... and one day I will say: 
She, too, was 
one of the spirits 
of this world 

spirits that charm 
that tie us to life 
that make life sweet 
and bitter 

Spirit of the morning 
gurgling of water in the brook 

spirit of the trees 
chirping in the leaves 

spirit of the far West 
with the fires of the sun 

spirit of the sudden 
beautiful rain on summer 
afternoons 

spirit of recovery 

And so she, too, was 
one of the spirits 
that I will glorify 

even though she stirred 
in evil and dangerous times 
with a haft 
In the cauldron of my soul 

all the black scalding 
tar 

THE CHARIOTEER 



Fragments 

Silhouettes of houses 
in the dull blue background 
of the evening sky 

summer the first 
evening lights 

The city exudes a promise 
of Eros 

as I walk along 
I feel buoyant 

At the insistence of the beasts 
that cry out to him "Stay" 
the People should not 
remain 
the beasts they are 

Who will save the World 
from its horror? 

Who dares to dispel the Error 
When he sees the Horror of Truth? 
Who can wage Battle 
When he no longer believes in Victory? 
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THE GUERILLAS IN JORDAN 
DEFEATED AND QUARRELING 

N.Y. Times 5-18-71 

These are men 

mute and darkened 
faces 

square clenched jaws 
that do not flinch 

fierce and humble glance 
and focused 
on some knowledge 
among the soul's most secret 

not complainers 

pity is backward 
applause 
deceptive as a swarm of "viva"s 

and the kindness of the nurse 
a child's dream of 
motherhood 

THE CHARIOTEER 

the enemy was harsh and honorable 
Life is harsh and free 

only man is dishonorable 
a dangerous slave 
a misspelled out of tune 
song 

These are men 

(they return without paeans, without 
the breeches of Victory as a banner) 
hauling like a huge Mill-stone 

Defeat! 
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Here there are no starry nights 
no days with swallows 

Here there are no seas with dolphins 
mountains crowned with snow 
and cloud 

Here the waters do not flow 
trees do not drone harmoniously 

(I will write an idyll about glass and asphalt) 

Here there is no neighborhood there is no neighbor 
there is no evening with a figure seated 

at the doorstep 

Here there is no Angelos Sikelianos 
Here there is no Holy Virgin or Icon 

(I will find the lyricism of Coca Cola) 
(I will construct an Epic: The Skyscraper-iad) 

Here there are no equinoxes 
with the poles of Easter 
and of St. Demetrios 

Here there are 365 exact copies 
of day Zero 
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Youth passes 
the flesh wears out 
love is doomed 
by Marriage and Time 
friends always tire and 
are indifferent 

THE CHARIOTEER 

The People will be transformed, irrefutably 
into a beast 
the Homeland slays 
She left 

Those afflicting me have become numerous 

Terrified, confused, terrorized 
and uncertain, I come back to you 
Poetry, 
vanished homeland 
you are the only thing 
that does not know betrayal 
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l. I have gonorrhoea 
father is dying 
my belly is growing fat 
mother is going crazy 
from the fear that is raging 
the boundaries are narrowing 

2. Who is it that beckons Come? 
Rubbish rules 
there is no support 
The woodcock-like old woman 
who beckons me strangely 
I have named Madness 

3. Self-loving with different names 
uncompromising, fragments 
of men, the creatures 
and god-our father 
and savior, down to our days 
has come as simply an Interjection! 

Who and where is the Enemy 
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Among so many metastasizing Dictatorships 
the few bright and courageous spirits 
Are like desperate cells 
At the foothills of Cancer 

# 

I have the outline of a mythical summer 
in my mind 

which I will never find again in nature 

so be it: 

# 

these minor-poetic 
testimonies-one of my 
myriad selves 

this Newer Testament 

filings of pain 
ransom of conscience 
infinitely-small spot 
in the endless white shroud of Eternity 

so be it: 
for some sensitive young dreamer 
in his eighteenth summer 

on his pleasant evening 
with love buzzing all around 
toward the unreachable apex 
of Myths 

these poetic testimonies 

# 
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Contrary to all that abolishes imagination 
all that immobilizes 
all that weighs down 

alone and few 
against the status quo those two or three 

like a few living cells 
in the foothills 

of cancer 

so are they always 
those 
two or three 

# 

Sometimes 
during my suspect night-time 

walks I see 
the city opening 

its innards 
and washing up ... 

the pavement of the street has been dug up 

by syphilis 
the door-knobs drip 

gonorrhea 
at the entrance of a store 
a harpy slays the 
penisofavagabond 

(the vagabond falls down) 
tomorrow the papers 
will stink 
of death 
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toothless night 
trace of laughter on the ruined mouth 
of a negress 

and the baking pan full of rings 
like a thin rattlesnake 

somewhere here smelly dark 
rivers flow out 

cunts: 
ruined fields 

# 

I remembered you again tonight 

and as the evening was lovely 
I went for a walk in the streets 

alone 

with you 

for a long time 
in my thoughts 
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The Injustice of the World 
stares at us 

from the mirror 

My Homeland and my Mother 
embarrass me 

we are allergic beings 
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Primordial voices and images 
say that the 

Soul is 
heavy rocks 
and dark water 

THE CHARIOTEER 

behind the Screen with the Microphone 
countless people 

don't talk to me of intellectuals 
and teachers 
painters of 
the human surface 

talk to me about wolf-poets 
about separated lovers (as they lie dying) 

about my blood and Mediterranean passion 

I look for the place 
where every word 
becomes a hero 

What Myth 
is today 
the homeland of man? 
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After so much blood 
and so many words 
about Democracy 
and justice 
and the bread of the people 
and the enlightenment 

After four 
trips to the moon 
and 40 heart transplants 
and a little bottle 
of birth control pills in the purse 
of my little sister 

The Byzantine Dynasty of the Duvaliers 
reigns in Haiti 
and Captain Big-cock 
along with his henchmen 
drives the chariot of the Sun 

out of the pitch darkness of the popular soul 
Emerge 

diet 
a 

tors 
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A well 
A hoarse megaphone 

Whirlwinds 
Moons 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Shells with whispers and humming 
On a Homeric shore 

the unfeeling urbanites 
receive them without complaint 

the pigs in uniform 
come together grunting 
for the Great Doxology 

Greece 
cow in white robe 
gazes with 
cow-like glance 

At the trains 
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Constantine Palaiologos! 
I hold the bridle of your horse 
My Petrified 
King, 

Your horse is a Mountain 
and upon it 
like an ivory tower 
your sparkling 
Virtue 

(Christians forgive me 
Greeks: we will all die 

voluntarily) 

Would that I had died 
with you 
at the Last Hour of the Millenium 

163 



164 

SHE MARRIED 

A part of my lung 
removed 

I am left with the longing 

my plaintive night 

gone is our little mouse 
our lambkin 
our kitten 

our little love 
our little sister 
our little soul 

Katerinaki 
the covered ancient wound 
hemorrhages once again 

toward freedom again 
I fly 
and shudder 

Those who are sealed by Eros 
will be betrayed 

handsome and wretched 

The fantastic House 
In the embrace of winter 
She bent over her knitting 
if it is a boy we will name him Philip 

The Fantastic House has crumbled 

THE CHARIOTEER 

out of the ruins of desires: courage and moral standards 
to move ahead 
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Inside 
these 
pages 

I will circulate 

without a Mask 

"the mirrors will be terrified" 
seeing the nakedness that is called 

ANIMA 

I thought I would put my cats 
In some order 

But every beginning 
Is also a new type of failure 

I am a basement 

matresses of old 
beds 

music 

With 

s 

from rickety springs 

0 

d 

ing 
th 
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Let each of us return to his own 
impasse 

we who a short time ago tore 
each other's flesh 
as if seeking to be rid 
of love. 

You have almost 
a whole day left 

fill it with telephone calls 
with aimless walks 
past shop-windows 

go away 

THE CHARIOTEER 

and if you think of me 

and cannot remember 
my face 
(because of course not even once 
did we look at one another) 

don't insult me by feeling 
nauseous 
because, my good Whateveryournameis 

I am not entirely 
non-existent! 
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Death equals 
The faces seen a thousand times 
the words spoken a thousand times 
in deserted places walked over a thousand times 

Sisyphos, be reassured 
we are fine 
Sisyphos, be reassured 
you have company 

A smelly vagabond 
awaits loves 
at the corner 

he makes vulgar gestures 
to the old women 

The 
(ageless) 

gro 
tesquevul 
gar 

VAGABONDDEATH! 
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A Shifting Shoal 
This Time 

And its verses 

Fish 

rising up from the 
dark 

waters (whirlpool-days) 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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A restless and dark phantom within me 
always engaged me in anguish 
and distraction 

"demon" or foreign god that enticed me 
into the foggy marshes 
depriving me 
of the superb sense of Being 

a few times (very few) I listened to the good news 
and a few times I was at peace 
and sang praises 

I calculate the gain and the loss 

and here I am 
an acrobat on the wire 
of Panic 

in the land and shadow of death 
above the abyss of Drums 
while 
in the depths yawns 

Nothingness 
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Two filthy vagabonds 
Commotion and Confusion 
drag me 

by the feet 

(I shriek Un 
help 
ed) 

to drown 
me 

in the Latrine of Death 

GOD 

THE CHARIOTEER 
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A cup-bearer in Prodigal Times 
Lord have mercy 

Charioteer of Wandering and of Distraction 
Lord have mercy 

Pleasure-loving rather than God-loving 
Lord have mercy 

Cowardly, Fatal and Depraved 
Lord have mercy 

Falling short about faith 
Lord have mercy 

Rapacious embezzler of Love 
Lord have mercy 

Traitor and Matricide as much as possible 
Lord have mercy 

One against a thousand selves 
Lord have mercy 

Blind in ears and mind and eyes 
Lord have mercy 

Blind in heart 
Lord Our God. 
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Poems are not 
sheep 

to be penned up 

to throw bait to 

fish 

Are not prizes of the Victor 

THE CHARIOTEER 

(They are famished hawks 
falling like stones 
from the sky 

corpses washed up 
by the sea in the Moonlight 

a maimed soldier 
trembling in the wind 

after the battle) 

Poems are the Glory 
of Defeat 
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who and where is the enemy? 
... and then I saw him 

approaching 
his face 
shapeless 

the Frightful One 
The One of dreams 
panic loosed my knees 
I gritted my teeth 

"Show your papers" 
I thought I shouted 

He laughed with his wolf's teeth 
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(malignant lymphosarcoma 
Terror in a handful of dirt) 

FULL of Cancer!!! 
he said 

I opened my hands, without papers: 

AndGODwas 
not 

God 

an Interjection 
He was 

I said 

My God 
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Περάσαμε το Σύνορο 

Εδώ τελειώνει το Τουνέλι των Ζόφων 

Βγαίνουμε στο άλλο φως 

( φιλημένοι απ τον θάνατο) 
καιρός να τελειώσει και το ποίημα 
ΤΟΥΤΟ ΤΟ ΠΟΙΗΜΑ ΝΑ ΜΕ ΔΙΑΔΕΧΘΕΙ 

κάτω απο το Α λ λ ο Φως το τοπίο 

μου αποκαλύπτει 

καινούργια σχήματα 

εγω ο Τρικυμιώδης 
και Δαιμονόπληκτος 

βαδίζω προς την Α ταραξία! 

διασχίζω αργά και ήρεμα 

το δροσερό Τριφύλλι 

σκέφτομαι ... χωρίς ... να σκέφτομαι 

ΕΙΜΑΙ 

Α! η Ψυχή δεν θέλει άλλο την Εχτρα 

Ελάτε λοιπόν φίλοι μου, 

όταν σας αγγίζουνε κλαριά 

θάναι τα χέρια μου 

Μάνα: αν για τη λεφτεριά μου σούγινα φονιάς 
ήτανε της Ζωής επιταγή 

τώρα θα γίνω σπίτι να 

σε προστατεύσω 

Αγάπη: Σ' αγαπώ πιά τέλεια! 

Θάρχομαι πάντα μέσα από 

τα 

ποιήματα 

του 

κόσμου 
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We crossed the Frontier 
The Tunnel of Darkness ends here 
We come out into the other light 

kissed by death 
Time for the poem to end as well 
MAY THIS POEM SUCCEED ME 

Beneath the 0 t h e r Light the landscape 
reveals 
new shapes to me 

I the Stormy One 
The One beset by demons 

walk toward Freedom from Passion! 
slowly and calmly I cross over 
the Dewy Clover 

I think ... without ... thinking 

lAM 

Ah! the Soul no longer wills Animosity 

Come then my friends, 
when branches touch you 
they will be my hands 

Mother: if I became your murderer for my freedom 
it was Life's order 
now I will become a house to 
protect you 

Love: I love you perfectly now! 
I will always come out from 

the 
poems 
of the 
World 
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I wandered among the enchantments 
and charms of this world 

I wandered 
and devoted myself to them 

I wandered about in its mists 
a wineskin 
full of death 

and yet 
little birds left and right 
were calling to me 
from the bushes and the foliage 

and that landscape 
wedged like a hull 
in ancient times 

THE CHARIOTEER 

chattering springtime awakening 
I wandered among chirping mornings 
among evenings creeping 
into verdant caves 
on summer evenings 
when love emerged crowned 
with fireflies 

sweet sleep of the Innocent 
0 universe 

Floating tall 
the Galaxy billowing like a sail 

Moon on the mast 

I wandered 
among the eucalyptus 
and the granite 

wineskin 
full of 
death 

and dreams 
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We crossed the Frontier 
the Tunnel of Darkness ends here 
We come out into the other light 

kissed by death 
time for the poem to end as well 
MAY THIS POEM SUCCEED ME 

THE CHARIOTEER 

beneath the 0 t h e r Light the landscape 
reveals 
new shapes to me 

I the Stormy One 
beset by demons 

walk toward Freedom from Passion! 
slowly and calmly I cross over 
the Dewy Clover 

I think ... without ... thinking 

lAM 

Ah! the Soul no longer wills Animosity 

Come then my friends, 
when branches touch you 
they will be my hands 

Mother: if I became your murderer for my freedom 
it was Life's command 
now I will become a house to 
protect you 

Love: I love you perfectly now! 

I will always come out from 
the 
poems 
of the 
World 
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THEODOSIS ATHAS, THE POET 

BY REGINA PAGOULATOU 

With speech, with living language, communication among us becomes 
more direct, more affectionate. That medium of living speech-both 
oral and written-made possible for Theodosis Athas his well-known 
popularity, which we witnessed as a people's pilgrimage before his cof
fin. 

Before his death few people knew him as a skillful master of the writ
ten word-as a Poet! 

Let us therefore discover the poet, who, armed with youth and tal
ent, dreamed of conquering life. And let us follow his path through his 
verse in this place that "is not conducive to poetry," as he himself says. 
Yet in this place where: 

Here there is no Angelos Sikelianos 
Here there is no Holy Virgin or Icon 

Here there are no equinoxes 
with the poles of Easter 
and of St. Demetrios 

Here there are 365 exact copies 
of day Zero 

he will stand out among the intellectual Greek community as its un
doubtedly most exceptional member and among the best of contempo
raries in Greece, and will reach the height of his poetic maturity in his 
barely thirty-eight tragic years. 

That weak child with the expressive eyes who would fall over in a 
wind, endowed by Divine Poetry, will begin his poetic career from the 
nostalgia and beauty of Greece. In order to sing with pain, passion and 
frustration from here about the "other place," which "takes on sub
stance only through recollection." He will sing about it with bitterness, 
because he does not find the ancient glory of the place sufficient for 
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today. Because, in truth, it is not sufficient for us to continuously beat 
the drums behind the brilliance of antiquity, certain with good con
science that we have ensured everything for ever and ever. Without 
adding to antiquity something to preserve it, or without renewing or 
reviving by deeds the Ancestral Glory which day by day declines and 
wanes, leaving only a faraway myth. 

Greece-my myth! 
my Passion! 

I too am a worm, in your small-souled 
everydayness, 

I envision 
Your Grandeur! 

What and where and when! 

My God! What a tragic, poetic waste 
The faces 
The spirits 
The beautiful members 

Ashes in a lekythos 
Kneaded with tears 
Seasoning of Lethe 

What a waste 
For the beast called The People 
The eternal ox 
The lost one 

In addition to the joy and honor he brought me when he was alive 
by entrusting his unpublished poems to me, which we discussed for 
hours on the telephone-leaving me now with an abundance of sor
row-he asked me once, as Lynnaios, whether the "Songs in the Time 
of Silence" would strike a chord in the heart and lips of the People. 
Whether they would be sung. 

I believe that if those poems had been linked then to the name 
ATHAS--and I told him that repeatedly-which would have stood as a 
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guarantee of success-regardless of their real value and as poems of the 

unknown Lynnaios-they would have enjoyed a more stable and visi

ble success in the Diaspora, as they did in Greece's intellectual circles, 

which he would have been able to realize while still alive. Those poems 

have a popular basis and present us with a full account of a bitter era. 
But we are sometimes cheap and idiosyncratic as a People, and we 

like to stick with proven brands. And that is well, if the brand is at least 

worthy At other times however, we worship empty titles and heavy

sounding hollow names and are drawn behind the gilded chariot of the 

great "nothing," which attracts us. While, on the other hand, we pass 

by, indifferent, looking down on real substantial values. 
But, apart from that, we will respect the confessional verse of the 

poet: 

I know: those who wounded me 
are not at fault 
(It's no one's fault that I am so weak) 

in order to hear with compassion and understanding another confes

sion of his: 

I am unclean 
bring me a] ordan 
But one will not be enough 
to cleanse me to cure me 
I am unclean 

unworthy concerning faith 
I have intercourse 
With skeletons and vampires 
I keep company with 
fake-midwives and card-readers 
I have exchanges and acquaintances 
among pimps and false-patriots. 

Thus, he desperately seeks purification and catharsis! Divided by his 

tragic fate into a thousand selves, one of them often struggling against 

the others, he always turns inward. Not only because, no matter how 



182 THE CHARIOTEER 

much he searches, he cannot find "a counterweight in the outside 
world," but because sleep and dreams are the flow of conscience: 

Come let us go to sleep 
I said to myself 

to 

dream 

half our life is suspended in there! 

Indeed, "besieged by the inner world" he sinks and disappears 
through the dark trap-door, where a vulture continuously devours his 
flesh. And that necessary, introverted, repetitious journey requires super
human strength, since it leads to a clash with the outside world. An 
untamable ravenous self is not satisfied with anything. Everything lacks 
taste, is unsatisfactory, despite his ravenous hunger, and his eclecticism. 

It is unacceptable to say that even he himself did not know what he 
wanted or what he sought. Yet he was conclusively death-oriented and 
at the same time patiently courageous, to live with a faithful compan
ion, an invincible and sometimes willfully obscure enemy, who every so 
often tries hard to call into question his deceptive presence: 

in Solitude and Desperation 
my soul 
you are an apprentice and are wearing out 

who and where is the Enemy? 

Negresses, whores and vampires 
Will suck my blood 

who and where is the Enemy? 

in Freedom and in Love, my soul 
you soar and tremble 
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He is always struggling to ignore the existence of the enemy and he 

has the courage not to surrender, despite the fact that: 

Day-dreaming is forbidden 

I will pass the time 
snacking 
on dry reality. 

I must digest the fact that 
Some things are 

over! 

TO HAVE LOST AND FOUND AND LOST AGAIN 

This basic and physical enemy on the one hand, and on the other his 

ascending poetic trajectory over time, in the face of many adversities, 

drained the vitality of the light, luminous, polychrome Greek element, 

which was so dominant in his first-published here and there-poems. 

And he said to the boy with the golden hair: 

"Wait and I will come and bring you from the West 

the fashioned gold, the embroideries of Venice 

the blankets of Damascus 
rich heavy rugs; ivory from the Ganges ... 
and he said: Be patient and don't cry . . . and don't let your 

sweet almond eyes fill with tears ... 

I expected you to be carefree, throwing pebbles into 

the streams, to throw stones at the lizards sunning 

themselves, 
to climb the fence; 
and you came but-alas-the streets bent your beautiful 

body. 
A myriad cares weigh on your bold eyebrows; 

and your appearance is changed. 
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What you saw and what you lived through-when you 
appeared before me-

l see in your eyes, contaminating the old 
childlike grace. 
What if you laid Venetian lace at my feet? 
In my heart I mourn you as dead, boy with the golden hair, 
horseman of dreams. 

Yet out of misery and daily life he will identify the generosity of the 
Popular Soul, which blossoms in the joy of just ONE, in a collective, 
mass celebration: 

There are countless crosses 
on the hilltops of my village, 
there are countless crosses 
for villagers who are absent. 
there are fifty-two Sundays 
a year in my village, 
fifty-two Sundays-
and a wedding on each one. 
And everyone disregards death 
at the weddings in my village, 
everyone disregards death 
and worships the bride! 

At other times he will cry out for huge ideals, like the collective 
good, setting aside laments and troubles: 

To the masts of our sailing boats 
we yoked the stallions of Phoebus 
but the keel is a wedge 

in the ebbing tide. 
We paint the stone benches 
with whitewash. Christ is risen! 
Marina is tubercular. 

Long live Liberty! 
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Saint Hospitality, in the carefree coupling of the beauty of the Greek 
landscape with rich emotion, will find its way into his lean verse, when 
he invites God himself, as if he was our brother, to offer him the myrrh 
and magic of night's secrets! 

After the virgin polychrome of his verses, he will succeed-less pure 
now-in lending to his poetry a rough simplicity, since: he will "write 
an idyll with glass and concrete," since life demands it of him: 

How did I arrive, without noticing, here 

at this boundary-marker of my age 

neither a young man, nor an old man 

with only the yearning of youth without hope 
with only the old man's panic without the knowledge 
given to pleasure rather than to God 
on this bald spot 
where the dusty road 
turns 

How did I reach this point? 

And yet, just before reaching this point, at the curve of "this dusty 
road," he will celebrate Greece, not with the common morbid nostalgia 
of the immigrant, but with a nostalgia clearly heroic, as is appropriate 
to her drama. From the clarity of that nostalgia both history and his 
political credo will be writ large. 

-in the time of a tomorrow and the space of a yesterday 
we lived with thanks to our resolve and we live thanks to 

your resolve! 

That is how you always rise, Greece, with storms. 
You rise up from the depths of time roaring. 
From the swamp of the World you rise up and blossom 
A swarm of legends that explode like fireworks in my century. 
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The deaths of handsome young men mark the apogee of your 
trajectory 

Handsome young men will again die beautiful deaths 

Then, with Christian symbols he will initiate us into an ascending 
prophecy, distilled out of the "beautiful deaths." 

Long live Herod. 
Long live Pilate. 
The many shouts of "long live" 
Will bring them down, 
When your azure skies 
Will part, 
Greece, and your Pentecost 
Will shine forth! 

Elsewhere, with his burning satire he will excoriate whatever he 
considers to be wrong, dishonest, unjust, worthless or not beneficial for 
the Diaspora community. And again, with the mindset of a free spirit, he 
will without beating around the bush, reprove doleful Dynasties and 
Force: 

out of the pitch darkness of the popular soul 
Emerge 

diet 
a 

tors 

the unfeeling urbanites 
receive them without complaint 

the pigs in uniform 
come together grunting 
for the Great Doxology 
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Greece 
cow in white robe 
gazes with 
cow-like glance 

At the trains 
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But he will not take on only dynasts with a political mask. In his 
case, his own illness-which rules over him and consumes him-is also 
a dynast: 

They must be discovered 
named 
and opposed 

The inner and outer 

Dynasts. 

Greek mother. Tragic, black-clothed figure 
with the stone womb 

you invade the dream of your infant with an 
air of panic 

you cry out the Coming of Disaster 
you cry out the first word of Death 
you inoculate your innocent infant 
with the Terror and Fear of your own night 
you escape from the Tyrant Man 
and move into the soul of your child. 

This possessive Mother with her despotic love we will find else
where, celebrated by the poet himself, spinning patience and hope, with 
stoicism and anger: 

I have waited for you a long time 
My son, my boy, 
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By my cold fireplace 
With my distaff. 

Wretched time, wretched day 
Wretched blowing of the wind. 

Virgin Mary, my spindle 
Has made me dizzy 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Would that the pillar of my house 
Might break the chains 

Wretched house, wretched death. 
Wretched sky of Yaros 

Nevertheless, since: 

Every soul has some support 
without support souls 
roll down into the abyss 
of madness, 

he will seek refuge from the turmoil in his soul beside that same mother 
with the hopelessness of vanity: 

Mother how to extricate myself 
from the soul-wounds 

A thousand and one soul-wounds 
and two thousand knots 
entwined forms 
the squares of thought 
and the rhombuses of my soul 

The errors and shapes 
become entangled and disentangled 
and my days are a sham 
and my actions pretexts 

Despite the fact that the weighty cloud of death floats above him, 
more threatening from day to day, narrowing his horizons, his verses are 
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not without the tenderness of love, which comes to soften the anguish, 
even if for a short while, so that love, too, can be considered later, as a 
new void in his life: 

I imagined an erotic 
scene with my soul's 
imaginary 
woman 

(she didn't resemble 
Katherine) 

So you rise again 
0 my lady-soul 
With the mask of eros. 

Or 

Every woman in the end 

an embrace of thorns! 
... until one day 

I ceased to 
love her ... 

into the wind then 
set sail for the new 
love 

I have a fear: this time 
I won't come out of it 
alive 

Thus, not even love itself will have any ability to reverse his 
inevitable and indeed predicted end, shortly before which he will write 
in a heartrendingly peaceful ode: 
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Love: I love you perfectly now! 
I will always come out from 

the 
poems 
of the 
World 

THE CHARIOTEER 

And, indeed, how else? To whom would he come, since life itself was 
for him essentially a denial? Since it fought him mercilessly with the 
weapon of illness as his enemy and deprived him of even its simplest 
gift: Paternity? This tragic personage, Theodosis Athas, who sucked out 
his blood, transforming it to humor before the microphone, will sing a 
majestic lament: 

I want my child to have as mother 

my loved one 

I want his body to be 
like my imagination 
I want his soul to be 
like her face. 

But the child of my loved one has as father 
my enemy 

who dishonestly appropriated her love 
who enjoys the fruits of her face 

THIS IS THE KINGDOM AND 
NOW IS THE TIME 

And here I am deposed ostracized traversing 
this bald hill 
as from afar approaches 

the droning of night 
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He must therefore seek refuge elsewhere. He must hold fast to some
thing! 

His early poems are flooded with religious emotion, which is some
times intensified by his choice of subject. 

With time, his religious quest seeks something more specific, more 
concrete, once he has passed through the flame of life's experience and, 
especially, has been galvanized in the furnace of his illness. And so, this 
cleansed quest will give us its apophthegmatic and sincere distillate, 
since: 

Among 
these 
pages 

I will circulate 

without a Mask 

"the mirrors will be terrified" 
seeing the nakedness that is called 

ANIMA 

This same, naked soul will suffer various shocks and subsidence 
from the industrialized conscience of our society, rights, wars, injustice, 
inhumanity and oppression. All this material channeled successfully by 
his instinct and poured into his poetry is a solid witness of his external 
surroundings with the scent of the age, like a historical deposition. 
While at the same time his internal reactions dictate the mystery of exis
tence. Sometimes, through liberation and confession, but always 
through wonder, he will find himself in the wide fields with the "Green 
Voice of Health." 

Until then, this demon-plagued soul will find himself face to face 
with God and will "without papers" accept his existence. The existence 
of his own God as only an INTERJECTION, which is only the echo of 
his own inner voice. His God is something more tragically existent: 
ABANDONMENT, in the form of "malignant lymphosarcoma: terror in 
a handful of dirt." 
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Who and where is the enemy? 
... and then I saw him 

approaching 
his face 
shapeless 

THE CHARIOTEER 

the Frightful One 
The One of dreams 
panic loosed my knees 
I gritted my teeth 

"Show your papers" 
I thought I shouted 

He laughed with his wolf's teeth 

FULL of Cancer!!! 

(malignant lymphosarcoma 
Terror in a handful of dirt) 

he said 

I opened my hands, without papers: 

And GOD was 
not 

God 

I said 

an Interjection 
He was 

My God 

In the bitter experience of his daily physical death, which he battles 
abandoned and unaided, but courageously, his religious philosophy 
becomes more firmly fixed, as it arises clearly from these macabre 
images: 

Two filthy vagabonds 
Commotion and Confusion 
drag me 
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by the feet 

(I shriek Un 
help 
ed) 

to drown 
me 

in the Latrine of Death 

!GOD 

a few times (very few) I listened to the good news 
and a few times I was at peace 
and glorified 

I calculate the gain and the loss 

and here I am 
an acrobat on the wire 
of Panic 

in the land and shadow of death 
above the abyss of Drums 
while 
in the depths yawns 

Nothingness 
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A glimmer of comfort-Christ's martyrdom-shines like a halo on 
his anguished mind, in this cycle of vanity, where the harsh and unbear
able fate of Defeat lies in wait for him. And his identification with Christ 
is the pinnacle of his own martyrdom with the heavy unbearable cross 
of illness. This is the Crucified Poet: 
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Like a lantern the mind groped 
this sudden 

idea: 
'THE 

CHRIST 
COMPLEX" 

THE CHARIOTEER 

Thus, Crucified, he will reach the end of Life. Betrayed by life he will 
place her spoils at her feet: his breath and the poetry that will succeed 
him. 

the People's favorite always dies 
His friends carry him up high 
And behind him all the people 

bound together tightly in a Karpathian dance 
and at the back alone 
Sorrow 

a young woman 
in her voluptuous black crepe 
drives the People to frenzy 

and the People's favorite always dies 

Theodosis Athas is not dead! He will always wander among us, a pal
pable presence. Because the only thing he did not compromise or capit
ulate before was Death itself. Because this poetry of his is itself a Victory 
over Death. 
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CRESCENDO 

again handsome young men will die 

in the embrace of the day 
they will die 
wedged in the jaws of death 

beautiful deaths 

up high on the mythical threshing floors of summer. 

again handsome young men will sprout 

not knowing 
but believing 

in death 

in a world sung by girls 
in a world spoken of in their desire 

when the stars became cymbals in the sky in august 
and the grass 
and the night 
was glorious 

unbridled young men will climb up to unreachable terraces 

danger will be the ideal clear 
(in the limbs of night 

the moon will glide, all fear and promise 

and the young men will be rabid 

held by the bridle of passion 
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to die in their beautiful passion 

not knowing 
not believing 
that death is a state 
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that is how you always rise, Greece, with storms. 
you rise up from the depths of Time roaring. 
from the swamp of the World you raise up a blossoming 
a swarm of legends that explode like fireworks in my century 
the deaths of handsome young men mark the apogee of your 

trajectory 

handsome young men will again die beautiful deaths 
in the embrace of night 
under the wheels of the galaxy 
in the embrace of day 
against the sun 

a footnote on the tare of time 
(it should not be read) 

disintegration survives the desert 
returns filth evil and biases 
and the pigs in uniform with the funerary lie 
and minor poets lowing like cattle 
on the ancient grass and the vulgar orations 
puffing up withered names like balloons 

and black-clad 
matrons adorned with the whitewash 
of pain and villagers 
fathers uncomfortable 
in their trifling pride 

staggering from 
some 

memorial 

Recited by Carmen Karka 

return 

farther away the cicadas nibble at the sun 
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(lll€€1} OB1hOOOX ARChi>IOOOSG OF HOiffh ~D SOUTh AMSRIC1t. 
OOHHIKH OPfJOAOO:OC APXIeHICfiOOH BOPeiH 1Y NOTIH AMmliHC 

10 EAST 1ttll STRm, NEW YORK.II.Y. 10021 • T£l.:(212) 621H!!i00 • CA8L£: ARC:HGR££K,IIEW YORK 

May 20, 1974 

Dear Friends, 

I was moved and much obliged by your very warm and finely crafted 
invitation to the literary memorial for the late lamented Theodosis 
Athas. 

I am doubly regretful for my absence. A pastoral duty in Raleigh, N C 
deprives me of the pleasure of participating in that memorial. 

Certainly reflections and verses of his will be read, along with reflec
tions and verses of others about his work. To the latter I would like to 
contribute a reflection of my own: a life that has not known passion and 
poetry is empty. The life of Theodosis Athas was full and for that reason 
unfading. 

Thanking you for the generous thought of honoring Athas, the man, 
poetry. literature, spiritual values, I wish you continuous and bold 
resistance to banality and emptiness. 

With deep respect, 

Archbishop Iakovos 
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MY ACQUAINTANCE WITH THEODOSIS ATHAS 

BY TAKIS SINOPOULOS 

Dear Friends, 
New York is very far from Athens. And for me that distance is 

increased tenfold within me as I cannot be present to honor Theososis 
Athas at the literary memorial you are holding this evening. 

We became acquainted and developed close ties during the past ten 
years. The beginning was in 1964, when he sent me his book with those 
marvelous translations of Cummings. I wrote to him immediately, 
enthusiastic about my discovery-and I was not alone in that-not only 
of an experienced master of translation who easily overcame all the dif
ficulties of the text, but also a man with that sure knowledge and feel
ing for the language, which few even here in Greece possess. I am 
talking about a language that is lived, not learned from books. 

Later Athas came to Greece. He was full of life, cordial, witty, always 
thirsting for hour-long discussions, thirsting to learn about people and 
things. At the same time he was acute, uneasy, difficult, dissatisfied, and 
sometimes neurotic and anguished, tortured by his own dark side, by 
his desires and his contradictions. At night he would drink coffee and 
read, sleep would find him, surrounded by newspapers, journals and 
books, only at dawn. 

A few years later he came to Greece again with his first wife. I saw 
him again the following year, alone now; he had problems with his 
health. I tried to calm him, but did not make much headway. During the 
summer 1973 he called and asked me not to leave Athens, but to await 
his arrival. He arrived in Greece but went first to Macedonia, where he 
married for the second time. From there he notified me that he would 
soon come to Athens. 

Many days passed without any word. Then I received a letter from 
New York: he was in the hospital, very ill. Then one Sunday, late at 
night, his wife telephoned to tell me: "Theodosis died!" I did not utter 
a word; I was speechless. Later I went through my drawer, looking for 
one or two photographs that he had given me at the time he was trying 
to be happy. 
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Perhaps a few times, for a short while, Athas was truly happy For 

years he struggled to bring some order to his life. But recently a sullen 

and inaudible pain stirred beneath the surface, distracting him from one 

or another conversation and sending him into a state of continuous self

analysis. It became clear then, or semi-clear, that for Athas there was no 

relief, no escape, anywhere, not in professional activity, not in interper

sonal relationships, not even in art. This successful man had been 

defeated many times, every day he bowed to uncontrollable powers and 

situations. This man endowed by nature, this charming and beautiful 

man, had lost all the games of evasion. He smiled and somehow you saw 

the imminent disaster. The reverses came one after another, along with 

successes. The last reversal, more decisive and rapid, defeated him once 

and for all. 
And yet he loved life passionately, no matter how contrary and dif

ficult it became for him. He was never on the side of death. For him 

death was the most absurd, the most infuriating thing that could hap

pen to him. Patience and hope never left him. He was accustomed to 

struggling. Living in a foreign land, he lived only with Greeks, only for 

Greeks. He was not spoiled, bastardized; he did not "turn into a Turk" 

as Seferis once said of someone. He made people love him, believe him. 

Because he came close to their sorrows and yearnings with his own 

yearnings and his own sorrow. Above all he had a generous nature. It 

did not seem right to him to underestimate or to hurt anyone, even the 

most insignificant person. He always raised the other person to his level. 

He gave him the comfort to exist. In this way he won the love of his fel
lowmen. 

And so here is the double identity of Theodosis Athas. On the one 

hand, the hearty friend, the tireless interlocutor, the charming radio 

announcer, ever-ready and brimming with emotion, who gave and 

shared whatever he could of his inner wealth without seeking any 

reward, without taking anything. And on the other hand, the man tor

tured by his dark experiences, his nightmarish visions; one could say a 

basement full of muffled human cries, among visible and invisible 

instruments of torture. And so out of this double point of departure 

emerges the more profound and more real face of Theodosis Athas, the 

poet who, mature now and ready for some time, has already opened his 

path, marching decisively into what Dante called "the dark forest." 
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I want to say that what is of interest now, beyond the man and his 
perishable body, is the poet and his work. I do not refer only to his pub
lications, which we all more or less know-that is, his translations of 
Cummings and the "Songs in the Time of Silence" which were pub
lished under the pseudonym Lynnaios. I am referring more to the other 
unpublished work, the respectable number of manuscripts and transla
tions, which must see the light as quickly as possible, so that he can be 
judged and assigned his rightful place. Because that work-of his silent 
life-is, dear friends, the ship on which the name of Theodosis Athas 
will travel on its long journey into time. 

(read by Yiannis Argyropoulos) 
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IN HIS MEMORY 

BY IOANNA KARATZAFERI 

Bring me a bouzouki to see how I ache ... 
My eyes are two rivers of tears, and between them is Manhattan, 

which on a December day opened its earth to receive Theodosis Athas 

and then closed it forever. 
Yet within me I have never buried Athas because he will blossom in 

my heart as long as I live. 
Three years ago that awful Nikos Spanias said to me: I will tell you 

what a memorial is. Memory. That is what man is. He lives as long as he 

is remembered by someone. That is to say as long as he is remembered. 
Since that time we were uneasy about the life of the third. Spanias, 

Athas and I were a strange trio, in our relationship to the written word. 
I remember in other times our walks in the streets of Manhattan, our 

long conversations about the problems that beset us at the time. Those 

were the pre-radio years. When our friendship existed outside of any 

exchange. 
I believe that during those years we had loved more. 
Fifteen years ago! 
When Theodosis was like a supple shoot: poetic and pale. 
When he saw his future in his poetry. 
When the meaning of life was to be found in writing, in the creation 

of a poem, in the grasping of a meaning. 
When death was for us something metaphysical. 
When he was collecting words for his Greek-American lexicon. Like 

Kazantzakis and Sikelianos who had made the round of towns and vil

lages to find every word of our linguistic treasure to preserve it for fear 

that it would be lost in time. Likewise Theodosis feared that our lan

guage would be lost among the dollars. 
When he would come smiling from ear to ear to bring me the latest 

words: krisimes (Christmas), marketa (market), hospitali (hospital), to 

mention only the most common. 
Perhaps that mixing of languages was Athas' starting point in his 

odyssey to identify himself with that totality which is called the Greek 
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community of New York. Because what unites us all, beyond any other 
social, economic, or political difference, is a common language-Greek. 

Once Theodosis tried to explain to me the feeling that tied him to 
the microphone: 

"It's my direct contact with the Greek community," he told me. He 
did not need to add anything else. 

My years-long friendship with Athas was sincere and pure, that is 
why it was never on an equal footing. Sometimes he felt the need for 
daily contact with me and at other times weeks or months would pass 
without any communication between us. 

There were times, he admitted to me, when I was the cause of his 
psychoses, because I transferred my own psychoses to him. It was as if 
he understood my impatience and that while I was with him I was 
thinking that I could be spending the time on behalf of another com
mon and significant struggle, rather than spending it with a friend. 

I told him that those thoughts were bourgeois egotism. 
He knew my position and accepted it. 
But he worried about me in recent years. He thought that I had 

exposed my life to certain unseen dangers. 
During those same years I feared for his life . 
. . . And now I weep ... 

(Read by Ilona Karka) 
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THE PEOPLE'S FAVORITE 

BY RIKA ROMAIOU 

"Good morning friends and welcome to the 'Greek Voice of New York,' 
the program that is variform and informative. My name is Theodosis 
Athas and I have the distinct honor to keep you company from 7:30 to 
10:00 in the morning and from 6:30 to 8:00 in the evening." 

From there on, the "new wave," as Theodosis called the beginning 
of the broadcast flowed like a small winding river, from song to song, 
from one climate to another, from emotion to laughter, from criticism 
to understanding. 

The listener had before him a unified image, a chain of impressions 
and experiences, a succession of attacks on his emotional network, 
attacks as gentle as the breaking of successive waves of a calm ocean on 
a wide beach. 

The broadcast was truly a series of waves on the wide beach of Hel
lenism: song, commentary, advertisements cleverly-written, impres
sions, humor, give and take, news, instruction, word-games and again 
song, popular music, longing and generosity, all of that vivid, direct, 
fresh. 

Behind that unbroken whole, behind the total picture hid a man: 
Theodosis. 

And he had many gifts: the gift of language, quickness of mind, 
knowledge, talent, memory, sensitivity, outspokenness and free 
thought, recognition of evasion, humor, mocking disposition, critical 
mind. His virtues were many: a great and profound sense of responsibil
ity and respect toward his listeners, great intelligence and sure instincts. 

And yet, all of that cannot explain how Theodosis became the peo
ple's favorite-how his voice managed to occupy such a place in the life 
of the Greek community; how he became a member of every Greek fam
ily, friend and brother, son, grandson, and blue prince. 

It was an ecstatic moment, as creative people say, a moment when 
all the instruments of the orchestra give off the best sound, led by the 
baton of the conductor. 

Theodosis made the program a hearth in both meanings of the word. 
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First of all a hearth of light, because during the "Greek Voice" the news 
and problems of the Greek community, disparate bits of knowledge, 
music, current events, popular sentiment are all focused and beamed to 
tens of thousands of listeners. 

And then hearth in the sense of fireplace, home, the light around 
which the Greek community of this city comes together and rallies 
around. Rallies around to find a lost, fragmented, perhaps adulterated 
identity 

A Greek of New York speaks correct and rich Greek, selects and 
identifies with Greek music. Gives voice to needs and problems that 
arise from life in a foreign land. Maintains live contact with Greece, 
expresses the commonality of Greeks here and of each individual. 

We were all proud of him and considered his broadcast our own cre
ation, took pleasure in its shadow and in its fruits; it gave us the sense 
that we had our own courtyard, our own tree of knowledge. 

An old teacher of Theodosis said that when he was asked as a stu
dent what he wanted to be, he would reply: "Some day I want to speak 
and have my voice heard everywhere." See how his dream became real
ity His first step was in Lynn, Massachusetts, where he participated in a 
local radio program. Later he worked in New York, in the program of 
Lefteris Petropouleas, and after that, the water was in the streambed and 
no reaction could contain it: the stream flowed and became a river and 
for years refreshed the soul of the Greek of New York. At the end of his 
precious life the program was heard for four hours each day and 
became, as he himself liked to say: the longest Greek program outside 
the borders of Greece. 

Let us look closely, one by one, at the elements of success: 
A secret thread tied together the songs that he selected, so that the 

passing from clarinet to bouzouki, or from Vembo to Voskopoulos was 
organic and such that the taste of the musical salad, as he called it, 
would be pleasing to as many in his audience as possible. He knew 
Greek music in its breadth. But that would not have been sufficient if he 
did not have a feel for it. Theodosis was particularly sensitive to the 
quality of the songs. At first hearing, he discerned between the monot
onous and the exciting songs-the pure from the counterfeit. He could 
predict with certainty those that would become hits and introduce them 
with the appropriate comments. Up to a point, he respected common 
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tastes. He did what he could to lead his audience to authentic musical 
values: exemplary popular songs, Hadzidakis and Theodorakis, the new 
composers who continued the work of those two major figures, the old 
nostalgic songs. He loved the voice of Xanthippe Karathanasi, of 
Kazantzidis, of Bithikotsis; he knew how to enjoy the clever lyrics of the 
popular Tolis or the urban-popular presence of Doukissa. A poet and 
weaver of verses himself he could not resist criticizing the insipid verses 
of certain songs, and revealing with subtle irony their hollow and anti
aesthetic qualities. 

His great love was folksongs. "It got us again" was his usual retort 
after hearing a tsamiko, a Pontic, Cretan or Epirote song. A variant on 
a folksong was "Ivory-boned One" (Fildisokokalenia) that he listened to 
with deep emotion recently And the following, whose lyrics brought 
tears to his eyes, was also a folksong: 

My heart, start the laughter 
Laughter as in the old times 
And let our sorrows go away 
Like a storm in the mountains. 

It seems unbelievable to me 
Tell me, what do you say 
I will make you my mate 
And we will live together. 

In his poems of "The Time of Silence" he wrote verses to be set to 
music, among them the following: 

Tear us apart with sweet 
Bitter songs 
In you white alabaster 
Little hands, Nausika. 

He tore the sobs of emotion from the throat of the listener, to receive 
a telephone call that would say: Bravo, Athas, with your lovely songs! 

A second significant element was his lively presence. 
Theodosis was there. He was behind the microphone. With the 
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song; before and after the ad. He could never have done a recorded pro
gram because the relationship he had with his listeners was direct and 
lively He was not an announcer but a conversationalist: he did not read, 
did not recite, did not announce. He talked to Yiannis and Maria, 
awaited a reaction and a reason to begin new linguistic adventures, new 
formulations. He was present at the microphone and on the telephone. 
You would ask him about the life span of an eagle, when Alexander the 
Great was born, whether you should send your children to school in 
Greece, or how you should behave toward your other half. 

Let us ask Athas. He was not omniscient. He was what the wise old 
man from Kastoria told him: "My boy, I marvel at you. What a house
hold you have in your brain!" 

The household, the order in his mind was what gave him certainty 
and confidence in whatever he said. 

He was a music critic, a conversationalist, a missionary A third refu
tation of the title "announcer" for Theodosis. 

He believed that there were many things wrong in this world and 
often saw his role on the radio as a mission. Indeed that was what 
assuaged his anguish with regard to anything related to finances: the 
collection of money, exchanges with the advertisers, meeting expenses. 
All that was forgotten behind the microphone, which Theodosis some
times saw as a means for sending a proclamation of freedom, equality, 
and justice in the church of the people, and sometimes as a pulpit, more 
so between the two critical periods of his illness. 

His faith in the virtues of Hellenism, in the Greece of his imagina
tion was tremendous. Similarly tremendous was his aversion to the 
faults of the race: lack of preparation, irresponsibility, lack of organiza
tion, self-centeredness, pretence, the "klise" (cliche) as he used to say, 
bias, immediate reaction, misfortune. 

Vocation, if that is the right word, the sense of mission, is what gave 
him the spark of the missionary His mission had a purpose: the show
casing of good music, moral teaching, stripping away from Hellenism 
the scales attached to it. 

The news was the focus of interest of the program and for that rea
son consumed his interest. He had to read the teletype, glance at all the 
newspapers to identify with an eagle's eye the news that would consti
tute a unity of interest and education, and at the same time would sow 
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discrimination in the mind of the listener. The entire quality of his work 
was based on the fact that he was contributing to the public's need for 
balanced information and he wanted to communicate the message that 
he himself was capable of partaking of the outside world. 

Beyond the personality with inexhaustible curiosity that Theodosis 
displayed, there was also a mania for technical perfection between 
music and advertising: he knew how to unite the different pieces into 
an organic whole, to direct the engineer, who was a different one at dif
ferent times, to achieve a coherence, rhythm and climax during the time 
he had at his disposal. It is with gratitude that I recall every so often the 
kindness and gentleness he displayed when he had to show me how to 
overcome obstacles, technical knowledge that he had acquired on his 
own, to clear the difficult path of all thorns, finding little tricks and 
details that would be insignificant for others. It was that level of detail 
that made the result entirely unique, that gave vigor and style to the 
"Greek Voice of New York," the program of Theodosis Athas. 

Finally, advertisements, the slogan. "I am an improbable sloganizer," 
he would introduce himself in amusement and seriously A slogan is a 
combination of words that will lend an identity to the product and will 
make it desirable. Some of the slogans he invented will live on in the 
history of Greek advertising: "the proud macaroni," "the program that 
differs and is variforrn and informative," the "air travel of love," "the 
fold that no one can reach." 

You see how much there was that made him unique, lent him that 
magic aura and made him, quite rightly, the hero of many, the fighter, 
and for others the opponent, the ambassador of envy, It was not easy to 
achieve what he achieved. It was very difficult. And the price was high. 

The radio opens itself like a magic flower in the beginning and he 
like a bee, harvests its sweet dew, the good word, praise, fame, power, 
financial security By giving pleasure to the evil spirit of the community 
he assumes a place in the sun much more quickly than would have hap
pened if he continued in the difficult uphill struggle of poetry 

The magic flower however is carnivorous. Slowly it closes its petals 
and suddenly hermetically locks in its victim. 

There is abundant honey in its calyx and that, in its turn, needs 
blood to survive. The radio wants you entirely for itself. 

Private life is dissolved and becomes the possession of others. Time 
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is spent in anguishing exchanges. Attacks and obstacles harden the 
smile. You are placed on guard. The stomach is often in knots. The audi
ence is an amorphous mass that stirs somewhere out there in a dark mist 
and wants you to nourish it with being. To wake it up, to entertain it, to 
shake it up, to control it, to win its smile and approval. 

The missionary, the teacher, the beautiful one, the fraternal friend 
gives of himself! He gives of himself each morning and each evening in 
this exhausting erotic meeting with the public. And then he is alone; he 
has to struggle with his anguish like Digenis on the threshing floor. 

There are many causes for sadness and anguish, which he overcomes 
with his ability to appreciate small things, a sudden rain, a song, the 
smile of a girl, a ride in the car on the outer lane of the Queensborough 
Bridge, where you appear to be flying over the river. 

What is a fact now is that Theodosis Athas, as Vasilis Fotopoulos 
said so appropriately and beautifully, was a leading figure in the intel
lectual life of the city. A figure who spent himself lavishly during the 
seven years of his radio life, whose result is apparent only among the 
public, among you. 

You accepted him. Into your memory and into your hearts. 
With the education that he shared. 
With the language in which he spoke to you. 
With the freedom that he preached. 
With his humanity that came into your homes. With his laughter 

and his sigh. 
He kept nothing, believe me, nothing for himself. 
He left it all to you! 
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CHILD 

@ a deficient day gave birth to him, a day forgotten 
a place with little light raised him 
a small, little child with two big eyes. 

@ a poor house was his fate, without a tale 
under a sky with holes and leaking roof tiles 
a child of skin and bone, with two big eyes. 
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@ he had a small amount of crying left, but lost it on the way 

and a high thin voice behind locked doors 
a child begging for a crumb of a tale 

@ mother, dear mother of Christ, take pity on us and make 

his cold day a Sunday, his five roads a garden 
and send him your little boy to play ball with him 

@ before he is lost in his sob and his sorrow 
and remains the unjust and permanent act 
of a child looking at us with two big eyes. 

Set to music and sung with guitar accompaniment 
by Athena Zaharopoulou 
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THE MADMAN AND THE CHILD 

Within me dwell a 
madman 

and a 
child (I discovered them just recently) 

The madman: whom I detest
He often takes on my role 
He fears 

Life 

THE CHARIOTEER 

(you must win continuously-
he said to me the other day-otherwise you disintegrate 
again into the past, which always exists 
in an air of Defeat!) 

(I-he said to me the other day
went mad when I realized that 
it's impossible to win continuously) 

The child: looks for the woman 
plays the hero 
imagines that he is admired 
and loved 

he is moved by the idol of himself 
to tears. (it is the only thing 
that really moves him) 

The child is the carrier of 
Love of 
Pity and 
of Fear 

That River in my Sleep 
Is the Child's 

Recited by Eleni Stavropoulou 
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THEY CAME TO TAKE ME AWAY 

In the sweet dusk 
in April 
they came to take me away 
the dead friends 

Friend abandon the shack 
its complaining 
and the tin world 
and come down below with us 

Down below there is no deception 
they don't set traps 
and there people are honest 
and friends are trustworthy 

Come without a sidearm 
come without a knife 
make Pluto your brother 
and Persephone your mate 

friend abandon the shack 
its complaining 
and the tin world 
and come down below with us 

Sung by Eleni Stavropoulou 
to music by Yiorgos Zabetas 
accompanied on piano by Nikos Psyhoyios 
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SPEAK, MEMORY 

BY NIKOS SPANIAS 

Laskaratos said once that the survivors do not owe encomia to the dead, 
but the truth. Flattery is inappropriate for the dead-as it is for the living 
. . . The life and work of Theodosis Athas constitute one of the most sig
nificant and most original chapters of the intellectual history of the Greeks 
in America. Without needing to indulge in encomia and flattery, the chap
ter of Theodosis Athas could be characterized unhesitatingly as unique. 

In his generous nature we admire not only the intellect and moral 
stature of the humanist who is preoccupied stubbornly and with a 
strange fanaticism by the passion of perfection. We are impressed as well 
by the missionary role of the martyr -educator who despite all his dis
agreements, nevertheless imparts an unparalleled moral authority. But, 
beyond all that, and together with his unending struggles and his intel
lectual contribution, there is an interweaving and enlightenment of the 
political, social and intellectual history of the Greek community. 
Because with his many-sided activities he sought to open a window to 
"improvement" so that the abundant and comforting light of an Inter
national Enlightenment might shine on the backward-resulting from 
the hard work of the immigrant-Greek community. 

Until now, a great part of his work, difficult to find and scattered in 
books, leaflets, journals and newspapers, has been inaccessible not only 
to the wide reading public, but-and we must not ignore this-even to 
specialists in Modern Greek literature. 

I noted earlier that his activities were many-sided. 
For that reason it was a wise and sensible decision to share all the 

words that we offer this evening in this modest and necessary literary 
memorial. My presentation can be summarized in two simple but 
revealing words: Speak, Memory. It is a retrospective on the past, viewed 
and interpreted from my inner world, the eyes of my soul, as the poet 
says, and for that reason it cannot but be subjective and emotional. And 
yet the mechanism of memory is such that it rejects the superfluous and 
retains the essential. Hear then, how I saw, became acquainted with, 
developed ties and came to love an unforgettable friend: 
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The vivid, uneasy, irritable and volatile nature that found an outlet 

in poetry From his high school days in Kastoria, he had already started 

to fill the empty white page with his poetic flights. He was a bright stu

dent and had received a strong basis in Greek, which he never-until 

his last breath-forgot or neglected. Like all poets he desired to share 

his art with others and sent his first poems for publication in the 

National Herald. What cataracts of youthful exuberant emotions. 

Intense erotic visions on the one hand and social protest on the other. 

Tender strophes at the tomb of juliet-he called her "born of the sun 

and overflowing with sun"-and revolutionary lines about the unjust 

death of Thomas O'Hara. Despite his youth, his poetry impressed me. I 

published one by one all of his early works-I was then working as an 

editor at the National Herald-and I remember that I did him the excep

tional but deserved honor of publishing his poetical compositions in the 

same column as the work of distinguished Greek writers. His joy was 

unbridled. He was, by his own admission, a temperamental soul. He 

bombarded me with letters of thanks: "You are a very good man, Mr. 

Spanias," and so on, and on top of that new poetic contributions enough 

to fill two or three volumes. 
In his beautifully hand-written letters he would list his literary prefer

ences, the tribulations of daily life, the anguish of making a living (I recall 

that at the time he was working in a factory in Lynn, Massachusetts to 

contribute to the family finances), his heart-rending love for a woman 

named Celeste, and even, incidentally, that he was participating in a local 

radio program. I suggested to him that he leave the "village"-as he 

referred to Lynn-that he take poetry seriously, devote himself to it heart 

and soul, read continuously, and I even suggested that he send me a pho

tograph-I was a bit curious to see the face of this impetuous young man. 

The photograph he sent me showed only the face of a well-built 

young boy, gentle but also a dreamer, with tight lips, signifying will and 

determination. But when he finally came to live in New York, shortly 

thereafter, I was rubbing my eyes before a tall, elegant and strong man, 

good-willed and courteous, but at the same time severe, a man who, in 

the end would stand for no nonsense ... Naturally, I pointed out to him 

the clear difference between the photograph and reality. 

-I had nothing else to send you. I admit that it was an old photo

graph, from Greece, when I was still in high school. 
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Then he hastened to add (and at the same time, a sly, vengeful, 
amusing and comforting smile appeared on his lips), from your letters 
it was perfectly clear that you are moved by the tenderness of youth, etc. 

He was since then, or rather since his birth, Mocker, Mimic, Reveler. 
Now that he has died, I wonder whether a man can be compressed into 
a smile. And yet, for me at least, his smile was like the antennas of my 
soul, sensitive and vibrating, that often made me stop, reflect, make the 
right choice . . . His invaluable, for me, characteristic, combined with 
his innate goodness, his grace, his broad knowledge, his fiery revolu
tionary nature and his undeniable talent, forged our friendship from the 
beginning, despite the fact that we were, in general, diametrically oppo
site types in all our characteristics. 

What did he see in me, despite our unbridgeable differences? A man 
who recognized-disinterestedly-the quality of his soul, as he wished 
it to be, and his violent, explosive talent, as he wished it to be. 

And what did I see in that young man who was a dozen years 
younger than I? 

His motivation, his incorruptible character, a man who, although he 
never shared my private passions and private misfortunes, nevertheless 
considered them to be totally human and saw them with the penetrat
ing glance of his wide and compassionate understanding ... 

But, I repeat, what attracted him to me, I could say gave me pleas
ure, was the superb flowering of his irony that allowed me to see, as if 
in a magic mirror, my true image. 

At the time, I believe we had both fallen victim to a slight mythoma
nia. I was trying to convince him that I was writing a play-" The Death 
of Cato"-without having put a single line on paper, and he, in a voice 
choking with emotion, read me a poem of Lorca, as if it was one of his 
own. Naturally, the masks fell, sooner or later, and in order to hide our 
nakedness, we were forced to whip ourselves into the action of writing. 

How many nights, indeed, how many thousands of nights, we spent 
awake, sometimes in his room, sometimes in mine, reading and writing, 
reading and writing, reading and writing. 

In the meantime, he had been discharged from the U.S. Army and 
had taken an apartment next to mine: we were separated only by a thin 
wall, and the activities of one of us reached the ears of the other, like a 
suffocated muted note. 



A Literary Memorial for the Poet 215 

There, on noisy Third Avenue, the two writers-in our imagina

tions-overcame violence with a smile, authorianism with sarcasm, 

obstinacy with patience, poverty with dreams, and ignorance with 

truth. 
We had become, according to him, the Thirdavenueists. But let no 

one think that our relations were always firm and even, that they were 

always milk and honey The differences in our characters, like subter

ranean rivers, rose up and burst forth on the surface, on many occasions 

and then there was a flood of derisive, scornful epithets. I called him a 

shirker, a do-nothing, given to riotous living, a psychoneurotic, a good 

for nothing-and I would slam the door in his face. A tense silence 

would follow, for about half an hour, then through the crack in my door 

would appear a paper, the indictment, the insults, the pamphlet attack

ing me, written in verses that stung like a noxious serpent; they made 

you rabid in your anger, and also caused you to break down laughing. 

These exchanges of letters came and went. Sender and addressee were 

inseparably mixed up: "No I wrote you last," "No you!" On one occa

sion I must have irritated him greatly because I picked up from the floor 

a letter that began: 
Raisin-thief and chicken-thief of Zakynthos and Great corruptor of 

youth, egotistical compatriot, religious rascal, pious Orthodox wrong

doer, self-denying greedy one, deceiver of the people and humiliator, 

deceiver of the widow-and especially of the orphan-eminent hyp

ocrite, and there followed the associated poem which took my existence 

through fourteen generations. 
But I, too, went after him. Despite the fact that he had learned per

fect English, and that in an unbelievably short time, French scared him, 

he could never master it and in the end abandoned it. And I used to tease 

him, noting that his village origins were apparent from his inability to 

pronounce French correctly and that it was high time he left his rustic 

origins behind him and embraced Rimbaud and Verlaine, to open his 

eyes to the rottenness of the city and to smell its artificial-but never

theless seductive-scents. In other words, to become a modern man. 

We would write our poetic encyclicals with acrostichs, and I remem

ber one of my compositions to Theodosis ended, as advice, with the 

epode: 
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Cursed be you mountain ridges, see how the world has 
awakened ... 

Verlaine you made a fool of me: can you imagine that 
they prefer 

Guerlain to peppermint grass! ... 

That last satiric verse-can you imagine that they prefer Guerlain to 
peppermint grass-Theodosis embraced and he would recite often, for 
years, with that incomparable ironic smile of his, because he had 
accepted perhaps that it was a necessary suggestion and a harsh 
reminder for him. He abandoned Palamas to whom he was attached like 
an oyster, and threw himself headfirst into the study of poetic master
pieces of English and American literature. Fate was such that my life at 
that time on Third Avenue was explosive, many-faceted and dangerous. 
I used to host a heterogeneous group of people. I made improbable con
nections. Theodosis, sometimes thunderstruck, sometimes fascinated, 
watched at close range, sometimes with irrepressible fascination and at 
other times with visible disgust, this manifestation of my life. A nod, an 
allusion, a wink, a whisper, an exclamation mark, a cry from the other, 
pulsed like white luminous signals within him-rose up like the sap of 
a tree through the trunk and solidified in the fruit of the word: he was 
mesmerizing with his satire; he made you feel that in addition to a heart, 
human beings also had a gut. He was a blend of Mimic-Satirist: his 
satire, like a sharp blade, passed over the moral skin of the other and if 
it was smooth and even, all right, otherwise if it had a protuberance and 
moral skin-growths, then look out-blood would flow. 

We abandoned ourselves to life's rhythm, each of us always preserv
ing his own contradictions. But now and then our exciting rhythm, 
which almost always moved at tempo prestissimo, was broken. 

Theodosis would complain about the "paleness" of his appearance. 
He would panic over a transitory but very sharp pain in his stomach. 
And as a diversion from his justified irritation, he would smoke count
less cigarettes with a vengeance, until he burned his fingers. And I 
remember that ifl recited verses that contained a reference to death, like 
the following: 
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Say, life has left him 
And nothing remains. 
Tell me, my precious friends, 
Is life a dream 
And does life die? 

An awesome mystery surrounds 
The heavens and the Underworld; 
I tremble, dead man, seeing you 
Life here on this earth 
Is a spark in the darkness. 
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he would be silent for a long time without commenting on the verses 

and he would become remote, as if an impenetrable curtain had come 

down between him and the rest of the world. He had known death per

sonally even in his own family. While still almost a child, he had lost his 

father, who was a lawyer, and almost immediately after that, his brother, 

a "lovable, poetic creature," as he would often say to me. But mainly 

what tied me to him was that despite his psychological and physical 

problems, he continued to be an individual full of kindness and forgive

ness. He never forgot and he was always grateful for the time when I 

offered first aid during a health crisis of his (he had knocked on my door 

and then collapsed on the doorstep), and he immediately forgot, as if it 

had never happened, the time when he was my guest, and in a moment 

of anger, I threw him out of my house, with all his belongings. Memo

ries such as those may not speak well about my character. But I prefer 

that rather than neglecting to mention perhaps the most exceptional 

quality of his soul. There was no question that when I needed him, and 

most amazingly, when I was in danger, he would run without being 

called to stand by his friend-all his friends-like a mother hen spread

ing protective wings over her chicks. 
When the well known and popular poet of the Greek community, 

Theodoros Yiannakoulis died, he took care of everything, including his 

literary will, because his widow was Spanish and knew no Greek. 

With his talent and the irresistible charm he gained the respect of 

the widow of the poet E. E. Cummings, whose poems he had in the 

meantime translated with consummate skill. He met and was recog-
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nized by the poet Allen Ginsberg and translated his "Howl." He received 
flattering letters from Seferis and Elytis. He was acquainted with Ezra 
Pound. He wrote a series of sonnets in English, inspired by his first wife, 
which made an impression on American poets. He translated with 
admirable mastery the sonnets of Shakespeare. 

He often repeated a phrase addressed to him by Paul Nor: "Tell me, 
will we Poets die?" with that he would declare mockingly that it was the 
fate of poets to die penniless. But that penury of the poet did not appear 
to bother him. Without worrying about material rewards and money he 
had tightly embraced his Muse. And he would say: 

If there is no money in poetry 
There is no poetry in money. 

Our literary relationship was that of Student-Teacher, ever reversing 
itself. I sincerely believe, and I emphasize this, that I wrote my own orig
inal poems on Third Avenue, following his encouragement, and under 
his watchful eye. How his first and pleasantly surprised expression 
about my poems showed on his face: from then on he called me Thir
davenueist. 

He knew that I was a bit unstable, a bit superficial, a bit quarrelsome 
and very dissolute. When the coup took place in Greece in 1967 he said 
to me severely: "Don't you think that you have yielded-more than you 
should-to the democracy of pleasure, and isn't it time you did some
thing for Democracy?" And, again, it was at his hinting and comments, 
that I was incited to publish a series of liberal articles. 

How superb was my Teacher! He knew that the emotionalist is he 
who desires the luxury of an emotion without fulfilling it. Theodosis 
was never an emotionalist in his life, but always emotional, his emotions 
full, a feeling man. He did nothing half-heartedly. He demonstrated that 
magnificently, later, in his radio program. His short and inimitable life 
was for him, as well as for us, a hymn of revelation of himself. As if he 
had intuited the early and spectacular end, he desired to reap the burn
ing draught of life to its last drop. 

Despite all his satire, he was not a cynic: because nothing is ever 
revealed to the cynic, and despite the blinding glare of his satire, he is 
engraved in my memory like a tragic meteor, a many-sided child, a fas-
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cinating enigma, a voluptuary of life. And perhaps, because the life a 
voluptuary is the best preparation and the most positive precursor to 
becoming an initiate and a migrant, precisely that explains Theodosis' 
last maniacal bias toward religion, toward a life without financial gain, 
toward a body without upsetting torrents, toward a life methodical and 
apportioned equally, toward a life lived communally. 

One of the Third Avenue poems happened to be a favorite of Theo
dosis'. It talks about an ideal dead person. Although he avoided talking 
openly about death, still, from his luminous pause I guessed the thought 
of my friend. When, finally, he asked me, since the poem was without a 
title or dedication, for whom I had written it. 

"I do not know, I think my mother's image, more than any other, 
seems to emanate from it ... " I replied. 

Irreproachably, and with great emotion, now, that poem, from which 
I find that the image of my dead mother emanates, I offer with relief and 
gratitude to the ideal dead man: Theodosis Athas: 

Among pillars of black smoke 
shouts and bloody rain-drops, 
your image nods with the calm 
of the saints; as if by magic it appears 
on all points of the horizon; it floats on the 
wide ocean. your glance, 
leaving time behind, travels 
on interplanetary voyages and returning 
affixes itself to its starting point 
with an expression of painful perseverance. 
Your hands bloodless like the clouds 
come to rest over every clash 
your entire essence swift as light 
faster than sound, stirs from unknown pleiads 
and smiles at me with visions and riddles 
so palpably and substantially does it encourage me 
so that even if I live a hundred years 
I will be able to defy my evil 
fate. 
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APOSTROPHE 

don't go silent into the night or with head bent into death 
the old man howls and rails when the day fades-
rages at the hour when the blind slay the light 

and the wise man who named the night justice 
because his words never shone-even he 
does not go silent into the night or with head bent into death 

and the humble man who hoped to leave behind his acts 
to shine like a meteor in the darkness-even he 
rages at the hour when the blind slay the light 

and the wild man once he has grasped the sun and sung 
and by his singing reached the fringe of night-
does not go silent into the night or with head bent into death 

and the weary man who invites death at the doorstep 
and death smiles sweetly at him like a friend and brother
rages at the hour when the blind slay the light 

and you my father high up on the gloomy peak 
send me your savage tear as curse and blessing for me
don't go silent into the night or with head bent into death 
rage at the hour when the blind slay the light. 

Recited by Panos Voukidis 
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