














































































































































































































































II4 THE CHARIOTEER 

"Zabea de Lezinao," whispered the nun, pronouncing the syllables 
slowly as if she were memorizing a Byzantine hymn: Isabella, wife of the 
Despot Manuel Kantakouzinos. "Zabea de Lezinao," the nun repeated. 

Her face, pale and expressionless, suddenly began to quiver at the 
name she uttered; her voice took on warmth. The nun ofMystra became 
like the little girl of Mystra. As the child spoke of the last emperor, so she 
spoke of Zabea, wife of the Despot Manuel Kantakouzinos, as if she were 
talking about someone near her, about a sister ofhers at the Pantanassa who 
had left them for the other world, a sister who had confmed herself young, 
as she herself had, very young, in the Pantanassa, and had just gone away, 
still young. 

The two women-the nun, the stranger-did not say another word. 
Drop by drop, a sense of the past was now being transfused into the other 
woman, the stranger; the secret law ofMystra was steadily at work. 

"Let's go on to the Hodegitria," said the nun. 
And the sun wrapped them in thick waves as they went up the hill. 

Kontoglou: Drawing 1926 



from APRIL 

BY ANGHELOS TERZAKIS 

translated by JoAnne Cacoullos 

PALAMIDI 

OvER THERE toward the east, the sky is blotted out by an enormous rock, 
guarding the gates oflight. In winter, the sun appears for us only when the 
rock so wills, and the morning light comes slowly. Arrogant as a despot, 
the weather-beaten rock rises ashen and yellow, towering to the heavens, 
and its shoulders willfully hide the sun from us. The ponderous shadow of 
the rock presses on the small town below. The houses, damp with the salty 
dew of night, cower at its feet, trembling, too soon awakened. 

There we first realize the day, and then we see it. We feel it pouring 
down from above, shimmering irridescently; we hear it announcing its 
triumphant message to the vast heavens which quiver in response. Then, a 
gleam of silver and gold, and the light, like a misty rain, slowly begins to 
descend on us with a kind ofliturgical ceremony, a divine grace. The castle 
brightens and gradually takes shape in the glow of dawn. On its ribs, on its 
flanks, the luminous rain streams, rippling warm and thick down the slope. 
The roofs at the edge of the town flare up with pink light. And the mighty 
giant, stretching his black spine against the white sky, flashes a fantasy of 
brightness, anticipates with all his body and receives on his heavy brow the 
flaming crown which the sun places there momentarily. 

We rarely speak about deities; yet, we feel them passing over us at 
every moment, unseen. The old gods, the most ancient ones, did not die; 
ever since they left the snowy mountain peaks, they have made their home 
in the deep-shadowed recesses of our inmost selves-I do not know what 
great author wrote these words. Those gods reign and will continue to reign 
so long as mankind shudders with terror. When they come back into the 
light, they will rejoice and will again be drunk with the mystique of the 
forest. Thus, our own deity of the rock lives in our veins. Rarely have we 
looked at it, even more rarely have we thought about it, and yet it has been 
there, imperishable, old as the world, unchanging as fate. Reflections from its 
brow impose themselves on the expression of the town, which kneels in 
worshipful attendance. Astonished grace of morning, brilliance of noon, 
smoldering intensity of storm douds, sudden smile after the rain, stealthy 
passing of color after the evening bells ! These reflections have dictated not 
only the expression, but also the feelings of the town. This is the power of 
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the god: it governs our life. So the god of the rock has watched over us. 

With the past it has taught the child, with the past it has beguiled the young 

man, with the past it has haunted the perjurer, given courage to the man in 

his prime, awakened memories for the man who was old. And the past is 

history, deeds of heroes, blood of martyrs, resurrection of souls. 

In this lithic record, I first read the story of our race, the life and the law. 

I hear again, with the deep and distant ear of memory, the voice of my 

father telling me: "Kolokotronis, with his young heroes, set up a camp in 

Areia. But Stai:kos Stai:kopoulos learned that only a few Turks remained on 

Palainidi and decided to attack it immediately. On the night of November 

29, I 822, he set out with four hundred select men, climbed the eastern slope, 

and arrived beneath the towers. It was a black, rainy night .... "I close my 

eyes and with a shrinking soul listen to the water beat against the cliff, seethe 

in the hollows of the rock, cascade down the slopes. Cautious footsteps, 

here and there a metallic clang, held breaths, rattle of weapons, hushed 

voices: the attackers draw near. "First Moskonisiotis climbed a ladder up 

to the rampart, looked around him, and when he was certain no one had 

seen him, he jumped inside, his bare sword in hand .... " 

I could still hear the leap of this brave young man. The faraway glitter 

ofhis silver powder horn lighted up my dark, child-like conscience. A deep 

chill, secret excitement, and quiet terror unsettled me. Nor are such visions 

ever forgotten. They touch us to the quick, and throughout our life they 

follow us, like long, drawn-out echoes, and we carry them with us to the 

grave. Who can say if this experience is good or bad? But he who has not 

felt his excitement and terror linked in brotherhood, has never sounded one 

of the deepest mysteries of life. 
Such was our Palainidi, but it was, too, something more. In those 

years that I am telling you about, its power was not completely gone. Its 

existence was not justified only by legend. Palamidi was a vivid reality. 

Speechless horror lived in it. In its bowels, mingled with darkness, like 

worms in moist ground, were the long-term prisoners, those sentenced for 

life, and the others, condemned to death. The guards, posted on the towers 

as far as the tail of the scorpion, the western sting of Akronauplia, were al

ways alert. In the evening, at twilight, after the evening bell, you could 

hear their shout high above, as if it were hovering between heaven and 

earth, "Guards, be vigilant!" It kept echoing in rhythmic intervals; it hur

ried far, muted, from mouth to mouth; it fluttered from tower to tower, 

like an owl with muffled wings, and rushed into the distance out at sea, to 

meet the night that was bearing down on us, in her solemn pageantry. 
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Palamidi was a place at once heroic and mournful, a sanctified rock of 
martyrdom. The religion of Christ does not know this deep bond between 
the divine and the terrible. But the primitive religions knew it, and the 
soul of the pagan could feel the convulsive ecstasy of terror. The rock of 
Palamidi which set forth from ages immemorial, has survived with its 
mythic soul into the days of our life. Near the lone chapel of St. Andreas, 
cheerful reflection of Galilee, the guillotine used to stand, a vestige of the 
ancient rites ofhuman sacrifice. The blade hung in the air, high above us. 
To the brightness of day or of moonlight, to the shimmering of stars or the 
flush of dawn, it gave its cold satanic gleam. When an execution was to 
take place, a small boat, lapped by the calm waters of the harbor, carried 
the executioner and his helpers from the Bourtzi to the mainland. At dawn, 
when the air is fragrant with dew-wet grass, the black ritual was fulfilled 
there. And the blade, whistling through mid-air for an impalpable mo
ment, froze with its viperous glance the immaculate smile of dawn. 

Every native has climbed Palamidi at least once. To be born in its 
shadow, to be challenged by it, and never to aspire to climb it, is disgraceful. 
For every child ofNauplion this ascent is the first conquest ofhis life. The 
steps to the summit have a cabalistic number: 999. The eye discerns long, 
winding, covered passageways that cling to the side of the rock, like 
caterpillars halted in their tracks. These tunnels protected the steps in most 
places from the bullets of the possible enemy. As a small boy I, too, heard 
within me the command to climb up there. My parents had promised to 
take me but kept putting it off from one day to the next, from one month, 
from one year, to another. 

It is true that I was weak, disgracefully sensitive, in a constant struggle 
against the wasting away of my body. Having attracted all the usual 
diseases, my feeble frame devised improbable illnesses, like a traveller who 
keeps stumbling into pitfalls, as if there were no straight road, the road of 
good health which most people enjoy. You would think that some malev
olent spirit lay in wait for me at the hour of my birth and was chained to 
my shadow. I never broke this bondage. My poor conscience is at ease, 
though, because I did at times make as many heroic, though futile, sorties 
as I could. 

I remember now the first one. My poor father, himself a hero whose 
hair turned gray in the battle for my health, had taken me, still almost an 
infant, for a walk to the railroad station. It was a summer evening; the pop
lars were motionless in a meditative quiet. As we were returning at dusk, 
hand in hand, talking about Palamidi, I suddenly felt an overwhelming 
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urge to conquer it. I looked up at it. My father was holding my hand 

loosely, gently; I let go and darted off toward the great rock. 

At that age I had almost no understanding of distance or time or space. 

In that mad moment I thought I could climb up Palamidi instantly at a run. 

I did not think about the dusk coming thick around me. My father, more 

puzzled than angry, soon caught me .... 

I should like to be a great soul, one of those noble voices of the older 

days, who sang of life, its symbols and its men. I should like to have as a 

gift from destiny, a bronze stylus made ofhot metal, and in white marble I 

should like to carve two songs: the song of the sea that brings to men be

guiling visions and mysterious perfumes; and the hymn of the great rocks 

that hold fast the epic poetry of the earth in eternal monuments. There was 

a time, then in my first youth, when I, too, set out, a horseman ofRosinante, 

with the unfurled banner of a beautiful ambition. Do not laugh, my child, 

the dreams of men are sacred. And no one can tell whether such dreams are 

a weakness or a strength. Later, but somewhat abruptly, I woke up and 

thereby gained an ordinary respectability in the eyes of men, but I lost my 

glorious intoxication. 
Even now, from time to time, I try to escape, not for any logical reason, 

but because I feel darkly inside me that such is and such must be, the com

mandment oflife. Is the beauty ofhuman fate, after all, only in fulfillment? 

May it not also be in the reckless soaring oflcaros? 

But-benddownthatimaywhisperinyourear-sofar,tothismoment 

as I am talking to you, I have never climbed towering Palamidi. No, I never 

made the ascent. And occasionally, in my sober moments, moments ofbit

ter insight, I reflect that it is already too late for me, that I was not destined 

to climb so high. 



CAPTAIN IKON-PAINTER 

BY PHOTIS KONTOGLOU 
translated by Fotine Nicholas 

AT CHRISTMASTIME in 1864 there was a great tempest with a thick 
snow fall. Not a sail was visible on the angry sea. Only a small calque near 
Tinos was wrestling with Death. It was the sailboat of a certain Captain 
George from N axos and it was loaded with wines from Santorini. Through
out the day it struggled against the storm; but when night came, the violent 
north wind broke the mast and wrenched out the rudder. The men hardly 
managed to toss a skiff overboard and get into it. They had not moved more 
than a rifle shot away when the calque sank. 

A gust seized the skiff and tossed it about in the dark of night. The three 
men aboard were Captain George and two experienced seamen. They were 
wretched, wet to the bone, freezing, and without hope of rescue. They be
gan to weep like children and vowed that if they were ever saved they 
would become monks. And God heard their pleading cries, which came 
like Jonah's, from their desperate hearts. When dawn came they saw that 
the weather had unexpectedly improved and that they were near Syra. 

They landed safely and some fishermen took care of them. None of 
them became ill. After a few days in Syra they decided to go and fulfill their 
vows. They sold the skiff and with the money they embarked directly for 
the Holy Mount where they became monks. Having decided that they were 
dead to the world, they did not send word to their homes that they had 
been rescued. 

Captain George became a hermit at St. Anne's. There, by prayer, 
fasting, and the cruellest physical suffering, he became known throughout 
the Mount for his holiness. He also learned holy painting from an aged 
teacher and soon excelled in that sacred art. Meanwhile, his wife counted 
him among the dead and every year she prepared and brought to church 
the memorial wheat for him. She and her two older children wore black; 
the youngest was still an infant. And the captain, now Father Gerasimos, 
avoided any news of his home lest love for his children overpower him. 

After two or three years, however, divine grace strengthened his soul 
and he wanted to leave the Mount briefly, as the other monks sometimes 
did, to visit Naxos to see his children and his wife, without revealing his 
identity. When he read the story of St.John the Kalyvite, he made a defmite 
decision to return to Naxos. This St. John had been the only child of a 
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wealthy family, who went off secretly to become a monk. So that his heart 
might suffer even more in his love for Christ, he returned to his paternal 
home, where he became a servant, unrecognized by his parents, and thus 
delivered his spirit to God. 

This moving story heartened Father Gerasimos in his decision; so, with 
the blessing of his abbot, he boarded a ca'ique that took him to Paros. There 
he stayed for a month and, with the artist's tools he had brought with him, 
he painted some ikons on order. Such was his piety, and so venerable was his 
appearance, that his fame spread to the neighboring islands and his ikons 
were said to have miraculous powers. For-the people said-on Sunday, 
when he did not work, he ate no oil, putting only a drop of it on his food 
with the tip of a feather; he even restricted the amount of bread he ate and 
the water he drank. His knees had open wounds from his nightlong genu
flections, and he never slept more than an hour or two, sitting on his tool 
chest or lying on the hard earth. Of the small earnings that his ikons brought 
him, he spent as little as possible for his own meager needs; the remainder he 
secretly gave to the poor. 

One day, two or three devout Christians from Naxos came to plead 
that he visit their island. They did not recognize him, for his beard and long 
hair, his excessive temperance, and his holiness had changed his face com
pletely. He rejoiced at their request and when he was alone he wept and 
thanked the Lord, for it seemed to be His will that he return to his country 
so that his faith could be tested as gold in a crucible. 

And so, six years after he became a monk, he disembarked at Naxos. 
The God-fearing Christians met him at the boat, each wishing to welcome 
him to his home, so that he might receive the good monk's blessing. But 
Christ showed once more that He considered the monk firm in his faith and, 
as it turned out, the church committee lodged him in a cell directly across 
from his old home. 

In a few days he was working on several ikons that had been ordered. 
During the day he shut himself in his cell, never even looking out the 
window. Only at night, when the lamp was lighted in his former home, he 
would sit unseen in the dark and watch his wife and children, still wearing 
black, as they sat around the supper table. Then the tears poured from his 
eyes and he would pray to God to support him with His powerful hand so 
that he would not bend in this great struggle which was almost more than 
man could endure. Weeping, he would kneel and recite psalms, and his 
heart seemed about to leave his breast and fly offlike a dove. Where should 
it fly? To his home or to God who had said, "Who loveth father or mother, 
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wife or children more than Me is not worthy of Me." And he would say, 
"How long shall I take counsel in my soul, having sorrow in my heart day 
and night? Consider and hear me, 0 Lord, my God; lighten me eyes, lest 
I sleep the sleep of death, lest mine enemy say, 'I have prevailed against him.' 
For by Thee I have run through a troop; and by my God have I leaped over 
a wall. Thou art my shelter in my sorrow. 0 Lord, all my desires offend 
Thee, and I could not hide my sigh from Thee. All Thy waves and Thy 
billows are gone over me. Oh, that I had wings like a dove, for then would I 
fly away and be at rest. God, Thou tellest my wanderings; put Thou my 
tears into Thy vial. In God have I put my trust; I will not be afraid what 
men do unto me. For Thou hast delivered my soul from death, my eyes 
from tears, my feet from slipping. I am weary of my crying; my throat is 
parched; mine eyes fail while I wait for my God." 

Toward daybreak, after the nightly struggle, sleep would come upon 
him. When he opened his eyes and saw the light sweetly dawning, he felt 
peace creep into his heart as if he had been transformed. Recalling his 
lamentations of the night, he would quietly say, "Weeping may endure for 
a night, but joy cometh in the morning. Hear, 0 Lord, and have mercy 
upon me: Lord, be Thou my helper. Thou hast put off my sackcloth and 
girded me with gladness." 

Thus the days passed. 
One day there was a knocking at the door. Opening it, he saw his wife 

before him. And, like a stone, he revealed nothing, nor was he agitated. Nor 
did she recognize him at all, but said, "Good morning, old man," and kissed 
his hand. 

And he replied, ''The Lord bless you, my child.'' Father Gerasimos then 
sat upon his stool and she, shyly and sadly, on the tool chest. As she tried to 
speak, tears came to the poor woman's eyes. The wife, who did not know 
her husband, wept, but he, who recognized her, did not weep, nor was he 
disturbed. Revealing nothing, he sat with a cheerful expression like that of 
the martyrs when they were being burned alive or torn to pieces. 

His tearful wife then said, "I came, old man, to beg you to make for me 
an ikon of St. George in memory of my late husband who was drowned on 
Christmas day six years ago." 

"Gladly," replied the monk. "May the Lord help you, but it is not good 
for you to weep, for you are burdening your husband's soul. And as you are 
a widow, I will take no payment." 

Early the following day Father Gerasimos began the ikon, and while he 
worked on it, he wept constantly and his paints were watered by his tears. 
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At the top of the ikon he drew St. George in armor, mounted on a horse and, 
below, the wild dragon wounded by his spear; the frightened princess 
looked like Kalliopitsa. He also drew a sinking ship in one corner and three 
sailors struggling among the wild waves. And in another corner he wrote : 
"For the repose of the soul of George Andres who found a watery tomb 
on December 2 5, r 864." And below that: "By the hand of the sinful monk 
Gerasimos in the year r87o." 

About a month later he left Naxos and returned to the Mount. Passing 
by Syra he wrote his wife that he had learned from another monk that 
Captain George was alive on the Mount and that she was to send her oldest 
son to him. When he returned to the scene ofhis penitences, he received a 
letter from his son saying that they would meet shortly. Descending to 
Daphne, he waited, and greeted his son when he disembarked. 

They sat and talked of N axos and their home. From time to time the 
youth would ask, "When will my father come, old man?" And he would 
answer, "Soon." Again the young man asked, and suddenly the old man 
began to weep and said, "My child, I am your father. I was once Captain 
George. But had not God saved me I would have drowned, so I vowed to 
become a monk. Now you are no longer an orphan, but I am lost to the 
world. This was the desire of the All-Powerful One who said that whoso
ever loves Him must leave parents and children and wife. His will be done.'' 

Kontoglou: sketch of a mythical beast carved 
on the reredos of a church in lbrai:m, Dimitsana 



REVIEW OF BOOKS 

THE CHARIOTEER will, in the future, include 
reviews of new books and reprints of im
portant older books. The enormous output 
of the publishing industry obliges us to be 
selective in our notices if The Charioteer is not 
to become, as have many reviews, an unoffi
cial organ of the book trade. Our selectivity 
will be based upon what we believe to be 
within the general interest of our readers. We 
invite the suggestion and criticism of our 
readers, as well as the cooperation of publish
ers. 

Unfortunately, no recent material con
cerning contemporary Greece has come to 
our attention for inclusion here. We have, 
therefore, chosen four titles which -each in its 
own way-contribute to an understanding of 
Greek history and antiquity. 

THE GREEK AND MACEDONIAN ART OF WAR. 
By F. E. Adcock. 109 pp. University of 
California Press. $1.95 (paper). (A reprint of 
Volume XXX of the Sather classical lectures 
delivered at the University of California.) 

The six chapters of this book have all the 
advantages and shortcomings of published 
lectures. In style they are swift, energetic and 
wholly free of extraneous material. They are 
not, and were not intended to be exhaustive 
studies of the subject. Professor Adcock's 
citations of classic and secondary sources are 
well chosen and will suggest much further 
reading to those who are interested. On the 
strength of this book alone, however, the 
reader may approach Herodotus or Thucy
dides with an accurate picture of the methods 
of early warfare. 

The author clearly describes the hoplite 
phalanx-the military mainstay of both 
Greece and Macedonia-its conduct in the 
field, and its conservative development. The 
chapter on naval warfare provides an intro
duction to that more specialized branch of 
the subject, and a survey of "siegecraft" re
veals an aspect of early Greek technology 
which many of us, favoring less sanguinary 
gifts of Greek inventiveness, tend to over
look. The author's observations on the use 

and limitations of cavalry, "The Means and 
Ends of Major Strategy," and "Generalship 
in Battle," will indebt many readers who 
might otherwise bring to their study of the 
Greek historians, poets and dramatists an 
inaccurate notion of ancient military pro
cedures. 

To those enviable few who have already 
exhausted the subject, this book can offer no 
more than an orderly arrangement of ideas 
and essential information. But to that vaster 
group whose knowledge of the actual 
methods of early warfare is hazy at best, 
Professor Adcock has done an unquestion
able service. 

A HisTORY OF GREEK LITERATURE. By Moses 
Hadas. 307 pp. Columbia University Press, 
N.Y. and London. $1.95/14s. (paper). (Re
print from the edition of 1950.) 

In his introduction, Professor Hadas writes 
that "each generation requires its own inter
pretation" of the classics. "There is one 
sufficient reason for writing a new history of 
Greek literature, and that is that the year is 
1950". In 1962 there is still sufficient reason 
to reprint the book in an inexpensive edition. 
It will probably inform more than one gene
ration. 

The book is already so widely known that 
a comprehensive review would be anachro
nistic, if not redundant. Its scope ranges 
chronologically from pre-Homeric times to 
the early Christian era, generically through 
epic, lyric, drama, oratory, historical, philo
sophical and religious prose and the "novel" 
form of Lucian. Such breadth naturally pre
cludes minute detail; but it does not, in this 
instance, preclude depth and lively insight. 
Such adjectives as "vigorous," "scintillat
ing" and "witty" being naturally suspect, a 
quotation from the text itself will better in
form the reader. Hadas describes Anacreon 
as "a graceful and urbane poet who cele
brated wine, women and song with as much 
sincerity as Sappho celebrated Aphrodite, 
though of course without Sappho's inten
sity, and with no sense that indulgence con-
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stituted a lark for which Nemesis would 
inflict a hangover. A new note in Anacreon, 
and his special quality, is wit; his emotions 
are none the less real because he deals with 
them urbanely, but he has a civilized readi
ness to laugh at himsel£" A more fair and 
concise description of the poet, his work and 
his unique place in the early lyric art would 
be hard to find. Professors, harassed by 
balking undergraduates, might well adopt 
the book as a class text-that is, unless they 
are dead set against the classics being a source 
of enjoyment. 

The literature of Greece from early Chris
tian times to the present is badly in need of a 
similar historical treatment. 

PREffiSTORIC CRETE. By Richard Wyatt 
Hutchinson. 368 pp. illus. Penguin Books, 
Baltimore and Middlesex. $1.95 (paper). 

The reader of modem Greek fiction might 
remember Crete as the setting for Kazantza
kis's Zorba the Greek. To a Fourth Century 
(A.D.) Athenian, "Crete" might have 
evoked images of Ariadne, Minos and 
Pasiphae, minotaurs, labyrinths and the 
triumph of Theseus. But the magnificent 
bronze-age Minoan culture had already been 
forgotten when Sophocles and Aeschylus 
were creating the culture of Athens. A broad, 
thorough study of the Minoan culture, 
which so strongly influenced the classic 
period of Greece, is the task that R. W. 
Hutchinson authoritatively performs. 

Coming close on the heels ofL. R. Palmer's 
Mycenaeans and Minoans, this book will add a 
resounding blow in the controversy over the 
dating of the "linear B tablets" (though such 
was not the author's intent). What is more 
important is that Mr. Hutchinson has con
veyed his vast first-hand knowledge of 
Cretan archeology in a form which is cogent 
and intelligible to the layman, but which is 
far from "popular." He is not sparing of de
tail; the details are vivid and carefully docu
mented. 

The author is in the great tradition of 
Cretan archeology; he worked closely with 
Sir Arthur Evans (who excavated the Palace 
of Minos and established the major frame-
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work of Minoan prehistory), was curator in 
Crete for the British School in Athens, and 
has conducted his own excavations in Crete, 
Mycenae and elsewhere. The book includes 
a brief history of the island from classic to 
modem times, and of the archeological 
activity there in the nineteenth century and 
after. The study proper begins with the scant 
remains of the Old Stone Age and descrip
tions of Neolithic (from about sooo B.C.) 
pottery and artifacts. Racial characteristics 
and influences are established, and the com
plex problem oflanguage (or languages) is 
examined in the light of hieroglyphic and 
linear A and B inscriptions. The survey in
cludes trade and maritime activities, the state 
of agriculture and industry, economics, social 
structure, art and religion. The extension of 
Minoan influence into later times is described 
in two chapters on the decline of Crete and 
the rise of Mycenae, and the final chapter, 
showing the development of the city states, 
brings us to early classic times. 

It is not for me to weigh Mr. Hutchinson's 
many conclusions. Archeological accuracy 
or plausibility is often determined through 
the controversies of specialists. Prehistoric 
Crete may raise or renew some conflicts. Its 
importance to the layman, however, lies in 
its broad, methodical treatment of the subject 
and its presentation of very recent evidence. 
The bibliography points out a mass of more 
specialized material, especially on Minoan 
art. Though drawings, diagrams and plates 
are abundant, one hopes that a subsequent 
edition will increase the latter. 

Important excavations are still being car
ried out on the island; this book should give 
one sufficient background to appreciate and 
evaluate future discoveries. 

PRIMITIVE SONG. By C. M. Bowra. 303 pp. 
illus. World Publishing Co., Cleveland and 
N.Y. $6.so (cloth). 

To those familiar with The Greek Experi
ence, Tradition and Design in the Iliad, et al., 
Sir Maurice Bowra's new book may cause a 
moment's surprise. Investigating the pre
history of poetry, one of the most distin
guished classic scholars of our time enters a 
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virtually unexplored field. Though the study 
is neither Greek nor classic, it does, by appli
cation, cover a period anterior to the author's 
The Greek Lyric and adds a new dimension to 
his published studies in literary evolution. 

Through the songs of modern primitive 
man, Sir Maurice reconstructs the origins 
and development of song in the late Paleo
lithic period. Examples are limited to the 
songs of the African Pygmies and Bushmen, 
the Semangs of Malaya, the Veddas of Cey
lon, the Andamanese, the Australian Abo
rigines, the Eskimos, and the Selk'nam and 
Yamana ofTierra del Fuego. 
"It looks as if song comes into existence 

when a rite based on rhythmical movement 
calls for something more explicit to make its 
purposes plain, and this need is satisfied by 
appropriating words from the art of prayer, 
which in its essential purpose is not far re
moved from dramatic actions intended to 
influence gods and spirits." The many song 
examples in the book illustrate the varying 
stages of expression and form which develop 
from this point. 

125 

The songs of primitive men are, by neces
sity, restricted in theme and manner. Hunt
ing dominates their songs just as it dominates 
their lives; but there are also songs of death, 
songs of birth, lullabies and laments, evoca
tions of spirits, the faint beginnings of the 
love-lyric, songs of mythical creation-all of 
them intensely expressive of the singer's 
emotions. As a critical anthology of primi
tive poetry alone, the book provides an ex
perience of the first order. Sir Maurice has so 
chosen, arranged and commented upon the 
material as to make the experience critically 
significant. 

Primitive Song is a pioneer work. It sets the 
pattern for an entirely new area of inquiry 
(some of its tentative conclusions should en
courage others to continue the investigation), 
while it discloses the nature of poetic expres
sion in its most elemental, spontaneous and 
often most intense forms. The book's contri
bution to the study of poetry and the history 
of literature is unique and important. One 
can now read the earliest classic poetry with a 
sense of its prior evolution. 

LEE HATFIELD 

LETTER FROM ATHENS: ((To An Angry 
Young Man" 

BY ANGHELOS TERZAKIS 

translated by Byron Raizis and Catherine Sempepos 

FROM SUMMARIES in the Athenian daily press, 
as well as from one complete translation in 
last Saturday's(July 8, 1962) Tachidromos, the 
Greek public learned about an article written 
by Mr. Kenneth Tynan, drama critic of The 
Observer. Mr. Tynan came to Greece last 
month (June 1962), to the international con
ference on mass spectacles, which is dedicated 
to "the theater for the general public." The 
critic of The Observer attended the first two 
performances at the Festival of Epidauros, 
The Bacchae and Helen, as well as The Birds at 
the Art Theater, and a musical review. Re
turning home, he wrote his impressions 

which were published by The Observer (July 
r) in quite an impressive manner, in eight 
columns, under the title "Journey to the 
Cradle." The title, illustrated by the text that 
followed, is-if not completely ironic-at 
least ambiguous. The author's opinion about 
what he heard and saw here in Greece is most 
unfavorable. Indeed, Mr. Tynan is unduly 
severe. He agrees, more or less, with someone 
who maintained that we are-as he said-the 
cause of all evils that accompany modern 
civilization. He believes that classical Athens 
was but a state of almost McCarthy-like 
principles; he subscribes to the opinion of the 
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Goncourts about Aristophanes's barbarism, 
etc. The essence, however, of Mr. Tynan's 
personal opinion is in the following para
graph, which begins with an ironic attitude 
toward the delegates' guide on their way to 
Epidauros. She had spoken to them, it seems, 
with warmth about the naval battle of Sala
mis and about the destruction ofDramalis's 
army at Dervenakia. And Mr. Tynan com
ments: "Her pride is infectious. One almost 
forgets that, apart from a handful of poets, a 
Cretan painter falsely styled El Greco, and a 
mild, latterday Renaissance in the visual arts, 
this is a country with an unbroken tradition
nearly a thousand years old-of artistic 
sterility. Only the solace of a perfect climate 
has mellowed the militant nostalgia of Greek 
patriotism." 

To those who happen to be unaware, I 
must explain that Mr. Kenneth Tynan be
longs with the so-called "angry young men" 
of Great Britain. This provides him with 
something literarily opportune but at the 
same time professionally perverse and aggres
sive. An "angry young man" in reality
even when he happens to be in his middle 
forties as Mr. Tynan is-has an obligation 
toward himself to attack everything, to play 
the role of a dynamiter. He has to let others 
suppose that he is the bearer of new values, 
which are overwhelmingly important, which 
surprise and shock. 

For my part, I think we must assure Mr. 
Tynan that we never demanded that he fmd 
everything beautiful in our country, or that 
he compose a hymn about it, one of the often 
conventional in style, when he came to write 
about Greece. This country is satiated with 
hymns and praises, many of which have been 
written by such illustrious pens throughout 
the centuries, that an encomium by Mr. 
Tynan would risk the danger ofbeing redun
dant. I suspect that Mr. Tynan guessed it, 
guided by his professional feeling. Conse
quently I think that, since we are veterans of 
this world and have experienced so many 
things, we should not be carried away by an 
anger that would be reminiscent of Mr. 
Tynan and answer with uncritical reproba
tion his uncritical reprobation. We know that 
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to vilify countries and homes is quite often 
unjust and always vulgar. We shall limit our
selves then to the task of reminding Mr. 
Tynan about some very simple facts that he, 
an Oxford graduate and an intellectual with 
an international reputation, seems to ignore 
or to have forgotten. 

What is it that makes Mr. Kenneth Tynan 
well-known in today' s spiritual incoherence? 
I am afraid that if you ask Mr. Tynan himself, 
despite the frankness and bravery ofhis anger, 
he will not tell you what he must certainly 
believe in his heart and soul: that he owes his 
authority to his exceptional mind, to his 
sublime talent. With some regrets, I shall try 
to bring him closer to cruel reality. I will in
form him that he owes his reputation to the 
language he uses-an international language. 
If Mr. Tynan did not use a language spoken 
and written in all five continents; if, conse
quently, The Observer did not have a circula
tion of millions, Mr. Tynan's talent might 
have been of not much use to him: his efforts 
might have had to compete successfully only 
with those of pygmies-an injustice, of 
course .... 

I am not saying this to explain indirectly 
why Mr. Tynan's article deserves our atten
tion today. I am saying it to remind the 
honorable critic of The Observer and the 
Oxford graduate, that the language he uses 
is so widely spread because some time ago
and not only once in three thousand years-a 
certain not numerous nation, intoxicated 
with the idea of freedom, fought the battle of 
the European man and won it, in this small 
comer of the earth. The victory was costly, 
very costly; oceans of blood, rivers of tears, 
myriads of dead. It is true that this action had 
the great advantage of securing for the sake 
of mankind, among other goods, the un
troubled presence today of Mr. Kenneth 
Tynan on the spiritual proscenium, on the 
pedestal of The Observer. 

This country does not ask for gratitude. It 
despises gratitude that is but sterile and re
verse charity. Nor do we say that a country, 
that has offered mankind what this comer of 
the earth has offered, has the right to rest, not 
for one thousand or even for two thousand 
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years. We cannot say it because, very simply, 
there has been no artistic recession. Has Mr. 
Tynan, with his European education, not 
heard anything about Byzantine painting, 
whose delayed discovery today by the pro
gressive nations has virtually stirred the 
world? Has Mr. Tynan not heard anything 
about Byzantine architecture? I would speak, 
too, about Byzantine religious poetry and 
music, about the Acritic epic, and about the 
demotic poetry, if Mr. Tynan's self-com
placency did not probably deprive him of the 
only means by which he could approach 
these wonders: an elementary knowledge of 
the Greek language. Only lack of such 
knowledge can account for a verdict like his 
-if one is justified in condemning what he 
does not know. 

Of course, if Mr. Tynan had kept some re
mains of humanistic education, and if he 
possessed artistic sensitivity instead of profes
sional anger, he would not say that Theoto
kopoulos was "falsely" called El Greco. He 
would be in a position to distinguish the un
deniably Byzantine Hellenism of that great 
artist, who stirred aesthetically the Renais
sance of the West with his revealing vision 
and who almost reversed the established 
balance. 

Where does Mr. Tynan truly find this 
artistic "sterility" of which he writes? Per
haps in the fact that Byzantium did not 
especially cultivate the theater at a time when 
the West presented its first childish theatrical 
lispings? But then, who has ever thought of 
accusing the Italian Renaissance of artistic 
sterility because it had an insignificant thea
ter which was not original but imitated that 
of the Greeks? And who has ever thought of 
disputing the spiritual greatness of England, 
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because, except for Purcell, the music of 
Shakespeare's-and, unfortunately, of Mr. 
Tynan's-country was negligible? 

We do not intend here to teach the history 
of civilization, the cycles of spiritual achieve
ment, to Mr. Tynan, who did not manage to 
learn them at Oxford. We entirely under
stand his need to appear arrogant, to provoke, 
so that he may stay on the pedestal of moder
nity which he has conquered with this tone 
of the troublemaker. It is a tone highly es
teemed in today' s dismembered and morally 
empty world, thirsty for dynamic stimuli. 
We will discuss Mr. Tynan's opinions on the 
purely theatrical field in a future article be
cause we find them very amusing. Now, we 
go back, only for a moment, to that part of 
his article in which he is sarcastic about the 
patriotic fervor ofhis guide. We inform him 
that, without this fervor, without this per
suasion, neither would this very country have 
had the power to stop, by its firmness, genera
tion after generation, the successive waves of 
barbarians, nor would it have given the 
world lessons of freedom as it gave even 
yesterday, nor would Mr. Tynan have the 
authority to write what he writes. Under the 
best circumstances, he would have been the 
humble and dumbfounded flatterer of an 
Asiatic satrap. 

But Mr. Kenneth Tynan, on his own, 
would probably have considered all these 
widely known facts, were he not so profes
sionally young and angry as to forget his 
humanistic origin, elementary logics, and 
historical reality. VIMA, july 11, 1962 

[ Domenicos Theotocopoulos, the so-called El 
Greco, the Greek, signed his name in its Latinized 
form, Dominica Theotocopuli in Greek charac
ters. Translators' Note.] 
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